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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  object  of  this  Work,  which  is  entirely  new, 
18  to  comprise,  within  a  single  volume,  a  chronolo- 
gical series  of  our  classical  Poets,  from  Ben  Jonson 
to  Beattie,  without  mutilation  or  abridgement,  with 
Biographical  and  Critical  notices  of  their  Authors. 
The  contents  of  this  volume  are  so  comprehensive, 
that  few  poems,  it  is  believed,  are  omitted,  except 
such  as  are  of  secondary  merit,  or  unsuited  to  the 
perusal  of  youth.  The  Work,  within  these  bounds, 
may  be  termed  a  ^  Library  of  Classical  English 
Poetry,''  and  may  safely  be  recommended  to  the 
heads  of  Schools  in  general,  and  to  the  libraries  of 
Young  Persons. 


Digitized  by  LnOOQ IC 


/ 

>2 

1 

/i 

/  c.. 

y 

\ 

.    / 

^r     '/i 


Is       /</ 


/>-/ 


^? 


//^' 


Printcil  by  A,  and  R.  SpottiswocMlr, 

IVintew-Strcct,  London.  r^^^^T^ 

Digitized  by  VnOOQlC 


CONTENTS. 


R«e 


BEN  JONSON. 


I  !•  Wniiun  Camden  2 

Fma  Cyntfaia's  Revels » ib. 

Fpom  the  SUent  Wonuui. » ib. 

H««s    ih. 

Ffitaph  on  the  Countess  of  Pembroke,  Sister  * 

to  Str  Riilip  Sidnej ib. 

On  Locy  Countess  of  Bedford    3 

Simg  «o  Celia ib. 

To  the  Sane   ib. 

From  the  Siepberd*s  Holiday    ib. 

Love,    m  little  Boy.     From  the  Masque  on 

Lend  Haddington's  Marriage    ib. 

EtHtaph  on  EUabeth  L.H 4 


COWLEY. 

The  Bfottow      TinUanda  via  est,  Ste.  6 

Hoooor   ib. 

Of  Myadtf* ib. 

The  Chronicle.     A  Ballad ib. 

AjMcreondcs:  cyr  some  Copies  of  Verses,  trans- 
lated poaraphrasticaUy  out  of  Anacreon. 

I.   Lore  7 

II.   Drinking   ib. 

III.    Beauty   ib. 

V.   Age    8 

VII.   Gold  ib. 

VIIL   The  Epicure ib. 

IX.    Another ib. 

X.   The  Grasshopper  ib. 

XI.  TTic  Swallow ib. 

Elegy  upon  Anacreon;  who  was  cfaoaked  by 
a    Grape  stone.     Spoken  by  the    God   of 

Love 9 

OAt,  firom  Catollus.     Acme  and  Saptimius...  10 

The  CoMpint  fb. 

Hymn  to  uglit 11 

Aisainsi  Hope 12 

For  Hope 13 

Oaudkn's  Old  ICan  of  Verona. ib. 

The  Wiah    ib. 

From  the  Dsvideii 14 


MILTON. 

I.' Allegro  !  17 

H  Penseroso 18 

Jjfd^   19 

Comus. SI 


Fkradise  Lost.     In  Twelve  Books. 

Book  I , 29 

H ^ 35 

in 43 

IV.  ^ 49 

V 57 

VL  64 

VIL  70 

VIII 75 

IX 80 

X.  89 

XL  97 

XII 104 

Paradise  Regained.     In  Four  Books. 

Book  1 109 

II 113 

III 117 

IV.   120 

Samson  Agonistes;  a  Dramatic  Poem 126 

Christmas  Hymn 140 


WALLER. 

To  Amoret 143 

To  the  Same  ib. 

Of  Lore  ib. 

Of  the  Marriage  of  the  Dwarfs 144 

A  Panegyric  to  my  Lord  Protector,  oif  the 
IVesent  Greatness,  and  Joint  Interest,  of 

his  Highness  and  this  Nation    ib. 

Of  Engluh  Verse   146 

The  Siory  of  Phobus  and  Daphne  applied  ...    ib. 

Song ib. 

To  Phyllis ^ ib. 

On  a  Girdle 147 

To  Zelinda ib. 

To  a  Lady  ib. 


DRYDEN. 

Annus  MirabiHs :  the  Year  of  Wonders,  1 666.  149 
Alexander's  Feast :  or,  the  Power  df  Music 

An  Ode  in  honour  of  St  CedUa's  Day    ...  160 
Psiamott  and  Ardte :  or,  the  Knight's  Tale. 
In  Three  Books. 

Book  1 163 

II 16^ 

IIL  171 

The  Wife  of  Balh,  her  Tale  179 

Hie  Character  of  a  Good  Ptfson   183 

Theodore  and  Honoria  184 

Religk)  Laid.     An  Epistle   187 

Digitized  by  LnOOQ IC 


To  Sir  Godfrey  Kitdkr,  prindiMa  Funter  to 
His  Majesty  191 

The  Cock  wad  the  Fox:  or,  the  Tale  of  the 
Nun's  Priest 19S 

Tlie  Flower  and  the  Leaf:  or,  the  L«ly  in 
die  Arbour 198 

Cymonand  Ipbigcnia... SOS 


J.  PHILIPa 

The  Splendid  ShilUng 208 

Cyder :  a  Poem,  in  two  Books. 

Book  I ^ 209 

II 215 


PARNELL. 

A  Fairy  Tale,  in  the  ancient  Engliidi  Style  ...  221 

A  Night-Piece  on  Death    223 

The  Hermit ^4 

Hfsiod:  or,  The  Ilise  of  Wmnan 226 

An  Allegory  on  Man 227 

Hm  Book-Woon    228 


ROWE. 

CMia's  €omplafait    A  Song ^ 230 

The  Contented  Shepherd.     To  Mrs.  A 

D—^  afterwards liis  Wife  ^.  231 

A  Song.     Ah!  Willow.     To  the  Same  in  her 


CONTENTa 

Fsg* 


ADDISON. 

A  Letter  from  Italy  to  the  Riglit  Hon.  Charles 

Lofd  Halifiu,  in  the  year  1701 232 

The  Campaign.     A  Poem 234 

To  Sir  Godfh^  KneQer,  on  his  Picture  of  the 

King  237 

»oaFtalmXXin.  ^ 238 


PRIOR. 


Henry  and  Bamu  A  Poem,  upon  the  Model 

of  the  Nuu  Brown  Maid 

Alma:  or,  the  Progress  of  the  Mind.     In 
Three  Cantos. 

Canto  L  

IL  

Ill 

Solomon  on  the  Vanity  of  the  World.  A  Poem, 
in  Three  Books. 

Book  I.  Knowledge 

II.  Pleasnre 

III.   Powar  

The  Thief  and  the  Corddier.     A  Ballad 

A  Song    

The  Garland    

An  English  P^lock  

A  Song 

The  Female  Phaeton 

The  Despairing  Shepherd  

An  Ode  

The  Lady's  Looking-Gbuv.     In  imitatioa  of 
a  Gret^  IdylUum   


240 


246 
249 
253 


258 
264 
272 
279 

ih. 
280 

ib. 
281 

ib. 

ai. 

ih. 

282 


P^<«» 


GAY. 


Rural  Spork     A  Geofgic     In  Two  Cantos. 

Canto  1 284 

II 286 

Trivia:  or,  the  Art  of  walking  the  Streets  of 
London.     In  Three  Books. 

Book  I.  Of  the  Implements  for  Walking 
the  Streets,  and  Signs  of  the 

Weather    287 

IL  Of  Walking  the  StreeU  by  Day  289 

IIL  Of  Walking  the  Streetsby  Night  294 

Sweet  William's  Farewell  to  Black-cyed  Susan  297 

A  lUllad,  from  the  What^e.^Ut    ih. 

Fal>lc.     The  Goat  witliout  a  Beard  298 

Fable.     The  Universal  Apparition    ............     ib. 

Fable.     The  Jugglers..... ....  299 

Fable.     The  Hare  and  many  Aionds  ib. 

The  Shepherd's  Week.    In  Six  IVuttorab  ......  300 

Monday;  or,  the  Squiibblc SOI 

Tuesday:  or,  the  Ditty 902 

Wednesday;  or,  the  Dun^ 308 

Thtusday;  or,  the  SpcU SOS 

Friday ;  or,  the  Dirge    • 306 

Saturday;  or,  tlie  Flights  SOS 

Fable.     The  Farmer's  Wife  and  the  lUwcn...  809 
Fable.     The  Turkey  and  the  Ant ib. 


GREEN. 

The  Spleen.  An  Epistle  to  Mr.  Cutlibcrt 
Jackson 310 

On  Barclay^s  Apology  for  tliu  Quakers    317 

The  Seeker ib. 

The  Grotto.  Written  by  Mr.  Green,  under 
die  name  of  Pvtcr  Drake,  a  fislivrman  of 
Brentford ., 318 

Hie  Sparrow  and  Diamond.     A  Song 320 


TICKELL. 

Colin  and  Lucy.     A  Ballad 321 

To  the  Earl  of  Warwick,  on  tlic  Dtuth  of  Mr. 

Addison   322 

An   Imitation  of  the    Propbeny  uf  Nereus. 

From  Hoiace.     Book  II.     Ode  XV. 323 

An   Epistle  frmn  a  Lady  in  England  to  a 

Gentleman  at  Avignon   iK 

An  Ode,  inscribed  to  the  Earl  of  Sunderhind 

at  Windsor  325 


HAMMOND. 


Etegy 


SOMERVILE. 


The  Chase.     In  Four  Books. 

Book  L  

IL  

Ill 

IV.  


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


326 


328 
331 
335 
340 


POPS. 


CONTENTS. 


Fi«e 


■vplMMn,  Book  IX. 
HtmunH  and    Pomoi 


IL 


III. 
IV. 


Tte  Bapeof  the  Lock.  An  Htroi.Coaiiad 
Fbenu    In  Fho  Cutoi. 

CbnlD  L S46 

IL S47 

in.   94S 

IV.   349 

V.  351 

FhOogiie  to  BIr.Addinn*!  Tki^y  oTCato     35S 

BoinlDAbdard   ib. 

Vm  Temple  of  Fame 355 

Hk  Pyble  of  Dryope.     Rram  Grid's  Mete- 

Book  IX.     359 

Froin  the  samei 

Book  IV.    3«) 

Ab  Imsf  on  Man.     In  Four  EpisdeB. 
E^Me  L  Of  the  Nature  and  Slate  of  Ifan 

with  respect  to  the  UniTerw  361 
Of  tbe  Nature  and  State  of  Man 
with  respect  to  Himself,  aa 

an  Individual  363 

Of  the  Nature  and  State  of  Man 

with  req»ect  to  Sodety 366 

Of  tbe  Nature  and  State  of  Man 
with  reqiect  to  Happiness  ...  368 
Mofsi  EsMqpi.      In  Ftve  Epistles  to  several 
Fbsoos. 
^Mde  L  Of  tbe  Knowledge  and  Cha- 

ractersofMen 372 

IL  Oftbe  Caiaracteraof  Women     374 

IIL  On  tbe  Use  of  Riches   376 

IV.  Of  the  Use  of  Riches   379 

V.  To  Mr.  Addison,  occasioned  by 

bis  Dialoguea  on  Medals...  381 
Ep^le  to  Dr.  Aifauthnot,  bong  the  Pirologue 

totheSsdnss    382 

Mnosh,  a  Sacred  Edogue^  in  imitation  of 

Vii^ri  PolUo 385 

Skgy  to  the  Memory  of  an  Unfortunate  Lady  386 

Se. ib. 

£phde  to  Robert  Earl  of  Oxford  and  Earl 
Moctimcr 388 

SWIFT. 

Cdcmisand  Vanessa 390 

SteOa't  Binb.day 397 

Tbe  JoiffDal  of  a  Modem  Lady,  in  a  Letter  to 
a  PenoB  of  Quality ib. 

Od  the  Death  of  Dr.  Swift  399 

Baadi  sad  Fhifemon.  On  the  ever-lamented 
loM  of  the  two  Yew-trees  in  the  IVuish  of 
ddthone,  SometseL  Imitated  from  the 
Sighth  Book  of  Ovid. 403 

A  DsMiiption  of  the  Morning 405 

TWGuDd  Question  Debated:  Whether  Ha- 
leihon's  Bawn  should  be  turned  into  a  Bar- 
ndc  era  MakJiouse ib. 

OaBMtiy:  a  Bhapaody 406 

A  Dfsrnpiiuu  of  a  Oty-Sbower,  in  imitation 
flf  Virgil*B  Georgica ......: 410 

Hfloce,  Bock  IIL  Ode  IL  To  the  Earl  of 
Odbri,  lata  Lord  Treasurer.  Sent  to  him 
«b(a  ia  the  Tower 

IKHims's  Petition  

1*0  As  Ead  of  Petcrfoorow,  who  commanded 
iu  British  Foroes  in  Spam 

IW  FmpaH  of  Poetry 


THOMSON. 


Rige 


411 
ib. 

41? 
ib. 


Hie  Seasons: 
Spring 


415 

424 

Autumn 437 

Winter 447 

Hie  Castle  of  Indolence :  an  Allegorical  Poem. 
In  Two  Cantos. 

Canto  1 457 

II 463 

Ancient  and  Modem  Italy  compared .  being 

die  First  Ptet  of  «  Liberty,**  a  Poem  469 

Greece :  being  the  Second  Pkirt  of  «<  Liberty,**  472 
Rome :  being  the  Third  Part  of  «  Liberty,*'  477 
Britain:  being  the  Fourth  Pkrt of  <*IiMy/*  482 
Hw    Pkospect:    being    tbe    Fifth    Pirt    of 

**  Liberty;* 492 

Ode 498 

ib. 

a>. 

499 

ib. 


Hw  Happy  Man 
Song    


Ode 

Hymn  on  Solitude ib. 

To  the  Rev.  Mr.  Murdoch,  Rector  of  Strad- 
duOiall,  in  Suffolk   ..*..' ib. 


A.  PHILIPa 

To  the  Earl  of  Dorset    500 

A  Hymn  to  Venus,  from  the  Greek  of  Sappho  501 
A  Fragment  of  Sappho  ib. 


COLLINS. 

Ode  to  Pity     5^2 

Ode  to  Fear    « 503 

Ode,  written  in  the  year  1746   ib. 

Ode  to  a  Lady,  on  the  Deetli  of  Col.  Charles 

Ross,  in  the  Action  at  Fontenoy    504 

Ode  to  Evening ib. 

Ode  to  Liberty    505 

Thle  Passions,  an  Ode  for  Mosic.... 50n 

Dirge  in  Cymlieline .". 507 

An  Ode  on  tlic  popular  Superstitions  of  the 
Highlands  of  Scotland;  considered  as  tlie 

Subject  of  Poetry    ib. 

Ode  on  tbe  Death  of  Mr.  Thomson  509 


DYER. 

Granger  Hill 511 

The  Ruins  of  Rome  512 


SHEN8TONE. 

The  Sdiool-Mistress.  In  Imitation  of  Spenser  517 
Elegy,  describing  the  sorrow  of  an  ingenuous 
mind,  on  the  melancholy  event  of  a  licen- 
tious amour 520 

A  Pastoral  Ballad.     lu  Four  Paits. 

Part  L   Aljsence.    521 

IL  Hope ib. 

IIL    SoUcitude. 522 

IV.    Disappointment ib. 

-pw  Dying  Kid ,...». 525 

I  Digitized  by  LjOOQI^ 


CHURCHILL. 


CONTENVa 
Fi«e 


Hic  RoKud    „.  584 

YOUNG. 

A  FM^hrase  oo  Purt  of  the  Bookof  Job..<«.  533 
Tlie  Complaint :  or,  Nigbt-TboughlB. 

Night  the  First :  on  Life,  Dcii^  attd  UA^ 

mortality «« *^ ^7 

Night  the  Second:   on   TlnM,  UeiKhf  and 

Friendship <«.4.^ 540 

Night  die  Third :  Narcisia ^^h 545 

Night  the  Fourth :  the  Chrfatiaa  Triu«|>h  t  549 

Night  die  Fiftli:  the  RcUq»e...... ....u.  SBS 

Night  die  Sixdi :  die  Infidei  Redann^d.  In 

Two  Parts.    Fkrt  I *«»«..  563 

Night  the  Seventh :    the  Infidel  Reclaimed. 

Fart  II - 57(> 

Night  the  Eighth :  Virtue's  Apology ;  or, 

the  Man  of  the  World  answered 588 

Night  the  Ninth  and  Last:    the  Consola- 
tion   *.««..««« «.  59S 

Love  of  Fame,   the  Universal  FMslon^      In 
Seven  Characteristics]  Satiros. 

Satire      1 610 

II 612 

III 614 

IV.  616 

V.  618 

VL  ....« 623 

VIL   627 


AKENSIDE. 

Hie  Pleasures  of  Imagination.     A  Pocn^  in 
lliree  Books. 

Book  I C31 

II 635 

III 641 

Ode  to  the  Right  Honourable  Francis  Earl  of 

Huntingdon     646 

Hymn  to  the  Naiads  648 

Ode  to  the  Riglit  Rev.  Benjamin,  Lord  Bishop 
of  Winchester 650 


GRAY. 

Hymn  to  Adversity 653 

Elegy  written  in  a  Country  Churdi-Yard    ...  ib. 

Tlie  ProgrcMs  of  Poesy.     A  Pindaric  Ode....  654 

Ode  on  the  Spring 655 

Ode  for  Music   656 

Ode  on  the  Death  of  a  favourite  Cat,  drowned 

in  a  Tub  of  Gold  Fishes 657 

Ode  on  a  distant  Prospect  of  Eton  College  ...  ib. 

The    Bard.  A  Pindaric  Ode 658 

The  Fatal  Sisten.    An  Ode 660 

The  Descent  of  Odin.    An  Ode    661 

The  Triumphs  of  Owen.     A  Fragment    ......    ib. 


SMOLLETT. 

The  Tears  of  Scotland  663 

Ode  to  Leven- Water ib. 

Ode  to  Independence 664 


LYTTBLTON. 


P^ 


Hie  FMgMfe  <if  L«va*    In  Faar  Bdoguas. 

Eclogue  I.  Uncertainly##»*.«.«««««.... G€6 

IL  Hope    4 €67 

III.  Jealousy 4, eCB 

IV.  Possession    4..#.....  €69 

Tb  the  Rev.  Dr.  Ayscougli,  at  Oxfotd ., ib. 

Song 4 670 

BOag     «««.«.  ««.««*««Ma^.#.(»*««*^  tf..*^**. ••«.•..••  oTl 

Sang .....••. ..••••...fo*...*..    ib% 

Tq  die  Memory  of  the  first  Lad^  Lyttelton^ 
A  MoBody  «««.«.«*4r«M #M«»^* «••'••    fbm 

60LD9MITH. 

The  IVmvelleri  or^  a  PiratpaM  of  Sodaly    ...  67.1 

The  Deserted  Village    „ ^....«.. 678 

Hm  Hermit.     A  Ballad   — „^ 681 

RetaUadon.    A  Potn ^ 4 682 

Stanaas  OB  Woman.  Firom  the  Vicar  of  Wake- 

field „.„., ^ 684 

-.«*. ib. 


JOHNSON. 

London:  a  Fbem.     In  imitation  of  the  Third 

Satire  of  Juvenal    .' 686 

The  Vanity  of  Human  Wishes.    In  imitation 

of  the  Tenth  Satire  of  Juvenal  688 

Prologue,  spoken  by  Mr.  Garrick,  at  the  open- 

mgofdieTheatre.Royal,  Drury-lane^  1747,  691 
Ontbe  Deadi  of  Bfr.  Robert  Levet,  a  Pkactiser 

in  Physic ib* 

ARMSTRONG. 

The  Art  of  preserving  Healdi.  In  Four  Books. 

Book  L   Air 693 

IL  Diet 696 

III.  Excreise  700 

IV.  The  Passions    704 

J.  WARTON. 

Ode  to  Fancy 710 

Verses,  written  at  Montauban  in  France 711 

T.  WARTON. 

Ode  to  die  Fu^  of  April   713 

Ode.     llie  Crusade   ib. 

The  Progress  of  Discontent  714 

Inscription  in  a  Hermitage,  at  Ansley  Hall, 

in  Warwickshire ». 715 

Ode.     The  Hamlet 716 

Ode  sent  to  a  Friend,'  on  his  leaving  a  fa- 
vourite Village  in  Hampshire ib. 

Ibe  Pleasures  of  Melancholy 717 

MASON. 

Ode  to  Memory  * 720 

Ode  to  Independency •*•  721 

Elegy  on  the  Death  of  a  Lady 7iJ2 

Epitaph  on  Mrs.  Mason,  in  the  Cadiedrsl  of 
Bristol fc. 

Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


COWP£R. 

Boadicea.     An  06e   784 

Heroism    • ••   ib* 

On  the  Receipt  of  my  Mother's  Picture  out  of 
Norfolk,  the  Gift  of  my  Cousin  Ann  Bod- 


726 
727 


Frimdsfaip  ...•«...*••.••«.•••••••••• ••• 

Retirement  ....••....••••••••••••• ••••••• 

TW  Task.     In  Sa  Books. 

Book  I.  The  Sofa 733 

IT.  The  Time-Fiece  739 

IIL  The  Garden  746 

IV.  The  Winter  Evening  752 

V.  The  Winter-Morning  Walk    758 

VL  The  Winter  Walk  at  Noon 764 

T^radnimn :  or,  a  Review  of  Schools 77S 


CONTENTS.  vii 

P9fS^  Page 

Table-Talk. 779 

Conversation     7A4 

Verws  supposed  to  be  written  by  Alexander 
Selkirk,  during  his  solitary  Abode  in  the 

Island  of  Juan  Femandei 791 

John  Gilpin     792 

725    An  Epistle  to  Joseph  Hili^  Esq.  794 

Yardlcy  Oak     ib. 

The  Castaway    796 


BEATTIE. 

The  Minstrel :  or,  The  Phigress  of  Genius. 
In  Two  Books. 

Book  1 798 

IL  802 


Digitized  by  VjOOQI^ 


Digitized  by  LnOOQ IC 


BENJAMIN  JONSON. 


JDsavAjfnr  JoysoK,  (or  Jbhason,)  a  po«(^  who, 
daring  Ule,  wttirined  a  dkcinguished  cfaaraetfir,  was 
the  pcthninou*  son  of  a  darj^rman  in  Wcttminater, 
■ihtii  be  was  bom  in  1574,  about  a  month  after  his 
Aiber'a  decease.  His  fiunilj  was  originally  fttxn 
UroriaiMJ,  wbenoe  his  grandfather  reroorad  to  Car- 
fisla,  hi  the  leign  of  I&nry  VIII. 

Benjamin  reoeiTed  his  education  under  the  learned 
Camden,  at  Westminster  school ;  and  had  made 
cxtnordinary  progress  in  hb  studies,  when  his  mo- 
I  who  had  married  a  bricklayer  for  her  second 
\  took  him  away  to  work  under  his  step- 
Fkom  this  bumble  emjdoyment  he  escaped, 
bj  enlisting  as  a  soldier  in  the  army,  then  senring  in 
the  Netholuids  against  the  Spaniards.  An  exploit 
winch  be  here  perfbnned,  of  killing  an  enemy  in 
aisigle  combat,  gave  him  room  to  boast  ever  after  of 
n  degree  of  courage  which  has  not  often  been  found 
iQ  ainanfr  with  poetical  distinction. 

On  his  return,  Jonson  entered  himself  at  St. 
Jolm'a  CoUe^  Gsmbridge,  which  he  was  shortly 
obliged  to  quit  from  the  scanty  state  of  his  finances. 
He  then  tnmed  his  thoughts  to  the  stage,  and 
appBad  ftr  em|doyment  at  iSnB  theatres;  but  his 
taWnts,  as  an  ador,  could  only  procure  ibr  him 
aihinasBwi  at  an  obscnre  playhouse  in  the  subuiba. 
Here  be  had  die  misfortune  to  kill  a  feUow-actor 
■a  a  ikidy  tor  which  he  was  thrown  into  prison. 
The  slala  of  mind  to  which  he  was  here  brouebt, 
gane  Ibe  advantage  to  a  Popish  priest  in  convertmg 
IJDifto  Ibe  Catholic  fiuth,  under  whidi  religion  he 
tuliniind  Ibr  twdre  years. 

After  his  libcrstion  ftom  prison,  he  married,  and 
ifptifid  in  earnest  to  writing  Ibr  the  stage,  in  which 
ba  appaan  to  have  already  made  seretal  attempts. 
Wm  comedy  of  **  Every  Man  in  his  Humour,"  the 
ftnt  of  bis  acfcnowladged  pieces,  was  perfimned  with 
» in  1596 ;  and  henceforth  he  continued  to 
a  pb^  JMriy,  till  his  time  was  occupied  by 
of  ^  masques  and  other  enter- 
by  which  the  accession  of  James  was 
Dryden,  in  his  Essay  on  Dramatic 
Poetry,  speaks  of  him  as  the  **  most  learned  and 
jwftcMMs  writer  vrfaicfa  any  theatre  ever  had,"  and 


gives  a  particular  examination  of  his  <<  SQent  Wo- 
man," as  a  model  of  perfection.  He  aftefwaids, 
however,  seems  to  make  larve  deductions  from  tUa 
commendation.  "  You  sekkan  (says  Dryden)  find 
him  auiking  love  in  any  of  his  scenes,  or  endeavour* 
ing  to  move  the  pasrions ;  his  genius  was  too  sullen 
and  saturnine  to  do  it  araoefully.  Hamour  was  hia 
proper  sjphten;  and  m  that  he  delighted  most  to 
represent  medianics."  Besides  his  comedies,  Jonson 
coiposnil  two  tragedies,  Sejanus  and  Catiline,  both 
fomied  upon  ancient  models,  and  full  of  trans- 
lations;  Slid  neither  of  them  suooessftd.  Hbthra- 
matic  compositions^  however,  do  not  come  vrithin 
the  scope  of  the  present  publication. 

In  1616,  he  published  a  folio  volume  of  his  works, 
which  procured  for  fahn  a  grant  from  his  mijesty  of 
the  salary  of  poeUlaureat  for  lifo,  though  he  dUd  not 
take  possession  of  the  post  till  three  years  after. 
With  biffh  intellectual  endowments,  he  had  many 
unamialue  traits  in  his  character,  having  a  hi^  de- 
gree of  pride  and  sdf-conceit,  with  a  disposition  to 
abuse  and  disparsffe  every  one  who  incurred  his 
jealousy  or  displeasure.  Jonson  was  reduced 
to  necessitous  circumstances  in  the  laUer  part  of 
his  lifo,  though  he  obtained  from  Charles  L  an  ad- 
vance of  his  salary  as  hnirfeat.  He  died  in  1667,  at 
the  age  of  63,  bring  at  that  time  considered  as  at  the 
head  of  Englidi  poetry.  He  was  interred  in  West- 
minster  Abbey,  where  an  inscription  was  placed  over 
his  grave,  fomiliarly  expresrive  of  the  reputation 
he  S$d  acquired  among  his  countrymen:  it  was, 
<<  O  rare  Ben  JoiMon."  Six  months  after  hb  death, 
a  collection  of  poems  to  his  honour,  by  a  number 
ofthemostemiiMnt  writers  and  sdiolars  in  the  na- 
tion, was  publisbed,  with  thetitlfr  of  «  Jonsonius 
Virtus;  or  the  memory  of  Ben  Jonson,  rerived  by 
"  lie  Musea..'' 


the  Friends  of  the] 

Although,  as  a  general  poet^  Jonson  for  the  most 
part  merits  the  character  of  harsh,  frigid,  and  tedious; 
there  are,  however,  some  strains  in  which  he  appears 
with  singular  elegance,  and  may  be  placed  in  com- 
petition with  some  of  the  most  fovoured  writers  of 
thatcbMs. 
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J0N80N. 


TO  WILLIAM  CAMDEN. 

Oamdcit,  most  reverend  head,  to  whom  I  owe 
All  tlMt  I  am  in  arta»  all  tint  I  know. 
(How  nothing  *8  that !)  to  whom  mj  oountiy  owes 
The  great  renown^and  name  wherewith  ihe  goes. 
Tlian  thee  the  age  eeee  not  that  thing  more  graTe, 
More  high,  more  holy,  that  ihe  more  would  crave. 
What  namei^  what  skill,  what  ^ith  hait  thou  in 

things! 
What  sigiit  in  searching  the  most  antique  springs ! 
What  weight,  and  what  authority  in  thy  speech ! 
Mas  scarce  cftn  make  that  doubt,  but  thou  canst 


Pardon  ftce  truth,  and  let  thy  modesty. 
Which  oooquers  all,  be  once  o'er-coine  by  thee. 
Many  of  thine  this  better  could,  than  I, 
Bat  fiir  their  powers,  accq>t  my  piety. 


rmoM  ctiithia's  uctkls. 

QpKKir  and  huntress,  chaste  and  ftir. 
Now  the  Sun  is  laid  to  sleqi ; 

Seated  in  thy  stiver  chair. 
State  in  wonted  manner  keep : 

Hesperus  m treats  ti^  light. 

Goddess  ezcallendf  bright. 

Earth,  let  not  thy  envious  shade 

Dare  itself  tointeqxiee;  . 
Cynthia's  shining  ori>  was  made 

Heaven  to  clear,  when  day  did  dose ; 
Bless  us  then  with  wished  sight, 
Goddess  excellently  bright. 

Lay  thy  bow  of  peari  apart. 
And  thy  crystal-shining  quiver ; 

Give  unto  the  flying  heart 
Space  to  breathe,  how  short  soever : 

Thou  that  mak'st  a  day  of  nigh^ 

Goddess  ezodlently  bngfat. 


raOX  TBM  SILBMT  WOMAW. 

Smx  to  be  neat,  still  to  be  drest, 
Asjrou  were  going  to  a  ftast ; 
StiU  to  be  powdered,  still  perfbm'd: 
Lady,  it  b  to  be  presum'd, 
Though  art's  hid  causes  are  not  fbund. 
All  bnotsvreet,  all  b  not  sound. 
Give  me  a  look,  give  me  a  Iboe, 
Hiat  makes  simplicity  a  grace ; 
Robes  loosdy  flowing,  hdr  as  free : 
Such  sweet  neslect  more  taketh  me. 
Than  all  th*  adulteries  cf  art ; 
Thtf  itrike  mine  eyes,  but  not  my  heart. 


XAOS. 

1.  I  BAvi  been,  aU  day,  looking  after 

A  raven,  fteding  upon  a  quarter ; 

And,  soon  as  she  tum'd  her  beak  to  the  south, 

*  snatch'd  thb  morsel  out  of  her  mouth. 


2.  Ihavebeen 
Hie  mad-dogs' 
The  spurgings  of  a 
And  all  since  the 


_  wolves*  hahri, 
and  the  adders*  ears ; 
'seyes, 
did  rise. 


3.  I,  last  night,  lay  all  alone 

O*  the  ground,  to  hear  the  mandrake  groan ; 
And  i^uck'd  him  up,  though  he  grew  ftill  low ; 
And,  as  I  had  done,  the  cc^  did  crow. 

4.  And  I  ha'  been  choosing  out  thb  skull, 
FWxn  chameUhouses,  that  were  full ; 
From  private  grots,  and  public  pits. 

And  frighted  a  sexton  out  of  hb  wita. 

5.  Under  a  cradle  I  did  creep, 

By  day ;  and,  when  the  child  was  asleep. 
At  night,  I  suck'd  the  breath ;  and  rose. 
And  pluck'd  the  nodding  nurse  by  the 


7.  A  murderer,  yonder,  was  hung  in  diains, 
The  sun  and  the  wind  had  shrunk  hb  veins ; 
I  bit  off  a  sinew,  I  clipp'd  hb  hair, 

I  brought  off  hb  rags,  that  danc*d  i*  the  air. 

8.  The  screedi-owls*  eggs,  and  the  feathers  black. 
The  blood  of  the  frog,  iml  the  bone  in  his  back, 

I  have  been  getting ;  and  made  of  his  skin 
A  purset,  to  keep  sir  Cranion  in. 

9.  And  I  ha*  been  plucking  (plants  among) 
Hemlock,  henbane,  adder's  tongue. 
Night-shade,  moon-wort,  libbard's  bane ; 
Aim  twice  liy  the  dogs,  was  like  to  be  ta'en. 

10.  I,  from  the  jaws  of  a  gardener's  bitch. 

Did  snatch  these  bones,  and  then  leap'd  the  ditch  ; 
Tet  went  I  back  to  the  house  again, 
Kill'd  the  black  cat,  and  here  's  the  brain. 

1 1.  I  went  to  the  toad  breeds  under  the  vrall, 
I  charm'd  him  out,  and  he  came  at  my  call ; 
I  scntch'd  out  the  eyes  of  the  owl  before, 

I  tore  the  bat's  vring :  what  would  you  have  more^ 


Yes,  I  have  brought  (to  hdp  our  vows) 
Homed  poppy,  cypress'boughs. 
The  fig-tree  wild,  that  grows  on  tombs. 
And  Juice,  that  from  the  larch.4ree  oolllei^ 
The  basilisk's  blood,  and  the  viper's  skin  i 
And,  now,  our  orgies  let 's  begin. 


EPITAPH 

OW  THX  COUNTISS  OV  FWflEOKK,  SUTBa  TO  BOt  THtUT 

SIDKKT. 

UmoEirBATH  thb  marble  herse 
Lies  the  subject  of  all  verse, 
Sidney's  sister,  Pembroke's  mother; 
Death,  ere  thou  hast  slain  another, 
Leam'd,  and  frir,  and  good  as  she^ 
Time  shall  throw  hb  dart  at  thee. 
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MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES. 


mr  Lgcr  conimsi  07  nsroftn. 

This  manuiig,  timely  npt  wftfa  holy  fire, 

I  tfaoagfat  to  fimn  unto  my  ntkttu  Muse, 
WliM  kind  of  ateatart  I  could  most  deore, 

To  hanoiir,  lenre,  and  love;  m  pools  me. 
I  meent  to  make  her  Mr,  and  fiee,  and  wise. 

Of  greatest  blood,  and  yet  more  good  than  great ; 
I  meant  the  day.4tar  abonld  not  bckfater  lise^ 

Nor  lend  like  infioentfB  from  hb  lUcent  seaC 
I  meant  Am  should  be  courteous,  fudUe^  sweet, 

Hating  that  soletain  vice  of  greatness,  pride; 
I  meant  each  softest  virtue  there  should  meet. 

Fit  in  that  softer  bosom  to  refide^ 
Only  a  learned,  and  a  manly  soul 

I  purposed  her  •  that  should,  with  eiren  pow'n, 
Xbe  Todi,  the  spindle^  and  the  sheers  contronl 

Of  Dntiny,  and  spin  her  own  ftee  hours* 
Aath  when  I  meant  to  feign,  and  widi'd  to  see. 

My  Muse  bade,  Bedfticd  write^  and  that  itas  shc# 


SONG. 

TO  CKUA. 

Kiss  me,  sweet :  the  wary  lover 

Can  your  fkrours  keep,  and  cover. 

When  Ae  common  courting  jay 

An  your  bounties  will  betray* 

Kiss  again:  no  creature  comes. 

IBss,  Mid  score  up  wealthy  sums 

On  my  lips,  thus  hardly  sund'red. 

While  you  breathe.     Hrst  give  a  hundred^ 

Then  a  thousand,  then  another 

Hundred,  then  uhto  the  tother 

Add  a  thousand,  and  so  more: 

Tin  you  equal  with  the  store, 

All  the  grass  that  Romney  yields. 

Or  the  sands  in  Chelsea  fields, 

Or  the  drops  in  silver  Tliames, 

Or  the  stars,  that  gild  his  streams. 

In  the  aOent  summer  nights. 

When  yoodts  ply  their  stol'n  deligfaH. 

That  the  curious  may  not  know 

How  to  tell  'em  as  they  fiow. 

And  the  envious,  when  they  find 

What  dicir  number  is,  be  pinU 


TO  TBS  SAMS. 

Dmm  to  me  only  with  thine  eyes. 

And  I  will  pledge  with  mine ; 
C^  leave  a  kiss  but  in  the  cup^ 

And  111  not  k>ok  for  vrine. 
The  tfaint,  that  from  the  soul  doth  fisc;, 

Docfa  adL  a  drink  divine : 
But  mi^  I  of  Jove's  nectar  sup» 

I  woold  not  change  for  thine. 

I  sent  uieei,  atte^  a  rosy  wieatfi. 

Not  so  much  honooiring  thee, 
As  glvinff  it  a  hope,  that  there 

It  coidd  not  withered  be. 
But  thou  theieon  did'st  only  bwtithfy 

And  aent'st  it  badL  to  me : 
sfaee  when,  it  grows,  and  wmnt^  I  swevy 

NbCofitseM;biittbee. 


fBOM  TBS  aaif man's  bocidat. 
umaa  t. 

Thus,  Aus,  begin  the  yearly  rites 
Are  due  to  Fbn  on  thaebn^  nights; 
Htt  mom  now  riseth,  and  invites 
To  sports,  to  dances,  and  delimits : 

All  envious,  and  prophane  awqr» 

lUs  b  the  diepheid's  holiday. 

mMm  n. 

Strew,  strew,  the  glad  and  smiling  ground. 
With  every  flower,  yet  not  confound 
Tlie  primrose  drop,  the  spring's  own  spouse^ 
Bright  daisies,  and  the  lips  of  cows,- 
'Die  garden-star,  the  queen  of  Id^, 
The  rose,  to  crown  the  holidi^. 

wntPR  ni. 

Drop,  drop  you  violets,  change  your  hues. 
Now  red,  now  pale,  as  lovers  use. 
And  in  your  dcedi  go  out  as  Well 
As  when  you  lived  unto  the  smell : 

That  from  your  odour  all  may  say. 

This  is  the  shepherd's  holiday. 


LOVE,  A  LITTLE  BOY. 

PBOX  TRI 

MASQtra  oy  Lomn  BADnnrorov's  makiuoi. 

FIRST  OKACl. 

Beautdes,  have  ye  seen  this  toy, 
Called  Ikrr^  a  little  boy. 
Almost  naked,  wanton,  blind. 
Cruel  now ;  and  then  as  kind? 
If  he  be  amongst  ye,  say ; 
He  is  Venus*  run-away. 

SICOND  ORACC. 

She,  that  will  but  now  discover 
.Where  the  vringed  wag  doth  hover. 
Shall,  to-night,  receive  a  kiss. 
How,  or  where  herself  would  wish : 
.  But,  who  brings  him  to  his  mother. 
Shall  have  that  kiss,  and  another. 

TBianORACI. 

He  hath  of  marks  about  htm  plenty : 
You  shall  know  him  among  twenty. 
AU  his  body  is  a  fire, 
And  his  breath  a  flame  entire^, 
That  b«ng  shot,  like  li^tning,  in. 
Wounds  the  he«rt,  but  not  the  ddn. 

nRSTGBACX. 

At  his  si^  the  Sun  hatl^  turned 
Neptune  in  the  waters,  burned ; 
Hell  hath  fdt  a  greater  heat : 
Jove  himself  forsook  his  seat : 
fVom  the  centre^  to  tfie  sly. 
Are  hb  tropUfls  reared  hi|^ 

tlOOKDOKACI. 

Wings  he  hath,  whldi  though  ye  dip^ 
He  will  leap  from  lip  to  lip,  • 
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JONSON. 


Ortt  ETflTy  U^btM,  and  hearty 
But  not  stay  in  any  part ; 
And,  if  chance  bis  arrow  ndiaei. 
He  will  ihoot  himielf,  in  kisMs. 

THiao  caACi. 
He  doth  bear  a  golden  bow. 
And  a  quiver,  hanging  low. 
Full  of  arrows,  that  out-bmTe 
Dian*s  shafts  :  where,  if  he  have 
Any  head  more  sharp  than  othe^ 
With  that  first  he  strikes  his  mother 

FimST  ORACK. 

Still  the  ftunest  are  his  AieL 
When  his  dajrs  are  to  be  crud, 
LoTers*  hearts  are  all  hb  food  ; 
And  his  baths  their  warmest  blood  : 
Nought  but  wounds  hb  hand  doth 
And  he  hates  none  like  to  Reason. 

SECOND  oaACi. 
Thist  him  not :  his  words,  though  sweet. 
Seldom  with  his  heart  do  meet. 
All  his  practice  is  deceit ; 
Every  gift  it  is  a  bait ; 
Not  a  kiss,  but  poison  bears ; 
And  most  treason  in  his  tears. 


THIEO  OEACI. 

Idle  minutea  are  his  reign ; 
Tlien,  the  straggler  makes  his  gain. 
By  presenting  maids  with  toys, 
And  would  have  ye  think  them  joya  i 
*Tb  the  ambition  of  the  elf, 
To  have  all  childish,  aa  himself. 

nasT  caAci. 
If  by  these  ye  please  to  know  him. 
Beauties,  be  not  nice,  but  show  him. 

SBCOWD  caAcs. 
Hwugh  ye  had  a  will  to  hide  him. 
Now,  we  hope,  you'll  not  abide  1dm. 

THIBD   OaACE. 

Since  ye  bear  his  falser  play ; 
And  that  he  is  Venus*  run-away. 


EPITAPH 

OH  BU8ABSTH  L.  H. 

UNDKaNKATH  tfais  stouc  doth  lie 
As  much  beauty  as  could  die : 
Which  in  life  did  harbour  give 
To  more  virtue  than  doth  Uve. 
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ABRAHAM  COWLEY 


Abeabam  Cowlbt,  a  poet  of  consideraUe  dia- 
tbdioiiy  was  born  «t  London,  in  1618.  Hit 
&lfaer,  who  wai  a  grocer  by  trade,  died  before  his 
birth ;  but  hit  mother,  through  the  interest  of  her 
fiiends,  procured  hb  admission  into  Westminster 
idiool,  as  a  king's  schdar.  He  has  represented 
faimself  as  so  deficient  in  memory,  as  to  havc^  been 
OBsble  to  retain  the  common  rules  of  grammar :  it 
i^  howetcr,  certain  that,  by  some  process,  he  b»- 
csme  an  degant  and  correct  classical  scholar.  He 
early  imbibed  a  taste  for  poetry ;  and  so  soon  did  it 
!  in  hb  youdifiil  nund,  that,  while  yet  at 
m  hia  fifteenth  or  sixteenth  year,  he  pub- 
ooUection  of  verses,  under  die  ^[ipropriate 
title  of  Poetical  .B/bcamu. 

In  1636  he  was  elected  a  scholar  of  Tnoky  coU 
lepc^  Cambridge.  In  this  finrouiable  situation  be  ob- 
tamed  much  praise  for  his  academical  ezerdaes ; 
and  he  again  appeared  as  an  author,  in  a  pastoral 
comedy,  called  Loo^t  Riddle,  and  a  Latin  comedy, 
entitled,  Nrntefraghim  Joadare  /  the  last  of  which 
was  acted  bemre  the  university,  by  the  members  of 
THnity  collie.  He  contintRd  to  reside  at  Cam- 
■tidge  tOl  1643,  and  was  a  Master  of  Arts 
when  he  was  ^ected  from  the  university  by  the  pu- 
ntanical  visiters.  He  dienoe  removed  to  Oxfinid, 
and  fixed  Jumaelf  in  St.  John's  college.  It  was 
here  that  he  engaged  actively  in  the  royal  cause, 
and  was  present  in  several  of  the  king's  joumeysand 
expeditions,  but  in  what  quality,  does  not  appear. 
He  ingratiated  himself,  however,  with  the  principal 
penoos  about  the  omrt,  and  was  particularly 
honoured  with  the  firiendship  of  Lord  Falkland. 

When  the  events  of  the  war  obliged  the  ^ucen- 
moliier  to  quit  the  kingdom,  Cowley  accompanied 
her  to  France,  and  obtamed  a  settlement  at  Bsris, 
in  die  iradly  of  the  Earl  of  St  Alban's.  During 
an  abaence  of  nearly  ten  years  fktmi  hb  native 
country,  he  took  various  journeys  into  Jersey,  Scot- 
land, Holland,  and  Flanders;  and  it  was  prind- 
pslly  duxNigfa  hb  instrumentality  that  a  corre- 
spondence waa  maintained  between  the  king  afldhb 
consort.  The  business  of  cyphering  and  denrpher- 
ing  their  letters  was  entrusted  to  hb  care,  and  often 
occupied  hb  nights,  as  well  as  hb  days.  It  b  no 
wonder  that,  after  the  Restoration,  hie  long  com- 
plained of  die  neglect  with  which  be  waa  treated. 
In  1656,  having  no  locker  any  affairs  to  transact 
sbeoad,  he  returned  to  England;  still,  it  b  sup- 
posed, engaged  in  the  service  of  hb  party,  as  a  me- 
dhnn  of  secret  intelligence.  Soon  after  hb  arrival^ 
he  published  an  edition  of  hb  poems,  oontaunng 
most  of  those  whidi  now  iqipear  m  hb  works.  In 
a  search  for  another  person,  he  was  arorehended  by 
the  mosengers  of  the  ruling  powers,  and  committed 
tacnatody;  firom  which  he  was  Uberated,  by  that 
geuei'uus  and  learned  physician.  Dr.  Scarborough, 
who  baled  him  in  the  sum  of  a  thousand  pounds. 
Una,  however,  was  possibly  the  sum  at  whidi  he 
was  rated  as  a  physiciaii,  a  character' he  assumed  by 


virtue  of  a  degree  which  he  obtained,  by  mandamus, 
from  Oxford,  in  December,  1657. 

After  the  death  of  Cromwell,  Cowley  returned 
to  France,  and  resumed  hb  station  as  an  agent  in 
the  royal  cause,  the  hopes  of  which  now  b^ao  to 
revive.  Ilie  Restoration  reinstated  him,  widi  other 
royalists,  in  fab  own  country;  and  he  naturally 
expected  a  reward  for  fab  long  services.  He  had 
been  promised,  both  by  Charles  I.  and  Chariea  IL, 
the  Bfastership  of  the  Savoy,  but  was  unsucccssftd  in 
both  hb  iqyplications.  He  had  abe  the  misfortune 
of  displeasuig  hb  party,  by  hb  revived  comedy  of 
*<  Hie  Cutter  of  Odeman-street,"  whidi  was  con- 
strued  as  a  satire  on  the  cavaliers.  At  length, 
throu^  the  interest  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham 
and  the  Eari  of  St  Alban's,  he  obtained  a  leaae  of 
a  fiurm  at  Chertsey,  held  under  the  queen,  by  which 
fab  income  was  raised  to  about  SOOL  per  annum. 
From  early  youdi  a  country  retirement  had  been 
a  real  or  imaginary  dnect  of  hb  wishes;  and, 
though  a  late  eminent  cntic  and  moralist,  who  had 
himself  no  sensibility  to  rural  pleasures,  treats  thb 
taste  with  severity  and  ridicule,  there  aeems  little 
reaaon  to  decry  a  propensity,  nourished  by  the 
fiivourite  strains  of  poets,  and  natural  to  a  mind 
long  toeaed  by  die  anxieties  of  business,  and  the 
vicissitudes  of  an  unsetded  condition. 

Cowley  took  up  hb  abode  first  at  Barn-elms,  on 
the  banks  of  the  Hiames ;  but  thb  place  not  ame- 
ing  with  hb  health,  he  removed  to  Chertsey.  Here 
hb  life  was  soon  brou^  to  a  dose.  According  to 
fab  biographer.  Dr.  Sprat,  the  fotal  diaeaaa  waa  an 
affiBction  of  dw  lunirs,  the  consequence  of  staying 
too  late  in  the  fiddi  among  hb  labourera.  Dr. 
Warton,  however,  finom  the  authority  of  Mr.  Spenoe, 
givea  a  different  account  of  the  matter.  He  says, 
that  Cowley,  with  fab  ftiend  Sprat,  paid  a  visit  on 
foot  to  a  gendeman  in  the  ndgfabourhood  of  Chert- 
sev,  which  dwy  prdonged,  in  ftee  conriviality,  tOl 
midnight ;  and  that  missing  their  way  on  their  re- 
turn, they  were  obliged  to  pass  the  iii|^  under  a 
hedge,  whidi  gave  to  the  poet  a  severe  odd  and 
fover,  which  terminated  in  hb  deadk  He  died  oo 
July  28.  1667,  and  was  mtaired,  with  a  most  ho- 
nouraUe  attendance  of  peraons  of  distincdon,  in 
Westminster-abbey,  near  the  remains  of  Chaucer 
and  l^ienser.  King  Chariea  II.  pronounced  hb 
eulogy,  by  declaring,  '<  that  Mr.  Cowley  had  not 
left  a  better  man  behind  him  in  England." 

At  the  time  of  hb  death,  Cowley  certainly  ranked 
as  the  first  poet  in  England;  for  Milton  lay  under 
a  doud,  nor  waa  the  age  qualified  to  taste  him. 
And  although  a  large  pordon  of  Cowley's  cde- 
brity  has  since  vanished,  there  still  remains  enou^ 
to  raise  him  to  a  considerable  rank  among  me 
Britbh  poets.  It  may  be  proper  here  to  add,  that 
as  a  prose-writer,  particularly  in  the  department 
of  essays,  there  are  few  who  can  compare  wtdi 
him  in  elegant  simplicity.  ^  ^  . 
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TH£  MOTTO. 

TENTAVDA  VIA  SfT|  ftc 

^  HAT  fhall  I  do  to  be  fbr  enr  known^ 

And  make  the  age  to  come  mj  own  ? 
I  ihally  like  beasts  or  cwnmon  people^  die, 

Unleia  you  wiite  my  el^gj ; 
IVhilst  odien  great,  by  being  boni,  aregroinijf 

Ibeir  mothers'  labour,  not  tbeir  own. 
In  this  scale  gold,  in  th'  other  fame  does  lie, 

The  we^ht  of  that  mounts  this  so  high. 
Iheae  men  are  Fortune's  iewels,  moulded  bright ; 

Brought  forth  with  mdr  own  fire  and  li^ : 
If  I,  her  vulgar  stone,  fbr  either  look. 

Out  of  myself  it  must  he  strook. 
Yet  I  must  on.     What  sound  is't  strikes  mine  ear? 

Sure  I  Fame's  trumpet  hear : 
It  sounds  like  the  last  trumpet ;  for  it  can 

Baise  up  the  buried  man. 
Unpast  Alps  stop  me ;  but  I'll  cut  them  all. 

And  march,  the  Muses'  Hannibal. 
Hence,  all  the  flattering  vanities  that  lay 

Nets  of  roses  in  the  way ! 
Hence,  the  desire  of  honours  or  estate, 

And  all  that  is  not  above  Fate ! 
Hence,  Love  himself,  that  tyrant  of  my  days ! 

Which  intercepts  my  coming  praise. 
Come,  my  best  friends,  my  books!  and  lead  me  on  $ 

'Tis  time  that  I  wane  gone. 
'  Welcome,  great  Stagyrite !  and  teach  me  now 

All  I  was  bom  to  know : 
Ihy  scholar's  victories  thou  dost  far  ont-do ; 

He  conquer'd  th*  earth,  the  whole  world  you. 
Wdoome,  leam'd  Cicero !  whose  blest  tongup  and 
wit 

Fkvserves  Rome  s  greatness  yet : 
Thou  art  the  first  of  ontors;  only  he 

Who  best  can  praise  thee,  next  must  be. 
Wdcome  the  Mantwan  swan,  Virgil  tfie  wise ! 

Whoae  verse  walks  highest,  but  not  flies; 
Who  brought  green  Fioesy  to  her  perfect  age^ 

And  made  that  art  which  was  a  rage. 
Tell  me,  ye  mighty  Three !  what  shall  I  do 

To  be  like  one  of  you? 
But  you  have  dunb'd  the  moimtain's  top,  there  sit 

On  the  cabn  flourishuig  head  of  it, 
And,  whilst  with  wearied  steps  wa  upwards  go. 

See  us,  and  douds^  below. 


HONOUR. 

Shi  loves,  and  she  confesses  too ; 
Hisfe's  then,  at  last,  no  more  to  do ; 
The  happy  work's  entirely  done ; 
Enter  tbs  town  which  thou  hast  won ; 
The  fliiits  of  conquest  now  begin ; 
lo^  triumphe !  enter  in. 

What's  this,  ye  gods !  what  can  it  be? 
Remains  there  still  an  enemy  ? 
Bold  Honour  stands  up  in  the  gate. 
And  would  yet  capitulate ; 
Have  I  o'eroome  all  real  foes, 
And  shall  this  phantom  me  oppose? 


NoisynotiBaff!  atalkiig shade ! 
By  what  wit(»craft  wert  thou  made? 
i^pty  cause  of  solid  harms ! 
But  I  shall  find  out  counter.«hantt8 
Thy  airy  devilahip  to  remove 
Fipom  this  circle  here  of  love. 

Sure  I  shall  rid  myself  of  thee 
By  the  night's  obscurity. 
And  obscurer  secrecy ! 
Unlike  to  every  other  sprite^ 
Thou  attempt'st  not  men  to  ftigh^ 
JSot  appear'st  but  in  tiie  light. 


OF  MYSELF. 

This  paly  grant  me^  that  my  means  may  Be 
Too  low  for  envy,  for  contempt  too  high. 

Some  honour  I  would  have. 
Not  tram  great  deeds,  but  good  alone; 
Th'  unknown  are  better  thui  ill  known : 

Rumour  can  ope  the  grave. 
Acquaintance  I  would  have,  but  when't  depends 
Not  on  the  number,  but  the  choice,  of  friends. 

Books  should,  not  business,  entertain  the  light, 
And  sleep,  as  undistui1>'d  aa  death,  the  nig&. 

My  house  a  cottage  more 
Tlmn  palace;  and  shfwld  fitting  be 
For  all  my  use,  no  Ijaznry.* 

My  garden  painted  o'er 
With  Nature's  hand,  not  Art's ;  and  pleasures  yidd, 
Horace  might  envy  in  his  Sabin  field. 

Thus  would  I  double  my  life's  fiiding  space ; 
For  he,  that  i!uns  it  well,  twice  runs  his  race. 

And  in  this  true  dcdisht, 
Tliese  unbou|ht  sports,  this  happy  state, 
I  would  not  ftar,  nor  wish,  my  late ; 

But  boldly  say  each  night. 
To-morrow  let  my  sun  his  beams  display. 
Or  in  clouds  hide  them  ;  I  have  liv'd  to-day. 


THE  CHRONICLE. 

A   BAXXAD. 

MAaoARXTA  first  posscst. 

If  I  remember  well,  my  breast, 

Margarita  first  of  all ; 
But  when  awhile  the  wanton  maid 
With  my  restless  heart  had  play'd, 

Martha  took  the  flying  balL 

Martha  soon  did  it  resign 

To  the  beauteous  Catharine. 

Beauteous  Catharine  gave  plaos 
(Though  loth  and  angry  she  to  part 
With  &  possession  of  my  heart) 

To  EUsa's  conquering  fi^e. 

Elita  till  this  hour  mi^  reign. 

Had  she  not  e^  counsels  ta'en. 


ANACREONTICS. 


And  ttUl  new  ikTOiiritcs  iheclioie^ 
Till  up  in  anns  my  paMMnu  roM^ 
And  cast  away  her  yoke. 

Bfaryy  then,  and  gentle  Anne, 

Both  to  reign  at  once  began ; 
Alternately  they  fway'd. 
And  aometiines  Maiy  was  the  fair. 
And  sometimes  Anne  the  crown  did  wear. 
And  sometinies  both  I  obeyU 

Anodier  Mary  then  arose, 

And  did  rigorous  laws  impose ; 

A  mighty  tyrant  die ! 
Long,  alas !  should  I  have  been 
Ufider  that  iron-scepter*d  queen, 

Had  not  Rebecca  set  me  free. 

When  fair  Rebecca  set  me  free^ 

'  TwBS  tiien  a  golden  time  with  me : 
But  soon  those  pleasures  fled ; 

For  tiie  gradons  princess  dy'd, 

In  her  youth  and  beauty's  pride^ 

And  Judith  reigned  in  her  stead. 

One  month,  three  days,  and  half  an  hour, 
Judith  hdd  the  sovereign  power : 
Wondrous  beautiful  her  face ! 

But  so  weak  and  small  her  wit, 

TiMt  she  to  govern  was  unfit. 

And  so  Susanna  took  lier  t^ace. 

But  when  IsabeUa  came, 

Arm'd  with  a  resistless  flame, 
And  tfa*  artillery  of  her  eye ; 

Whilat  she  proudly  march'd  about. 

Greater  conquests  to  find  out. 

She  beat  out  Susan  by  the  by. 

But  in  her  place  I  then  obey'd 

Bbck^d  Bess,  her  viceroy-maid; 

To  whom  ensued  a  vacancy: 
Thousand  worse  passions  then  ponest 
The  iutet  lignum  of  my  breast; 

Bless  me  from  such  an  anarchy ! 

Gcotk  Henrietta  then, 

And  a  diird  Mary,  next  began  ; 

Tlien  Joan,  and  Jane,  and  Audria; 
And  then  a  pret^  Thomasine, 
And  then  anodier  Catharine, 

And  then  a  long  H  aetera. 

But  diould  I  now  to  you  rdate 

The  strength  and  riches  of  their  state ; 

The  pow£r,  patches,  and  the  pins, 
•n»  ribbons,  jewels,  and  the  rings, 
Ihe  lace,  the  paint,  and  warlike  thmgs, 

That  make  up  aU  their  magazines ; 

If  I  dMMikl  teli  the  politic  arts 

To  take  and  keep  men's  hearts ; . 
Tlie  letters,  embassies,  and  spies, 
the  firowns  and  sniles,  and  flatteries 
The  quarrels,  tean,  and  perjuries, 

(Numberless,  nameless,  mysteries !} 

And  all  the  lit^e  Ume-twigs  Udd, 

By  Machiavcl  the  waiting  maid ; 
I  more  voluminous  should  grow 


(Onefly  if  Ilike  than  should  teU 
All  change  of  weathers  that  befiaU.) 
Than  Holhufaed  or  Stow. 

But  I  will  briefer  with  them  ba^ 

Since  fiew  of  them  were  loBf  with  I 
An  fai^ier  and  a  nobler  stram 

My  present  emperess  does  dain, 

Heleonora,  first  o*  th*  name ; 

Whom  God  gant  long  to  reign ! 


ANACREONTICS 

oa, 

SOME  COPIES  OF  VERSES, 

TaAMSLATID  rAaArHEASTICAIXT  OUT  OF  AXACaiOK. 


I*rx  sing  of  heroes  and  of  kings. 
In  migMy  numbers,  mishty  ttings. 
Bcgb,  my  Muse  !  but  lo !  the  strings 
To  my  great  song  rebellious  prove ; 
The  strings  wiU  sound  of  nought  but  love. 
I  broke  tiiem  all,  and  put  en  new ; 
*Tb  this  or  nothing  sure  will  do. 
TTiese,  sure,  (said  I)  wDl  me  obey ; 
These,  sure,  heroic  notes  will  play. 
Straight  I  began  with  thundering  Jove, 
And  all  th*  immortal  powers;  but  Love, 
Love  smil'd,  and  from  m*  enfeebled  lyre 
Came  gentle  airs,  such  as  inspire 
Melting  love  and  soft  desire. 
Farew^  then,  heroesi  farewdl,  kings 
And  mi^ity  numbers,  mighty  thinp ! 
Love  tunes  my  heart  just  to  my  strings. 

II.   nUKKING. 

Thx  thirsty  earth  soaks  up  the  rain. 
And  drinks,  and  gapes  for  drink  again. 
The  plants  suck-in  the  earth,  and  are 
With  constant  drinking  fresh  and  fiur  ; 
The  sea  itsdf  (which  one  would  think 
Should  have  but  little  need  of  drink) 
Drinks  twice  ten  thousand  rivers  up. 
So  fiU*d  that  they  o'erflow  the  cup. 
The  busy  Sun  (and  one  would  guess 
By's  drunken  fiery  face  no  less) 
Drinks  up  the  sea,  and,  when  he  'as  done. 
The  Moon  and  Stars  drink  up  the  Sun : 
They  drink  and  dance  by  tfaebr  own  light; 
Hiey  drink  and  revel  all  the  night. 
Nodung  in  nature  's  sober  found, 
But  an  eternal  bealtfi  goes  round. 
FQl  up  the  bowl,  then,  fill  it  high, 
FHI  all  the  glasses  there ;  for  why 
Should  every  creature  drink  but  I ; 
Why,  man  of  morals,  tellmevriiy? 

III.    BBAOTT. 

LiBEaAL  Nature  did  dispense 
To  all  things  arms  for  their  defence ; 
And  some  she  arms  i»rith  sinewy  force. 
And  some  with  swiftness  in  the  course  ; 
Some  with  haid  hooft  or  forited  daws, 
And  some  with  horns  or  tusked  jaws : 
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And  fome  witfaicaltiy  and  fome  with  wingi, 

And  some  with  toetfa,  and  some  with  stings. 

Wisdom  to  man  she  did  afford, 

Wisdom  for  shidd,  and  wit  for  sword. 

What  to  beauteous  womankind, 

What  arms^  what  armour,  has  sh*  assign*d  ? 

Beauty  is  both ;  for  with  the  fair 

What  arms,  what  armour,  can  compare  ? 

What  sted,  what  gold,  or  diamond. 

More  impaasihle  is  found  ? 

And  yet  what  flame,  what  lightning,  e*er 

So  great  an  active  force  did  bear  ? 

They  are  all  weapon,  and  they  dart 

like  porcupines  from  every  part 

Who  can,  alas !  their  strength  express, 

Arm*d,  when  they  themseWes  undress, 

Cap-a-pie  with  nakedq^  7 


On  am  I  by  the  women  toM, 
Poor  Anacreon !   thou  grow'st  old : 
Look  how  thy  hairs  are  foiling  all  ^ 
Poor  Anacreoo,  how  diey  foil! 
Whether  I  grow  old  or  i^o. 
By  th'  effects,  I  do  not  know; 
This,  I  know,  without  being  told, 
*T!s  time  to  live,  if  I  grow  old; 
*Tb  time  short  pleasures  now  to  take. 
Of  little  life  the  best  to  make. 
And  manage  wisely  the  last  stake. 


A  MiGBTT  pain  tp  love  it  is, 
And  'tis  a  pain  that  pain  to  miss ; 
But,  of  all  pains,  the  greatest  pai|» 
It  is  to  love,  JInit  )are  m  vain. 
Virtue  now,  nor  noble  blood,^ 
Nor  wit  by  lore  is  ji^i^i^nitood  ^ 
Gold  alone  does  passion  more. 
Gold  monopoliies  lon^ 
A  curse  on  her,  and  on  tlie  man. 
Who  tins  traffic  fint  began ! 
A  cune  on  him  who  found  the  ore  i 
A  curse  on  him  who  digg*d  the  store ! 
A  curse  on  him  who  did  refine  it ! 
A  curse  on  him  who  first  did  coin  it ! 
A  curse,  all  curses  else  above, 
On  him  who  us'd  it  first  in  lore ! 
Gold  begets  in  breduvn  hate ; 
Gold  in  fomilies  debate ; 
Gold  does  friendships  separate ; 
OfAd  does  dvil  wars  create. 
These  the  smallest  harms  pf  it  I 
OMf  alas !  does  lore  beg^ 

▼ni.  TBB  sriCDa^ 
Fill  the  bowl  with  rosy  wine ! 
Around  our  temples  roses  twinb ! 
And  let  us  cheerfolly  awhile^ 
like  the  wine  and  roaes,  sntOe. 
Crown*d  with  roaes,  we  contemn 
Gyges'  wealthy  diadem. 
To  day  is  ours,  what  do  we  foar  ? 
To  day  b  ours ;  we  have  it  here : 
Let's  treat  it  kindly,  that  it  m^ 
Wish  at  least,  with  us  to  stay. 
Let's  banish  business,  banish  sorroif  ; 
To  the  gods  bdongi  to-morrow. 


UimxftirBATH  foia  myrtle  shade^ 
On  flowery  beds  supinely  laid, 
With  odorous  oHs  my  head  o'er-flowing^ 
And  around  it  roses  growing. 
What  should  I  do  but  drink  away 
Hie  heat  and  troubles  of  the  day? 
In  this  more  than  kingly  state 
Lore  himself  shdl  on  me  wait. 
FOl  to  me,  Love ;   nay  fill  it  up  ; 
And  mingled  cast  into  the  cup 
Wit,  and  mirth,  and  noble  firoy 
Vigoious  health  and  ny  desires. 
Ihe  wheel  of  life  no  tess  will  stay 
In  a  smooth  than  rugged  way : 
Since  it  equally  doth^ee. 
Let  the  motion  pleasant  be. 
Why  do  we  predous  ointments  show*r  ? 
Nobler  wines  why  do  we  pour  ? 
Beauteous  fiowers  why  do  we  spread. 
Upon  the  monuments  of  the  dead  ? 
Nothing  they  but  dust  can  show. 
Or  bones  that  hasten  to  be  so. 
Crown  me  with  roses  wfailst  I  live. 
Now  your  wines  and  ointments  give ; 
After  death  I  nothing  crave. 
Let  me  aUve  my  pleasures  have, 
All  are  Stoics  in  the  grave. 

1.  THK  GEAssBorrsm. 
Haptt  Insect !  what  can  be 
In  h^ipiness  oompar'd  to  thee  ? 
Fed  with  nourishment  divine^ 
The  dewy  Morning's  gentle  wine !' 
Nature  wdts  upon  thee  still. 
And  thy  vendant  cup  does  fill ; 
'Tb  fill'd  wherever  thou  dost  tread. 
Nature's  sdf 's  thy  Ganymede^ 
Thou  dost  drink,  and  dance,  and  sing  ; 
Happier  than  the  happiest  king ! 
All  the  fields  which  thou  dost  see^ 
All  the  pbnts,  bdong  to  thee ; 
All  that  fua^ner-hours  produce. 
Fertile  made  with  early  juice. 
Man  for  thee  does  sow  and  plow ; 
Farmer  he,  and  landlord  thou ! 
Thou  dost  innocently  joy ; 
Nor  does  thy  luxury  destroy ; 
The  shepherd  gladly  heanrth  thac^ 
More  harmonious  than  he. 
Thee  country  hinds  with  gladneas  hear, 
Ftophet  of  the  ripen'd  year ! 
Thee  Fhosbus  loves,  and  does  inspire ; 
Phoebus  is  himtelf  thy  sire. 
To  thee,  of  all  things  upon  earth, 
Life  is  no  longer  than  diy  mirth. 
Happy  insect,  happy  thou ! 
Dost  neither  age  nor  winter  know ; 
But,  when  thou'st  drunk,  and  dane'd,  an 
Thy  fill,  the  flow'ry  leaves  among^ 
(Voluptuous,  and  wise  withal, 
E^ncurean  animd  I) 
Sated  with  thy  summer  feast, 
Tbou  retir'st  to  endless  rest. 

XI.    TUX   SWALL01K. 

FoousH  Prater,  what  dost  thou 
So  early  at  my  window  do^ 
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ELEGY  UPON  ANACREON. 


WMi  iihf  tundcai  terenade  ? 

WcO  *t  hHl  been  had  Tereos  made 

TW  as  dmnb  as  Philainel ; 

IWre  lai  kniie  had  done  but  well. 

la  dy  Badbetifeiad  neat 

IVia  doBt  all  the  winter  rest, 

Aad  dnamcst  o*er  Ay  summer  jojrs, 

Ffcefrom  the  ttannj  seasons*  noise» 

hwfrom  tfa*  ill  thou'st  done  to  me ; 

Wb<iiituibs  or  seeks-out  thee? 

Hidrt  ifaou  all  the  dmrming  notes 

Of  ths  wood's  poetic  throats, 

AO  tkgr  art  could  nerer  pay 

Whst  ifaou  hast  ta*en  from  me  away. 

Crodbird!  tbou'st  ta*en  away 

A  ktmn  out  of  my  arms  to-day ; 

A  Assoi,  that  ne'er  must  equall'd  be 

Bf  all  flat  waking  eyes  may  see. 

Tboa,  tbas  damage  to  repair, 

Nodifaig  half  so  sweet  or  fiur, 

Ncding  half  so  good,  canst  brhig, 

llioegfa  men  say  thou  bring*8t  the  Spring. 


ELEGY  UPON  ANACREON; 

WBO  WAS   CHOAKID   BY    A    ORArB-ffTOMl. 

Spoken  by  the  God  of  Love. 
How  AaU  I  lament  thine  end, 
Mf  best  senrant  and  my  fHend  ? 
%i  snd,  if  from  A  deity 
Sonancfa  deified  as  I, 
It  Mond  not  too  pvofime  and  o^ 
0^  my  master  and  my  god ! 
for  *tb  true,  most  mighty  poet ! 
fllttQgh  I  like  not  mra  should  know  it) 
I  am  in  naked  Nature  less, 
IcK  by  much,  than  in  thy  dress. 


Aft*^  verse  is  aoAer  fiur~ 

Aaa  the  downy  leathers  are 

Of  my  wings,  or  of  my  arrow% 

Of  my  mother's  doves  or  sparrows, 

Sacetas  kirers' fineshest  knaes. 

Or  tbor  riper  following  blisaes, 

OcMefid,  deanlyy  smooth,  and  round. 

An  with  Venus'  girdle  bound ; 

Aad  tfay  life  was  sdl  the  while 

Kmd  and  gentle  m  thy  style, 

1W  snoo(b.pac*d  hours  of  every  day 

GliM  Bumeroualy  away. 

like  thy  verse  each  hour  did  paas ; 

Svcet  and  short,  like  that,  itWM. 

Sane  do  but  their  youth  allow  roe, 
^  what  tfwy  by  Nature  owe  me,. 
The  time  that's  mine^  and  not  their  own. 
The  certain  tribote  of  my  crown: 
^yin  they  grow  old,  they  grow  to  be 
Voo  boay,  or  too  vrise^  lor  me. 
Una  w«t  wiacr,  and  didst  know 
None  too  wiae  Ibr  love  can  grow ; 
wive  was  with  thy  Ule  entwm'd, 
CloM  as  heat  with  fire  is  join'd ; 
A  powerfnl  brand  pt€9crib'd  the  date 
OTtiibe,  like  Meleager's,  fete. 
iVaatiparistaaisofage 
^iwe  o^lam'd  thy  amorous  rage ; 
Thy  alver  hairs  yielded  me  more 
IWb  even  golden  curls  before. 


Had  I  the  power  of  creatioii. 
As  I  have  of  generation. 
Where  I  the  matter  must  obey. 
And  cannot  work  plate  out  of  clay. 
My  creatures  should  be  all  like  that, 
*T!s  thou  should'^t  thehr  idea  be : 
Thejr,  Uke  thee,  diould  thoroughly  hate 
Business,  honour,  title,  state ; 
Otfier  wealth  they  should  not  know. 
But  what  my  living  mines  bestow ; 
The  pomp  of  kings,  they  should  confess^ 
At  their  crownings,  to  be  less 
Hum  a  lover's  humblest  guise. 
When  at  his  mistress*  feet  he  lies. 
Rumour  they  no  more  should  mind 
Hian  men  safe  landed  do  the  wind ; 
Wisdom  itself  they  should  not  hear. 
When  it  presumes  to  be  severe ; 
Beauty  alone  they  should  admire. 
Nor  look  at  Fortune's  vain  attire. 
Nor  ask  what  parents  it  can  shew ; 
With  dead  or  old  *t  has  nought  to  do. 
They  should  not  love  yet  all,  or  any. 
But  very  much  and  very  many : 
All  their  life  should  gilded  be 
With  mirth,  and  wit,  and  gaiety ; 
Well  remembering  and  applying 
The  necessity  of  luring. 
Their  cheerful  heads  should  alvrays  wear 
All  that  crowns  the  flovrery  year : 
Hiev  should  alwajrs  laugh,  and  sing, 
And  dance,  and  strike  th'  harmonious  string  j 
Verse  should  firom  their  tongue  ao  flow. 
As  if  it  in  the  mouth  did  grow, 
As  swiftly  answering  their  command, 
As  tunes  obey  the  tftfnl  hand. 
And  whilst  I  do  thus  discover 
Th^  ingredients  of  a  happy  lover, 
'Tis,  my  Anacreon !  for  Ay  sake 
I  of  the  Gnq|>e  no  mention  make. 

Till  my  Aimcreon  by  thee  fell. 
Cursed  Plant !  I  lov'd  thee  well ; 
And  'twas  oft  my  wanton  use 
To  dip  my  arrows  in  thy  juice. 
Cursed  Plant !  'tis  true,  I  see^ 
Hie  old  report  that  goes  of  thee  — > 
That  with  giants*  blood  the  Earth 
Stain'd  and  poison'd  gave  thee  birth ; 
And  now  thou  wreak^st  thy  ancient  spite 
On  men  in  whom  the  gods  delight. 
Thy  patron,  Bacchus,  'tis  no  wonder, 
Was  brought  forth  in  flames  and  thunder ; 
In  rage,  in  quarrels,  and  in  fights. 
Worse  than  tds  tigers,  he  delights ; 
In  all  our  Heaven  I  think  diere  be 
No  such  ill.natur*d  god  as  be. 
Thou  pretendest,  trJtorous  Wine ! 
To  be  the  Muses*  friend  and  mine  t 
With  love  and  wit  thou  doat  b^n. 
False  fires,  alas !  to  draw  us  in ; 
Which,  if  our  course  we  by  them  keep, 
Misguide  to  madness  or  to  sleep  : 
Sleep  were  well,  thou'st  learnt  a  way 
To  death  itself  now  to  betray. 

It  grieves  me  when  I  see  what  fete 
Doea  on  tfie  best  of  mankind  wait. 
Poets  or  lovers  let  them  be, 
*Tis  neither  love  nor  poesy 
Can  arm,  against  Death's  smallest  dafty 
The  poet's  head  or  lover's  hetft ; 
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But  when  tlieir  life,  in  its  dedine. 

Touches  tfa*  inevitable  line. 

All  the  world's  mortal  to  them  then, 

And  wine  is  aconite  to  men ; 

Nay,  in  Death's  hand,  the  grape-stone 

As  strong  as  thunder  u  in  Jove's. 


ODE,  FROM  CATULLUSL 

AClUe  AND   SXPTIMIUS. 

Whilst  on  Septimius*  panting  breast 
(Meaning  nothing  less  than  rest) 


Acme  lean'd  her  loving  head, 
Hius  the  pleas'd  Septimius  said 

*<  My  dearest  Acme,  if  I  be 
Once  alive,  and  love  not  thee 
With  a  passion  far  above 
All  that  e'er  was  called  love ; 
In  a  libyan  desert  may 
I  become  some  lion's  prey ; 
Let  him.  Acme,  let  hun  tear 
My  breast,  vHien  Acme  is  not  there.' 

The  god  of  love,  who  stood  to  hear  him 
(llie  god  of  love  was  always  near  him) 
Pleas'd  and  tickled  with  the  sound, 
Snees'd  aloud ;  and  all  around 
The  little  Loves,  that  waited  by, 
Bow'd,  and.  blest  the  augury. 
Acme,  enflam'd  with  vrhat  he  said, 
Rear'd  her  gently-bending  head ; 
And,  her  purple  mouth  with  joy 
Stretching  to  the  delicious  boy. 
Twice  (and  twice  could  scarce  suffice) 
She  kist  his  drunken  rolling  eyes. 

<<  My  Uttle  life,  my  all !"  (said  she) 

So  may  we  ever  servants  be 

To  this  best  god,  and  ne'er  retain 

Our  hated  liberty  again  ! 

So  may  thy  passion  last  for  me. 

As  I  a  passion  have  for  thee. 

Greater  and  fiercer  much  than  can 

Be  conceiv'd  by  thee  a  man ! 

Into  my  marrow  is  it  gone, 

Fixt  and  settled  in  the  bone ; 

It  reigns  not  only  in  my  heart. 

But  nms,  like  life,  through  every  part." 

She  spoke ;  the  god  of  love  aloud 

Snees'd  again ;  and  all  the  crowd 

Of  little  Loves,  that  waited  by, 

Bow'd,  and  Uess'd  the  auguiy. 

Tins  good  omen  thus  from  Heaven 

like  a  hqipy  signal  given, 

Tbeur  loves  and  lives  (all  four)  embrace 

And  hand  in  hand  run  all  the  race. 

To  poor  Sqttimius  (vdio  did  now 

NoUung  else  but  Acme  grow) 

Acme's  bosom  was  alone 

Hie  whole  world's  imperial  throne ; 

And  to  ftithful  Acme's  mind 

Septimius  was  all  human-kind. 

If  the  ffods  would  please  to  be 
But  acms'd  for  once  by  me. 


COWLEY. 


I'd  advise  them,  when  they  spy 
Any  illustrious  piety. 
To  reward  her,  if  it  be  she— 
To  reward  him,  i£\t  be  he— 
,  With  sudi  a  husband,  such  s  wife; 
With  Acme's  and  Septimius*  liftw 


THE  COMPLAINT. 

Ih  a  deep  vision's  intellectual  scene^ 
Beneath  a  bower  for  sorrow  made. 
Hi'  uncomfortable  shade 

Of  the  black  yew's  unlucky  green, 
Mixt  with  the  mourning  willow's  careflil  grey. 
Where  reverend  Cham  cuts  out  his  fitniotif  way. 

Hie  melancholy  Cowley  lay : 
And  lo !  a  Muse  a|^>ear*d  to's  closed  sight, 
CpM  Muses  oft  in  lands  of  vision  play,) 
Body'd,  amty'd,  and  seen,  by  an  internal  light. 
A  golden  harp  with  silver  strings  she  bore  ; 
A  wondrous  hieroglyphic  robe  she  wore. 
In  which  all  colours  and  all  figures  were, 
That  Nature  or  that  Fancy  can  create;, 

Hiat  Art  can  never  imitate ; 
And  with  loose  pride  it  wanton'd  in  the  air. 
In  such  a  dress,  in  sudi  a  well-doth'd  dream. 
She  us'd,  of  old,  near  fair  Ismenus'  stream, 
Pindar,  her  Tlidwn  fiivourite,  to  meet; 
A  crown  was  on  her  head,  and  wings  were  on  her 
feet 

She  touch'd  him  with  her  Imp,  and  rais'd  him  fnxn 

the  ground; 
The  shaken  strings  melodioudy  resound. 

«  Art  thou  retum'd  at  h»t,*'  said  she^ 

<'  To  this  fomken  place  and  me? 
Thou  prodigal !  who  didst  so  loosdy  vraste 
Of  all  diy  youdiful  years  the  good  estate; 
Art  thou  retum'd  here,  to  rqpent  too  late, 
And  gather  husks  of  learning  up  at  last, 
Now  the  rich  harvest-time  of  life  is  past. 

And  ¥^nter  marches  on  so  fast? 
But,  when  I  meant  t'adopt  thee  fbr  my  son. 
And  did  as  leam'd  a  pordon  assign, 
As  ever  any  of  the  mighty  Nine 

Had  to  their  dearast  children  done; 
When  I  resolv'd  t'ezalt  thy  anointed  name. 
Among  the  spiritual  lords  of  peaceful  fione ; 
Thou,  changeling !  thou,  bewitdi'd  with  noise  and 

show, 
Would'st  into  courts  and  cities  tram  ma  go ; 
Would'st  see  the  world  abroad,  and  have  a  share 
In  all  the  follies  and  the  tumults  there : 
Thou  would'st,  fonooth,  be  something  in  a  state. 
And  business  thon  would'st  find,  and  would'a 
create ; 

Business!  the firivolous pretence 
Of  human  lusts,  to  shake  off  innocence; 

Business !  the  grave  impertinence ; 
Bushiess!  the  thing  which  I  of  all  things  hate ; 
Busmess!  the  contradiction  of  thy  fata. 

*<  Go,  renegado !  cast  up  Ay  account. 
And  see  to  what  amount 
Hiy  foolish  gains  hy  quitting  me : 
The  sale  of  knowledge,  uune,  and  liberty. 
Hie  fruits  of  thy  unkam'd  apostacy. 
Hxm  thougfat'tft,  if  once  tbs  puUic 
past, 
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IB Ihy  rciHMiiiUM,  life  ihoiild  wnwhiiie  be; 
Behold!  fiie  poktic  Ma^i  it  ipcnt  «t  last, 
TW  wwnigii's  tost  «t  aea  no  man, 
Aai  daouy  with  all  die  noble  company, 

Art  got  at  last  to  shore. 
Bttf  vlolat  tlij  miow-voyagen  I  see 
Afl  BHRli'd  up  to  poMCM  the  promfaTd  land^ 
naa,«31  akmeiy  alas!  dost  gaping  stand 
I^tfae  naked  beacfa,  upon  the  barren  sand ! 

*Assfeir  morning  of  tfie  blrnsed  npnng, 

After  •  tedioms  stcvmy  jdf^A^ 
Ssdi  «aa  dw  glorious  entry  of  our  king ; 
Emdang  mointHre  drop  d  on  every  tibmg : 
HcBly  he  aow'd  bdow,  and  cast  about  hmi  light ! 

But  then,  alas !  to  thee  alone, 
Oas  cf  old  Gideon's  mirades  was  shown ; 
Fsr  every  tree  and  every  herb  around 

Widi  pewly  dew  was  crown*d, 
iad  opoD  all  the  quicken*d  ground 
I^  froilfbl  aeed  of  Hearen  did  brooding  He, 
Aad  noAing  but  the  Muse's  fleece  was  £y. 

It  did  all  other  threats  surpass. 
What  God  to  his  own  people  said 
(Hhe  men  wiioin  through  long  wanderings  hefaad  led) 

Tliat  be  would  give  them  ev'n  a  heaven  of 


Thef  look'd  up  to  diat  Heaven  in  vain, 

Tliit  bounteous  Heaven,  which  Ood  dBd  not  re- 


Ufsn  the  moat  unjust  to  shine  and  nun. 

"  The  ti^'**^,  fbr  wUch  twice  seven  years  and  more 

Hiou  ffidst  with  fiifli  and  labour  serve, 
Aad  didst  (if  fidth  and  labour  can)  deserve, 

Though  she  contracted  was  to  diee^ 

Given  to  anodier  thou  didst  aee 

Given  to  another,  who  had  store 
Of  filler  and  of  richer  wives  before, 
Aad  not  a  Leah  left,  thy  recompense  to  be ! 
Gs  en ;  twice  aeren  years  more  thy  fortune  try ; 
TWieeaevcn  years  more  God  in  his  bounty  may 

Give  diee,  to  fling  awi^ 
falo  the  oourfs  deceitfbl  lottery: 

But  think  bow  likely  'ds  diat  thou, 
Wiih  the  dun  woi^  of  tli^  unwieldy  ploush, 
Aaald'at  in  a  hard  and  barren  season  thrive^ 

8bon]d*8t  even  able  be  to  live ; 
Thou,  to  whose  diare  so  little  bread  did  fidl, 
la ihstmiraculoDS  year,  when  manna  rain*d  on  all.'* 

TkmM  nMJrif  tfie  Mnsei,  aad  spake  it  with  a  snule, 

Iht  aeem'd  at  cmce  to  pi^  and  revile. 

Aad  to  her  thus,  raising  his  thougfatftil  head, 

The  mdanchcdy  &wlcy  said  — > 

*<  Ah,  wanton  foe !  dost  thou  upbrsid 

The  ills  which  thou  thyself  hast  made  ? 
Vkn  m  die  cradle  umooent  I  lay, 
Ihia,  widLed  spirit !  stdest  me  uwtj, 

And  my  diused  soul  didst  bear 
fala  flby  new-found  worlds,  I  know  not  wbere^ 

T^  golden  Indies  in  the  air : 

And  ever  since  I  strive  in  vain 

Mj  laviah'd  freedom  to  regsxn  ; 
m  rebel,  stiD  thou  dost  reign ; 
Ls!  StiD  in  verae  against  diee  I  complain. 

niae  ia  a  sort  of  stubborn  weeds, 
Vkidi,  if  the  earth  but  once,  it  ever,  breeds; 

Ko  wholesome  hert>  can  near  them  thrive. 

Ho  nadful  plant  can  keep  alive : 


Hie  fooHsh  sports  I M  on  diee  bestow. 
Make  all  my  art  and  labour  fruidess  now; 
Where  once  such  fidriesdance^  no  grass  doth  ever 


"  When  my  new  mind  had  no  inlbsion  known, 

Thougav'st  so  deep  a  tincture  of  dttie  own, 
l%at  ever  since  I  vainly  tiy 
To  wash  away  di'  inherent  dye : 

Long  work  perhaps  may  spoil  thy  colours  quite ; 

But  never  wQl  reduce  die  native  vrhit^ : 
To  all  the  ports  of  honour  and  of  gain, 
I  often  steer  my  course  in  vain ; 

Thy  gale  comes  oross^  and  drives  me  back  again. 

Thou  sladL'nest  all  my  nerves  ef  industiy. 
By  making  them  so  oft  to  be 

The  tinkling  strings  of  diy  loose  minstrelsy. 

Whoever  this  worid's  happiness  would  see^ 
Must  as  entirely  cast  off  thee. 
As  they  who  only  Heaven  dobe 
Do  from  the  world  retire. 

This  was  my  enror,  this  my  gross  mistaken 

Mysdf  a  dcani-votary  to  xnake. 

Thus,  with  SappMra  and  her  husband's  fate, 

(A  foult  vriuch  I,  like  them,  am  taught  too  late,) 

For  all  that  I  gave  up  I  nodiiiu;  gain. 

And  perish  for  the  part  which  I  retain. 


<'  Teach  me  not  then,  O  Hmoq  iUlacious  Muse ! 

The  court,  and  better  king,  t'accuse ; 
The  heaven  under  vrfaich  I  live  is  fair. 
The  fertile  soil  wiU  a  full  harvest  bear : 
Thine,  thine  is  all  the  bairenneis ;  if  thou 
Mak'st  me  sit  still  and  sing,  when  I  should  plough. 
When  I  but  think  how  many  a  tedious  year 

Our  patient  sovereign  did  attend 

His  long  misfortunes*  fotal  end ; 
How  dieerfyiy,  and  how  exempt  from  tear. 
On  the  Great  Sovereign's  will  he  did  depend  ; 
I  ought  to  be  accurst,  if  I  refuse 
To  wtdt  on  his,  O  thou  fallacious  Muse ! 
Kii^  have  long  hands,  they  say;  and,  though  I  be 
So  mstant,  they  may  nach  at  lengdi  to  me. 

However,  of  all  the  princes,  diou 
Sbould'st  not  reproach  rewards  fbr  being  small  or 

slow; 
Thou!  who  rewardest  but  vritfa  popular  breads 
And  that  too  after  death." 


HYMN  TO  LIGHT. 

FiBST-soaii  of  Chaos,  who  so  fSur  didst  come 
F^om  the  old  Neg^'s  daricsome  womb ! 
Which,  when  it  saw  the  lovelv  child. 

The  melancholy  mass  put  on  kind    looks   and 
smil'd; 

Thou  tide  of  glory,  whidi  no  rest  dost  know, 

But  ever  ebb  and  ever  flow ! 

Thou  gdden  shower  of  a  true  Jove ! 
Who  does  in  thee  descend,  and  Heaven  to  Earth 
make  love! 

Hail,  acdve  Nature's  watchful  lift  and  healUi! 

Her  joy,  her  ornament,  and  vreahfa ! 

Hail  to  diy  husband.  Heat,  and  thee ! 
Thou  die  worid's  beauteous  bride,  die  lus^  brida. 
groom  he! 
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Saj,  from  what  goMea  quivm  of  the  tky 

Do  all  thy  winged  anowm  fly  ? 

SwiftneM  and  Power  by  birdi  are  tfaiiie : 
Ftom  thy  great  sire  dwy  came,  thy  sire^  the  Word 
Divine^ 

*T!ay  I  believe^  this  archery  to  ahofw. 
That  so  much  coat  in  colours  thou* 
And  skill  in  painting,  dost  bestow. 

Upon  thy.  ancient  arms,  tfie  gaudy  heavenly  bow. 


Swift  as  light  tiiougbts  their  empty  career  run, 

Hiy  race  is  finish*d  when  begun ; 

Let  a  post-angd  start  with  thee, 
And  thou  the  goal  of  Earth  shalt  reach  as  soon  as  he. 

Thou  in  the  Moon*s  bright  chariot,  proud  and  gay, 
Dost  thy  bright  wood  of  stars  survey  ! 
And  all  the  year  dost  with  thee  bring 

Of  thousand  flowery  ligltts  thine  own  nocturnal 
spring. 

Tliou,  Scythian-like,  dost  round  thy  lands  above 
The  8un*s  gilt  tents  for  ever  move. 
And  still,  as  thou  in  pomp  dost  go^ 

Hie  shining  pageants  of  the  world  attend  thy 


Nor  amidst  all  tfiese  triumphs  dost  thou  lOom 
The  humble  glow-worms  to  adorn. 
And  with  thme  living  spangles  gild 

(O  greatness  without  pnde!)  the  bushes  of  the 
flekL 

Kight,  and  her  ugly  sutgects,  thou  dost  fright, 

And  Sleep,  &  lazy  owl  of  night; 

Asfaam'd,  and  fearful  to  appear. 
They  screen  their  horrid  shapes  with  the  black 
hemisphere. 

"With  tfiem  there  hastes,  and  wildly  takes  th*  akrm, 
Of  painted  dreams  a  busy  swarm : 
At  the  first  opening  of  thine  eye 

Hie  various  dusters  break,  the  antic  atoms  fly 

The  guflty  serpents,  and  obscener  beasts, 
Owep,  conscious,  to  their  secret  rests : 
Nature  to  thee  does  reverence^pay, 

111  omens  and  ill  sighto  removes  out  of  thy  way. 

At  thy  iqipearanoe.  Grief  itself  is  said 

To  shake  hb  wings,  and  rouse  his  head: 
And  cloudy  Care  has  often  took 

A  gentle  beamy  smile,  reflected  fttim  thy  look. 

At  tinr  appearance^  Fear  itself  grows  bold  ; 

Thy  sun  shine  melts  away  his  cold. 

Encouraged  at  the  sight  of  thee, 
To  the  cheek  colour  comes,  and  firmnesi  to  the 


EVn  Lost,  dM  mMter  of  a  harden'd  fiux, 
Bhuhes,  if  thou  be'st  m  the  phux. 
To  Darkness' curtains  he  retires; 

la  tympirthising  n^  he  rolls  fab  smoky  fires. 

When,  goddess!  thou  lift*8t  up  thy  wakenM  head. 
Out  of  the  morning's  purple  bed. 
Thy  quire  of  birds  about  thee  pb^ 

And  all  tbe  joyftil  world  salutes  the  rising  day. 


Hie  ghosts,  and  monster-spirits,  that  did  presume 

A  body's  privflege  tc^assume^ 

Vanish  again  invisibly, 
And  bodies  gain  again  thcsr  visibility. 

All  the  world's  bnvery,  that  delights  our  e>es^ 

Is  but  thy  several  liveries ; 

Thou  the  rich  dye  on  them  bestow'st, 
Ihy  nimble  pencil  paints  dns  landscape  as  tbo 
go'st. 

A  crimson  garment  m  the  rose  thou  wear'st ; 

A  crown  of  studded  gold  thou  bear'st ; 

The  virgin-lilies,  in  their  white. 
Are  dad  but  with  the  lawn  of  almost  naked  light. 


The  viole^  Spring's  little  infiut,  stands 
Oirt  in  diy  purple  swaddling-bands 
On  the  fair  tulip  thou  dost  doat; 

Hiou  doth'st  it  in  a  gay  and  part^-colour'd 


With  flame  cpndens'd  thou  do'st  thy  jewek  fix. 

And  sdid  colours  ih  it  mix : 

Flom  herself  envies  to  see 
Flowers  fiurer  thanher  own,  and  dunUe  as  aha. 

Ah,  goddess!  would  thou  could'st  thy  hand  withhold 

And  be  less  liberal  to  gold ! 

Did'st  thou  less  value  to  it  give^ 
Of  how  much  care,  alas !  might^  thou  poor  mai 
relieire! 

To  me  the  Sun  is  more  deU^^itftil  fiur, 
And  all  fiur  dajrs  mu<£  ftirer  are. 
But  few,  ah  !  wondrous  few,  there  be, 

Who  do  not  gold  prefer,  O  goddess !  ev'n  to  the& 

Through  the  soft  ways  of  Heaven,  and  air,  and  sea. 
Which  open  all  their  pores  to  thee. 
Like  adear  river  thou  dost  glide. 

And  with  thy  living  stream  through  the  dose  cfaan- 
nds  slide. 

But,  where  fbrm  bodies  thy  ftee  course  oppoee. 
Gently  thy  source  the  land  o'erflows ; 
Takes  there  possessioo,  and  does  make, 

Of  colours  mingleid  light,  a  thick  and  standing  lake. 

But  the  vast  ocean  of  unbounded  day. 
In  th'  empyraean  Heaven  does  stay. 
Thy  rivers,  lakes,  and  qninas,  below, 

Tram  thence  took  first  their  nae,  thither  at  b»l 


AGAINST  HOPE. 

Hopx !  whose  weak  beinc  ruin'd  is, 

Alike,  if  it  succeed,  and  if  it  miss ; 

Whom  good  or  ill  does  equally  confound. 

And  bcdi  the  horns  of  Fate's  dilemma  wound : 
Vain  shadow !  wfaidi  does  vanish  quite, 
Both  at  full  noon  and  perfect  night ! 

The  stars  have  not  a  possibility 
Ofbleasinffthee; 

If  things  then  from  their  end  we  happy  call, 

'Tis  hope  is  the  most  hopeless  thing  of  alL 

Hope!  thou  bold  taster  of  delight,        [quite! 
Who,  whilst  thou  should'st  but  taste,  dcvour'st  it 
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ta  In^g'st  us  an  otale,  jct  lesr'st  lis  poor, 

%ck0jb^  it  widi  IflgBcies  bfllbra ! 
Hie  joys  which  we  entire  abould  wed, 
GooM  deflow«r*d  yirgins  to  our  bed ; 

ted  feftnnes  witfaout  gam  imported  be, 

hd  Bigfaty  cuatoa&'s  paid  to  thee. 

fv  joy,  like  wine,  kept  doM  does  better  taste ; 

IttriEtsir  before,  its  apiirits  waste. 

Hope!  Fortune's  chesting  lottery  ! 
fkoeibr  one  piue  an  hundred  blanks  there  be ; 
fmimebtr,  Hope  !  who  tak*st  thy  aim  so  far, 
Art  alill  or  aliort  or  wide  thine  arrows  are! 

IVb,  empty  doud,  wfaidi  th*  eye  deceives 

Widi  rfsifa  I  tlMit  our  own  fancy  gives ! 
idoad,  which  gilt  and  painted  now  appears, 

Btt  must  drop  presently  in  tears ! 
Iln%  tdam  beaona  o'er  Reason's  light  prerail, 
1^  ipm  ihtui  fiir  north-stars  we  ssiL 


gayly  dad ! 
Iknaricr  Ibol  o'  th'  two,  yet  quite  as  mad : 
iRrfBapesitaBce!  child  of  fond  Desire ! 
Ihl  Usw'st  the  cfaymics',  and  the  lovers',  fire^ 
Leaduig  dicm  still  insensibly  on 
%  the  strange  witchcrsft  oi  «  anon !" 
%  Ace  the  one  does  changing  Nature,  tfarou^ 

Ber  cwflesa  labyrinths,  pursue ; 
iai  di*^  other  rhnsrn  woman,  whilst  she  goes 
ke  ways  and  tuma  than  hunted  Nature  knows. 


FOR  HOPE. 

i!  of  all  His  that  men  endure, 
TWaly  cheap  and  universal  cure ! 
Thas  csptire's  fineedom,  end  tliou  sick  msn  s  health ! 
Asa  loser's  victory,  snd  thou  beggar's  vrealth ! 

1km  manna,  vHnch  from  Heaven  we  eat, 

To  every  taste  a  several  meat ! 

■  iinng  retreat !  thou  sure-entail'd  estate, 
With  aon^it  has  power  to  alienate ! 
IW fiiananf,  honest  flatterer !  for  none 
men,  but  thou  alone ! 


Hspe!  thou  first-fruits  of  happiness! 
IWs  gostle  davming  of  a  bright  success  I 
Tim  good  preparative,  without  which  our  jc^ 
fiia  work  too  strongs  and,  whilst  it  curei^  destroy ! 

Who  out  €f  Fortune's  reach  dost  stand, 

Aad  art  a  blessing  still  in  hand ! 
^Urt  Ocei,  her  camest-mooey,  we  retain. 

We  ecrtsin  are  to  gain, 

i&er  aiie  her  bargain  break  or  else  fulfil ; 
^kas  aaiy  good,  not  worse  for  ending  ill ! 


of  Fsith !  *twixt  whom  and  thee 
Ik  joys  of  Hcacvcn  and  Earth  divided  be ! 
wgk  Faadi  be  heir,  and  have  the  fixt  estate, 
Af  portion  yet  in  moveables  b  great. 

Ifapieiiiiii  itadTs all  one 

ia  dbec,  or  in  possession ! 
<%te  Ibtere^a  thine,  the  present  his ! 

Ihine^s  the  more  hard  and  noble  bliss : 
W^pprdsender  of  our  joys !  i^udi  hast 
^  hag  a  reach,  and  yet  canst  hold  so  fiat ! 

Hspe !  thou  sad  lovers'  only  fUend ! 
^  Wmjr,  that  may'st  dispute  it  vrith  the  End ! 
*»lsve,  I  ftar,  's  a  fruit  that  does  deUght 
1^  tMe  icadf  leai  than  the  smdl  and  s^t 


Fruition  more  deccitfrd  is 

Ihan  thou  canst  be^  when  thou  dost  miss ; 
Men  leare  thae  by  obtaining,  and  straight  ftoe 

Some  other  way  again  to  diee ; 
And  that's  a  pleaaant  country,  vrilhout  doubt. 
To  which  all  soon  return  that  travd  out 


I  CLAUDIAN'S  OLD  MAN  OF  VERONA. 

DX  SXKX   VXaONXHSI,    QUI   SUBUSBIUM   NUNQVAM 

xoaxssus  xsT. 

Fun,  qui  patriis,  &c. 

Hapft  the  man,  who  his  whole  time  doth  bound 

¥^thin  th'  endosure  of  his  little  ground. 

Happy  the  man,  whom  the  same  humble  place 

(Th'  hereditary  cottage  of  his  race) 

From  his  first  rising  mfaacy  has  known. 

And  by  d^rees  sees  eendy  bending  down. 

With  natural  propenaon,  to  that  earth 

Whidi  both  preserv'd  his  life,  and  gave  him  birth. 

Him  no  fiUse  distant  lij^its,  by  fortune  set. 

Could  ever  into  fbolish  vrandoings  get. 

He  never  dangers  dther  saw  or  fear'd : 

The  dreadful  storms  at  sea  be  never  hesrd. 

He  never  heard  the  shrill  alarms  dTwar, 

Or  the  worse  noises  of  the  lawyers'  bar. 

No  change  of  consuls  marks  to  him  the  year. 

The  change  of  seasons  is  his  cdendar. 

The  o^d  and  heat,  winter  and  summer  shows ; 

Autumn  by  fhiits,  and  spring  by  flowers,  he  knows; 

He  measures  time  by  hmd-marks,  and  Ins  found 

For  the  whole  day  the  dial  of  his  ground. 

A  neighbouring  wood,  bom  with  himself,  he  aees^ 

And  loves  his  old  contemporary  trees. 

He  'as  only  heard  of  near  Verona's  name. 

And  knows  it,  like  the  Indies,  but  by  fame. 

Does  with  a  like  concenftnent  notice  take 

Of  the  Red^ea,  and  of  Benacus*  lake. 

Thus  hedth  and  strength  he  to  a  third  age  eiyoj% 

And  sees  a  Ions  posterity  of  boys. 

About  the  spaaous  world  let  others  roam, 

Tlie  voyage,  Ufe,  is  long^  made  at  home. 


THE  WISH. 

Wxu,  then ;  I  now  do  plainly  see 
This  busy  world  and  I  shall  ne'er  agree ; 
Hie  very  honey  of  all  earthly  joy 

Does  of  all  meats  the  soonest  doy ; 

And  they,  methinks,  deserve  my  pity. 
Who  fbr  it  can  endure  the  stings. 
The  crowd,  and  buss,  and  murmurings. 

Of  this  great  hive,  the  dty. 

Ah,  yet,  ere  I  descend  to  th'  grave. 
May  I  a  smdl  house  and  large  garden  have ! 
And  a  few  friends,  and  many  bwiks,  both  truc^ 

Both  wise,  and  both  ddightful  too ! 

And,  smce  love  ne'er  will  team  me  flaa^ 
A  mistress  moderately  fair. 
And  good  as  guardian-angds  sre 

Only  bdov'd,  and  kmng  me ! 

Oh,  fountains !  when  in  you  shdl  I 
Mysdf,  eas'd  of  unpeaceflil  thoughts,  espy  ? 
Oh  fields !  oh  viroods !  when,  when  shdl  I  be  made 

The  happy  tenant  of  your  shade  ? 
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*g  the  sprimr-bMi  dt  I1«WiW*«  iood ; 
I  d  nv  l^oodk 


Bnde  and  ambition  here 
Only  in  fiu^-ftlcfa'd  mstapbon  a|ipear ; 
Here  nooglit  Irat  winds  can  burtftd  murmiin 

And  nought  but  Echo  flatter. 

Hie  gods,  vHien  they  deMended,  hither 
From  Heaven  did  ahrajrs  cfause  their  way; 
And  therefore  we  may  boldly  aay, 

lliat  *tis  the  way  too  thither. 

How  happy  here  should  If 
And  one  dear  ^le,  live,  and  embraciBg  die ! 
fihe,  who  is  all  the  worid,  and  can  exdude 

In  deserts  solitude. 

I  should  have  then  this  cmly  fear  «- 
Lest  men,  when  they  my  pleasures  see. 
Should  hhher  throng  to  live  like  me, 

And  so  make  a  dty  here. 


raOM  THE   DAVIDKIS. 

AwAKi,  awake,  my  Lyre ! 
And  tell  thy  silent  master's  humble  tale 
In  sounds  that  may  prevail ; 
Sounds  that  gentle  thoughts  inspire : 


HMmgb  so  ezalled  ihe^ 
And  I  so  lowly  be^ 
Tdl  her,  such  difGmH  notes  make  all  thy  Urn 
mooy. 

Hark !  how  the  strings  awake : 
And,  though  the  moving  hnnd  approach  nQliie«% 

Themselves  with  awful  fear, 
A  kind  of  numerous  trembling  make. 

Now  all  thy  forces  tiy. 

Now  all  thy  charms  ^»ply. 
Revenge  upon  her  ear  the  conquests  of  her  vj^ 

Weak  I^re  f  thy  virtue  sure 
Is  useless  here,  ttnce  thou  art  only  found 

To  cure,  but  not  to  wound, 
And  she  to  wound,  but  not  to  cure. 

Too  weak  too  wilt  thou  prove 

My  passion  to  remove. 
Physic  to  other  ills^  thou'rt  nourishment  to  lore. 


Sleep,  sleep  again,  my  Lyre ! 
For  thou  canst  never  tell  my  humble  ta]e 
In  sounds  that  will  prevail ; 
Nor  gentle  thoughts  in  her  inspire : 
All  thy  vain  mirth  lay  by. 
Bid  iSbj  strings  silent  lie. 
Sleep,  sleep  again,  my  Lyre ;  and  let  tfaj 
die. 
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JOHN  MILTON. 


Jonr  McLioir,  apoet  of  the  firttfink  in  emineiiGe, 
«as  iifeci'iKJpd  from  an  ancient  fionily,  settled  at 
Matao,  in  Oxfiardshire.  His  father,  whose  de- 
nrtiaa  of  the  Rooum  Catholic  £uth  was  die  cause 
of  iDa  ifisiiiheritance,  settled  in  London  as  a  scri- 
vener, and  marrying  a  woman  of  good  family^  had 
ISO  soils  and  a  daughter.  John,  the  eldest  son, 
wsa  bom  in  Bread-street,  on  December  9.  1608. 
Ha  recetred  the  rudiments  of  learning  from  a 
dompatic  tutor,  Thomas  Toung,  afterwards  diap- 
kin  to  tbe  English  merchants  at  Hamburg,  whose 
HMRts  are  gratefully  conmiemorsted  by  his  pupfl, 
ia  a  Latin  elegy.  At  a  proper  age  he  was  sent  to 
SL  Banl's  adiool,  and  there  began  to  distinguish 
UsHBif  bj  lus  intense  application  to  study,  as  well 
m  fay  his  poetical  talents.  In  has  sixteenth  year  he 
waa  remored  to  Christ's  college,  Cambridge,  where 
he  was  admitted  a  pensioiier,  under  the  tuition  of 
Mr.  W.  Chappd. 

Of  fab  ceuise  of  studies  in  the  uniTersity  little  is 
known  ;  but  it  appears,  from  several  exercises  pre- 
lerfed  in  fais  worici^  that  he  had  acquired  extraor- 
Smary  akHl  in  writing  Latin  Terses,  which  are  of  a 
parer  taste  than  any  preceding  compositions  of  the 
ki^  by  gi^isfa  scholars.  *  He  took  the  degrees 
both  of  Bachelor  and  Master  of  Arte ;  the  latter  in 
1^38,  when  he  left  Csmlnidge.  He  renounced  his 
•■y^l  intention  of  entering  the  churdi,  for  which 
ke  has  fjiirea.  as  a  reason,  that,  "  coming  to  some 
mBtnrity  of  yean,  he  had  |)erceiTed  what  tyranny 
had  invaded  k;"  which  denotes  a  man  early  hsbitu- 
afied  to  think  and  act  for  himself. 

He  noiw  retomed  to  hn  firtfaer,  who  had  retired 
fion  hoainww  to  a  reaidenoe  at  Horton,  in  Buck- 
■igP— iishii  f ;  and  he  diere  passed  fire  years  in  the 
stndy  of  the  best  Roman  and  Grecian  authors,  and 
ia  Ae  oomposition  of  some  of  his  finest  miscdla-' 
Hus  was  the  period  of  his  Allegro 
his  Comus  and  Lyddas.  That  his 
and  talents  had  at  this  time  attracted  con- 
notice,  appears  from  an  application  made 
from  the  Bridgewater  ftmily,  which  pro- 
hie  admnable  masque  of  "  Comus,"  per- 
in  1634^  at  Lu^ow  Casde,  befose  the  Earl 
«f  Bridgewalff,  then  Lord  Fk«sident  of  Wales;  and 
abo  hf  bis  **  Arcades,'*  part  of  an  entertainment 
fSMoaled  to  the  Coontesa  Dowager  of  Deiby,  at 
HsraAdo,  by  some  of  her  smuly. 

bi  16S8»  be  obtained  his  fiidier's  leave  to  improve 
bndf  !■  fivftign  travel,  and  set  out  for  fhe  con- 
tbeat.  nasingtfarouKh  France,  he  proceeded  to 
briy,  and  ^ent  a  conadefable  time  in  that  seat  of 
Ike  arts  and  of  literature.  At  Nicies  be  vras  kindly 
wwimi  by  Manso,  Matquia  of  Villa,  who  had 
b^gbelbre  deserved  the  sratitudeof  poets  by  his 
ptnmagB  of  Tasso;  and,  m  return  Ibr  a  laudatory 
'ilSdiof  MttMO^  BdtoQ  additosed  to  him  a  Latin 


poem,  of  great  ekgaaccb  He  left  Itily  by  the  way  of 
Geneva,  where  he  contracted  an.  arqnaintance  with 
two  learned  divines,  John  Diodati  and  Frederic 
Spanhdm ;  and  he  returned  through  France,  having 
been  absent  about  a  year  and  three  months. 

On  his  arrival,  Milton  found  the  nation  agitated 
by  civil  and  religious  disputes,  which  threatened  a 
crisis ;  and  as  he  had  expressed  himsdf  impadent  to 
be  present  on  the  theatre  of  contention,  it  has  been 
thought  extraordinary  that  he  did  not  immediately 
place  himself  in  some  acdve  station.  But  his  turn 
was  not  military ;  his  fortune  precluded  a  seat  in 
parliament ;  the  pulpit  he  had  declined ;  and  for  the 
bar  be  had  made  no  preparation.  His  taste  and 
habits  were  altogether  literary ;  for  the  present, 
therefore,  he  fixed  himself  in  the  metropolis,  and 
undertook  the  education  of  his  sister's  two  sons,  of 
the  name  of  Philips.  Soon  after,  he  was  applied  to 
by  several  parents  to  admit  their  children  to  the 
benefit  of  his  tuition.  He  therefore  took  a  com- 
modious house  in  Aldersgate-street,  and  opened  an 
academy.  Disapproving  die  plan  of  education  in 
the  public  schools  and  universities,  he  deviated  from 
it  as  widely  as  possible.  He  put  into  the  hands 
of  his  scholars,  instead  of  the  common  classics,  such 
Greek  and  li^m  authors  as  treated  on  the  arts  and 
sciences,  and  on  philosophy ;  thus  expecting  to  in- 
stil the  knowledffe  of  things  with  that  of  wo^  We 
are  not  informed  of  the  result  of  his  plan ;  but  it 
vrill  appear  singular  that  one  who  had  himself  drunk 
so  de^ly  at  the  muse's  fount,  should  withhold  the 
draught  from  others.  We  learn,  however,  that  he  per- 
formed the  task  of  instruction  with  great  assiduity. 

Milton  did  not  bng  sufi*er  himsdf  to  lie  under 
the  reproach  of  having  neslected  the  public  cause  in 
his  private  pursuits;  and,  in  1641,  he  published 
four  treatises  relative  to  church-government,  in 
which  he  gave  the  preponderance  to  thepredyyte- 
lian  form  above  the  episcopalian.  Resuming  die 
same  controversy  in  the  following  year,  he  num- 
bered among  his  antagonists  such  men  as  Bishop 
Hall  and  Arehbishop  Usher.  His  fiither,  who  had 
been  disturbed  by  the  king's  troops,  now  came  to 
live  with  him ;  and  the  necessity  of  a  female  head  of 
sudi  a  house,  caused MUton,  in  1643,  toform  aeon- 
nection  with  the  daughter  of  Richard  Powell,  Esq., 
a  magistrate  of  Oxfordshire.  This  was,  in  several 
respects,  an  unhappy  marriage ;  for  his  fStither-in- 
law  was  a  zealous  royalist,  and  his  wife  had  ac- 
customed herself  to  the  jovial  hospitality  of  that 
party.  She  had  not,  therefoie^  passed  above  a 
montii  in  her  husband's  house,  when,  having  pro- 
cured an  invitation  from  her  fttiier,  she  went  to  pass 
the  summer  in  his  mansion.  Milton's  invitations 
for  her  return  were  treated  witii  contempt ;  uqpn 
whidi,  regardiqg  her  conduct  as  a  desertioii  wlucli 
broke  the  nuptiar  contract,  he  determined  to  pHfiish 
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it  by  repudiation.  In  1644  he  published  a  work 
on  «Tbe  Doctrine  and  Discipline  of  Divorce;*' 
and,  in  the  nekt  year,  it  vras  followed  by  **  Te- 
Irachordon,  or  Expositions  upon  the  four  chief 
Places  in  Scripture  which  treat  of  Marriage.**  He 
'  further  reduced  his  doctrine  into  practice^  by  pay- 
ing his  addresses  to  a  young  lady  of  great  accom- 
plishments ;  but,  as  he  was  paying  avisit  to  a  ndgb- 
bour  and  Idnsman,  he  was  surprised  with  the  sud- 
den entrance  of  hu  wife,  who  threw  hendf  at  his 
feet,  and  implored  fergiveness.  AAer  a  short 
struggle  of  resentment,  he  took  her  to  his  bosom ; 
and  he  sealed  the  reconciliation  by  opening  his 
house  to  her  ftther  and  brothers,  when  they  had 
been  driren  fixKU  home  by  the  triumph  of  the  re- 
publican arms. 

In  the  progress  of  BCilton*s  prose  works,  it  will 
be  right  to  mention  hb  "  Areopagitica;  aSpeech  of 
Mr.  John  Milton,  for  the  Liberty  of  Unlicensed 
Frinting,"-»a  work,  published  in  1644, written  with 
equal  spirit  and  ability,  and  which,  when  reprinted 
in  1738,  was  affirmed  by  the  editor  to  be  the  best  de- 
fence that  had  ever  then  appeared  of  that  essential 
article  of  public  liberty.  In  thefdlowing  year  he 
took  care  that  his  poetical  character  should  not  be 
lost  to  the  worid,  and  published  his  juvenile  poems, 
Latin  and  English. 

Milton*s  principles  of  the  origin  and  end  of 
government  carried  him  to  a  fuiXi  approbation  of  the 
trial  and  execution  of  the  king  ;  and,  in  order  to 
conrBisti*  the  minds  of  the  petDple  to  that  act,  he 
published,  eariy  in  1649,  a  work  entitled,  «  The 
Tenu^  of  Kings  and  Magistrates ;  proving  that  it 
is  lawftil,  and  hath  been  so  held  through  all  ages, 
for  any  who  have  the  power,  to  call  to  account 
a  tyrant  or  wicked  king;  and,  after  due  con- 
viction, to  depose  and  put  him  to  death,  if  the  ordi- 
nary magistrate  have  neglected  or  denied  to  do 
it.**  Certainly,  it  would  not  be  easy  to  express,  in 
stronger  terms,  an  author's  resolution  to  leave  no 
doubts  concerning  his  opinion  on  this  important 
topic  His  appointment  to  the  Latin  Secretoryship 
to  the  Council  of  State  was,  probably,  the  conse- 
quence of  his  decision. 

The  learned  Frenchman,  Salmajuus,  or  Saumaise, 
having  been  hired  by  Charles  II.,  while  in  Hdlandt 
to  write  a  work  in  favour  of  the  royal  cause,  which  he 
entitled,  "  Defensio  Reffia,"  Milton  was  employed 
to  answer  it;  which  he  did  in  1651,  by  hb  celebrated 
«  Defensio  pro  Populo  Anglicano,"  in  which  he 
exercised  all  his  powers  of  Latin  rhetoric,  both  to 
justify  the  republican  party,  and  to  confound  and 
viliiy  the  fiunous  scholar  a^^inst  whom  he  took  up 
the  pen.  By  this  piece  he  acquired  a  high  repu- 
tation, both  at  home  and  abroad ;  and  he  received  a 
present  of  a  thousand  pounds  from  the  English 
government.  His  book  went  through  several  edi- 
tions; while,  on  the  other  hand,  the  work  of  Sal- 
masius  was  suppressed  by  the  States  of  Holland,  in 
whose  serrice  he  lived  as  a  professor  at  Leyden. 

Milton's  intense  application  to  study  had,  for 
some  years  preceding,  brought  on  an  affection  of 
the  eyes,  wfau:h  gradually  impaired  his  sight ;  and, 
before  he  wrote  Ms  «  Defensio,"  he  was  warned  by 
his  physicians  that  the  effbrt  would  probably  end  in 
total  blindness.  This  opinion  was  soon  after  justi- 
fied by  a  gutta  serena,  which  seised  both  his  eyes, 
and  suljected  the  remainder  of  his  life  to  those  pri- 
Tstions  which  he  has  so  feelingly  described  in  some 
pamages  of  his  poems.      Hb  intellectual  powers, 


however,  suffered  no  eclipse  f^om  thb  loss  of  lii 
sensitive  faculties ;  and  he  pursued,  without  antei 
mission,  both  hb  official  and  hb  oontroverswl  <^cc%i 
pations.  Cromwell,  about  thb  time,  having  SMSuxne 
the  supreme  power,  with  the  title  of  FraitBctot 
Milton  acted  with  a  subservience  towards^  thi 
usurper  which  b  the  part  of  hb  conduct  that  it  i 
the  most  difficult  to  justify.  It  might  have  beei 
expected,  that  when  the  wisest  and  most  oonacien 
tious  of  the  republicans  had  become  sensible  o£  hi 
arts,  and  opposed  hb  ambitious  prefects,  tiie  mim 
of  Milton  would  neither  have  been  blinded  by  hi 
hypocrby,  nor  overawed  byhb  power.  Poaaibl] 
the  real  cause  of  hb  predilection  for  Cromwell,  ww 
that  he  saw  no  refuse  fhrni  the  intolerance  of  the 
Presbyterians,  but  m  the  moderation  of  the  Pro- 
tector. And,  in  feet,  the  very  passage  in  which  he 
addresses  him  with  the  loftiest  encomium,  oontains 
a  free  and  noble  exhortation  to  him  to  respect 
that  public  liberty,  of  which  he  appeared  to  be  tfa« 
guaidian. 

Cromwell  at  length  died;  and  so  zealous  and  san- 
guine was  Milton,  to  the  veiy  last,  that  one  of  his 
latest  political  productions  was,  *<  A  ready  and  emaj 
Way  to  establish  a  flree  Commonwealth."  It  was  in 
vain,  however,  to  contend,  by*pamphlcts,  with  the 
national  inclination ;  and  Quurles  IL  returned  in 
triumph.  Sfilton  was  discharged  firom  hb  oflBce, 
and  by  for  some  time  conceal^  in  the  house  oit  a, 
friend.  The  House  of  Commons  desired  tiiat  his 
Muesty  would  issue  a  proclamation  to  call  in  Mil- 
ton^s  Defences  of  the  People,  and  Iconodastes,  to- 
gether with  a  book  of  Goodwyn's.  The  books  were 
accordingly  burnt  by  the  common  hangman ;  but  the 
authors  were  returned  as  having  absoMided ;  nor,  in 
the  act  of  indemnity,  did  the  nanie  of  Milton  appear 
among  those  of  the  excepted  perMms. 

He  now,  in  reduced  drcumstances,  and  under  the 
discountenance  of  power,  removed  to  a  private 
habitation    near  hb  former  residence.      He  had 
buried  hb  first  wife ;  and  a  second,  the  daughter  of 
a  Captain  Woodcock,  in  Hackney,  died  in  childbed. 
To  sdace  hb  forlorn  condition,  he  desired  fab  friend. 
Dr.  Paget,  to  look  out  a  third  wife  for  him,   who 
reooounended  a  relation  of  fab  own,  named  Eiiza- 
betii  Minshull,  of  a  good  femily  in  Cheshbe.     Hb. 
powerful  mind,  now  centered  in  itself,  and  un« 
dirturfoed  by  contentions   and   temporsry  topics, 
opened  to  those  great  ideas  which  were  continually 
filling  it,  and  the  result  was,  Paradite  LoM.     Much 
discussion  has  taken  place  concerning  the  original 
conception  of  thb  grand  performance ;  but  what- 
ever hint  may  have  suggested  the  rude  outline,  it  b 
certain  that  all  the  creative  powers  of  a  strong 
imagination,  and  all  the  accumulated  stores  of  a 
life  devoted  to  leamin^^  were  expended  in  its  com- 
pletion.    Though  he  appears,  at  an  eariy  age,  to 
have  thou^  of  some  sul:ject  in  the  heroic  times  of 
English  history,  as  peculiarly  ralculatfd  for  English 
verse,  yet  hb  religious  turn,  and  assiduous  stu^  of 
the  Hebrew  Scriptures,  produced  a  final  preference 
of  a  story  derived  from  the  Sacred  Writings,  and 
giving  scope  to  the  introduction  of  hb  tlndli^gical 
system.     It  would  be  ^iperfluous,  at  thiRme,  to 
weigh  the  merits  of  Milton's  great  work,  which 
staMs  so  much  beyond  competition ;  but  it  may  be   i 
affirmed,  that  whatever  hb  other  poems  era  ex-    , 
hibit  of  beauty  in  some  parts,  or  of  grandeur  in 
others,  may  all  be  referred  to  Fuidise  Lost  af 
the  most  perfect  model  of  both.  ^ 
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Mihoa,  not  tzhauiCed  by  this  gnat  effhit,  fU- 
lowed  H  in  1670  by  **  Paradise  Regained,*'  written 
upon  a  suggestion  of  the  Quaker  Elwood's,  and  ap- 
ptrently  regarded  as  the  theological  completion  of 
the  Paradise  Lost.  Although,  in  point  of  inven- 
tioo,  its  inferiority  is  plainly  apparent^  yet  modem 
criiiciflm  has  pronounced  that  there  are  paasagcg  in 
it  by  no  means  unworthy  of  the  genius  of  Milton, 
allowance  being  made  for  the  small  compass  of  the 
sotject,  and  his  purpose  in  writing  it.  Together 
with  it  appeared  his  tragedy  of  "  Sampson  Ago- 
nistes,"  composed  upon  the  model  of  antiquity,  and 
neter  intended  for  the  stsge. 


Widi  this  work  his  poetical  account  closes ;  and  a 
few  pieces  in  prose  can  scarcely  claim  particular  no- 
tice.  He  sunk  tranquilly  under  an  exhaustion  of 
the  vital  powers  in  November,  1674,  when  he  had 
nearly  completed  his  66tfa  year.  His  remains  were 
carried  from  his  house  in  Bunhill- Fields  to  the 
church  of  St.  Giles,  Cripplegate,  with  a  numerous 
and  splendid  attendance.  No  monument  marked 
the  tomb  of  this  great  man,  but  his  memory  was 
honoured  with  a  tomb  in  17S7,  in  Westminster 
Abbey,  at  the  expense  of  Auditor  Benson.  The 
only  £unily  whom  he  left  were  daughters. 
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tltntcEf  loathed  Melancholy, 

Of  Cerberus  and  blackest  Midnight  bom. 

In  Stygian  cave  forlorn,  [holy  ! 

*Mongst  horrid  shapes,  and  shrieks,  and  sights  un- 
Find  out  some  uncouth  cell,  [wings. 

Where   brooding  Darkness  spreads  his  jealous 
And  the  night-raven  sings; 

Iliere  tu^er  ebon  shades,  and  low-biow*d  rocks. 
As  ragged  as  thy  locks. 

In  £rk  Omxnerian  desert  ever  dwell. 

But  come,  thou  goddess  fair  and  free, 
In  Heaven  ydep'd  Euphrosyne, 
And  by  men,  heart-easing  Mirth ; 
Whom  lorely  Venus,  at  a  birth. 
With  two  sister  Graces  more. 
To  ivy-«rawned  Bacchus  bore : 
Or  whether  (as  some  sager  sing) 
Hie  frolic  wind,  that  breathes  the  q>ring. 
Zephyr,  with  Aurora  playing, 
As  he  met  her  once  a-maying ; 
There  on  beds  of  violets  blue. 
And  fresh-blown  roses  wash*d  in  dew, 
FOIM  her  with  thee  a  dau^iter  fiur. 
So  buxom,  blithe,  and  debonair. 

HMte  thee.  Nymph,  and  bring  with  thee 
Jest  and  youUiful  Jollity, 
Qoips,  and  Cranks,  and  wanton  li^^les, 
Kods,  and  Becks,  and  wreathed  Smiles, 
Soch  as  bang  on  Hebe's  cheek. 
And  love  to  live  in  dimple  sleek  ; 
Sport  that  wrinkled  Care  derides. 
And  laughter  holding  both  his  sides. 
Come,  and  trip  it,  as  you  go. 
On  the  light  fimtastic  toe ; 
And  in  thy  right  hand  lead  with  thee 
"n*  mountain-nymph,  sweet  Liberty ; 
And,  if ^Aive  thee  honour  due, 
Xirtf^^Hut  me  of  thy  crew, 
To  live  with  her,  and  live  with  thee. 
In  uiureproved  pleasures  free. 
To  hear  the  lark  begin  his  flight, 
And  singing  startle  the  dull  Night, 
Pram  bis  watch-tower  in  die  skies, 
Tin  the  dappled  Dawn  doth  rise ; 


Hien  to  come,  in  spite  of  sorrow. 

And  at  my  window  bid  good  morrow, 

Tlirough  the  sweet-brier,  or  the  rine. 

Or  the  twisted  eglantine: 

While  the  cock,  with  lively  din. 

Scatters  the  rear  of  Darkness  thin. 

And  to  the  stack,  or  the  barn-door. 

Stoutly  struts  his  dames  before : 

Ofl  listening  how  the  hounds  and  bom 

Checrly  rouse  the  slumbering  Mom, 

From  the  side  of  some  hoar  hill, 

Tlirough  the  high  wood  echoing  shrill : 

Some  time  walking,  not  unseen. 

By  hedge-row  elms,  on  hillocks  green, 

Bight  against  the  eastern-gate 

Where  die  great  Sun  begins  his  state, 

Rob'd  in  flunes,  and  anS)er  light, 

llie  clouds  in  thousand  liveries  dight ; 

While  the  ploughman,  near  at  hand. 

Whistles  o'er  the  furrow'd  land. 

And  the  milkmaid  singeth  blitlie, 

And  the  mower  whets  his  sithe. 

And  every  shepherd  teUs  his  tale 

Under  the  hawthorn  in  the  dale. 

Straight  mine  eye  hath  caught  new  pleasures. 

Whilst  the  landscape  round  it  measures; 

Russet  lawns,  and  fellows  gray> 

Where  the  nibbling  flocks  do  stray ; 

Mountains,  on  whose  barren  breast. 

The  labouring  clouds  do  often  rest ; 

Meadows  trim  with  daisies  pide. 

Shallow  brooks,  and  rivers  wide : 

Towers  and  battlements  it  sees 

Bosom'd  high  in  tufVed  trees. 

Where  perhaps  some  beauty  lies. 

The  C^mosure  of  neighbouring  eyes. 

Hard  by,  a  cottage  chimney  smoaks, 

Frcm  betwixt  two  ased  oaks, 

Where  Corydon  andThyrsis,  met. 

Are  at  their  savoury  dinner  set 

Of  herbs  and  other  country  messes. 

Which  the  neat-handed  Fhillis  dresses ; 

And  then  in  baste  her  bower  she  leaves. 

With  Tbestylis  to  bind  the  sheaves ; 

Or,  if  the  earlier  season  lead. 

To  the  tann*d  haycock  in  the  mead. 

Digitized  by  LnOOSl^ 


^8' 


18 

Somediiiet  with  Mcare  deligfat 

Tlie  upland  hamlets  will  invite, 

"When  the  merry  bells  ring  round. 

And  the  jocund  rebecks  sound 

To  many  a  jroutb,  and  many  a  maid, 

Dandng  in  the  chequer*d  shade ; 

And  young  and  old  come  forth  to  play 

On  a  ffun-i^ine  holiday, 

lUl  the  lire-long  day-light  fail : 

Then  to  the  spicy  nut-brown  ale, 

With  stories  told  of  many  a  feat, 

How  faery  Mab  the  junkets  eat ; 

She  was  pinch*d,  and  pull'd,  she  scd  ; 

And  he,  by  friars  lantern  led. 

Tells  how  the  drudging  goblin  swet. 

To  earn  his  cream-bowl  duly  set. 

When  in  one  niffht,  ere  glimpse  of  mom. 

His  shadowy  flail  hath  thresh'd  the  com, 

Hiat  ten  day-labourers  could  not  end ; 

Then  lies  hun  down  the  lubbar  fiend,     . 

And,  itretch'd  out  all  the  chimney's  length, 

Basks  at  the  fire  his  hairy  strength ; 

And  crop>full  out  of  doors  he  flings, 

Ere  the  first  cock  his  matin  rings. 

Thus  done  the  tales,  to  bed  they  creep, 

By  whispering  winds  soon  lulled  asleep. 

Tower'd  cities  please  us  then, 

And  the  busy  hum  of  men. 

Where  throngs  of  knights  and  barons  bold, 

In  weeds  of  peace,  high  triumphs  hold. 

With  store  of  ladies,  whose  bright  eyes 

Rain  influence,  and  judge  the  prize 

Of  wit,  or  arms,  while  both  contend 

To  win  her  grace,  whom  all  commend. 

Tbare  let  Hymen  oft  appear 

In  iaffhm  robe,  with  t4>er  clear. 

And  pomp,  and  feast,  and  reyelry. 

With  made,  and  antique  pageantry ; 

fluch  si^its  as  youthful  poets  dream 

On  summer  eves  by  haunted  stream. 

Then  to  the  well-trod  stage  anon, 

If  Jonson*s  learned  sock  be  on. 

Or  sweetest  Shakspeare,  Fancy's  child, 

Waible  his  native  wood^notes  wild. 

And  ever,  against  eating  cares, 
Lap  me  in  soft  Lydian  airs, 
Bfarried  to  immortal  verse ; 
Such  as  the  meeting  soul  may  pierce, 
In  notes,  with  many  a  winding  bout 
Of  linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out. 
With  wanton  heed  and  giddy  cunning ; 
The  mdting  voice  through  maxes  mnning^ 
Untwisting  all  the  chains  that  tie 
The  hidden  soul  of  harmony ; 
That  Orpheus'  self  may  heave  his  head 
Vnm  golden  slumber  on  a  bed 
Of  he^p'd  Elysian  flowers,  and  hear 
Such  strains  as  would  have  won  the  ear 
Of  Fluto,  to  have  quite  set  free 
His  half-resain'd  Eurydice. 

Tliese  deughts  if  thou  canst  give. 
Mirth,  with  £ee  I  mean  to  live. 
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IL  PENSEROSO. 
Hnrci^  vain  deluding  Joys, 
The  brood  of  FoUy,  without  fiither  bred  1 
How  little  yoo  bested. 
Or  fiU  the  fixed  mind  with  all  your  toys ! 


Dwell  in  some  idle  brain. 

And  fendes  fond  with  gaudy  shapes  possess. 
As  thick  and  numberless 
As  the  gay  motes  that  people  the  sun-beamff; 
Or  likest  hovering  dreams, 

Thb  fickle  pensioners  of  Morpheus*  train. 
But  hail,  thou  goddess,  sage  and  holy, 
Hail,  divinest  Melancholy ! 
Whose  saintly  visage  is  too  bright 
To  hit  the  sense  of  human  sight. 
And  therefore  to  our  weaker  view 
O'erlaid  with  black,  staid  Wisdom's  hue; 
Black,  but  such  as  in  esteem 
Prince  Memnon's  sister  might  beseem. 
Or  that  starr'd  Ethiop  queen  that  strove 
To  set  her  beauty's  praise  above 
The  sea-nymphs,  and  their  powers  offended : 
Yet  thou  art  higher  far  descended : 
Thee  bright-hair'd  Vesta,  long  of  yore. 
To  solitary  Saturn  bore ; 
His  daughter  she ;  in  Satum's  reign. 
Such  mixture  was  not  held  a  stain : 
Oft  in  glimmering  bowers  and  glades 
He  met  her,  and  m  secret  shades 
Of  woody  Ida's  inmost  grove. 
Whilst  yet  there  was  no  fear  of  Jove. 
Come,  pensive  Nun,  devout  and  pure, 
Sober,  stedfast,  and  demure. 
All  in  a  robe  of  darkest  grain. 
Flowing  with  majestic  train. 
And  sable  stole  of  Cyprus  lawn. 
Over  thy  decent  shoulders  drawn. 
Come,  but  keep  thy  wonted  state. 
With  even  step,  and  musing  gait ; 
And  looks  commercing  with  the  skie% 
Thy  rapt  soul  sitting  in  thine  eyes : 
There,  held  in  holy  passion  still, 
Fcvget  thyself  to  marble,  till 
With  a  sad  leaden  downward  cast 
Hkhi  fix  them  on  the  earth  as  fast : 
And  join  with  thee  calm  Peace,  and  Quiet, 
Spare  Fast,  that  oft  with  gods  doth  diet, 
And  hears  the  Muses  in  a  ring 
Aye  round  about  Jove's  altar  sing : 
And  add  to  these  retired  Leisure, 
That  in  trim  gardens  takes  his  pleasure : 
But  first,  and  chiefest,  with  thee  bring. 
Him  that  yon  soars  on  golden  wing, 
Guiding  the  fiery-wheeled  throne, 
Tlie  chorub  Contemplation ; 
And  the  mute  Silence  hist  along, 
'Less  Philomel  will  deign  a  song. 
In  her  sweetest  saddest  plight,' 
Smoothing  die  rugged  brow  of  Night, 
While  Cynthia  checks  her  dragon  yoke, 
Gently  o'er  the  accustom'd  oak : 
Sweet  bird,  that  shunn'st  the  noise  of  folly, 
Moot  musical,  most  melancholy ! 
Thee,  chantren,  oh,  the  woods  among, 
I  woo,  to  hear  thy  even-song ; 
And,  missing  thee,  I  walk  unseen 
On  the  dry  smooth-shaven  green. 
To  behold  the  wandering  Moon, 
Riding  near  her  highest  noon. 
Like  one  that  had  been  led  astray 
Through  the  Heaven's  wide  pathless  way  ; 
And  oft,  as  if  her  head  she  bow'd. 
Scooping  through  a  fleecy  cloud. 
Oft,  on  a  plat  oif  risins  ground, 
I  hear  the  fiur-off  Curfeu  sound,  .  j 
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Oiv  looit  wide-wBtar^d  thore,' 
Magiiig  tiow  with  luUen  nwr  : 
Or,  if  ibe  air  will  not  pennit, 
SoM  idU  remored  place  will  fit, 
Wboeglowiiig  cmben  through  tfaa  roooi 
Teach  hght  to  coanterieit  a  g^oom ; 
F«  from  all  resort  of  mirth, 
8m  the  cricket  on  the  hearth. 
Or  the  belman's  drowsy  charm, 
To  UcM  die  doors  from  nightly  harm. 
(V  let  mj  lamp  at  midnight  hour, 
Be  seen  in  some  high  loMly  tower, 
Where  I  maj  oft  out-watch  the  Bear, 
With  dnce-great  Hermes,  or  unsphere 
The  ipirit  of  Plato,  to  unfold 
yfhtt,  worlds  or  what  vast  regions  hold 
Tie  immortal  mind,  that  hath  forsook 
Her  mansion  in  this  fleshly  nook : 
And  of  those  demons  that  are  found 
In  fin^  air,  flood,  or  under  ground. 
Whose  power  hath  a  true  consent 
With  planet,  or  with  element. 
Sometime  let  gorgeous  TVagedy 
la  sctpter'd  poll  come  sweeping  by, 
IVeseotmg  Thebes,  or  Pelopa'  line, 
O  Ifaa  tale  of  Troy  divine ; 
Or  what  (diou^  rare)  of  Utter  age 
EoDobled  hath  the  buskin'd  stage. 

But,  Osad  virgin,  that  tl^  power 
Ifigfat  raise  llnssras  from  his  bower  \ 
(^  bid  the  soul  of  Orpheus  sing 
Sncfa  notes,  as,  warbled  to  the  string, 
I^ev  iron  tears  down  Pluto's  cheek, 
Aadmaik  Hdl  grant  what  love  didscek! 
Qrcdl  up  him  that  left  half-told 
Ihe  Hory  of  Camtwiscan  bold, 
OrCamball,  andof  Algarsife, 
Aad  who  had  Canace  to  wife, 
IWowa'd  the  virtuous  ring  and  gUtts; 
Andof  the  woodiDus  horse  of  brass. 
Oa  whkh  the  Tartar  king  did  ride : 
And  if  aught  dse  great  bards  beside 
In  1^  and  aolenm  tunes  have  sung, 
Oftumeyi,  and  of  tropfaiea  hung, 
Of  firests,  and  enchantments  drear, 
Where  more  is  meant  than  meets  the  ear. 

Thus,  Kigfat,  oft  see  me  in  thy  pale 
'Mdvil.suited  Mom  appear, 
Nottrick'd  and  fivunc'd  as  she  was  wont 
With  the  Altic  boy  to  hunt, 
But  kcrcfaeft  in  a  comely  doud. 
Wide  rockinff  winds  are  piping  loud, 
<Vaihgred  with  a  shower  still 
Whea  the  gust  hath  blown  his  fill, 
Eediagonthe  rusaling leaves. 
With  BBBote  drops  finmi  off  the  eaves. 
And,  when  the  Sun  begins  to  dine 
Hisisring  beams,  me,  goddess,  brmg 
Toaehed  walks  oftwi^fat  groves, 
Aad  Aadows  brown,  that  Sylvan  loves» 
Of  piacv  or  BBODumental  <>■l^ 
Wkre  the  rude  axe,  with  heaved  stroke. 
Wis  never  beard  the  nymphs  to  daunt, 
Or  fright  them  from  tbeir  hallowed  haunt. 
IWt  in  dose  covert  by  some  brook, 
WWr  BoprolbBer  eje  may  look, 
Ride  me  from  day's  garidi  ere. 
Wide  the  bee  with  honied  thigh, 
TVat  at  her  llowciy  wotk  doth  sing, 
Aad  the  walen  mumuring, 


Whfa  mch  eoBsort  as  they  keep, 
Entice  the  dewy  feather'd  Sldfcp; 
And  let  some  strange  mysterious  dream 
Wave  at  his  wings'  m  aery  stneam 
Of  lively  portraiture  display'd. 
Softly  on  my  eye-lids  laid. 
And,  as  I  vrake,  sweet  music  breathe 
Above,  abou^  or  underneath^ 
Sent  l^  some  spirit  to  mortal  good. 
Or  the  unseen  genius  of  the  wood. 

But  let  my  mie  feet  never  fail 
To  walk  the  studious  doysters  pale« 
And  love  the  higlv>embowed  roof. 
With  antic  pillars  maaev  proof, 
And  storied  windows  nchly  digfat. 
Casting  a  dim  religious  light: 
Hiere  let  the  pealing  organ  blow. 
To  the  ftilUvoic'd  quire  below. 
In  service  high  and  anthems  dear. 
As  may  with  sweetness,  through  mine  ear, 
Dissolve  me  intd  ecstades. 
And  bring  all  Heaven  before  mine  eyes. 

And  may  at  last  my  weary  age 
Find  out  the  peaceful  hermitage. 
The  hairy  gown  and  mossy  ceU, 
Where  I  may  sit  and  rightly  spell 
Of  every  star  that  Heaven  doth  shew. 
And  every  herb  that  sips  the  dew; 
Till  old  experience  do  attain 
To  something  like  prophetic  strain. 

These  pleasures,  Melancholy,  give. 
And  I  with  thee  wiU  choose  to  live. 


tYCIDA& 

Tkt  once  more,  O  ye  laurels,  and  once  mor«, 

Te  myrtles  brown,  with  ivy  never  scro, 

I  come  to  pluck  your  berries  harsh  and  crude: 

And,  with  forc*d  fingers  rude, 

^letter  your  leaves  l^ore  the  mellowing  yew : 

Bitter  constraint,  and  sad  occasion  dear, 

Compeb  me  to  disturb  your  season  doe : 

For  Lyddas  is  dead,  dead  ere  his  prime, 

Young  Lyddas^  and  hath  not  left  his  peer ; 

Who  would  not  sing  for  Lyddas  ?  he  knew         10 

Himsdf  to  sing,  ahd  buOd  the  lofty  rhyme. 

He  must  not  float  upon  his  watery  bier 

Unwept,  and  wdter  to  the  parching  wind. 

Without  the  meed  of  some  mdodious  tear. 

Begin  then.  Sisters  of  the  sacred  wdl. 
That  from  beneath  the  seat  eijofe  doth  spring; 
Begin,  and  somenhat  hxidly  sweep  tlie  string. 
Hence  with  denial  vain,  and  coy  excune : 
So  may  some  gentle  Mnae 

With  lucky  words  frvour  my  destin'd  «m ;         90 
And,  as  he  passes,  turn 
And  bid  fiur  peace  be  to  my  sable  sfareud. 

For  we  were  nars*d  upon  tin  sdf-samtf  hill, 
Fed  the  same  flock,  by  fountain,  shade,  and  riU. 
Together  both,  ere  the  high  lawns  appeu^d 
Under  the  opening  eye-lids  of  the  Mom, 
We  drove  afield,  and  both  together  heard 
What  time  tlie  sray-fly  winds  her  sultiy  horn. 
Battening  our  Swi»  with  the  fresh  dews  of  night, 
Oft  till  the  star,  that  rose,  at  evening  bright,        90 
Toward  Heaven's  descent  had  sloped  his 
whed. 
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Meanwhile  the  ninl  ditties  were  not  nuite^ 
Temper'd  to  the  oeten  6ute ; 
Rough  Satyrs  danc'd,  and  Fawns  with  doren  heel 
From  the  glad  sound  would  not  be  absent  long ; 
And  old  Damoetas  lov'd  to  hear  our  song. 

But,  O  the  heavy  change,  now  thou  art  gone. 
Now  thou  art  gone,  and  never  must  return ! 
Tliee,  shepherd  thee  the  woods,  and  desert  caves 
"With  wild  thyme  and  the  gadding  vine  o'ergrown. 
And  all  their  echoes^moum :  40 

Tlie  willows,  and  the  hazel  copses  green. 
Shall  now  no  mora  be  seen 
Fanning  their  joyous  leaves  to  thy  soft  lays. 
As  kilbng  as  the  canker  to  the  rose. 
Or  taint-worm  to  the  weanling  herds  that  graze. 
Or  frost  to  flowers,  that  their  gay  m'ardrobe  wear. 
When  first  the  white-thorn  blows ; 
Such,  Lyddas,  thy  loss  to  sheplierds*  ear. 

Wliere  were  yc,  Nymphs,  when  tlie  remorseless 
deep 
Clos'd  o'er  the  head  of  your  lov*d  Lycidas  ?         51 
For  neither  were  ye  playing  on  the  steep, 
Where  your  old  bards,  the  famous  Druids,  lie. 
Nor  on  the  sliaggy  top  of  Mona  higii. 
Nor  yet  where  Dc\'a  spreads  her  wizard  stream  : 
Ay  me !  I  fondly  dream ! 
Had  ye  been  tlicre  -» for  what  could  that  have 

done? 
What  could  tlie  Muse  herself  tliat  Orplieus  bore. 
The  Muse  herself,  for  her  enchanting  son. 
Whom  universal  Nature  did  lament,  60 

When,  by  the  rout  that  made  the  hideous  roar. 
His  gory  visage  down  tlie  stream  was  sent, 
Down  the  swift  Hebrus  to  the  Lesbian  sliore  ? 

Alas !  what  boots  it  witli  incessant  care 
To  tend  the  liomely,  sligtited,  sliephcrd*s  trade. 
And  strictly  meditate  the  thankless  Muse? 
Were  it  not  better  done,  as  others  use. 
To  sport  with  Amaryllis  in  the  sliade, 
Or  with  the  tangles  of  Neanra's  luu'r  ? 
Fame  is  the  spur  that  the  dear  ^irit  dotli  raise 
(That  last  infirmity  of  noble  mind)  71 

To  scorn  deliglits  and  live  laborious  days ; 
But  the  fair  guerdon  wlten  we  hope  to  find. 
And  think  to  bunt  out  into  sudden  blaze, 
Comes  the  blind  Fury  with  the  abhorred  shears, 
And  slits  the  thin-spun  life.    <<  But  not  the  praise," 
Phcebus  replied,  and  toudi*d  my  trembling  ears ; 
''  Fame  is  no  plant  that  grows  on  mortal  soil. 
Nor  in  the  glistering  foil 
Set  off  to  the  world,  nor  in  broad  rumour  lies : 
But  lives  and  spreads  aloft  by  thosts  pure  eyes. 
And  perfSset  witness  of  alUjudging  Jove ;  8 1 

As  he  pronounces  hotly  on  eadi  deed. 
Of  so  much  flune  in  Heaven  expect  thy  meed.** 
O  fountain  Arethuse,  and  thou  honour*d  flood. 
Smooth-sliding  Mindus,  crown*d  with  vocal  reeds ! 
That  strain  I  heard  was  of  a  higher  mood : 
But  now  my  oat  proceeds, 
And  listens  to  the  herald  of  the  sea 
That  came  in  Neptune's  p}ea ;  90 

He  ask'd  the  waves,  and  ask'd  die  felon  winds. 
What  hard  mishap  hath  doom'd  this  gentle  swain? 
And  qucstion'd  every  gust  of  rugged  wings 
That  blows  fhxn  off  e^ beaked  promontory: 
They  knew  not  of  his  story  ; 
And  sage  Hippotades  their  answer  brings, 
That  not  a  blast  was  horn  his  dunacon  stray'd; 
The  air  was  calm,  and  on  the  level  brine 
Slaafc  Puiope  with  all  her  sisters  pUy*d. 


It  was  that  fiud  and  perfidious  bark,  100 

Built  in  the  eclipse,  and  ngg*d  with  curses  dark, 
That  sunk  so  low  that  sacred  head  of  thine. 

Next  Camus,  reverend  sire,  went  footing  slow. 
His  mantle  hairy,  and  his  bonnet  sedge. 
Inwrought  Mritli  figures  dim,  and  on  the  edge 
Like  to  that  sanguine  flower  inscribed  witli  woe. 
'<  Ah!  who  hath  reft"  (quoth  he)  «my  dearest 

pledge?" 
Last  camo,  and  last  did  go^ 
Hie  pilot  of  the  Galilean  lake ; 
Two  massy  keys  he  bore  of  metab  twain,  1 10 

iThe  golden  opes,  the  iron  shuts  amain,)  ^ 

ie  shook  his  miter*d  locks,  and  stem  bespoke : 
**  How  well  could  I  have  spared  for  tliec.  young 

swain. 
Enow  of  such,  as  for  their  bellies*  sake 
Creep,  and  intrude,  and  climb  into  tlie  fold? 
Of  other  care  tliey  little  reckoning  make, 
Hian  how  to  scramble  at  the  shearers*  feast. 
And  shove  away  the  worthy  bidden  guest; 
Blind  mouths !  diat  scarce  tliemselves  know  liow  to 

hold 
A  sheep-hook,  or  have  leam'd  aught  else  the  least 
Hwt  to  tlie  faithAil  herdman*s  art  belongs  !        I'il 
What  recks  it  them?     What  need  tliey?    Tliey 

are  sped; 
And,  when  they  list,  tlicir  lean  and  flasliy  sonf^n 
Grate  on  tlicir  scrannel  pipes  of  wrctclicd  straw  ; 
The  hungry  slieep  look  up,  and  are  not  fed. 
But,  swoln  with  wind  and  tlie  rank  mist  they 

draw, 
Rot  inwardly,  and  foul  contagion  spread  : 
Besides  what  the  grim  wolf  with  privy  paw 
Daily  devours  apace,  and  nothing  sed : 
But  that  two-handed  engine  at  the  door  130 

Stands  ready  to  smite  once,  and  smite  no  more.*' 

Return,  Alpheus,  the  dread  voice  is  past. 
That  shrunk  thy  streams ;  return,  Sidlian  Muse, 
And  call  the  vales,  and  bid  them  hitlier  cast 
Their  bells,  and  flowerets  of  a  thousand  hues. 
Ye  valleys  low,  where  tlie  mild  whiqiers  use 
Of  shades,  and  wanton  wind^  and  gushing  brooks. 
On  whose  firesh  lap  the  swart-star  sparely  looks ; 
Throw  hither  all  your  quaint  enameU'd  eyes, 
Tliat  on  the  green  turf  suck  the  honied  showers, 
And  purple  all  the  ground  with  vernal  flowers. 
Bring  tlic  rathe  primrose  that  forsaken  dies,       142 
Tlie  tufted  dtiw-toe,  and  pale  jessamine, 
Tlie  white  pink,  and  the  pansy  fVeak*d  with  jet, 
'llic  flowing  violet, 

Tlie  musk-rose,  and  the  well-attared  wood-bine. 
With  cowslips  wan  that  hang  the  pensive  head. 
And  every  flower  that  sad  embroidery  wears  : 
Bid  Amaranthus  all  his  beauty  shed. 
And  dafladillies  fill  their  cups  with  tears,  150 

To  strew  the  kureat  herse  where  Lydd  lies. 
For,  so  to  interpose  a  little  ease. 
Let  our  frail  thoughts  dally  with  fidse  surmise ; 
Ay  me !  whilst  thee  the  shores  and  sounding  seas 
Wash  far  away,  where'er  thy  bones  are  hurl'd* 
Whether  beyond  the  stormy  Hebrides, 
Where  thou,  perhaps,  under  the  whelming  tide, 
Visit*st  the  bottom  of  the  monstrous  world ; 
Or  whether  thou,  to  our  moist  vows  denied, 
Sleep*st  by  the  fable  of  Bellerus  old,  ]  60 

Where  the  great  vision  of  the  guarded  mount 
Looks  toward  Namancos  and  Bayona*s  hold ; 
Look  homeward,  angel,  now,  and  melt  with  ruth : 
And,  O  ye  dolphins,  waft  the^pless  youth. 
Digitized  by  VnOOvlC 


COMUS, 


21 


Weep  no  more,  woltil  ihepherds,  mtep  no  more, 
For  Lycidas  your  sorrow  is  not  dead. 
Sunk  though  he  be  beneath  the  watery  floor ; 
So  links  tlK  day-star  in  the  ocean  bed, 
And  yet  anon  repairs  his  drooping  head,  169 

And  tricks  his  beams,  and  with  new-spangled  ore 
Flames  in  the  forehead  of  the  morning  sky : 
So  Lycidas  sunk  low,  but  mounted  h^^ 
Through  the  dear  mi^t  of  bim  that  walk'd  the 


Where,  odier  grores  and  other  streams  along, 
With  nectar  pure  hb  ooaej  locks  he  laves, 
And  hears  the  unezpressiTe  nuptial  song, 
In  the  blest  kingdoms  meek  of  joy  and  lore. 
There  entertain  him  all  the  saints  aboTe, 
In  solemn  troops,  and  sweet  societies, 
That  sing,  and,  singing  in  their  gifiry,  more. 
And  wipe  the  tears  for  ever  from  his  eyes. 
Now,  Lyddas,  the  shepherds  weep  no  more;      180 
Henceforth  thou  art  the  genius  of  the  shore. 
In  diy  large  reccsnpense,  and  shalt  be  good 
To  all  that  wander  in  that  perilous  flood. 
Thus  sang  die  uncouth  swain  to  the  oaks  and 
\^ 
While  the  still  Mom  went  out  with  sandals  gray ; 
He  toucfa*d  the  tender  stops  of  various  quills, 
With  eager  thought  warbling  his  Doric  lay ; 
And  now  the  Sun  had  stretch'd  out  all  the  hills. 
And  now  was  dropt  into  the  western  bay:  191 

At  last  he  rose,  and  twitched  his  mande  blue : 
To-morrow  to  fresh  woods,  and  pastures  new. 


COMUS. 

THZ    PERSONS. 

Tax  AmcMOANT  Sruur,  afterwards  in  the  habit  of 
Thtiuis. 

CoMiTs,  with  his  crew. 
Toe  Ladt. 
VitLsr  BaoTHES. 

SeCOVD    BaOTHEK. 

SABaivA,  the  Njrmph. 

Die  chief  persons,  who  presented,  were 

The  lord  Brackley. 

Blr.  Thomas  Egerton  his  brother. 

The  lady  Alice  Egerton. 


The  first  Scene  dtacovers  a  wild  wood. 
Tlie  AmirDJiiiT  Snan  deaoends  or  entert, 

BxpoBx  die  starry  threshold  of  Jove's  court 
My  mansioa  is,  where  those  immortal  shapes 
Of  fanofat  aereal  spirits  Kve  inspher'd 
In  regions  mild  of  calm  and  serene  air. 
Above  the  smoke  and  stir  of  this  dim  qxrt, 
WUcfa  men  call  earth ;  and,  with  low-thougfated  care 
Confin'd  and  pestcr'd  in  this  pin-fold  here, 
Stnve  to  keep  up  a  frail  and  feverish  being, 
thnoindliil  of  the  crown  that  Virtue  gives. 
After  this  mortal  change,  to  her  true  servants,      10 
Aamigst  the  enthron'd  gods  on  sainted  seats. 
Tet  tone  there  be,  that  by  due  steps  asphe 


To  ky  dieirjvst  hands  on  tM  golden  key, 
That  opes  the  palace  of  Eternity : 
To  such  my  emnd  is ;  and,  but  for  such, 
I  would  not  soil  these  pure  ambrosial  weeds 
With  the  nmk  vapours  of  this  sin-wom  mould. 

But  to  my  task.     Neptune,  besides  the  sway 
Of  every  salt  flood,  and  each  ebbing  stream. 
Took  in  by  lot  'twixt  high  and  nether  Jove  90 

Imperial  rule  of  all  the  tea-girt  isles, 
That,  like  to  rich  and  various  gems,  inlay 
The  unadorned  bosom  of  the  £ep :  . 
Which  he,  to  grace  his  tributary  gods. 
By  course  commits  to  several  government, 
And  gives  them  leave  to  wear  their  sapphire  crown^ 
And  wield  their  litde  tridents :  but  this  isle, 
Tlie  greatest  and  the  best  of  all  the  main. 
He  quarters  to  his  blue-hair*d  deities ; 
And  all  this  tract  that  fronts  the  fidling  Sun        90 
A  noble  peer  of  mickle  trust  and  power 
Has  in  hu  charge,  with  temper'd  awe  to  guide. 
An  old  and  haughty  nation,  proud  in  arms : 
Where  his  fair  off^Nring,  nurt*d  in  princely  lore^ 
Are  coming  to  attend  their  Other's  state. 
And  new-entrusted  sceptre :  but  thehr  way 
Lies  through  the  perplex'd  padis  of  this  drear  wood. 
The  noddl^  horrour  of  whose  shady  brows 
Threats  the  forlorn  and  wandering  passenger ; 
And  here  thehr  tender  age  miffht  suiflf^  peril,       40 
But  that  by  quick  command  from  sovran  Jove 
I  was  dispatched  for  their  defence  and  guard : 
And  listen  why  ;  for  I  will  tell  you  now 
What  never  yet  was  heard  in  tale  or  song, 
FVom  old  or  modem  bard,  in  hall  or  bower. 

Bacchus,  that  first  from  out  the  purple  grape 
Crush*d  the  sweet  poison  of  misused  wine, 
After  the  Tuscan  mariners  transform'd. 
Coasting  the  Tyrrhene  shore,  as  the  winds  listed. 
On  Circe*s  island  fell :  (Who  knows  not  Circe,  50 
The  daughter  of  the  Sun,  whose  charmed  cup 
Whoever  tasted,  lost  his  upright  shape. 
And  downward  fell  into  a  grovelling  swine  ?) 
Thu  nymph,  that  gaz*d  upon  his  clustering  locks 
With  ivy  berries  wreath*d,  and  his  bKthe  youth. 
Had  by  him,  ere  he  parted  thence,  a  son 
Much  like  lis  father,  but  his  mother  more, 
Whom  therefore  she  brought  up,  and  Comu^  nam'd : 
Whoy  ripe  and  frx>lic  of  his  full  grown  age. 
Roving  the  Celdc  and  Iberian  fields 
At  last  betakes  him  to  dus  ominous  wood ; 
And,  in  thick  shelter  of  black  shades  imbower^d^ 
Excels  his  mother  at  her  tnighty  art, 
Offering  to  every  weary  traveller 
His  onent  liquor  in  a  orystal  glass. 
To  quench  the  drought  of  Fho^us ;  which  as  they 

taste 
(For  most  do  taste  through  fond  intemperate  thirst :) 
Soon  as  the  potion  works,  their  human  countenance^ 
The  express  resemblance  of  the  gods,  is  chang'd 
Into  some  brutish  form  of  wolf,  or  bear,  70 

Or  ounce,  or  tiger,  hog,  or  bearded  goat. 
All  odier  parts  remaimng  as  they  were ; 
And  they,  so  perfect  u  ^eir  misery. 
Not  once  peroeive  their  foul  disfigurement. 
But  boast  themselves  more  comely  ffaan  before ; 
And  all  their  friends  and  native  home  forget, 
To  roll  with  pleasure  in  a  sensual  slye. 
Therefore  when  any,  fovour'd  of  high  Jove^ 
Chances  to  pass  th;raru|h  this  adventurous  glade. 
Swift  as  the  sparkle  of  a  glancing  star  80 

I  shoot  firom  Heaven,  to  give  him  lafo  convoy. 
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At  now  I  dot  fmt  fint  I  muit  put  off 
Tbete  my  sky-robes  qmn  out  of  Iris*  woof^ 
And  take  the  weeds  and  likeness  of  a  swain 
That  to  the  service  of  this  house  belongs, 
Who  with  his  soft  inpe»  and  smooCb-dittied  song, 
Well  knows  to  still  the  wild  winds  when  they  roar. 
And  hush  the  waving  woods ;  nor  of  less  fiuth. 
And  in  this  office  of  his  mountain  watch 
likeliest,  and  nearest  to  the  present  aid  90 

Of  this  occasion.     But  I  hear  the  tread 
Of  hateful  steps ;  I  must  be  viewless  now. 

CoMUs  eniert  with  a  charming'4vd  m  one  handf  his 
glati  in  ^  other  g  with  him  a  rout  rf  monttert, 
headed  Hke  sundry  $ort$  of  wSd  beasts,  but  otherwise 
Hke  men  and  women,  their  apparel  Mistering  i  they 
come  m  makmg  a  riotous  and  uawvJbf  noise,  with 
torches  in  their  hands. 

CoMus. 

Hie  star,  that  bids  the  shepherd  fold. 
Mow  the  top  of  Heaven  doth  hold ; 
And  the  gilded  car  of  day 
His  glowmg  axle  doth  aUay 
In  ti^  steep  Atlantic  stream ; 
And  the  slope  Sun  his  upward  beam 
Shoots  against  the  dusky  pole, 
PMang  towards  the  other  goal  100 

Of  his  chamber  in  the  east. 
Meanwhile  welcome  Joy,  and  Feast, 
Midnight  Shout,  and  Revdry, 
Tipsy  Daoce,  and  Jollity. 
Braid  jom  locks  with  rosy  twine^ 
Droppmg  odours,  dropping  wine. 
Rigour  now  18  gene  to  be{ 
And  advice  with  scrupulous  head. 
Strict  A^  and  sour  Severity, 
With  their  grave  saws,  in  slumber  lie.  110 

We,  that  are  of  pursr  &«, 
Imitate  the  starry  quire, 
Who»  in  jtbair  nightly  tigatdiiul  spheres. 
Lead  in  swift  round  the  months  and  jrears. 
The  sounds  and  seas,  with  all  their  finny  drove. 
Now  to  the  Moon  in  wavering  aorriee  move ; 
And,  on  the  tawnv  sands  and  shelves,  119 

Trip  the  pert  ftenes  and  the  dapper  ^Wes, 
By  dimpled  bmok  and  fountain  brim. 
The  wood-nymphs,  deck'd  with  daisies  triiH, 
Hieir  merry  wakes  •and  pastimes  keep ; 
What  hath  night  to  do  with  deep  ? 
I9i£^  hath  better  sweets  to  prove, 
Venus  now  wakes,  and  wakena  love. 
Come^  let  us  our  rites  begin-; 
'Tis  only  day-light  diat  makes  sin, 
Whidi  these  dun  shades  will  ne'er  report :  -» 
Hail,  goddess  of  nocturnal  sport,  138 

Dark-veQ'd  Cotytto!  to  whom  the  secret  flnae 
Of  midn^ht  torches  bums;  mysterious  dame, 
Hiat  ne*er  art  call'd,  but  vrhen  the  dragon  woom 
Of  Stygian  dadmess  spets  bar  thickest  gloom, 
And  makes.one  blot  of  all  the  air ; 
Stay  die  cloudy  ebon  chair. 
Wherein  then  rid'st  with  Hecat',  and  befiriend 
Us  thy  vow*d  priests,  till  utmost  end 
Of  all  thy  dues  be  done,  and  none  left  out; 
Ere  the  bibbling  eastern  scout. 
The  nice  Morn,  on  the  Indian  steep 
F^om  her  cabm'd  loop-be^  peep,  140 

And  to  the  tell-tale  Sun  descry 
Our  oonoeal'd  solemnity.^ 


Camt,  knit  hands,  and  beat  the  ground 
In  a  light  fantastic  round. 

THS  MEASUEI. 

Break  off,  break  off,  I  fed  the  different  pace 

Of  some  chaste  footing  near  about  this  ground. 

Run  to  your  shrouds,  within  these  brakes  and  i 

Our  number  may  affHght :  some  virgin  sure 

(For  so  I  can  distinguish  by  mine  art)  149 

Benighted  in  these  woods      Now  to  my  cfaaniu» 

And  to  my  wily  trains :  I  shall  ere  long 

Be  well-stocked  with  as  fiur  a  herd  as  gras'd 

About  my  mother  Circe.     Hius  I  hurl 

My  daxzUng  spells  into  the  spungy  air. 

Of  power  to  cheat  the  eye  with  blear  illusion^ 

And  give  it  false  presentments,  lest  the  place 

And  my  quaint  habits  breed  astonishment, 

And  put  the  damsel  to  suspicious  flight ; 

Which  must  not  be,  fbr  that's  against  my  courae : 

I,  under  fair  pretence  of  fnoidly  ends,  l^ 

And  wdl-plac*d  words  of  gloring  courtesy 

Baited  with  reasons  not  unplausible. 

Wind  me  into  the  easy-hearted  man. 

And  hug  him  into  snares.     When  once  her  eye 

Hath  met  the  virtue  of  this  macic  dust, 

I  shall  appear  some  harmless  villager. 

Whom  thrift  keeps  up  about  his  country  gear* 

But  here  she  comes ;  I  £urly  step  aside. 

And  hearken,  if  I  may,  her  businiess  here^ 

Thi  Ladt  enters. 

This  way  the  noise  was,  if  mina  ear  be  true,       170 
My  best  guide  now;  methought  it  ^^  the  sound 
Of  riot  and  ill-manag*d  merriment,  ^ 
Such  as  the  jocund  flute,  or  gamesome  pipe. 
Stirs  up  among  the  loose  unletter*d  hinds ; 
When  for  their  teeming  flocks,  and  granges  ftill. 
In  wanton  dance  they  praise  the  bounteous  Ban, 
And  thank  the  sods  amiss.     I  dxnild  be  loth 
To  meet  the  rudeness,  and  swiird  insolence. 
Of  such  late  wassailers;  yet,  O !  where  else 
Shall  I  inform  my  unacquainted  feet  180 

In  die  blind  maaes  of  thu  tangled  wood? 
My  brothers,  when  they  saw  me  wearied  out 
With  this  long  vray,  resolving  here  to  lodge 
Under  the  spreading  fiivour  of  these  pines, 
Stept,  as  they  said,  to  the  next  thicket  side, 
To  bring  me  berries,  or  sudi  coolinc  fruit 
As  the  kind  hospitable  woods  provide. 
They  left  me  then,  when  the  gray-hooded  Even, 
Like  a  sad  votarist  in  palmer^s  weed,  189 

Rose  from  the  hindmost  wheels  of  Phoebus'  wain. 
But  where  they  are,  and  why  they  tame  not  back. 
Is  now  the  labour  of  my  thoughts ;  'tis  likeliest 
Hiey  had  engag'd  their  wandering  steps  too  fiur ; 
And  envious  darkness,  ere  they  could  return, 
Had  stole  them  from  me :  else;  O  thievish  Night, 
Why  should'st  thou,  but  for  some  felonious  end. 
In  thy  dark  lantern  thus  close  up  the  stars. 
That   Nature  hung  in   Heaven,  and  fill'd 

lampa 
With  everlasting  ofl,  to  give  due  light 
To  the  mided  uid  lonely  traveller  ? 
This  is  the  place,  as  well  as  I  may  guess, 
Whence  even  now  the  tumult  of  loud  mhth 
Was  fife,  and  perfect  in  my  liateninff  ear ; 
Yet  nought  but  single  darkncas  do  I  And. 
What  this  might  be  ?     A  thousand  fantasies 
Begin  to  throng  into  my  memory, 
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Of  calling  shapes,  dud  beckoning  shadows  dire, 
And  aeiy  toi^gues,  that  s^^lable  men*8  names    206 
On  sands,  and  shores,  and  desert  wildernesses. 
Tliese  thoughts  may  starde  well,  but  not  astound. 
The  virtuous  mind,  diat  ever  walks  attended 
By  a  strong  siding  champion.  Conscience.  -» 

0  wdcome  pure-ey'd  Faith,  white-handed  Hope, 
Thou  hovering  angel,  girt  with  golden  wings. 
And  thou,  unblemished  form  of  Chastity  ! 

1  see  ye  visbly,  and  now  believe 
That  be,  the  Supreme  Good,  to  whom  all  things 

ill 
Are  but  as  slavish  officers  of  vengeance. 
Would  send  a  gfa'stering  guardian,  if  need  were. 
To  keep  my  life  and  honour  unassail'd.  290 

Was  I  deceiVd,  or  did  a  sable  cloud 
Tom  forth  her  silver  lining  on  the  night  ? 
I  <fid  not  err,  there  does  a  sable  cloud 
Turn  forth  her  silver  lining  on  the  night. 
And  casts  a  f^eam  over  this  tufted  grove : 
I  cannot  halloo  to  my  brothers,  but 
Socfa  noise  as  I  can  make  to*  be  heard  farthest 
m  venture ;  for  my  new-enliven'd  spirits 
IVon^  me  ;  and  they  perhaps  ^  not  fiur  off. 


Sweet  £cho,|sweetest  nymphjthat  liv'st  unseen 

Within  thy  aery  sheiy  231 

By  slow  Mender's  margent  green/ 
And  in  the  violet-embroider'd  vale. 

Where  the  love-lorn  nightingale 
Nightly  to  thee  her  sad  song.moumeth  well/ 
Canst  thou  not  tell  me  of  a  sentle  pair* 
That  likest  thy  Narcissus  are  ? 
O,  if  thou  have 
Hid  diem  in  some  flowery  cave^ 

Tell  me  but  where,  240 

Sweet  queen  of  parley,  daughter  of  the  sphere ! 
So  may*st  thou  be  translated  to  the  skie^ 
And  give  resounding  grace  to  all  Heaven's  har- 
monies.   / 
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Can    any 
mould 
Brealhe  such  divine  enchanting  ravishment  ? 
Sure  something  holy  lodges  in  that  breast. 
And  with  these  raptures'moves  the  vocal  air 
To  tesdiy  his  hidden  residence. 
How  sweetly  did  they  float  upon  the  wings 
Of  silence,  through  the  empty  vaulted  night. 
At  every  fiUl  smoothing  the  raven^own 
Of«faurkiie8B,till'itsmird!  I  have  oft  heard 
My  mother  Circe  with  the  Syrens  three, 
Amidst  the  floweiyJurtled  Naiades, 
Calling  their  potent  herbs  and  baleful  drugs ; 
Whcs  **  ^i>^  sung,  would  take  the  ptison'd  soul. 
And  lap  it  in  Elysium :   Scylla  wept. 
And  cUd  her  barking  waves  into  attention. 
And  fon  Charybdis  murmur'd  soft  applause : 
Tet  they  in  pleasing  slumber  Inll'd  tluB  sense, 
Aod  in  sweet  madness  robb*d  it  of  itself; 
But  such  a  sacred  and  home-felt  delight, 
So^  sober  certainty  of  waking  bliss, 
I  Kvcr  heard  till  now.  —  I'U  speak  to  her, 
AadshediaU  be  my  queen.  ^»  Hail,  foreign  wonder ! 
'Whom  certain  these  roo^  shades  did  never  breed. 
Unless  the  goddess  that  in  rural  shrine 
DweH'st  here  with  Pan,  or  Sylvan ;  by  blest  song 
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Forbidding  every  bleak  unkindly  fog 

To  touch  the  prosperous  growth  of  this  tall  wood. 

LaeU  Nay,  gentle  shepherd,  Ul  is  lost  that  praise 
That  is  address*d  to  unattending  ears ; 
Not  any  boast  of  skill,  but  extreme  shift 
How  to  regain  my  sever*d  company, 
Compell*d  me  to  awake  the  courteous  Echo       275 
To  give  me  answer  from  her  mossy  couch. 

Com,  What  chance,  good  lady,  hath  bereft  you 
thus? 

XmL  Dim  dikrkness,  ml  this  leafy  labyrinth. 

Cam,  Could  that  divicle  you  from  near-ushering 
guides? 

Lad.  They  left  me  weary  on  a  grassy  turf.     280 

Qmu  By  falsehood,  or  discourtesy,  or  why  ? 

Lad,  To  seek  V  the  valley  some  cool  friendly 
spring. 

Com.  And  left  your  fair  side  all  unguarded,  lady  ? 

Lad,  Hiey  were -but  twain,  and  purpos'd  quick 
return. 

Com.  Perhaps  forestalling  niglit  prevented  them. 

Lad,  How  easy  my  misfortune  is  to  hit ' 

Com.  Imports  their  loss,  beside  the  present  need  ? 

Lad.  No  less  than  if  I  should  my  brothers  lose. 

Com.  Were  they  of  manly  prime,  or  youthful 
bloom?  289 

Lad.  As  smooth  as  Hebe's  their  unrazor*d  lips. 

Com.  Two  such  I  saw,  what  time  the  labour'd  ox 
In  his  loose  traces  from  the  furrow  came. 
And  the  swink'd  hedger  at  his  supper  sat ; 
I  saw  them  under  a  green-  mantling  vine. 
That  crawls  along  the  side  of  yon  small  hill. 
Plucking  ripe  clusters  ftom  the  tender  shoots  ; 
Their  port  was  more  than  human,  as  they  stood  : 
I  took  it  for  a  faery  vision 
Of  some  gay  creatures  of  the  element. 
That  in  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  live,  300 

And  play  i*  the  plighted  clouds.     I  was  aw-struck. 
And,  as  I  past,  I  worshipt ;  if  those  you  seek. 
It  were  a  journey  like  the  path  to  Heaven, 
To  help  you  find  them. 
Lad.  Gentle  villager. 

What  readiest  way  would  bring  me  H  that  place  ? 
Com.  Due  west  it  rises  firom  this  shrubby  point. 
Lad.  To  find  out  that,  good  shepherd,  I  suppose. 
In  such  a  scant  allowance  of  star-light. 
Would  overtask  the  best  land^pilofs  art. 
Without  the  sure  guess  of  well-practis'd  feet.     310 
Com.  I  know  each  lane,  and  every  alley  green. 
Dingle,  or  bushy  d^  of  this  wild  wood. 
And  every  bosky  bourn  firom  side  to  side^ 
My  daily  walks  and  ancient  neighbourhood  ; 
And  if  your  stray  attendants  be  yet  lodg'd. 
Or  shroud  within  these  limits,  I  shall  know 
Ere  morrow  wake,  or  the  low  roosted  lark 
From  her  thatch'd  pallet  rouse ;  if  otherwise 
I  can  conduct  you,  lady,  to  a  low. 
But  loyal  cottage,  where  you  may  be  safe 
Till  further  quest. 

Lad.  Shepherd,  I  take  thy  word 

And  trust  thy  honest  offer'd  courtesy. 
Which  oft  is  sooner  found  in  lowly  sheds 
With  smoky  rafters,  than  in  tap'stty  halls 
^  1(f^  courts  of  princes,  where  it  first  was  nam'd 
And  yet  is  most  pr^ended :  in  a  place 
l/css  warranted  than  this,  or  less  secure, 
I  cannot  be,  that  I  should  fear  to  change  it -— 
Eye  me,  blest  Fhmdence,  and  square  my  trial 
To  my  prtmortion'd  strength.  —  Shepherd,  lead  on. 

[Exeunt.] 
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Enter  Tlie  Two  Bbotue&s. 


EL  Br.  tlnmuffle,  ye  ftint  stars;  and  thou,  fair 

Moon, 
That  wont*8t  to  love  the  traveller'a  benison, . 
Stoop  thy  pale  visage  through  an  amber  cloud , 
And  disinherit  Chaos,  that  reigns  here 
In  double  night  of  darkness  and  of  shades ;        335 
Or,  if  your  influence  be  quite  damm*d  up 
With  black  usurping  mists,  some  gentle  taper, 
Hiough  a  rush-cancUe  firom  the  wicker  hole 
Of  some  day  habitation,  visit  us 
With  thy  long-levell'd  rule  of  streaming  h'ght ; 
And  thou  shalt  be  our  star  of  Arcady, 
Or  Tyrian  Cynosure.  -^J 

Sec.  Br.  Or,  if  our  eyes 

Be  barr'd  that  happiness,  might  we  but  bear 
The  folded  flocks  penn*d  in  their  wattled  cotes, 
Or  sound  of  pastoral  reed  with  oaten  stops,        345 
Or  whistle  from  the  lodge,  or  village  cock 
Count  the  night  watches  to  his  feathery  dame?, 
'Twould  be  some  solace  yet,  some  little  cheering, 
In  this  close  dungeon  of  innumerous  boughs. 
But,  O  that  hapless  virgin,  our  lost  sister  ! 
Where  may  she  wander  now,  whither  betake  her 
From  the  chill  dew,  among  rude  burs  and  tliistles  ? 
Perhaps  some  cold  bank  is  her  bolster  now. 
Or  'gainst  the  rugged  bark  of  some  broad  elm 
Leans    her    unpillow*d    head,    fraught    with  sad 

fears.  355 

What,  if  in  wild  amazement  and  affright  ? 
Or,  while  we  speak,  within  the  direful  grasp 
Of  savage  hunger,  or  of  savage  heat  ?  ^  j> 

EL  Br.  Peace,  brother :  be  not  over-exquisite 
To  cast  the  fashion  of  uncertain  evib : 
For  grant  they  be  so,  while  they  rest  unknown. 
What  need  a  man  forestall  his  date  of  grief, 
And  run  to  meet  what  he  would  most  avoid  ? 
Or,  if  they  be  but  false  alarms  of  fear, 
How  bitter  is  such  self-delusion  !  365 

I  do  not  think  my  sister  so  to  seek, 
Or  so  unprincipled  in  Virtue's  book. 
And  the  sweet  peace  that  goodness  bosoms  ever. 
As  that  the  single  want  of  light  and  noise 
(Not  being  in  danger,  as  I  trust  she  is  not,) 
Could  stir  the  constant  mood  of  her  calm  thoughts, 
And  put  them  into  misbecoming  plight. 
Virtue  could  see  to  do  what  virtue  would 
By  her  own  radiant  light,  though  Sun  and  Moon 
Were  in  the  flat  sea  sunk.     And  Wisdom's  self 
Oft  seeks  to  sweet  retired  solitude ;  376 

Where,  vrith  her  best  nurse.  Contemplation, 
She  plumes  her  feathers,  and  lets  grow  her  wings. 
That  in  the  various  bustle  of  resort 
Were  all-to  ruffled,  and  sometimes  impair*d. 
He  that  has  light  vrithin  Ins  own  clear  breast, 
May  sit  i*  the  centre,  and  enjoy  bright  day : 
But  he,  that  hides  a  dark  soul  and  foul  thoughts, 
Benighted  vralks  under  the  mid-day  Sun ; 
HimMlf  is  his  own  duni^eoii.  385 

Sec.  Br.  'Tis  most  true, 

Hiat  musing  Meditation  most  affects 
The  pensive  secrecy  of  desert  cell, 
Far  from  the  cheerful  haunt  of  men  and  henk, 
And  sits  as  safe  as  in  a  senate-house ; 
For  who  would  rob  a  hermit  of  his  weeds. 
His  few  books,  or  his  beads,  or  maple  dish, 
Or  do  hb  gray  hairs  any  violence  ? 
But  Beauty,  like  the  fair  Hesperian  tree 
Laden  with  blooming  gold,  had  need  the  guard 


dragon-watch,  with  unencfaanted  eye,  395 

^save  her  blossoms,  and  defend  her  fiiiit. 
From  the  rash  liand  of  bold  Incontinence. 
You  may  as  well  spread  out  the  unsunn'd  heaps 
Of  misers'  treasure  by  an  outlaw's  den, 
And  tell  me  it  is  safe,  as  bid  me  hope 
Danger  will  wink  on  Opportunity, 
And  let  a  single  helpless  maiden  pass 
Uninjur'd  in  this  wild  surrounding  was||fc. 
Of  mght,  or  loneliness,  it  recks  me  SSt; 
I  fear  the  dread  events  that  dog  them  both,        405 
^eat  some  ill-greeting  touch  attempt  the  person 
Of  our  unow^d  sistor^  /        . 

EL  Br.  "^         I  do  not,  brother,  / 

Infer,  as  if  I  thought  my  sister's  state  / 

Secure,  without  all  doubt  or  controversy  ; 
Yet,  where  an  equal  poise  of  hope  and  fear 
Does  arbitrate  the  event,  my  nature  is 
Hiat  I  incline  to  hope,  rather  than  fear, 
And  gladly  banish  squint  su^idon. 
My  sister  is  not  so  defenceless  left 
As  you  imagine ;  she  has  a  hidden  strength,      415 
Which  you  remember  not. 

Sec  Br.  What  hidden  strength. 

Unless  the  strength  of    Heaven,    if  you  mean 

that?  //^ 

EL  Br.  I  mean  that  too,  but  jret  a  hidden  strengtii. 
Which,  if  Heaven  gave  it,   may  be  tcrm'd  her 

own ; 
'Tis  Chastity,  my  brother.  Chastity  : 
She,  that  has  tfai^  is  clad  in  complete  steel ; 
And,  like  a  quivered  nymph  vrith  arrows  keen, 
May  trace  huge  forests,  and  unhaibour'd  heaths. 
Infamous  hill%  and  sandy  perilous  wilds ; 
Where,  durough  the  sacred  rays  of  Chastity,       425 
No  savage  fierce,  bandite,  or  mountaineer, 
Will  dare  to  soil  her  virgin  purity : 
Yea  there,  where  very  Desolation  dwells. 
By  grots  and  caverns  shagg'd  with  horrid  shades. 
She  may  pass  on  with  unblench'd  majesty. 
Be  it  not  done  in  pride,  or  in  presumption. 
Some  say,  no  evil  thing  that  walks  by  night 
In  fog  or  fire,  by  lake  or  moorish  fen. 
Blue  meager  hag,  or  stubborn  unlaid  ghost 
That  breaks  his  magic  chains  at  Curfeu  time, 
No  goblin,  or  swart  faery  of  the  mine,  4S6 

Hath  hurtful  power  o'er  true  virginity. 
Do  ye  believe  me  yet,  or  shall  I  call 
Antiquity  from  the  old  schook  of  Greece 
To  testify  the  arms  of  Chastity? 
Hence  had  the  huntress  Dian  her  dread  bow. 
Fair  silver-shafted  queen,  for  ever  chaste. 
Wherewith  she  tam'd  the  brinded  lioness 
And  spotted  mountain-pard,  but  set  at  nouglit 
The  frivolous  bolt  of  Cupid;  gods  and  men 
Fear'd  her  stem  frown,  and  die  was  queen  o'  tlie 

woods. 
What  was  that  snaky-headed  Gorgon  shield. 
That  wise  Minerva  wore,  unconquer'd  virgin. 
Wherewith  she  freex'd  her  foes  to  oongeal'd  stone. 
But  rigid  looks  of  chaste  austerity,  450 

And  iMble  grace,  that  dadi'd  brute  violence  . 
With  sudden  adoration  and  blank  awe  ? 
So  dear  to  Heaven  is  saintly  Chastity, 
That,  when  a  soul  is  found  sincerely  so, 
A  thousand  liveried  ansels  lackey  her, 
Driving  fSur  off  each  thmg  of  tin  and  guilt ; 
And,  in  clear  dream  and  solemn  vision. 
Tell  her  of  things  that  no  gross  ear  can  bear  ; 
Till  oft  converse  with  heavenly  habitants 
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Bigin  to  CMt  a  beam  on  ths  outwaid  thape, 

Die  unpolhited  temple  of  the  mihd, 

And^timis  it  by  degrees  to  the  soul's  essence 

TOl  all  be  made  nmnoit|i|^at  when  Lust, 

Bf  wfifhasty  looks,  loos^;esture%  and  foul  talk, 

Alt  most  by  lewd  and  lavish  act  of  sin. 

Lets  in  defilement  to  the  inward  parts. 

The  soul  grows  clotted  by  contagion, 

Imbo^es,  and  imbrutes,  till  she  quite  lose 

The  divine  property  of  her  first  being. 

Such  are  those  thick  and  gloomy  shadows  damp^ 

Oft  seen  in  chamel  vaults  and  sepulchres  471 

lingering,  and  sitting  by  a  new  made  grave. 

As  loth  to  leave  the  body  that  it  lov*d. 

And  link'd  itself  by  carnal  sensualityy 

To  a  d^^enerate  and  degraded  s^^X  ^'z' 

Ac  Br,  How  charming  is  divin?philoBophy ! 

Not  harsh,  and  crabbed,  as  dull  fo^  suppose, 

Bat  mw^ical  as  is  Apollo's  lute, 

And  a  perpetaal  feast  of  nectar'd  sweets, 

Where  no  crude  surfeit  reigns. 

B.  Br.  List,  list ;  I  hear 

Some  hir  off  halloo  break  the  silent  ah-.  481 

Sec  Br.  Mediought  so  too ;  what  should  it  be? 

EL  Br.  For  certain 

Kther  some  one  like  us  nigfat-founder'd  here. 

Or  ebe  some  neighbour  woodman,  or,  at  worst. 

Some  roving  robber,  caUing  to  his  fellows. 

Sec  B.  Heaven  keep  my  sister.  Again,  agfun,  and 


Best  dimw,  and  stand  upon  our  guard. 
S.B.  rn  halloo: 

If  he  be  friendly,  he  comes  well;  if  not, 
DefieDce  is  a  g%od  cause,  and  Heaven  be  for  us. 

[Smter  ibe  Attendant  ^irit,  habUed  Wee  a  thephenL] 

That  haDoo  I  should  know ;  what  are  you  ?  speak; 
Cone  DOC  too  near,  you  fall  on  iron  stakes  else. 
i^.  \¥hat  voice  b  that?  my  young  lord  ?  speak 

again.  492 

Jk.  B.  O  brother,  'tis  my  fiuher's  shepherd,  sure. 
ELJB.  Hiyrsb?   Whose  artful   strains   have   oft 

dday'd 
The  hnddliiig  brook  to  hear  his  madrigal. 
And  sweecen'd  every  muskrose  of  the  dale? 
How  cam'st  thou  here,  good  swain  ?'hath  any  nun 
Siipt  from  the  fold,  or  young  kid  lost  his  dam. 
Or  aCTBg^ing  wether  the  pent  flock  forsook  ? 
How  coold'st  thou  find  this  dark  se^ester'd  nook? 
8^.  O  my  lov'd  master's  heir,  and  hb  next  joy, 
1  came  iiot  here  on  such  a  trivial  toy  502 

As  a  stray*d  ewe,  or  to  pursue  the  stealth 
Of  pQ^pring  wolf ;  not  all  tlie  fleecy  wealth. 
That  doth  enridi  these  downs,  is  worth  a  thought 
To  tlaa  my  errand,  and  the  care  it  brought. 
Bat,  O  my  -virgin  lady,  where  is  she  ? 
How  diance  she  is  not  in  your  company  ? 
EL  B.  To  tril  thee  sadly,  riiepherd,  without  bhune. 
Or  oar  neglect,  we  lost  her  as  we  came.  510 

9jfh'»  Ay  me  unhappy !  then  my  fears  are  true. 
EL  B,  What  fears,  good  Tliyisis?  Pr'ythee  briefly 


Sfir.  m  ten  ye;  'tb  not  vun  or  fabulous,    /^ 

(Thoogh  so  esteem'd  by  shallow  ignorance,) 

What  the  aaoe  poets,  taught  by  the  heavenly  Muse^ 

tiiai'itd  of  oM  in  high  immortal  verse. 

Of  dve  chbaeraay  and  enchanted  bles, 

Aad  fJAed  rocks  vrhose  entrance  leadi  to  Hell ; 

Kgr  Mdi  tlicre  be^  but  imbelief  is  blind. 


Within  the  navel  of  tids  hideous  wood,  520 

Immur'd  in  cypress  shades  a  sorcerer  dwells. 
Of  Bacchus  and  of  Circe  bom,  great  Onaus, 
Deep  skill'd  in  all  fab  mother's  witcheries ; 
And  here  to  every  thirsty  wanderer 
By  sly  enticement  gives  his  baneful  cup. 
With  many  murmurs  miz'd,  whose  pleasing  poison 
Hie  visage  quite  transforms  of  him  that  dnnks, 
And  the  inglorious  likeness  of  a  beast 
Fixes  insteiu],  unmoulding  reason's  mintage 
Character'd  in  the  fkce :  £b  have  I  learnt         530 
Tending  my  flocks  hard  by  i'  the  hilly  crofVa^ 
That  brow  thb  bottom-glade;   whence  night  by 

night 
He  and  his  monstrous  rout  are  heard  to  howl. 
Like  stabled  wolves,  or  tigers  at  their  prey, 
Doing  abhorred  rites  to  Hecate 
In  tbor  obscured  haunts  of  inmost  bowers. 
Yet  have  they  many  baits,  and  guileful  spells, 
To  inveigle  and  invite  the  unwary  sense 
Of  them  that  pass  unweeting  by  the  way. 
This  evening  late,  by  then  the  chewing  flocks 
Had  ta'en  their  supper  on  the  savoury  hert>        541 
Of  knot-grass  dew-besprent,  and  were  in  fold, 
I  sat  me  down  to  watch  upon  a  bank 
With  ivy  canopied,  and  interwove 
With  fliumting  honey-suckle,  and  began. 
Wrapt  in  a  pleasing  fit  of  melancholy. 
To  meditate  my  rural  minstrelsy, 
TOl  fimcy  had  her  fill ;  but,  ere  a  dose, 
The  wont^  roar  was  up  amidst  the  woodsy 
And  fiU'd  the  air  with  barbarous  dissonance ;     550 
At  which  I  ceas'd,  and  listcn'd  them  a  while. 
Till  an  unusual  stop  of  sudden  silence 
Gave  respite  to  the  drowsy  frighted  steeds. 
That  draw  the  litter  of  dose-curtain'd  Sle^  ; 
At  last  a  soft  and  solemn-breathing  sound 
Rose  like  a  steam  of  rich  disdll'd  perfumes. 
And  stole  upon  the  air,  that  even  Silence 
Was  took  ere  she  was  'ware,  and  wish'd  she  might 
Deny  her  nature,  and  be  never  more. 
Still  to  be  so  displac'd.     I  was  all  ear,  560 

And  took  in  strains  that  might  create  a  soul 
Under  the  ribs  of  Death :  but  O  !  ere  long. 
Too  well  I  did  perceive  it  was  the  voice 
Of  my  most  honour'd  lady,  your  dear  sister. 
Amaz'd  I  stood,  harrow'd  with  grief  and  fear. 
And,  O  poor  hapless  nightingale,  thought  I, 
How  sweet  thou  sing'st,   how  near  the    deadly 

snare! 
Then  down  the  lawns  I  ran  with  headlong  haste. 
Through  paths  and  turnings  often  trod  by  day, 
Till,  guided  by  mine  ear,  I  found  the  place,      570 
Where  that  damn'd  wisard,  hid  in  sly  disguise, 
(For  so  by  certain  signs  I  knew,)  had  met 
Already,  ere  my  best  speed  could  prevent. 
The  aidless  innocent  lady,  hb  wish'd  prey ; 
Who  gently  ask'd  if  he  hitd  seen  such  two, 
Supposing  him  some  neighboiu'  villager. 
Longer  I  durst  not  stay,  but  soon  I  guess'd 
Ye  were  the  two  she  meant ;  with  that  I  iqnrung 
Into  swift  flight,  till  I  had  found  you  here ; 
But  further  know  I  not 

Sec.  Br.  O  niffht,  and  shades !      580 

How  are  ye  join'd  with  HeU  in  triple  knot 
Against  the  unarm'd  weakness  of  one  virgin, 
Alone  and  helpless !    Is  this  the  confidence 
You  gave  me,  brother  ? 

m,  Br.  Yes,  and  keep  it  stiU  ; 

Lean  on  it  safely ;  not  a  period   )OQLC 
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Shall  be  unsaid  for  me :  against  the  threats 

Of  malice,  or  of  sorcery,  or  that  power 

Which  erring  men  call  Chance,  this  I  hold  finn,-^ 

\^rtue  may  be  assail*d,  but  never  hurt, 

Surprised  by  unjust  force,  but  not  ent^all'd :     590 

Yea,  even  that,  which  miscfaief  meant  most  harm, 

Shall  in  the  happy  trial  prove  most  glory : 

But  e\il  on  itself  shall  back  recoil. 

And  mix  no  more  with  goodness ;  when  at  last 

Gather*d  like  scum,  and  settled  to  itself 

It  shall  be  in  eternal  restless  change 

Self.fed,  and  8elf-consum*d :  iftmsfail, 

Tbe  pillared  firmament  is  rottenness. 

And  Earth's  base  built  on  stubble. -» But  come, 

let's  on. 
Against  die  opposing  will  and  arm  of  Heaven  600 
May  never  this  just  sword  be  lifted  up ; 
But  for  diat  damn'd  magician,  let  him  be  girt 
With  all  the  giissly  Legions  that  troop 
Under  the  sooty  flLg  6£  Acheron, 
Harpies  and  Hydru,  or  all  the  monstrous  forms 
'Twizt  Africa  and  Ind,  I'll  find  hun  out. 
And  force  him  to  return  his  purchase  back, 
Or  drag  him  1^  the  curls  to  a  foul  death, 
Curs'd  as  his  life. 

Spir,  Alas !  good  venturous  youth, 

1  love  thy  courage  yet,  and  bo4d  emprise ;  610 

But  here  thy  sword  can  do  thee  little  stead; 
Far  other  arms  and  other  weapons  must 
Be  those,  that  quell  the  might  of  hellish  charms : 
He  with  his  bare  wand  can  unthread  thy  joints, 
And  crumble  all  thy  sinews. 
JSL  Br.  Why  pr'ythee,  shepherd. 

How  durst  thou  dien  thyself  approach  so  near. 
As  to  make  this  relation  ? 

Sffir,  Care,  and  utmost  shifts. 

How  to  secure  the  lady  firom  surprisal, 
Brought  to  my  mind  a  certain  shepherd  lad. 
Of  small  regard  to  see  to,  yet  well  skill'd  620 

In  every  virtuous  plant,  and  healing  herb, 
That  spreads  her  verdant  leaf  to  th*  morning  ray  : 
He  lov'd  me  well,  and  oft  would  beg  me  sing ; 
Which  when  I  did,  he  on  the  tender  grass 
Would  sit  and  hearken  even  to  ecstasy. 
And  in  requital  ope  his  leqthem  scrip. 
And  show  me  simples  of  a  thousand  names) 
Telling  their  Strang  and  vigorous  faculties : 
AmonjKst  the  rest  a  small  unsightly  root. 
But  of  divine  effect,  he  cull'd  me  out ;  630 

The  leaf  was  darkish,  and  had  prickles  on  it, 
But  in  another  country,  as  he  said. 
Bore  a  bright  eolden  flower,  but  not  in  this  soil : 
Unknown,  and  like  esteem'd,  and  die  dull  swain 
Treads  on  it  daily  with  his  clouted  sboon  ; 
And  yet  more  med'dnal  is  it  than  that  moly, 
That  Hermes  once  to  wise  Ulysses  gave ; 
He  call'd  it  httmony,  and  gave  it  me. 
And  bade  me  keep  it  as  of  sovran  use 
'Gainst  all  enchantments,  mildew,  blast,  or  damp. 
Or  ghasdy  ftiries'  apparition.  641 

I  purs'd  it  up,  but  little  reckoning  made. 
Till  now  that  this  extremity  compell'd : 
But  now  I  find  it  true ;  for  by  thib  means 
I  knew  the  foul  enchanter  though  disguis'd, 
Enter'd  the  very  lime-twigs  of  his  q>dls. 
And  yet  came  off:  if  you  have  this  about  you. 
As  (I  will  give  you  when  we  go)  you  may 
Boldly  assault  the  necromancer's  hall ; 
Where  if  he  be,  with  dauntless  hardihood,  650 

'  Nrandish'd  blade,  rush  on  him ;  break  his  glass, 


And  shed  the  luscious  liquor  on  the  ground. 

But  adze  his  wand;  though  he  and  liis  curs'd 


Fierce  sign  of  battle  make,  and  menace  high. 
Or  like  the  sons  of  Vulcan  vomit  smoke. 
Yet  will  they  soon  retire,  if  he  but  shrink. 
JEL  Br,  Hiyrsis,  lead  on  apace,  I'll  follow  thee; 
And  some  good  angel  bear  a  shield  before  us. 


The  Scene  changes  to  a  statdy  palace,  set  out  unlh 
all  manner  of  ddidousnest :  taft  music,  tables 
spread  with  aU  dainties.  Comus  apj)ears  with 
his  tabblef  and  the  Lady  set  m  an  enchanted 
chair,  to  whom  he  offers  his  ^ass,  which  sht: 
puts  by,  and  goes  about  to  rise, 

Comus. 

Nay,  lady,  sit ;  if  I  but  wave  this  wand. 
Your  nerves  are  all  chain'd  up  in  alabaster,       660 
And  you  a  statue,  or,  as  Daphne  was, 
Root-bound,  that  fled  Apollo. 
Lad,  Fool,  do  not  boast ; 

IVm  canst  not  touch  the  freedom  of  my  mind 
With  all  thy  charms,  although  this  corporal  rind 
Hiou  hast  immanacled,  while  Heaven  sees  good. 
Com.  Why  are  you  vex'd,  lady?     Why  do  you 

frown  ? 
Here  dwell  no  ftowns,  nor  anger ;  from  these  gates 
Sorrow  flies  fiur :  see,  here  be  all  the  pleasures. 
That  fimcy  can  beget  on  youthftil  tlxnishts. 
When  the  fresh  blood  grows  lively,  and  returns 
Brisk  as  the  April  buds  in  primrose-season.        671 
And  first,  bdx>ld  this  cordud  julep  here, 
Hiat  flames  and  dances  in  his  crystal  bounds. 
With  spirits  of  balm  and  fitigrant  syrops  mix'd  ; 
Not  that  nepenthes,  which  the  wife  of  Thone 
In  Egypt  gave  to  Jove-bom  Helena, 
Is  of  such  power  to  stir  up  joy  as  this. 
To  life  so  friendly,  or  so  cool  to  thirsL 
Why  should  you  be  so  cruel  to  yourself. 
And  to  those  dainty  limbs,  which  Nature  lent  680 
For  gentle  usage  and  soft  delicacy  ? 
But  you  invert  the  covenants  of  her  trust. 
And  harshly  deal  like  an  ill  borrower 
With  that  which  you  receiv'd  on  other  terms ; 
^Scorning  the  unexempt  condition. 
By  whidi  all  mortal  frailty  must  subsist, 
Refreshment  after  toil,  ease  after  pain. 
That  have  been  tir'd  all  day  without  repast. 
And  timely  rest  have  wanted ;  but,  fiur  virgin. 
This  will  restore  all  soon. 

Lad.  'Twill  not,  fidse  traitor !     690 

'Twill  not  restore  the  truth  and  honesty, 
Hiat  thou  hast  banished  from  thy  tongue  with  lies. 
Was  this  the  cottage,  jM  the  safe  abode. 
Thou  toldst  me  of  ?  What  grim  aspects  are  these. 
These  ugly-headed  monsters  ?  Mercy  guard  me ! 
Hence  with   thy  brew'd  enchantments,  foul  de>. 

ceiver! 
Hast  thou  betray'd  my  credulous  innocence 
With  visor'd  falsehood  0A  base  forgery  ? 
And  wouldst  thou  seek  a^n  to  trap  me  here 
With  lickerish  baits,  fit  to  ensnare  a  brute  ?       700 
Were  it  a  draught  for  Juno  when  she  banquets, 
I  would  not  taste  thy  treasonous  offer ;  none 
But  such  as  are  good  men  can  give  good  things  ; 
And  that  which  is  not  good,  is  not  delicious 
^  To  a  well-govem'd  and  wis^ppetite, 
tbm.  O  foolishness  of  mcriv^  l^nd  jUieir  ears 
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To  dMM  bodgt  docton  of  tbt  Shac  Ibr, 
And  Accfa  tbor  preceptt  from  the  Cjnic  tub^ 
Fkusiog  the  le«n  and  sallow  Abstinaicc 
Wherefi)re  did  nature  pour  her  bounties  forth    710 
With  ncfa  a  foil  aad  unwithdrawii^  hand. 
Covering  the  Earth  with  odoon,  fruity  and  flocki, 
Hmoffing  the  teas  with  qMnm  innumerable, 
But  all  to  please  and  sate  the  curious  taste  ? 
And  set  to  work  millions  of  ^nning  worms, 
Tliat  in  their  green-ahops  wesre  the  smootb-hair'd 

sDk, 
To  deck  her  sons ;  and  that  no  comer  might 
Be  vaesnt  of  her  plenty,  in  her  own  loins 
She  butcfa'd  the  aU-worshipt   ore,  and  precious 

gems. 
To  store  her  chfldren  with:  if  all  the  world       720 
Should  in  a  pet  of  temperance  feed  on  pulse. 
Drink  the  dear  stream,  and  nothing  wear  but 

fiiese, 
Tkt  AB-girer  would  be  unthank*d,  would  be  un- 

prais'd. 
Not  half  his  riches  known,  and  jret  despis'd : 
And  we  should  serve  him  as  a  grudging  master, 
Af  a  penurious  niggard  of  his  wealth ; 
And  live  like  Nature's  bastards,  not  her  sons, 
Wbo  would  be  quite  surcharg*d  with   her  own 

weij^ 
And  stnmgled  with  her  waste  fertility ; 
Hie  Earth  cnmber'd,  and  the  wing'd  air  dark*d 

with  plumes,  730 

Hie  herds  would  orer-multitude  their  lords. 
Hie  set  o*erfiaugfat  would  fweU,  and  the  unsought 

diamonds 
Vould  10  hnblase  the  forehead  of  the  deep^ 
And  80  beitnd  with  stars,  that  they  below 
Wookl  grow  inur'd  to  light,  and  come  at  last 
To  gstt  open  the  Son  with  shameless  browa^ 
lis,  lady :  be  not  coy,  and  be  not  cosenM^ 
With  that  same  vaunted  name.  Virginity. 
BesDiy  is  Nature's  coin,  must  not  be  hoarded, 
But  moit  be  current ;  and  the  good  thereof      740 
CoDun  b  mutual  and  partaken  bliss, 
Csaavoory  in  the  enjoyment  of  itself ; 
If  yon  let  slip  time,  like  a  neglected  rose 
Itvitfaeisoo  the  stalk  with  languish*d  liead. 
Besnty  is  nature's  brag^  and  must  be  shown 
In  courts,  at  ftasts,  and  high  solenmities, 
Wbnemost  may  wonder  at  the  workmanship  ; 
Itis  fcr  homely  features  to  keep  home, 
IWy  haddietr  name  thence ;  coarse  complexions, 
Aad  checks  of  sorry  grain,  will  serve  to  ply        750 
Ike  Miller,  and  to  tease  the  huswife's  wooL 
Wbtf  need  a  vermeiUtinctur'd  lip  for  that, 
Lo>»-daning  eyes,  or  tresses  like  the  Mom  ? 
IWewss  another  meaning  in  these  gifts ; 
lUi  what,  and  be  advis'd ;  you  are  but  young 

Is^  iW&A  thought  to  1^  unlock'd  my  lips 
Ib  das  vnhaDow'd  air,  but  (hat  this  juggler 
Woald  think  to  charm  my  judgment,  as  mine  eyes, 
Otarvdbg  fidse  rules  prsjik'd  m  reason's  garb. 
Ibilevfaen  Vice  can  bolt  her  arguments,  760 

Aad  Virtoe  has  no  tongue  to  dieck  her  pride.^ 
I*|{Oilor !  do  not  charge  most  innocent  Nature, 
'^if  dK  would  her  ciiiUhren  should  be  riotous 
With  her  abundance;  she,  good  cateress, 
^ittM  her  piofirion  only  to  the  ffood, 
TWKfeaooQrffinff  tohiar  sober  laws, 
^ My &tirteor sfwra  Temperance : 


If  tnmrj  jifAtUMkf  diat  now  pinct  wni  want, 
Had  but  a  moderate  and  beseeming  ahare 
Of  tliat  which  lewdly  pamper'd  Lmrary  770 

Now  heaps  upon  some  few  with  vast  excdB^ 
Nature's  full  blessings  would  be  well  ^spenaM 
In  unsuperfluous  even  proportion. 
And  she  no  whit  encuinber'd  with  her  stor^ 
And  then  the  Giver  would  be  better  thank^C 
His  praise  due  paid :  for  swinish  Gluttony      ^ 
Ne'er  looks  to  Heaven  amidst  his  goi^geous  fca^ 
But  with  besotted  baic  ingratitude 
Crams,  and  blasphemes  hu  feedej^^wall  I  go  on  ? 
Or  have  I  said  enough  ?     To  hmHhat  dares      780 
Arm  his  profone  tongue  with  contemptuous  words 
Against  the  sun-clad  power  of  Chastity, 
Fain  would  I  something  say,  yet  to  what  end  ? 
Thou  )m>it  nor  ear,  nor  soul,  to  apprehend 
The  sublime  notion,  and  high  mystery. 
That  must  bo  uttcr*d  to  unfdd  the  mge 
And  serious  doctrine  of  AHrginity ; 
And  thou  art  worthy  tlutt  tlxm  shouldst  not  know 
More  happiness  than  this  thy  present  lot. 
Enjoy  your  dear  wit,  and  gay  riietoric,  790 

That  hatli  so  well  been  tai^t  her  daixling  fence ; 
"Thou  art  not  fit  to  hear  thyself  conrinc'd : 
Yet,  should  I  try,  the  uncontrolled  worth 
Of  this  pure  cause  would  kindle  my  rapt  spiriti 
To  such  a  flame  of  sacred  vehemence. 
That  dumb  things  woul^  be  mov'd  to  sympathise. 
And  the  brute  Earth  would  lend  her  nerves,  and 

shake. 
Till  all  thy  magic  structures,  rcar'd  so  high,       , 
Were  shattered  into  heaps  o'er  tliy  false  bea^/^ 
Com.  She  fables  not;  I  feel  that  I  do  fear        800 
Her  words  set  oflfby  some  superior  power; 
And  though  not  mortal,  yet  a  cold  shuddering  dew 
Dips  me  all  o'er,  as  when  the  wrath  of  Jove 
Speaks  thunder,  and  the  chmns  af  Erebus, 
To  some  of  Saturn's  crew.     I  must  dissemble^ 
And  try  her  yet  more  strongly.  —  C<Hne,  no  more ; 
This  is  mere  moral  babble,  and  direct. 
Against  the  canon-laws  of  our  foundation ; 
I  must  not  suffer  this :  yet  'tis  but  the  lees 
And  settlings  of  a  melancholy  blood :  810 

But  this  will  cure  all  straight :  one  sip  of  this 
Will  bathe  the  drooping  spirits  in  delight. 
Beyond  the  bliss  of  dreams.     Be  wise  and  taste.  — 

jyte  Brodiers  ruth  in  with  moordt  drawn,  t*"***  *»» 
^a$t  out  of  hit  handy  and  break  it  agnntt  the 
groundi  hu  rout  make  tign  of  retittance ;  butare 
aUdrivenhu     TA^  Attendant  Spirit cof»«i  m. 

SriUT. 

What,  have  you  let  the  false  enchanter  'scape? 
O  ye  mistook,  ye  should  have  snatch'd  his  wand. 
And  bound  him  fast ;  without  his  rod  rcvers'd. 
And  backward  mutters  of  dissevering  power. 
We  cannot  free  the  Lady  tliat  sits  here 
In  stony  fetters  fix'd,  and  motionlens :  819 

Yet  stay,  be  not  disturb'd ;  now  I  bethink  me. 
Some  other  means  I  have  which  may  be  us'd. 
Which  once  of  Meliboeus  old  I  learnt, 
Tlte  soothest  shepherd  that  e'er  pip'd  on  plains. 

There  is  a  gentle  nymph  not  far  from  hence. 
That  with  moist  curb  sways  the  smooth   Severn 


Sabrina  is  lier  name,  a  virgin  pure ; 
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Whilom  she  #M  the  daughter  of  Loaine^ 

TTuit  had  the  sceptre  from  hb  father  brute. 

She,  gulltlesi  damsel,  flying  the  mad  pursuit 

Of  her  enraged  stepdame  Guendolen,  830 

Commended  her  fiur  innocence  to  the  flood, 

That  staid  her  flight  with  his  cross-flowing  course. 

The  wAter-nymphs,  that  in  the  bottcmi  play*d. 

Held  up  their  pearled  wrists,  and  took  her  in. 

Bearing  her  straight  to  aged  Nereus*  haU ; 

Who,  piteous  of  her  woes,  rear'd  her  huik  head. 

And  gave  her  to  his  daughters  to  imbathe 

In  nectar'd  lavers,  strew'd  with  asphodel ; 

And  through  the  porch  and  inlet  of  each  sense 

Dropt  in  ambrosial  oils,  tiU  she  reviT*d,  840 

And  underwent  a  quick  inmiortal  change. 

Made  goddess  of  the  river:  still  she  retains 

Her  maiden  gentleness,  and  oft  at  eve 

Visits  the  herds  along  the  twilight  meadows. 

Helping  all  urchin  blasts,  and  Ul-luck  signs 

That  the  shrewd  meddling  elfe  delights  to  make, 

"Which  she  with  precious  vial'd  liquors  heals  ; 

For  which  the  shepherds  at  their  fesdvab 

Carol  her  goodness  loud  in  rustic  lays. 

And  throw  sweet  garland  wreaths  into  her  stream 

Of  pansies,  pinks,  and  gaudy  daffodils.  851 

And,  as  the  old  swain  said,  she  can  unlock 

The  da^ung  charm,  and  thaw  the  nummmg  spell. 

If  she  be  right  invok'd  in  warbled  song ; 

For  maidenhood  she  loves,  and  will  be  swift 

To  aid  a  viigin,  such  as  was  herself. 

In  hard-besetting  need;  this  wiU  I  try, 

And  add  the  power  of  some  acyuring  vene. 

SONG. 

Sabnnaftdr, 

Listen  where  thou  art  sitting  g^ 

Under  the  glassy,  cool,  translucent  wave. 

In  twisted  braids  of  lilies  knitting 
The  loose  train  of  thy  amber-^lr^uig  hair ; 

Listen  for  dear  honour's  sake, 

Goddess  of  the  silver  lake. 
Listen,  and  save. 
Listen,  and  appear  to  us. 
In  name  of  great  Oceanus ; 
By  the  Eartb-^haking  Neptune's  mace, 
And  Tethys'  grave  nugestic  pace,  870 

By  hoary  Nereus'  wrinkled  look. 
And  the  Carpathian  wisard's  hook, 
By  scaly  Triton's  winding  shell, 
And  old  sooth-saying  Glaucus'  spdl. 
By  Leucothea's  lovely  hands, 
And  her  son  that  rules  the  strands, 
By  Thetis'  tmseUsUpper'd  feet. 
And  the  songs  of  Syrens  sweei. 
By  dead  Farthenope's  dear  tomb. 
And  fiur  Ligea's  golden  comb,  880 

Wherewith  she  sits  on  diamond  rock. 
Sleeking  her  soft  alluring  locks ; 
By  all  the  nymphs  that  nightly  dance 
Upon  thy  streams  with  wily  glance, 
Rise,  rise,  and  heave  thy  rosy  head. 
From  thy  cond-paven  bed. 
And  bridle  in  tl^  headlong  wave. 
Till  thou  our  summons  answer'd  have. 

Listen,  and  save. 

Sabuka  run,  attended  hy  water^nympkSf  and  dngs. 

^  the  rushy-fKnged  bank,  890 

Where  grows  the  wiUow,  and  the  oacr  dank. 


My  sliding  cfatrioC  stays. 
Thick  set  with  agate,  and  the  azum  sheen 
Of  turkis  blue,  and  emerald  green. 

That  in  the  channel  strays  ; 
Whilst  firom  off*  the  waters  fleet 
Thus  I  set  my  printless  feet 
O'er  the  cowslip's  velvet  head, 

Huit  bends  not  as  I  tread; 
Gentle  swain,  at  thy  request,  900 

lam  here. 
Sp.  Goddess  dear. 
We  implore  thy  powerful  hand 
To  undo  the  charmed  band 
Of  true  virgin  here  distrest, 
lluvugh  the  force,  and  through  the  wile, 
Of  unblest  enchanter  vile. 
Sahr.  Shepherd,  'tis  my  oflice  best 
To  help  ensnared  chastity : 

Brightest  lady,  look  on  me ;  910 

Thus  I  sprinkle  on  thy  breast 
Drops,  that  from  my  fountain  pum 
I  have  kept,  of  precious  cure; 
Thrice  upon  thy  flnger's  tip 
Tluice  upon  thy  rubied  lip : 
Next  this  maible  venom'd  seat, 
Smear'd  with  gums  of  glutinous  heat, 
I  touch  with  chaste  palms  moist  and  cold :  — — 
Now  the  spell  hath  lost  his  hold ; 
And  I  must  haste,  ere  morning  hour,  920 

To  wait  in  Amphitiite's  bower. 

Sabrina  descends,  and  the  Lady  rites  out  of  her  seat, 

Sp.  Virgin,  daughter  of  Locrine 
Sprung  of  old  Anchises'  line. 
May  thy  brimmed  waves  for  this 
Their  full  tribute  never  miss 
From  a  thousand  petty  rills. 
That  tumble  down  the  snowy  hills : 
Summer  drought,  or  singed  air, 
Never  scorch  thy  tresses  fair. 
Nor  wet  October's  torrent  flood  990 

Thy  molten  crystal  fill  with  mud ; 
May  thy  billows  roll  ashore 
Hie  be^l  and  the  golden  ore ; 
May  thy  lofly  head  be  crown'd 
With  many  a  tower  and  terrace  round, 
And  here  and  there  thy  banks  upon 
With  groves  of  myrrh  and  dnnamcm. 

Come,  lady,  while  Heaven  lends  us  grace, 
Let  us  fly  this  cursed  place, 

Lest  the  sorcerer  us  entice  940 

With  some  o^her  new  device. 
Not  a  waste  or  needless  sound, 
Till  we  come  to  holier  ground ; 
I  shall  be  your  fSuthfiil  guide 
Through  this  gloomy  covert  wide. 
And  not  many  furlongs  thence 
Is  your  father's  residence^, 
Where  this  m'ght  are  met  in  state 
Many  a  friend  to  gratulate 

His  Mrisli'd  presence ;  and  beside  950 

All  the  swains,  that  there  abide, 
With  jigs  and  rural  dance  resort ; 
We  shall  catch  them  at  their  spoH, 
And  our  sudden  comins  there 
Will  double  all  their  mnrdi  and  cheer: 
Come,  let  us  haste,  the  sters  grow  hisfa, 
But  night  dts  monarch  yet  in  the  mid  sky. 
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Tke  Seem  ektmget,  pre$enimg  LwUow  town  and  the 
prtadent's  cattle;  then  come  in  country  dancers, 
Wkr  them  the  Attendaot  Spirit,  with  the  two 
Aotfaen,  and  the  Lady. 


Sp.  Btck,  ihephetds,  bock  ;  enough  your  play, 

TflD  next  sun-shiiie  holiday  : 

Here  be,  without  duck  or  nod,  960 

Other  trqipings  to  be  trod 

Of  lighter  toes,  and  such  court  guise 

As  Mercury  d^  first  devis^ 

With  the  mindng  Dryades, 

On  the  lawns,  ami  on  die  leas. 

7V$  tecond  Song  pretenti  them  to  their  Father  and 
Mother. 

MbUe  kvd,  and  lady  blight, 
I  htTe  brought  ye  new  flight ; 
Here  behold  so  goodly  grown 
Three  bir  hnmcfaes  of  your  own ; 
Hctfen  hath  timely  tried  their  youth,  970 

Tbat  fintfa,  their  patience,  and  their  truth, 
Aod  sent  them  here  through  hard  assays 
With  a  crown  of  deathless  praise, 

To  triumph  in  irictorious  dance 
O'er  aeosual  Folly  and  Intemperance. 

Tke  daneet  [hemg]  ended,  the  Spirit  qtilognizcs, 

4>>  To  die  ocean  now  I  fly. 
And  tfiose  imppy  climes  that  lie 
Where  day  never  shots  his  eye. 
Up  m  the  broad  fields  of  tiie  sky : 
Tbere  I  suck  the  liquid  air  980 

All  amidst  the  gardens  fiur 
Of  Heq)erus,  and  his  daughters  three 
Hat  ong  about  the  golden  tree : 
Along  the  crisped  shades  and  bowen 
Bevw  the  qnixce  and  jocund  Spring ;  | 

T^  Graoei,  and  the  rosy4>osom*d  Hours, 
blither  all  their  bounties  bring ; 
Then  eternal  Summer  dwells, 
And  wcft-winds,  with  musky  wing,  990 

AboQt  the  cedar'd  alleys  fling 
Nird  and  caasia's  balmy  smells. 
In  there  with  humid  bow 
Waten  the  odorous  banks,  that  blow 
Invert  of  mote  mingled  hew 
1^  her  purflcd  scarf  can  show ; 
And  drenches  with  Elysian  dew 
(\^  mortals,  if  your  ears  be  true) 
Bedi  of  hjradnth  and  roses. 
Where  young  Adonis  crft  reposes. 
Waring  wdi  of  fab  deep  wound 
lo  donbcr  soft,  and  on  tiie  ground 
^■dlyaitifiie  Assyrian  queen: 
Bot  6r  above  In  a^iangleid  sheen 
^^dtitStl  Oqod,  Imt  £m*d  son,  advanced, 
Holds  his  dor  Psyche  sweet  entranc'd. 
^^  her  wandering  labours  long, 
H  free  eooaent  the  Gods  among 
^I<^  her  his  eternal  bride, 
^  from  her  hir  unspotted  side 
Tvohliirfbltwinaaretobebom,  1010 

ToBlh  md  Joy :  so  Jore  hath  sworn. 

Bat  now  my  task  Is  smoothly  done, 
^  ^  iy>  or  I  can  run, 
^^vUy  to  the  given  earth's  end, 
^"^  the  bovr'd  wdkin  alow  doth  bend ; 


1000 


And  from  thence  can  soar  as  soon 
To  the  comers  of  the  Moon. 

Mortals  that  would  follow  me. 
Love  Virtue ;  she  alone  is  free : 
She  can  teach  ye  how  to  climb 
Higher  than  the  sphery  chime ; 
Or  if  \Trtue  fe^le  were. 
Heaven  itself  would  stoop  to  her. 


PARADISE  LOST. 
Book  L 


29 


1090 


The  Argument. 

Ihe  first  Book  proposes,  first  in  brief,  the  whole 
subject,  Man*s  disobedient^,  and  the  loss  there- 
upon of  Paradise  wherein  he  was  placed :  then 
touches  the  prime  cause  of  his  fall,  the  Serpent, ' 
or  rather  Satan  in  the  serpent;  who,  revolting 
from  God,  and  dravring  to  Ills  side  many  legions 
of  angels,  was,  by  the  command  of  God,  driven 
out  of  Heaven,  with  all  his  crew,  into  the  great 
deep.  Which  action  passed  over,  the  poem  hastens 
into  the  midst  of  things,  presenting  Satan  with  his 
angels  now  falling  into  Hell  described  here,  not 
in  the  center  (for  Heaven  and  Earth  may  be  sup- 
posed as  yet  not  made,  certainly  not  yet  accursed) 
but  in  a  place  of  utter  darkness,  fitliest  called 
Chaos :  here  Satan  with  his  angels  lying  on  the 
burning  lake,  thunder-struck  ancf  astonished,  ai^r 
a  certam  space  recovers,  as  from  confusion,  calls 
up  him  who  next  in  order  and  dignity  lay  by  him : 
they  confer  of  their  miserable  fidl ;  Satan  awakens 
all  his  l^ons,  who  lay  till  then  in  the  same  man- 
ner conKHinded.  "Riey  rise;  their  numbers; 
array  of  battle ;  their  chief  leaders  named,  accord- 
ing to  the  idols  known  afterwards  in  Canaan  and 
the  countries  adjoining.  To  these  Satan  directs 
his  speech,  commrts  them  vrith  hope  yet  of  regain- 
ing Heaven,  but  tells  them  lastly  of  a  new  world 
and  new  kind  of  creature  to  be  created,  according 
to  an  ancient  prophecy,  or  report  in  Heaven ;  for, 
that  angels  were  long  before  this  visible  creation, 
was  the  opinion  of  many  ancient  Fathers.  To 
find  out  the  truth  of  this  prophecy,  and  what  to 
determine  thereon,  he  refers  to  a  full  council. 
What  hb  associates  thence  attempt  Pandemo- 
nium, the  palace  of  Satan,  rises,  suddenly  built 
out  of  the  deep :  the  infernal  peers  there  sit  in 
council. 

Op  Man's  first  disobedience,  and  the  fruit 
Of  that  forbidden  tree,  whose  lyortal  taste 
Brought  death  into  the  world,  and  all  our  woe, 
"V^th  loss  of  Eden,  till  one  greater  Man 
Restore  us,  and  regain  the  blissful  seat. 
Sing,  heavenly  Muse,  that  on  the  secret  top 
Of  Oreb,  or  of  Sinai,  didst  inspire 
That  shepherd,  who  first  taught  the  chosen  seed. 
In  the  beginning,  how  the  Heavens  and  Eartii 
Koae  out  of  Chaos  :   Or,  if  Sion  hill 
Delight  thee  more,  and  Siloa's  brook  that  flow'd 
Fast  by  the  oracle  of  God ;  I  thence 
Invoke  thy  aid  to  my  adventurous  song. 
That  with  no  middle  fiight  intends  to  soar 
Above  the  Aonian  mount,  while  it  pursues 
Things  unattempted  yet  in  prose  or  ihyme. 
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And  chiefly  thou,  O  Spirit,  that  dost  prefer 
Befora  all  temples  the  upright  heart  and  pure, 
Instruct  me,  for  thou  know'st ;  thou  from  the  first 
Wast  present,  and,  with  mighty  wings  out-spread, 
DoTe-like  sat'st  brooding  od  the  yast  abyss, 
And  mad'st  it  pregnant :  what  in  me  is  dark 
Illumine ;  what  is  low,  rain  and  support ; 
Tliat  to  the  height  of  this  great  argument 
I  may  assert  eternal  Proridence, 
And  justify  the  ways  of  God  to  men. 

Say  finU,  for  Heaven  hides  nothing  from  thy  view. 
Nor  the  deep  tract  of  Hell ;  say  first,  what  cause 
Mov'd  our  grand  parents,  in  that  happy  state^ 
Favour'd  of  Heaven  so  highly,  to  fall  off* 
Firom  their  Creator,  and  transgress  his  will 
For  one  restraint,  lords  of  the  world  besides  ? 
Who  first  seducM  them  to  that  foul  revolt? 
Hie  infernal  Serpent ;  he  it  wa.^  whose  guile, 
Stirr*d  up  with  on\7  and  revenge,  dccdvM 
Hie  mother  of  mankind,  what  time  his  pride 
Had  cast  him  out  from  Heaven,  with  all  his  host 
Of  rebel  angels ;  by  whose  aid,  aspiring 
To  set  himielf  in  glory  alwvc  bis  peers. 
He  trusted  to  have  equalled  tlic  Most  Higli, 
If  heoppos*d;  and,  wiHi  ambitious  aim 
Against  the  throne  and  monarchy  of  God, 
RaisM  impious  war  in  Heaven,  and  battle  proud. 
With  vain  atteropL     Him  tlie  Almighty  power, 
Hurl*d  headlong  flaming  from  the  ethereal  sky, 
With  hideous  ruin  and  combustion,  down 
To  bottomless  perdition  ;  there  to  dwell 
In  adamantine  chains  and  penal  fire, 
Who  dunt  defy  the  Omnipotent  to  arms. 
Nine  times  the  space  that  measures  day  and  niglit 
To  mortal  men,  he  with  his  liorrid  crew 
Lay  vanquish*d,  rolling  in  the  fiery  gulf. 
Confounded,  though  immortal :  but  his  doom 
Reserv'd  him  to  more  wrath  !  for  now  the  thought 
Both  of  lost  happiness  and  lasting  pain 
Torments  him :  round  he  throws  his  baleful  eyes, 
Hiat  witness'd  huge  afiliction  and  dismay, 
Mix'd  with  obdurate  pride  and  stedfast  hate ; 
At  once,  as  far  as  angels  ken,  he  v^ws 
The  dismal  situation,  waste  and  wild  ; 
A  dungeon  horrible  on  all  sides  round. 
As  one  great  furnace  flam*d ;  jret  from  tlioac  flames 
No  light ;  but  rather  darkness  visible 
Serv*d  only  to  discover  sights  of  woe. 
Regions  of  sorrow,  doleful  shades,  where  peace 
And  rest  can  never  dwell ;  hope  never  comes 
That  comes  to  all :  but  torture  without  end 
Still  urges,  and  a  fiery  deluge,  fed 
With  ever-burning  sulphur  unoonsum'd  t 
Such  place  eternal  Justice  had  prepar*d 
For  those  rebellious ;  here  their  prison  ordain'd 
In  utter  darkness,  ant  their  portion  set 
As  fiur  remov'd  from  God  and  light  of  Heaven, 
As  from  the  centre  thrice  to  the  utmost  pole. 
O,  how  unlike  the  place  from  whence  tliey  fell ! 
There  the  companions  of  hb  fiill,  o'erwhelm*d 
With  floods  and  whiriwinds  of  tempestuous  fire, 
He  soon  discerns ;  and  weltering  by  his  side 
One  next  himself  in  power,  and  next  in  crime. 
Long  afVer  known  in  Palestine,  and  nam*d 
Beelsebub.     To  whom  the  arch-enemy, 
And  thence  in  Heaven  call*d  Satan,  with  bold  words 
Breaking  the  horrid  silence,  thus  began. 

**  If  fiiou  beest  he ;   but  O,  how  falFn !   how 
giang  d 
Fnm  bun,  who  in  the  happy  realms  of  Ught. 


Clotfa*d  with  transcendent  brightness,  didst  outshine 

Myriads  though  bright !  If  he  whom  mutual  lea^ue^ 

United  thoughts  and  counsels,  equal  hope 

And  haxard  in  the  glorious  enterprise, 

Join*d  with  me  once,  now  misery  hadi  join*d 

In  equal  ruin :  into  what  pit  thou  seest 

From  what  height  fall*n,  so  much  the  stronger  prov*<l 

He  with  his  thunder :  and  till  then  who  knew 

The  force  of  those  dire  arms  ?     Yet  not  for  those. 

Nor  what  the  potent  Victor  in  his  rage 

Can  dae  inflict,  do  I  repent  or  change, 

Tliough  cfaang*d  in  outward  lustre,  that  fix*d  mind. 

And  high  disdain  from  sense  of  injur'd  merit, 

That  with  the  Mighdest  rais*d  me  to  contend. 

And  to  the  fierre  contention  broueht  along 

Innumerable  force  of  spirits  arm*d. 

That  durst  dislike  his  reign,  and,  me  preferring. 

His  utmost  power  with  adverse  power  oppos'd 

In  dubious  batde  on  the  plains  of  Heaven, 

And  shook  his  throne.     What  though  the  field   be 

lost? 
All  u  not  lost ;  the  unconquerable  will. 
And  study  of  revenge,  immortal  liate, 
And  courage  never  to  submit  or  yield. 
And  what  is  else  not  to  be  overcome ; 
lliat  glory  never  shall  his  wrath  or  might 
Extort  from  me.     To  bow  and  sue  for  grace 
With  suppliant  knee,  and  deify  his  power 
Who  firom  the  terrour  of  this  arm  so  late 
Doubted  his  empire ;  that  were  low  indeed. 
That  were  an  ignominy,  and  shame  beneath 
Tliis  downfall :  since  by  fate  the  strength  of  Gods 
And  this  empyreal  sub^ance  cannot  fiul, 
Since  through  experience  of  this  great  event 
In  arms  not  worse,  in  foresight  much  advanc'd. 
We  may  with  more  successful  hope  resolve 
To  wage  by  force  or  guile  eternal  war, 
IrreconciWable  to  our  grand  foe, 
Who  now  triumphs,  and,  in  the  excess  of  jo^ 
Sole  reigning,  holds  the  tyranny  of  Heaven.** 

So  spoke  the  apostate  angel,  though  in  pain. 
Vaunting  aloud,  but  rack*d  with  de^  deqiair : 
And  him  dius  aiiswcr*d  soon  his  bold  compeer. 

''  O  prince,  O  chief  of  many  throned  powers. 
That  led  the  embattled  seraphim  to  war 
Under  thy  conduct,  and  in  dreadful  deeds 
Fearless,  endanger*d  Heaven*s  perpetual  king, 
And  put  to  proof  his  high  supi^emacy. 
Whether  upheld  by  strength,  or  chance,  or  fate ; 
Too  well  I  see,  and  rue  the  dire  event. 
That  with  sad  overthrow,  and  foul  defeat. 
Hath  lost  us  Heaven,  and  all  this  mighty  liost 
In  horrible  destruction  laid  thus  low. 
As  fiur  as  gods  and  heavenly  essences 
Can  perish :  for  the  mind  and  spirit  remains 
Invincible,  and  vigour  soon  returns, 
Though  all  our  n^ory  extinct,  and  happy  state 
Here  swallow*d  up  in  endless  misery. 
But  what  if  he  our  conqueror  (whom  I  now 
Of  force  believe  almighty,  since  no  leas 
Than  such  could  have  o*erpower*d  such  force  as  ours) 
Have  left  us  this  our  spirit  and  strength  entire 
Strongly  to  suffer  and  support  our  pains, 
Hiat  we  may  so  suffice  lus  vengefld  ire. 
Or  do  him  mightier  sendee  as  his  thralls 
By  right  of  war,  wbate'er  his  business  be,  * 
Here  m  the  heart  of  Hell  to  work  in  fire. 
Or  do  lib  errands  in  the  glocmy  deep ; 
What  can  it  then  avail,  though  yet  we  fioel 
Strength  undiminisfa*d,  or  eternal  being 
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To  under^go  eternal  punishmeiit  ?*' 

'Whereto  with  q>eedy  words  the  arch-fiend  replied^ 

**  Fall'n  cherub,  to  be  weak  is  miserable 
Doing  or  sufiering ;  but  of  this  be  sure« 
Todo  aught  good  never  will  be  our  task, 
But  erer  to  do  ill  our  sole  delight, 
At  being  the  contrary  to  his  high  will 
Whom  we  resist.     If  then  his  providence 
Out  of  our  evil  sedc  to  bring  forth  good. 
Our  labour  must  be  to  pervert  that  end. 
And  out  of  good  still  to  find  means  of  evil  •, 
Which  oft-times  may  succeed,  so  as  perhaps 
9h11  grieve  him,  if  I  fail  not,  and  disturb 
His  inmost  counsels  from  their  destin'd  aim. 
Bat  see,  the  angry  victor  hath  recaird 
His  ministers  of  vei^eance  and  pursuit 
Back  to  the  gates  of  Heaven  :  the  sulphurous  hail. 
Shot  after  us  in  storm,  o*erblown,  hath  laid 
The  fiery  surge,  that  from  the  precipice 
Of  Heaven  recetv*d  us  falling ;  and  the  thunder, 
Wing*d  with  red  lightning  and  impetuous  rage, 
Poiaps  hath  spent  his  shafts,  and  ceases  now 
To  bellow  through  the  vast  and  boundless  deep. 
Let  us  not  slip  the  occasion,  whether  scorn. 
Or  Mtiate  liiry,  yield  it  from  our  foe. 
Secst  Ifaou  jon  dreary  plain,  forlorn  and  wild, 
Ihe  seat  of  desolation,  void  of  light. 
Save  what  die  Simmering  of  these  livid  Barnes 
CbMs  pale  and  dreadful  ?     Thither  let  us  tend 
Fnm  off  the  tossing  of  these  fiery  waves ; 
Ihoe  rest,  if  any  rest  can  harbour  there ; 
And,  re-aaafiubling  our  afflicted  powers, 
CoHult  how  we  may  henceforth  most  offend 
Ov  enemy  ;  onr  own  loss  how  repair ; 
How  overcome  this  dire  calamity  ; 
What  reinlbrcement  we  may  gain  from  hope ; 
If  not,  what  resolution  from  OBspair.** 

Thus  Satan,  talking  to  his  nearest  mate, 
With  head  up-lifl  above  the  wave,  and  eyes 
"nat  ^arifling  blaa'd ;  bis  other  parts  besides, 
Vnae  oo  the  flood,  extended  long  and  large, 
lay  iinaditg  many  a  rood ;  in  bulk  as  huge 
As  whom  the  fiibles  name  of  monstrous  size, 
,  or  Earth-bom,  that  warr'd  on  Jove ; 
ior  T^pbon,  whom  the  den 
By  ancieiit  Tarsus  held ;   or  that  sea^beast 
Lenatfaan,  vrhtch  God  of  all  his  works 
Craated  faugest  that  swim  the  ocean  stream  : 
Hia  ha|ily  slumbering  on  the  Norway  foam 
Jhi  pilot  of  some  small  night-founder*d  tkiSt 
Decmiiig  some  island,  oft,  as  sea-men  tell, 
Widb  fixed  anchor  in  his  scaly  rind 
Mson  by  Ids  side  under  the  lee,  while  night 
Innjte  die  sea,  and  wished  mom  delays : 
80  aiictdi'd  out  huge  in  length  the  arch-fiend  lay 
Qaaa'd  00  the  burning  lake :  nor  ever  thence 
H^  na'n  or  hear*d  his  head ;  but  that  the  will 
And  faigli  permisaion  of  alUruling  Heaven 
Left  him  at  large  to  his  own  dark  designs ; 
That  with  rAmted  crimes  he  might 
Heap  on  himself  damnation,  while  he  sou^ 
£«3  to  odiers ;  and,  emag'd,  might  see 
Hew  all  im  malice  serr'd  but  to  bring  forth 
lajwitg  goodness,  grace  and  mercy,  shown 
On  Mmm  by  him  aeduc*d ;  but  on  bunself 
TWUe  conftuioa,  wrath  and  vengeance  pour*d. 
RidwiiUi  oprigfat  ha  rears  from  off*  the  pool 
Ss  nighty  statare ;  on  each  hand  the  flames, 
*^ '     I  httkwmd,  slope  their  pointing  spires,  and 
nird 


In  InllowB,  leaftt  i*  the  teUkt  a  horrid  valR 

Hien  with  expanded  wings  he  steers  his  flight 

Alolt,  incumbent  on  the  dusky  air 

That  felt  ukiusual  weight ;  till  on  dry  land 

He  lights,  if  it  were  land  that  ever  bura*d 

With  solid,  as  the  lake  with  liquid  fire; 

And  such  appear'd  in  hue,  as  when  the  flnroa 

Of  subterranean  wind  transports  a  hill 

Tom  from  Pelorus,  or  the  shatter'd  side 

Of  thundering  i£tna,  whose  combustible 

And  fueird  entrails  thence  conceiving  fire, 

Sublim'd  with  mineral  ftury,  aid  the  winds, 

And  leave  a  singed  bottom  all  involv*d 

With  stench  and  smoke:   such  resting  found  the 

sole 
Of  unblest  fleet.     Him  follow*d  his  next  mate . 
Both  glorying  to  have  *scap*d  die  Stygian  flood 
As  gods,  and  by  their  own  recover'd  strength. 
Not  by  the  sufferance  of  supernal  Power. 

"  Is  this  the  region,  this  the  soil,  the  clime/* 
Said  then  the  lost  arch-angel,  "  this  the  seat 
That  we  must  change  for  Heaven :  this  mournful 

gloom 
For  that  celestial  light?  Be  it  so,  since  he, 
Who  now  is  Sovran,  can  dispose  and  bid 
What  shall  be  right :  farthest  from  him  is  best. 
Whom  reason  luth  equalled,  force  hath  made  su> 

.    preme 
Above  his  equals.     Farewell,  happy  fields, 
Where  joy  for  ever  dwells.     Hail  horrours,  hail 
Infernal  world,  and  thou,  profoundest  Hell, 
Receive  thy  new  possessor,  one  who  brings 
A  mind  not  to  be  changM  by  place  or  time : 
Tlie  mind  is  its  own  place,  and  in  itself 
Can  make  a  Heaven  of  Hell,  a  Hell  of  Heaven. 
What  fnattiHr  where,  if  I  be  still  the  same, 
And  what  I  should  be,  all  but  less  than  he 
Whom  thunder  hath  made  greater?     Here  at  least 
We  shall  be  free ;  the  Almighty  hath  not  built 
Here  for  his  envy,  will  not  drive  us  lience : 
Here  we  may  reign  secure,  and^  in  my  choice. 
To  reign  is  worth  ambition,  though  in  Hell : 
Better  to  reign  in  Hell,  than  serve  in  Heaven. 
But  wherefore  let  we  then  our  faithful  friends. 
The  associates  and  copartners  of  our  loss. 
Lie  thus  astonish*d  on  the  oblivious  pool. 
And  call  them  not  to  share  with  us  their  part 
In  this  unhappy  mansion  ;  or  once  more 
With  rallied  arms  to  try  what  may  be  yet 
Regain'd  in  Heaven,  or  what  more  lost  in  Hell?'* 

So  Satan  spake,  and  him  Beelzebub 
Thus  answer*d ;  <*  Leader  of  those  armies  briglit. 
Which  but  the  Omnipotent  none  could  have  foil'd* 
If  once  they  hear  that  voice,  their  liveliest  pledge 
Of  hope  in  fears  and  dangers,  heard  so  oft 
In  worst  extremes,  and  on  the  perilous  edge 
Of  battle  when  it  rag'd,  in  all  assaults 
Tlieir  surest  signal,  they  will  soon  resume 
New  courage  and  revive ;  though  now  they  lie 
Grovelling  and  prostrate  on  yon  lake  of  fire. 
As  we  ere  while,  astounded  and  amaz*d ; 
No  wonder,  falPn  such  a  pernicious  higbth.**  . 

He  scarce  had  ceas*d  when  the  superior  fiend 
Was  moving  toward    the  shore  :    his  ponderous 

shield. 
Ethereal  temper,  massy,  large  and  round. 
Behind  him  cast ;  the  broad  circumference 
Hung  on  his  shoulders  like  the  Moon,  whose  orb 
llinmgh  optic  glass  the  Tuscan  artist  views 
At  evenmg  from  the  top  of  Fesol^ 
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Or  in  Valdanio^  to  desory  naw  lands, 

Rhren  or  mQumains  in  bier  fpotty  globe. 

His  spear,  to  equal  with  the  tallest  pine 

Hewn  on/Norwegian  hills,  to  be  the  mast 

Of  some  great  ammiral,  were  but  a  wand. 

He  walk'd  with,  to  support  uneasy  steps 

Orer  the  burning  marie,  not  like  those  steps 

On  Hearen's  azure,  and  the  torrid  dime 

Smote  on  him  sore  besides,  yaulted  with  fire  : 

Kathless  he  so  endur'd,  till  on  the  beach 

Of  that  inflamed  sea  be  stood,  and  caird 

His  legions,  angel  forms,  who  lay  intranc*d 

Thick  as  autumnal  leaves  that  strow  the  brooks 

In  Vallombrosa,  where  the  Etrurian  shades, 

High  OTer.arch*d,  imbower ;  or  scatter'd  sedge 

Afloat,  when  with  fierce  winds  Orion  arm*d 

Hath  Tez*d  the  Red-Sea  coast,  whose  waves  o*er- 

threw 
Busiris,  and  his  Memphian  chivalry, 
While  with  perfidious  hatred  they  pursued 
The  scjoumers  of  Goshen,  who  bdield 
I^Vom  the  «#  shore  their  floating  carcasses 
And  broken  chariot  wheels :  so  thick  bestrown, 
Abject  and  lost  lay  these,  covering  the  flood. 
Under  amazement  of  thdr  hideous  change. 
He  call'd  so  loud,  that  all  the  hollow  deep 
Of  Hell  resounded.     **  Princes,  potentates. 
Warriors,  the  flower  of  Heaven,  once  youi^y  now 

lost. 
If  such  astonishment  as  this  can  seize 
Eternal  spurits ;  or  have  ye  cho6*n  this  place 
After  the  toil  of  battle  to  repose 
Your  wearied  virtue,  for  the  ease  you  find 
To  slumber  here,  as  in  the  vales  of  Heaven  ? 
Or  in  this  abject  posture  luve  ye  sworn 
T*  adore  the  Conqueror  ?  who  now  bdiolds 
Cherub  and  seraph  rolling  in  the  flood 
With  scattered  arms  and  ensigns,  till  anon 
His  swift  pursuers  firom  Heaven-gates  discern 
Th*  advantage,  and,  descending,  tread  us  down 
Thus  drooping,  or  with  linked  thunderbolts 
Transfix  us  to  the  bottom  of  this  gulf, 
Awake,  arise,  or  be  for  ever  fiiU'ji.**  [sprung 

Hiey    heard,  and  were  abased,    and  up  they 
Upon  the  wing  ;  as  when  men  wont  to  watdi 
On  duty,  sleeping  found  by  whom  they  dread. 
Rouse  and  bestir  themselves  ere  well  awake ; 
Nor  did  they  not  perceive  the  evil  plight 
In  which  they  were,  or  the  fierce  pains  not  feel ; 
Yet  to  their  general's  voice  they  soon  obey 
Innumerable.     As  when  ^e  potent  rod 
Of  Amram*s  son,  in  Egypt's  evil  day, 
Wav*d  round  the  coast,  up  call'd  a  pitchy  cloud 
Of  locusts,  warping  on  the  eastern  wind. 
That  o'er  the  redm  of  impious  Plumtoh  hung 
Like  night,  and  darkened  all  the  land  of  NDe : 
So  numberless  were  those  bad  angels  seen 
Hovering  on  wing  under  the  cope  of  Hell, 
Twixt  upper,  nether,  and  surrounding  fir^ 
Till,  as  a  signal  given,  the  up-lifted  spear 
Of  thdr  great  Sidtan  waving  to  direct 
Hieir  course,  in  even  balance  down  they  light 
On  the  firm  brimstone,  and  fill  all  the  plain. 
A  multitude,  like  which  the  populous  North 
Pour'd  never  from  her  frozen  Idns,  to  pass 
Rhene  or  the  Danaw,  when  her  barbarous  sons 
Came  like  a  deluge  on  the  South,  and  spread 
Beneath  Gibraltar  to  the  Lylnan  sands. 
Forthwith  firom  ev'iy  squadron  and  each  band 
The  heads  and  leaders  thither  haste  where  stood 


Uteir  ^reat  commander ;  gpdlike  riiapas  and  fonna 
Ezcelhng  human,  princely,  dignities. 
And  powers  that  erst  in  Heaven  sat  on  thrones , 
Though  of  their  names  in  heavenly  records  now 
Be  no  memorial ;  blotted  out  and  ras'd 
By  their  rebellion  from  the  books  of  life. 
Nor  had  they  yet  among  the  sons  of  Eve 
Got  them  new  names,   till,  wandering  o'er  the 
Earth, 


;  Through  God's  high  sufierance    for  the  trial  q^ 

man. 
By  falsities  and  lies  the  greatest  part 
Of  mankind  they  corrupted  to  forsake 
God  their  Creator,  and  th*  invisible 
Glory  of  him  that  made  them  to  transform 
Oft  to  the  image  of  a  brute,  adom'd 
With  gay  religions  full  of  pomp  and  gold. 
And  devils  to  adore  for  deities : 
Then  were  they  known  to  mep  by  various  names. 
And  various  idols  through  the  Heathen  world. 
Say,  Muse,  their  names  then   known,  who  first, 

who  last, 
Rous'd  from  the  slumber,  on  that  fiery  couch, 
At  their  great  emperor's  call,  as  next  in  worth 
Came  singly  where  he  stood  on  the  bare  strand. 
While  the  promiscuous  cloud  stood  yet  aloof. 
The  chief  were  those,  who,  from  the  pit  of  Hell 
Roaming  to  seek  thdr  prey  on  Earth,  durst  fix 
Their  seats  long  after  next  the  seat  of  God. 
Tlieir  altars  by  his  altar,  gods  ador'd 
Among  tlie  nations  round,  and  durst  abide 
Jehovi^  thund'ring  out  of  Sion,  thron'd 
Between  the  cherubim  ;  yea,  often  plac'd 
Within  his  sanctuary  itsdf  thdr  shrines. 
Abominations ;  and  with  cursed  things 
His  holy  rites  and  solemn  feasts  profan'd, 
And  with  their  darkness  durst  afiront  his  light 
First  Mdoch,  horrid  king,  besmear'd  with  blood 
Of  human  sacrifice,  and  parents'  tears ; 
Hiough  for  the  noise  of  drums  and  timbrels  loud 
Their  children's  cries  unheard,   that  pass'd  through 

fire 
To  his  grim  idol.     Him  the  Ammonite 
Worshipt  in  Rabba  and  her  watry  plain, 
In  Argob  and  in  Basan,  to  the  stream 
Of  utmost  Amon.     Nor  content  with  sucli 
Audacious  neighbourhood,  the  wisest  heart 
Of  Solomon  he  led  by  fraud  to  build 
His  temple  right  against  the  temple  d  God, 
On  that  opprobrious  hill ;  and  made  his  grove 
The  pleasant  valley  of  Hiimom,  Tophet  dience 
And  bUick  Gehenna  call'd,  the  type  of  Hell. 
Next,  Chemos,  th'  obscene  dreed  of  Moab's  aons« 
From  Aroer  to  Nebo,  and  the  wild 
Of  southmost  Abarim ;  in  Hesebon 
And  Horonaim,  Seon's  realm,  beyond 
The  flowery  dale  of  Sibma  clad  with  vines. 
And  Eleal6  to  th*  Asphaltic  pool. 
Peor  his  other  name,  when  he  entic'd 
Israel  in  Sittim,  on  their  march  fhmi  Nilc^ 
To  do  him  wanton  rites,  which  cost  them  woe. 
Yet  thence  hb  lustfUl  orgies  he  enlarg'd 
Even  to  that  hill  of  scandal,  by  the  grove 
Of  Moloch  homicide ;  lust  hard  by  hate ; 
Till  good  Josiah  drove  them  thence  to  Hell. 
With  these  came  they,  who,  from  the  bord'ring 

flood 
Of  old  Euphrates  to  the  brook  that  parts 
Egypt  from  Sjrrian  ground,  had  general  names 
Of  Baalim  and  Asfataroth ;  those  male, 
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These  feminine :  for  spirits  ^hen  tliey  please. 
On  either  sex  afsume,  or  both ;  so  soft 
And  imcompounded  is  their  essence  pure ; 
Not  tied  or  manacled  with  joint  or  limh, 
Not  founded  on  the  brittle  strength  of  bones 
Like  cumbrous  flesh;  but,  in  what  shape  they 

choose. 
Dilated  or  condens'd,  bright  or  obscure, 
Cba  execute  tlieir  aery  purposes, 
And  works  of  love  or  enmity  fiilfiL 
For  diose  the  race  of  Israel  ofl  forsook 
Hietr  living  strength,  and  unfrequented  lefl 
His  righteous  altar,  bowing  lowly  down 
To  bestial  gods ;  for  which  their  heads  as  low 
Bow'd  <^>wn  in  battle,  sunk  before  the  spear 
Of  despicable  foes.     With  these  in  troop 
Came  Astoreth,  whom  the  Phoenicians  callM 
Astarte,  que«n  of  Heaven,  with  crescent  horns ; 
Tb  whose  bright  image  nightly  by  the  Moon 
Skkmian  riigins  paid  their  vows  and  songs ; 
In  SUm  also  not  unsung,  where  stood 
Her  temple  on  the  offensiTe  mountain,  built 
By  that  uxorious  king,  whose  heart,  though  large, 
Beguil'd  by  fiur  idolatresses,  fell 
To  id(^  f<Mil.     Thammuz  came  next  behind. 
Whose  amiual  wound  in  Lebanon  allur'd 
Hie  Syrian  damaeb  to  lament  his  fate 
In  anu>roua  ditties  all  a  summer's  day ; 
While  smooth  Adorns  from  his  native  rock 
Ban  purple  to  the  sea,  suppos*d  with  blood 
Of  Thammus  yeariy  wounded :  tlie  love-talo 
Infected  Sum's  daughters  with  like  heat ; 
Whose  wanton  passions  in  the  sacred  porch 
Baekiel  saw,  when,  by  the  vision  led. 
His  eye  suitey'd  the  dark  idolatries 
Of  alienated  Judah.     Next  Gam«  one 
Who  motun'd  in  earnest,  when  the  captive  ark 
Vtam'd  his  brute  image,  head  and  hands  lopt  off 
la  his  own  temple,  on  the  grunsel  edge. 
Where  be  fell  fkt,  and  shamM  Ins  worshippers : 
Dmod  his  naaae,  sea-monster,  upward  man 
And  dovmward  fish :  yet  had  his  temple  high 
Bcar'd  in  Azotus,  droMied  through  the  coast 
Of  fUeatine,  in  Oath  and  Ascalon, 
And  Aocaroa  and  Gasa*s  frontier  bounds. 
Him  foliow'd  Rhnmon,  whose  delightful  seat 
Was  hir  Damascus,  on  the  fertile  banks 
Of  Abbaoa  and  Pharphar,  lucid  streams. 
He  also  against  the  house  of  God  was  bold  I 
A  leper  once  be  lost,  and  gain'd  a  king ; 
Ahsx  his  sottish  conqueror,  whom  he  drew 
God's  altar  to  disparage  and  displace 
For  one  of  Syrian  mode,  whereon  to  bum 
Hts  ocfioas  offerings,  and  adore  the  gods 
Whom  be  bad  vanquish*d.     After  these  appear'd 
A  crew,  who,  under  names  of  oldreqown, 
Ooris,  Isaa,  Orus,  and  their  train. 
With  monstrous  shapes  and  sorceries  abus*d 
fmu/dc  Egypt  ftnd  her  priests,  to  seek 
Their  wandering  gods  disguis'd  in  brutish  forms 
Badier  tlian  human.     Nor  did  Israel  'scape 
TIk  ittliectioa,  when  their  borrow*d  gold  compo8*d 
Ihe  calf  in  Oreb ;  and  the  rebel  kii^ 
Doubled  lliat  sin  in  Bethel  and  m  Dan, 
TJUfP"g  his  Bfaker  to  the  graxed  ox  ; 
Tfhoiali,  who  ia  one  night,  when  he  pass*d 
^*"*  ^GFP^  marching,  equall*d  with  one  stroke 
Bsdi  her  fint-bom  and  all  her  Ueating  gods. 
BdU  caana  last,  than  whom  a  spirit  more  lewd 
Fdt  not  from  Haven,  or  more  gross  to  love 


Vico  for  Itself:  to  him  no  temple  stood 

Or  altar  smok'd ;  yet  who  more  ofi  than  he 

In  temples  and  at  altars,  when  the  priest 

T\ims  atheist,  as  did  £li*s  sons,  who  fill'd 

With  lust  and  riolence  the  house  of  God  ? 

In  courts  and  palaces  he  also  reigns. 

And  in  luxurious  cities,  where  the  noiae 

Of  riot  ascends  above  their  loftiest  towers, 

And  injury  and  outrage  :  and  when  night 

Darkens  the  streets,  then  wander  forth  the  sons 

Of  Belial,  flown  with  insolence  and  wine. 

Witness  tlie  streets  of  Sodom,  and  that  night 

In  Gibeah,  when  the  hospitable  door 

Expos'd  a  matron,  to  avoid  worse  rape. 

These  were  the  prime  in  order  and  in  might : 

The  rest  were  long  to  tell,  though  far  renown 'd. 

The  Ionian  gods,  of  Javan*s  issue ;  held 

Gods,  yet  confcs8*d  later  than  Heaven  and  Earth, 

Tlieir  boasted  parents :  Titan,  Heaven's  first-born. 

With  his  cnormotts  brood,  and  birthright  seiz*d 

By  younger  Saturn  ;  he  from  mighti|^ove, 

Hb  own  and  Rhea's  son,  like  measui^round ; 

So  Jove  usurping  reign'd  :  these  first  in  Crete 

And  Ida  known,  thence  on  the  snowy  top 

Of  bold  Olympus,  rul'd  the  middle  air, 

Tlieir  highest  Heaven ;  or  on  the  Delphian  cliff. 

Or  in  Dodona,  and  through  all  the  bounds 

Of  Doric  land :  or  who  with  Saturn  old 

Fled  over  Adria  to  the  Hesperian  fields. 

And  o'er  the  Celtic  roam'd  the  utmost  isles. 

All  these  and  more  came  flocking;  but  with 
looks 
Down-cast  and  damp  ;  yet  such  wherein  appear'd 
Obscure  some  glimpse  of  joy,   to  have  found  dieir 

diief 
Not  in  despair,  to  *ave  found  themselves  not  lost 
In  loss  itself;  which  on  his  countenance  cast 
Like  doubtful  hue  :  but  he,  his  wonted  pride 
Soon  recollecting,  with  high  words,  that  bore 
Semblance  of  worth,  not  substance,  gently  rais  d 
Their  fainting  courage,  and  dispel] 'd  their  fears. 
Tlien  straight  ooromands,  that  at  the  warlike  sound 
bf  trumpets  loud  and  clarions  be  uprear'd 
His  mighty  standard ;  that  proud  honour  claim'd 
Asaxel  as  his  right,  a  cherub  tall ; 
Who  forthwith  from  the  glittering  staff  unfiirl'd 
Tlie  imperial  ensign ;  which,  full  high  sdvanc'd. 
Shone  like  a  meteor  streaming  to  the  wind. 
With  gems  and  golden  lustre  rich  imblas'd, 
Seraphic  arms  and  trophies;  all  the  while 
Sonorous  metal  blowing  martial  sounds: 
At  which  the  universal  host  up-sent 
A  shout,  that  tore  HeU's  concave,  and  beyond 
Frighted  the  reign  of  Chaos  and  old  Night. 
All  in  a  moment  through  the  gloom  were  seen 
Ten  thousand  banners  rise  into  die  air 
With  orient  colours  waving  :  with  them  rose 
A  forest  huge  of  spears ;  and  thronging  helms 
Appear'd,  and  serried  shields  in  thick  array 
Of  depth  immeasurable ;  anon  they  move 
In  perfect  phalanx  to  the  Dorian  mood 
Of  flutes  and  soft  recorders ;  such  as  rais'd 
To  Inghth  of  noblest  temper  heroes  old 
Arming  to  battle ;  and  instead  of  rage 
Deliberate  valour  breath'd,  firm  and  unmov*d 
With  dread  of  death  to  flight  or  foul  retreat : 
Nor  wanting  power  to  mitigate  and  swage 
With  solemn  touches  troubled  thoughts,  and  chase 
Anguish,  and  doubt,  and  fear,  and  sorrow,  and 
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From  mortal  or  immortal  minds.     Thus  thej» 
Breathing  united  force,  with  fixed  thought, 
Mov*d  on  in  silence  to  soft  pipes,  that  cbarm'd 
Hieir  painful  steps  o*er  the  burnt  soil :  and  now 
Adranc*d  in  view  they  stand ;  a  honid  front 
Of  dreadful  length  aiid  daxxling  arms,  in  ffuise 
Of  warriors  old  with  order*d  spear  and  shield ; 
Awaiting  what  command  their  mighty  chief 
Had  to  impose :  |ie  through  the  armed  files 
Darto  his  ezperienc'd  eye,  and  soon  traverse 
The  whole  battalion  views,  their  order  due, 
Tlieir  visages  and  stature  as  of  gods ; 
'llieir  number  last  he  sums.     And  now  his  heart 
Distends  with  pride,  and  hardening  in  his  strengtli 
Glories :  for  never,  since  created  man. 
Met  such  imbodied  force,  as  nam'd  with  tliese 
Could  merit  more  than  that  small  infantry 
Warr*d  on  by  cranes :  though  all  the  giant  brodd 
Of  Fhlegra  with  the  heroic  race  were  join*d 
Tlmt  foi^t  at  Thebes  and  Ilium,  on  each  side 
Miz*d  with  auziliar  gods ;  and  what  respunds 
In  hklt  or  romance  of  Uther's  son 
Begirt  with  British  and  Armoric  knights ; 
And  all  who  since,  baptix'd  or  infidel, 
Jousted  in  Aspramon^  or  Montalban, 
Damaaco,  or  Marocoo,  or  Trebisond, 
Or  whom  Biserta  sent  fVom  Afric  shore, 
When  Charltmain  with  all  his  peerage  fell 
By  Fontarabbia.     Thus  fiu*  these  beyond 
Compare  of  mortal  prowess,  yet  observ'd 
Tlieir  dread  commander :  he,  above  the  rest 
In  shape  and  gesture  proudly  eminent. 
Stood  like  a  tower ;  his  form  had  yet  not  lost 
All  her  original  brightness ;  nor  appear*d 
Less  than  arch-angel  ruin*d,  and  the  excess 
Of  glory  obscur*d :  as  when  the  Sun,  new  risen, 
Lo(&s  through  the  horiiontal  misty  air 
Shorn  of  his  beams ;  or  from  behind  the  Moon, 
In  dimecUpee,  disastrous  twilisht  sheds 
On  half  the  nations,  and  with  tear  of  change 
Perplexes  monarchs.     Darken*d  so,  yet  thont 
Above  them  all  the  arch-angel :  but  his  face 
Deep  scars  oi  thunder  had  mtrenchM ;  and  care 
Sat  on  hu  fiided  cheek,  but  under  brows 
Of  dauntless  courage,  and  considerate  pride 
Waiting  revenge ;  cruel  his  eye,  but  cast 
Signs  (Jrcmone  and  passion,  to  behold 
The  iellows  of  his  crime,  the  followers  rather, 

iFar  other  once  beheld  in  bliss)  condemn*d 
''or  ever  now  to  have  their  lot  in  pain  : 
Millions  of  spirits  for  his  fault  amerc*d 
Of  Heaven,  and  ttom  eternal  splendours  flung 
For  his  revolt,  yet  fiuthftil  how  they  stood. 
Their  glory  withered :  as  when  Heaven's  fire 
Hath  scath'd  the  forest  oaks,  or  mountain  pines, 
With  singed  top  their  stately  growth,  diough  bare, 
Stands  on  the  blasted  heath.    He  now  prepar*d 
To  speak  ;  whereat  their  doubled  ranks  they  bend 
From  wing  to  wing,  and  half  enclose  him  round 
With  all  his  peers :  attention  held  them  mute. 
Thrice  he  assay'd,  and  thrice,  in  spite  of  scorn. 
Tears,  such  as  angels  weep,  burst  forth :  at  last 
Words,  interwove  with  sighs,  fbund  out  their  way. 

«  O  myriads  of  immortal  spirits,  O  powers 
Matchless,  but  with  the  Almighty ;  and  that  strife 
Was  not  inglorious,  though  the  event  was  dire. 
As  this  place  testifies,  and  this  dire  change, 
Hateful  to  utter :  but  what  power  of  miml, 
Foreseeing  or  presaging,  ttom  the  depth 
Of  knowledge  past  or  present,  could  have  fear*d 


How  such  united  force  of  gods,  how  such 

As  stood  like  these,  could  ever  know  repulse  ? 

For  who  can  yet  believe,  though  after  loss, 

Tliat  all  these  puissant  legions,  whose  exile 

Hath  emptied  Heaven,  shall  fail  to  re-ascend 

Self-rais*d,  and  repossess  their  native  seat  ? 

For  me,  be  witness  all  the  host  of  Heaven, 

If  counsels  different,  or  dangers  sfaunn*d 

By  me,  have  lost  our  hopes.      But  he  vrho  reigns 

Monarch  in  Heaven,  till  then  as  one  secure 

Sat  on  his  tluone,  upheld  by  old  repute. 

Consent  or  custom ;  and  his  regal  state 

Put  forth  at  full,  but  still  his  strength  conceard, 

Which  tempted  our  attempt,  and  wrought  our  full. 

Henceforth  his  might  we  know  and  know  our  cwu : 

So  as  not  either  to  provoke,  or  dread 

New  war,  provok*d ;  our  better  part  remains 

To  work  in  close  design,  by  firaud  or  guile, 

Wliat  force  effected  not :  that  he  no  less 

At  length  firom  us  may  find,  who  overcomes 

By  force,  hath  overcome  but  half  his  foe. 

Space  may  produce  new  worlds ;  whereof  so  rife 

There  went  a  fame  in  Heaven  that  he  ere  long 

Intended  to  create,  and  therein  pUmt 

A  generation,  whom  his  choice  regard 

Should  favour  equal  to  the  sons  of  Heaven  : 

Thither,  if  but  to  pry,  shall  be  perhaps 

Our  first  eruption ;  thither  or  elsewhere ; 

For  this  infernal  pit  shall  never  hold 

Celestial  spirits  in  bondage,  nor  the  abyss  . 

Long  under  darkness  cover.     But  these  thoughts 

Full  counsel  must  mature :  peace  is  despair 'd ; 

For  who  can  think  submission?     War,  then,  war. 

Open  or  understood,  must  be  resolv*d.'* 

He  spake :  and,  to  confirm  his  words,  out-fiew 
Millions  of  flaming  swords,  drawn  ttom  the  thighs 
Of  mighty  cherubun ;  the  sudden  blase 
Far  round  illumin'd  Hell :  highly  they  rag*d 
Against  the  Highest,  and  fierce  with  gnaped  arms 
Clashed  on  their  sounding  shields  the  din  of  war. 
Hurling  defiance  toward  the  vault  of  Heaven. 

Hiere  stood  a  hill  not  fiur,  whose  grisly  top 
Belch*d  fire  and  rolling  smoke ;  the  rest  entire 
Slione  with  a  glossy  scurf;  undoubted  sign 
That  in  his  womb  was  hid  metallic  ore. 
The  work  of  sulphur.    Thither,  wing*d  with  speed, 
A  numerous  brigade  hastened :  as  when  bands 
Of  pioneers,  with  spade  and  pick-ax  arm*d. 
Forerun  the  royal  camp,  to  trench  a  field, 
Or  cast  a  rampart.     Mammon  led  them  on : 
Mammon,  the  least  erected  spuit  that  fell 
From  Heaven ;  for  e*en  in  Heaven  his  looks  and 


Were  alwajrs  downward  bent,  admiring  more 
The  riches  of  Heaven's  pavement,  trodden  gold, 
Tlian  aught,  divine  or  holy,  else  ei^joy*d 
In  vision  beatific :  by  him  first 
Men  also,  and  by  hb  suggestion  taught, 
Ransack'd  the  centre,  and  with  impious  hands 
Rifled  the  boweb  of  their  mother  Earth 
For  treasures,  better  hid.     Soon  had  his  crew 
Opened  into  the  hill  a  spacious  wound. 
And  digg*d  out  ribs  of  gold.     Let  none  admire 
Tliat  riches  grow  in  HeU ;  that  soil  may  best 
Deserve  the  precious  bane.     And  here  let  those, 
Who  boast  in  mortal  things,  and  wondering  tell 
Of  Bahel,  and  the  works  of  Memphian  kii^, 
Learn  how  their  greatest  monumenta  of  fame, 
And  strength  and  art,  are  easily  out-done 
By  spirita  reprobate,  and  in  an  hour 
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What  in  an  age  thej  witfi  incesMuit  toil 

And  hands  innumenble  scarce  perform. 

Nigh  on  the  pkin,  in  many  cells  prepar'd, 

Tbit  underneath  had  veins  of  liquid  fire 

Snic'd  from  the  lake,  a  second  multitude 

With  woodennis  art  founded  the  massy  ore, 

Serering  each  kind,  and  scumm'd  the  bullion  dross: 

A  third  as  soon  had  form*d  within  the  ground 

A  various  mould,  and  IVom  tlie  boiling  cells. 

By  strange  conveyance,  fiird  each  hollow  nook ; 

As  in  an  organ,  ftom  one  blast  of  wind. 

To  many  a  row  of  pipes  the  sound-board  breathes. 

Anon,  out  of  the  earth  a  fabric  huge 

Boie  like  an  exhalation,  with  the  sound 

Of  dulcet  symphonies  and  voices  sweet, 

Boih  like  a  temple,  where  pilasters  round 

Were  set,  and  Doric  pillars  overlaid 

With  golden  architrave ;  nor  did  there  'wnnt 

Cornice  or  frieze,  with  bossy  sculptures  grraven : 

The  roof  was  fretted  gold.     Not  Babylon, 

Nor  great  Alcairo,  such  magnificence' 

Equall'd  in  all  their  glories,  to  enshrine 

Bans  or  Serapis  their  gods,  or  seat 

Their  kings,  when  Egypt  with  Assyria  strove 

In  wealth  and  luxury.     The  ascending  pile 

Stood  fiz'd  her  stately  height:    and  straight  the 

doors, 
Opening  tiieir  brazen  folds,  discover,  wide 
Within,  her  ample  spaces,  o*er  tlie  smooth 
And  IcTa  pavement  j  from  me  arched  roof 
Fndent  by  subtle  magic  many  a  row 
Of  starry  lamps  and  blazing  cressets,  fed 
With  Naphtha  and  Asphaltus,  yielded  light 
As  from  a  sky.     The  hasty  multitude 
Admiring  entcr*d ;  and  the  work  some  praise, 
And  some  the  architect ;  his  hand  was  known 
In  Heaven  by  many  a  tower'd  structure  hi^ 
Where  acepter'd  angels  held  their  residence. 
And  sat  as  princes ;  whom  the  supreme  king 
Ezahcd  to  sudi  power,  and  gave  to  rule, 
Each  in  his  hiervchy,  the  orders  bright. 
Nor  vraa  his  name  unheard,  or  unador'd, 
la  ancient  Greece ;  and  in  Ausonian  land 
Men  call'd  him  Muldber ;  and  how  he  fell 
Fran  Heaiven,  they  fabled,  thrown  by  angry  Jove 
Smct  o*er  the  crystal  battlements :  from  mom 
To  noon  be  fell,  from  noon  to  dewy  eve, 
A  summer's  day ;  and  with  the  setting  Sun 
Bnpc  from  the  zenith  like  a  falling  star, 
On  Lemnoa  tlie  JEgean  isle :  tlius  they  relate, 
JBiring ;  lor  he  vrith  this  rebellious  rout 
Fen  ing  before ;  nor  aught  availM  him  now 
To  have  built  in  Heaven  higli  towers ;  nor  did  he 

'scape 
By  aH  his  engines,  but  was  headlong  sent 
Wiih  his  industrious  crew,  to  build  in  Hell. 

Meanwhile  the  winged  heralds,  by  command 
Of  sonan  power,  with  awful  ceremony 
And  trumpet's  sound,  throughout  the  host  proclaim 
A  solcnui  council,  forthwith  to  be  held 
At  Fndcmaoium ;  the  high  capital 
Of  Satan  and  his  peers ;  their  summons  call'd 
¥tmu  eraj  band  and  squared  regiment 
By  place  or  choice  the  worthiest ;  they  anon, 
Widi  fanndreds  and  vrith  thousands,  trooping  came, 
Atifded  :  all  access  was  throng'd  :  the  gates 
And  pordies  wide,  but  chief  the  spacious  hall 
(Though  fike  a  corer'd  field,  where  champions  bold 
Waac  fide  in  arm'd,  -and  at  the  Soldan's  chair 
Defied  tfte  best  of  Ftaim  chivairy 


To  mortal  combat,  or  career  with  lance) 

Thick  swarm'd,  both  on  the  ground  and  in  the  air 

Brush*d  with  the  hiss  of  rustling  wings.     As  bees 

In  spring  time,  when  the  Sun  with  Taurus  rides. 

Pour  forth  their  populous  youth  about  the  hive 

In  clusters ;  they  among  fVesh  dews  and  flowers 

Fly  to  and  fro,  or  on  the  smoothed  plank, 

The  suburb  of  their  straw-built  citadel, 

New  rubb'd  with  halm,  expatiate  and  confer 

Hieir  state  affairs.     So  thick  the  aery  croud 

Swarm'd  and  were  8traiten*d ;  till,  the  signal  given. 

Behold  a  wonder !  They  but  now  who  seem'd 

In  bigness  to  surpass  Earth's  giant  sons, 

Now  less  than  smallest  dwarfs,  in  narrow  room 

Hirong  numberless,  like  that  pygmean  race 

Beyond  the  Indian  mount ;  or  &eiy  elves, 

Whose  midnight  revels,  by  a  forest  side 

Or  fountain,  some  belated  peasant  sees. 

Or  dreams  he  sees  while  over-head  the  Moon 

Sits  arbitrcss,  and  nearer  to  the  Earth 

Wheels  her  pale  course ;  they,  on  their  mirth  and 

dance 
Intent,  with  jocund  music  charm  his  ear ; 
At  once  with  joy  and  fear  his  heart  rebounds. 
Hius  incorporeal  spirits  to  smallest  forms 
Reduce  their  shapes  immense,  and  were  at  large, 
Hiough  without  number  still,  amidst  the  hall 
Of  that  infernal  court.     But  frr  within. 
And  in  their  own  dimensions,  like  themselves. 
The  great  seraphic  lords  and  cherubim 
In  close  recess  and  secret  conclave  sat ; 
A  thousand  demi-gods  on  golden  seats, 
Frequent  and  full.     After  short  silence  then. 
And  summons  read,  the  great  cxMisult  began. 


Book  II. 

The  Argument. 

The  consultation  begun,  Satan  debates  whether  an- 
other  battle  be  to  be  hazarded  for  the  recovery  of 
Heaven :  some  advise  it,  others  dissuade :  a 
third  proposal  is  preferred,  mentioned  before  by 
Satan,  to  search  the  truth  of  that  pro^diecy  or 
tradition  in  Heaven  concerning  another  world, 
and  another  kind  of  creature  equal  or  not  mucli 
inferior  to  themselves,  about  this  time  to  be 
created.  Their  doubt,  who  shall  be  sent  on  this 
difficult  search;  Satan  their  chief  undertakes 
alone  the  voyage,  is  honoured  and  applauded. 
Tlie  council  thus  ended,  the  rest  betake  them 
several  ways,  and  to  several  employments,  as 
their  inclinations  lead  them,  to  entertain  the  time 
till  Satan  return.  He  passes  on  his  journey  to 
Hell  gates ;  finds  them  shut,  and  who  sat  there 
to  guiurd  them;  by  whom  at  length  they  are 
opened,  and  discover  to  him  the  great  gulf  be- 
tween  Hell  and  Heaven ;  with  what  difficulty  he 
passes  through,  directed  by  Chaos,  the  power  of 
that  place,  to  the  sight  of  this  new  worid  which 
besought. 

High  on  a  throne  of  royal  state,  which  fkr 
Outshone  the  wealth  of  Ormns  and  of  Ind, 
Or  where  the  gorgeous  East  with  richest  hand 
Showers  on  her  kmgs  barbaric  pearl  and  gold, 
Satin  exalted  sat,  by  merit  rais'd 
To  that  bad  eminence :  and,  firom  despair 
Thua  high  uplifM  beyond  hope,  araiwa 


96 


MILTON. 


Book  II. 


Beyond  thus  high,'  iiuAtiale  to  pursue 

Vain  war  with  Heaven,  and,  l^  success  untaught. 

His  proud  imaginations  thus  display*d. ' 

**  Powers  and  dominions,  deities  of  Heaven ; 
For  since  no  deep  within  her  gulf  can  hold 
Immortal  vigour,  though  oppressed  and  Ml'n, 
I  give  not  Heaven  for  lost     From  thu  descent 
Celestial  virtues  rising,  will  appear 
More  glorious  and  more  dread  than  from  no  fSdl, 
And  trust  themselves  to  fear  no  second  fate. 
Me  though  just  right,  and  the  fix*d  laws  of  Heaven, 
Did  first  create  your  leader ;  next,  free  choice, 
With  what  besides,  in  counsel  or  in  fight. 
Hath  been  achiev*d  of  merit ;  yet  this  loss, 
llnis  fu  at  least  recover*d,  hatli  much  more 
Established  in  a  safe  unenvied  throne. 
Yielded  with  full  consent.     Hie  happier  state 
In  Heaven,  which  follows  dignity,  might  draw 
Envy  from  each  inferior ;  but  who  here 
Wni  envy  whom  the  highest  place  exposes 
Foremost  to  stand  against  the  Tliunderer's  aim, 
Your  bulwark,  and  condemns  to  greatest  share 
Of  endless  pain  ?  Where  there  is  then  no  good 
For  which  to  strive,  no  strife  can  grow  up  there 
From  faction  ;  for  none  sure  will  claim  in  Hell 
IVecedencc,  none  whose  portion  is  so  small 
Of  present  pain,  that  with  ambitious  mind 
Will  covet  more.     With  this  advantage  then 
To  union,  and  firm  faith,  and  firm  accord. 
More  than  can  be  in  Heaven,  we  now  return 
To  claim  our  just  inheritance  of  old. 
Surer  to  prosper  than  prosperity 
Could  have  assur'd  us ;  and,  by  what  best  way. 
Whether  of  open  war,  or  covert  guile, 
We  now  debate ;  who  can  advise,  may  speak.*' 

He  ceas*d ;  and  next  him  Moloch,  scepter*d  king, 
Stood  up,  the  strongest  and  the  fiercest  spirit 
That  fought  in  Heaven,  now  fiercer  by  despair : 
His  trust  was  witli  the  Eternal  to  be  deem*d 
Equal  in  strengtli ;  and  rather  than  be  less 
Car*d  not  to  be  at  all ;  with  that  care  lost 
Went  all  his  fear :  of  God,  or  Hell,  or  worse, 
He  reck*d  not;  and  these  words  thereafter  spake. 

''  My  sentence  is  for  open  war :  of  wiles. 
More  unezpert,  I  boast  not :  them  let  those 
Contrive  who  need,  or  when  they  need,  not  now. 
For,  while  they  sit  contriring,  shall  the  rest. 
Millions  that  stand  in  arms,  and  longing  wait 
The  signal  to  ascend,  sit  lingering  here 
Heaven's  fugitives,  and  for  their  awelling.place 
Accept  this  dark  opprobrious  den  of  shame. 
The  prison  of  his  tyranny  who  reigns 
By  our  delay  ?  No,  let  us  rather  choose, 
Ann*d  with  Hell  flames  and  fury,  all  at  once, 
0*er  Heaven*s  high  towers  to  force  resistless  way, 
Turning  our  tortures  into  horrid  arms 
Against  the  torturer ;  when  to  meet  the  noise 
Of  his  almighty  engine  he  shall  hear 
Infernal  thunder ;  and,  for  lishtning,  see 
Black  fire  and  horrour  shot  with  equal  rage 
Among  his  angels ;  and  his  throne  itself 
Miz*d  with  Tartarean  sulphur,  and  strange  fire, 
His  own  invented  torments.     But  perhaps 
The  way  .seems  difficult  and  steep  to  scale 
With  upright  wing  against  a  higher  foe. 
Let  such  bethink  them,  if  tiie  sleepy  drench 
Of  that  forgetful  lake  benumn  not  still. 
That  in  our  proper  motion  we  ascend 
Up  to  our  native  seat ;  descent  and  fall 
To  us  is  adverse.     Who  but  felt  c^  late, 


When  the  fierst  fbt  hung  on  our  broken  rear 
Insulting,  and  pursued  us  through  the  deep. 
With  what  compulsion  and  laborious  flight 
We  sunk  thus  low  ?  The  ascent  is  easy  then  ; 
The  event  is  fear*d ;  should  we  again  provoke 
Our  stronger,  some  worse  way  his  wrath  may  find 
To  our  destruction ;  if  there  be  in  Hell 
Fear  to  be  worse  destroy*d :  what  can  be  worse 
Than  to  dwell  here,  driven  out  from  bliss,  con- 

denm*d 
In  this  abhorred  deep  to  utter  woe ; 
Where  pain  of  unextinguishable  fire 
Must  exercise  us  without  hope  of  end, 
The  vassals  of  his  anger,  when  the  scourge 
Inexorably,  and  the  torturing  hour, 
Calls  us  to  penance  ?  More  destroy*d  than  thus. 
We  should  be  quite  abolish*d,  and  expire. 
What  fear  we  then  ?  what  doubt  we  to  incense 
His  utmost  ire  ?  which,  to  the  height  enrag*d. 
Will  either  quite  consume  us,  and  reduce 
To  nothing  this  essential ;  happier  far 
Than  miserable  to  have  eternal  being : 
Or,  if  our  substance  be  indeed  divine. 
And  cannot  cease  to  be,  we  are  at  worst 
On  this  side  nothing ;  and  by  proof  we  feel 
Our  power  sufficient  to  disturb  his  Heaven, 
And  with  perpetual  inroads  to  alarm. 
Though  inaccessible,  his  fatal  throne : 
Which,  if  not  victory,  is  yet  revenge." 

He  ended  frowning^  and  his  look  denounc*d 
Deq>erate  revenge,  and  battle  dangerous 
To  lest  than  go£.     On  th*  other  side  up-rose 
Belial,  in  act  more  graceful  and  humane : 
A  fairer  person  lost  not  Heaven  ;  he  seem'd 
For  dignity  compos*d,  and  high  exploit : 
But  all  was  false  and  hollow ;  though  his  tongue 
Dropt  manna,  and  could  make  the  worse  appear 
The  better  reason,  to  perplex  and  dash 
Maturest  counsels ;  for  his  thoughts  were  low 
To  vice  industrious,  but  to  nobler  deeds 
Tim'rous  and  slothful :  yet  he  pleas*d  the  ear, 
And  with  persuasive  accent  thus  began. 

"  I  should  be  much  for  open  war,  O  peers. 
As  not  behind  in  hate ;  if  what  was  urg*d 
Main  reason  to  persuade  immediate  war. 
Did  not  dissuade  me  most,  and  seem  to  cast 
Ominous  conjecture  on  the  whole  success ; 
When  he,  who  most  excels  in  iut  of  arms. 
In  what  he  counsels,  and  in  what  excels, 
Mistrustful,  grounds  his  courage  on  despair 
And  utter  dissolution,  as  the  scope 
Of  all  his  aim,  after  some  dire  revenge. 
First,  what  revenge  ?     The  towers  of  Heaven  tac9 

fiU*d 
With  arm*d  watch,  that  render  all  access 
Impregnable :  oft  on  the  bordering  deep 
Encamp  their  legions ;  or,  with  obscure  wing. 
Scout  far  and  wide  into  the  realm  of  night, 
Scorning  surprise.     Or  could  we  break  our  way 
By  force,  and  at  our  heels  all  Hell  should  rise 
With  blackest  insurrection,  to  confound 
Heaven's  purest  light :  yet  our  great  enemy 
All  incorruptible,  would  on  his  throne 
Sit  unpolluted ;  and  the  ethereal  mould 
Incapable  of  stain,  would  soon  expel 
Her  mischief,  and  purge  off  the  baser  fire. 
Victorious.     Thus  repuls'd,  our  final  hope 
Is  flat  despair :  we  must  exasperate 
Hie  almighty  victor  to  spend  all  his  rage. 
And  that  must  end  us ;  that  mvst  be  oiur  cure, 
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To  be  DO  more.     Sad  cure !  for  wiio  would  lose, 
Though  full  of  pain,  this  intellectual  being, 
Ihoae  thoughts  that  wander  through  eternity, 
To  perish  rather,  swallow'd  up  ai^  lost 
In  tiw  wide  womb  of  uncreated  night. 
Devoid  of  sense  and  motion?     And  who  knows. 
Let  this  be  good,  whether  our  angry  foe 
Can  give  it,  or  will  erer  ?  how  be  can. 
Is  doubtful ;  diat  he  never  will,  is  sure. 
Will  be,  so  wise,  let  loose  at  once  his  ire, 
Bdike  through  impotence,  or  unaware. 
To  giTe  his  enemies  their  wish,  and  end 
Them  in  his  anger,  whom  his  anger  saves 
To  punish  endless?     Wherefore  cease  we  then  ? 
Say  they  who  counsel  war,  we  are  decreed, 
Rcserr*d,  and  destined  to  eternal  woe ; 
Wfaaterer  doing,  what  can  we  suffer  more. 
What  can  we  suffer  worse  ?     Is  this  then  worst. 
Thus  sitting  thus  consulting,  thus  in  arms  ? 
What,  when  we  fled  amain,  pursued,  and  strudc 
Wttfa  Heaven's  afflicting  thunder,  and  besought 
The  deep  to  shelter  us?  diis  Hell  (ben  seem'd 
A  refuge  finom  those  wounds ;  or  when  we  lay 
Chain'd  on  the  burning  lake  ?  that  sure  was  worse. 
What  if  die  breath,  that  kindled  those  grim  firo, 
AwBk*d,  should  blow  them  into  sevenfold  rage. 
And  plunge  us  in  the  flames  ?  or,  from  above, 
Sioald  intermitted  vengeance  arm  again 
His  red  right  hand  to  ^ague  us?    What  if  all 
Her  stares  were  opened,  and  this  firmament 
Of  Hell  should  spoat  her  cataracts  of  fire. 
Impendent  borrours,  threatening  hideous  fall 
One  day  upon  our  heads ;  while  we  perhaps, 
Designing  or  exhorting  glorious  war. 
Caught  in  a  fiery  tempest  shall  be  burrd 
Each  on  his  rock  transfix*d,  the  sport  and  prey 
Of  wracking  whirlwinds ;  or  for  ever  sunk 
Under  jron  boiling  ocean,  wrapt  in  chains : 
HiCTe  to  oonirerse  with  everlasting  groans, 
Unrespited,  unpitied,  unrepriev'd. 
Ages  of  hopeless  end?     Tl^s  would  be  worse. 
War  therefore,  open  or  conceal*d,  alike 
My  voice  diOTiiades  ;  for  what  can  force  or  guile 
With  htm,  or  who  deceive  his  mind,  whose  eye 
Views  all  things  at  one  yiew  ?    He  from  Heaven's 

height 
All  these  our  motions  vain  see^  and  derides ; 
Not  more  almighty  to  resist  our  might 
Than  wise  to  fhistxate  all  our  plots  and  wiles. 
Shall  we  then  live  thus  vile,  the  race  of  Heaven 
Thos  trampled,  thus  expell*d  to  suffer  here 
CbaiDs    and    these  torments?   better   these  than 


By  my  advice ;  since  fate  inevitable 
ftnbdpfs  us,  and  omnipotent  decree, 
The  victor's  wilL     To  suffer,  as  to  do. 
Oar  sUeugUi  is  equal,  nor  the  law  unjust 
Ihat  so  ordains :  this  was  at  first  resolv'd. 
If  we  were  wise,  against  so  great  a  foe 
Coofteodtng,  and  so  doubtful  what  might  falL 
I  laugh,  when  those  who  at  the  spear  are  bold 
And  venturous,  if  that  fail  them,  shrink  and  fear 
What  yet  they  know  must  follow,  to  endure 
Exile,  or  ignominy,  or  bonds,  or  pain, 
Ihe  sentence  of  their  conqueror :  this  is  now 
Oar  doom ;  which  if  we  can  sustain  and  bear, 
Oar  suptenie  foe  in  time  may  much  remit 
His  anger ;  and  perhaps,  thus  far  remov'd, 
Kotaiad  oa  not  offending,  satisfied 
Widi  what  is  puoish'd ;  v^ence  these  raging  fires 


Will  sUicken,  if  his  breath  stir  not  their  flames. 

Our  purer  essence  then  will  overcome 

Tlieir  noxious  vapour ;  or,  inur'd,  not  foel ; 

Or,  chang'd  at  length,  and  to  the  place  confbrm'd 

In  temper  and  in  nature,  will  receive 

Familiar  the  fierce  heat,  and  void  of  pain ; 

This  horrour  will  grow  mfld,  this  daricnoss  light ; 

Besides  what  hope  the  never..ending  flight 

Of  future  days  may  bring,   what   chance,    what 

change 
Worth  waiting ;  since  our  present  lot  appears 
For  happy  thmigh  but  ill,  for  ill  not  worst. 
If  we  procure  not  to  ourselves  more  woe." 

T^us  Belial,  with  words  doth'd  in  reason's  garb, 
Counsell'd  ignoble  ease,  and  peaceful  sloth. 
Not  peace :  and  after  him  thus  Mammon  spake. 
**  Either  to  disenthrone  the  King  of  Heaven 
We  war,  if  war  be  best,  or  to  regain 
Our  own  right  lost :  him  to  unthrone  we  then 
May  liope,  when  everlasting  Fate  shall  yield 
To  fickle  Chance,  and  Chaos  judge  the  strife : 
Tlvi  former,  vain  to  hope,  argues  as  vain 
Hie  latter  *.  for  what  place  can  be  for  us 
Within  Heaven's  bound,  unless  Heaven's  Lord 

sujH^eme 
We  overpower  ?     Suppose  he  should  relent. 
And  publish  grace  to  idl,  on  promise  made 
Of  new  subjection ;  with  what  eyes  could  we 
Stand  in  his  presence  humble,  and  receive 
Strict  laws  impos'd,  to  celebrate  his  throne 
With  warbled  hymns,  and  to  hu  Godhead  sing 
Forc'd  Halleluiahs ;  while  he  lordly  sits 
Our  envied  sovran,  and  his  altar  breathes 
Ambrosial  odours  and  ambrosial  flowers. 
Our  servile  offerings  ?     This  mus(  be  our  task 
In  Heaven,  this  our  delight !  how  wearisoma 
Eternity  so  spent,  in  worship  paid 
To  whom  we  hate !     Let  us  not  then  pursue 
By  force  impossible,  by  leave  obtain 'd 
Unaoceptable,  though  in  Heaven,  our  state 
Of  f  plendid  vassalage ;  but  rather  seek 
Our  own  good  from  ourselves,  and  from  our  own 
Live  to  ourselves,  though  in  this  vast  receas, 
Free,  and  to  none  accountable,  preferring 
Hard  liberty  before  the  easy  yoke 
Of  servile  pomp.     Our  greatness  vriU  appear 
Then  most  conspicuous,  when  great   things    of 

small. 
Useful  of  hurtful,  prosperous  of  adverse 
We  can  create ;  and  in  what  place  so  e*er 
Thrive  under  evil,  and  work  ease  out  of  pain, 
Through  kbour  and  endurance.     This  deep  world 
Of  dancness  do  we  dread  ?     How  oft  amidst 
Thick  clouds  and  dark  doth  Heaven's  all-ruIJng 

Sire 
Choose  to  reside,  his  glory  unobscur'd. 
And  with  the  majesty  of  darkness  round 
Covers  his  throne;  from  whence  deep  thunders 

roar 
Mustering  their  rage,  and  Heaven  resembles  Hell? 
As  he  our  darkness,  cannot  we  his  light 
Imitate  when  we  please  ?     Tliis  desert  soil 
Wants  not  her  hidden  lustre,  gems  and  gold : 
Nor  want  we  skill  or  art,  from  whence  to  raise 
Magnificence ;  and  what  can  Heaven  show  more  ? 
Our  torments  also  may  in  length  of  time 
Become  our  elements ;  these  piercing  fires 
As  soft  as  now  severe,  our  temper,  chang'd 
Into  their  temper ;  which  must  needs  remov^ 
The  sensible  <k  pain.     All  things  invite 
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To  peaceful  counaeb,  and  tba  lettled  state 
Of  order,  how  in  safety  best  we  may 
Compose  our  present  evila,  with  regard 
Of  what  we  are,  and  were ;  dismissing  quite 
All  thoughts  of  war.     Ye  have  what  I  advise.*' 
He  scarce  had  finish'd,   when    such   murmur 

fiU*d 
The  assembly,  as  when  hollow  rocks  retain 
Hie  sound  of  blustering  winds,  which  all  night 

long 
Had  rous*d  the  sea,  now  with  hoarse  cadence  lull 
Sea-faiing  men  o'erwatch*d,  whose  bark  by  chance 
Or  pinnace  anchors  in  a  craggy  bay 
After  the  tempest :  such  applause  was  heard 
As  Mammon  ended,  and  his  sentence  pleas*d, 
Advising  peace :  for  such  another  field 
They  dreaded  worse  than  Hell :   so  much  the  fear 
Of  thunder  and  the  sword  of  Michael 
Wrought  still  within  them,  and  no  less  deare 
To  found  this  nether  empire,  which  might  rise 
By  policy,  and  long  process  of  time. 
In  emulation  opposite  to  Heaven. 
Which  when  Beiflzebub  perceivM,  than  whom 
Satan  except,  none  higher  sat,  with  grave 
Aspect  he  rose,  and  in  his  rising  seem*d 
A  pillar  of  state  ;  deep  an  his  front  engraven 
I>eIibcration  sat,  and  public  care ; 
And  princely  counsel  in  his  fiice  yet  shone. 
Majestic,  though  in  ruin :  sage  he  stood 
With  Atlantean  shoulders  fit  to  bear 
The  weight  of  mightiest  monardiies ;  his  look 
Drew  audience  and  attention  stfll  as  night 
Or  summer's  noon-tide  air,  while  thus  he  spake. 
«  Thrones  and  imperial  powers,  ofi&pring   of 

Heaven, 
Ethereal  virtues :  or  these  titles  now 
Must  we  renounce,  and,  changing  style,  be  call'd 
Princes  of  Hell  ?  for  so  the  populur  vote 
Inclines  here  to  continue,  and  build  up  here 
A  growing  empire ;  doubtless ;  while  we  dream. 
And  know  not  that  the  King  of  Heaven  hath  doom'd 
Hiis  place  our  dungeon ;  not  our  safe  retreat 
Beyond  his  potent  arm,  to  live  exempt 
From  Heaven's  high  jurisdiction,  in  new  league 
Banded  against  his  throne,  but  to  remain 
In  strictest  bondage,  though  thus  far  remov'd 
Under  the  inevitable  curb,  reserv'd 
His  captive  multitude :  fcir  he,  be  sure. 
In  height  or  depth,  still  first  and  last  will  reign 
Sole  kmg,  and  of  his  kingdom  lose  no  part 
By  our  revolt ;  but  over  Hell  extend 
His  empire,  and  with  iron  sceptre  rule 
Us  here,  as  with  his  golden  those  in  Heavea 
What  sit  we  then  projecting  peace  and  war  ? 
War  hath  detennin*d  us,  SLnd  fdU'd  witii  loss 
Irreparable :  terms  <rf  peace  yet  none 
Vouchsaf'd  or  sought;  for  what   peace  will  be 

ffiven 
To  us  enslav'd,  but  custody  severe 
And  stripes,  and  arbitrsiy  punishment 
Inflicted  ?  and  what  peace  can  we  return. 
But  to  our  power  hostility  and  hate, 
Untam'd  reluctance,  and  revenge,  diougfa  slow, 
Tet  ever  plotting  how  the  conqueror  least 
May  reap  his  conquest,  and  may  least  rejoice 
In  doinff  what  we  most  in  suffering  feel  ? 
Nor  wilT  occasion  want,  nor  dudl  we  need 
With  dangerous  expedition  to  invade 
Heaven,  whose  high  walls  fear  no  assault  or  siege, 
Or  ambush  finom  the  deep.     What  if  we  find 
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Some  easier  enterprise  ?    There  is  a  place, 

(If  ancient  and  prophetic  fiune  in  Heaven 

krr  not)  another  world,  the  hiqypy  setf 

Of  some  new  race  call'd  Man,  about  this  |inie 

To  be  created  like  to  us,  though  less 

In  power  and  excellence,  but  fevour'd  more 

Of  him  who  rules  above ;  so  was  his  vrill 

Pronounc'd  among  the  gods,  and  by  an  oath, 

Iliat  shook  Heaven's  whole  circumference,  oon- 

firm'd. 
Thither  let  us  bend  all  our  thoughts,  to  learn 
What  creatures  there  inhabit,  of  what  mould 
Or  substance,  how  endued,  and  what  their  power. 
And  where  their  weakness,  how  attempted  best. 
By  force  or  subtlety.     Hiough  Heaven  be  shut. 
And  Heaven's  high  Arbitrator  sit  secure 
In  his  own  strength,  this  place  may  lie  expos'd. 
The  utmost  border  of  his  kingdom,  left 
To  their  defence  who  hold  it :  here  pertiaps 
Some  advantageous  act  may  be  achiev'd 
By  sudden  onset ;  either  witli  Hell  fire 
To  waste  his  whole  creation,  or  possess 
All  as  our  own,  and  drive,  as  we  were  driven. 
The  puny  halntsnts,  or,  if  not  drive. 
Seduce  tiiem  to  our  parW,  that  their  God 
May  prove  their  foe,  and  with  repenting  hand 
Abolish  his  own  works*     Hiis  would  surpass 
Common  revenge,  and  interrupt  his  joy 
In  our  conftiaion,  and  our  joy  upraise 
In  his  disturbance ;  when  his  darling  soni^ 
Hurl'd  headlong  to  partake  with  us,  shall  curse 
Their  frail  original,  and  fiuled  bliss. 
Faded  so  soon.     Advise,  if  thb  be  worth 
Attempting,  or  to  sit  in  darkness  here 
Hatching  vain  empires."     Thus  Beekebiib 
Pleaded  hb  devilidi  counsel,  first  devis'd 
By  Satan,  and  in  part  propos'd ;  for  whence, 
But  from  the  author  of  all  fll,  could  spring 
So  deep  a  malice^  to  confound  the  race 
Of  mankind  in  one  root,  and  Earth  with  Hell 
To  mingle  and  involve^  done  all  to  spite 
Hie  great  Creator?     But  their  spite  still  serves 
His  glory  to  augment.     The  bold  design 
Pleas'd  hi^y  those  infernal  states,  and  joy 
Sparkled  in  all  their  eyes  ;  vrith  ftdl  assent 
lliey  vote :  whereat  his  speech  he  thus  renews. 

"  Well  have  ye  judg'd,  well  ended  long  debate^ 
Synod  of  gods,  and,  like  to  what  ye  are. 
Great  things  resdv'd,  which,  from  the  lowest  deep. 
Will  once  more  lift  us  up,  in  spite  of  fate, 
Nearer  our  ancient  seat ;  perhaps  in  view 
Of  those  bright  confines,  whence,  with  neighbour- 

ingarms 
And  opportune  excursion,  wc  may  chance 
Re-enter  Heaven :  or  else  in  some  mild  sone 
Dwell,  not  unvisited  of  Heaven's  fair  light, 
Secure ;  and  at  the  brightening  orient  beam 
Purge  ofi*  this  gloom  :  the  soft  delicious  air. 
To  heal  the  scar  of  these  corrosive  fires. 
Shall  breathe  her  bahn.     But  first  whom  shall  we 

send 
In  search  of  this  new  world?  whom  shall  we  find 
Suflident?  who  shall  tempt  with  vrandering  feet 
The  dark  unbottom'd  infinite  abyss. 
And  through  the  palpable  obscure  find  out 
His  uncouth  way,  or  spread  his  aery  flight 
Upborne  widi  indefatigable  vrings 
Over  the  vast  abrupt,  ere  he  arrive 
The  happy  isle?     What  strength,  what  art  can 

then 
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Suffice,  or  wbat  evanon  bear  him  afe 
Tbrough  the  strict  senterics  and  stations  thick 
Of  angels  watching  round?     Here  he  had  need 
AU  circumspection^  and  we  now  no  less 
Choice  in  our  suffrage ;  for,  on  whom  we  send, 
The  weight  of  all  and  our  last  hope  relies.** 

This  said,  he  sat ;  and  expectation  held 
His  look  suspense,  awaiting  who  appear*d 
To  scc<ind,  or  oppose,  or  undertake 
The  perilous  attempt :  but  all  sit  mute, 
Pondering  the  danger  with  deep  thou^its;  and 

each 
In  other's  countenance  laad  his  own  dismay 
Astonish'd :  none  amonc  the  choice  and  prime 
Of  those    HeaTen-wamng    chanqiions  could   be 

found 
So  haidj,  as  to  jnioffer  or  accept. 
Alone,  the  dreadful  rojage ;  till  at  last 
Satan,  whom  now  transcendent  glory  iais*d 
Above  his  fellows,  with  monarchal  pride, 
Conscious  of  highest  worth,  unmo?*d  thus  spake. 

**  O  progeny  of  Heaven,  empyreal  thrones, 
With  reuon  hath  deep  silence  and  demur 
Seb'd  us,  tiiough  und&sroay*d.     Long  is  the  way 
And  hard,  that  out  of  Hell  leads  up  to  Ught : 
Our  prison  strong ;  this  huge  convex  of  fire, 
Outrageous  to  devour,  immures  us  round 
Ninefold ;  and  gates  of  burning  adamant, 
Barr'd  over  us,  prohibit  all  egress. 
These  pass'd,  tf  any  pass,  the  void  profound 
Of  uneswtttial  Night  receives  him  next 
Wide  goring,  and  with  utter  loss  of  being 
Hveatens  faim,  plung'd  in  that  abortive  gulf. 
Vthence  he  'scape  into  whatever  world. 
Or  unknown  region,  what  remains  him  less 
Than  unknown  dangers,  and  as  hard  escape  ? 
But  I  should  iU  be^me  this  throne,  O  peers, 
And  Ais  imperial  sovranty,  adom'd 
With  splendour,  arm*d  with  power,  if  aught  pro- 

pos'd 
And  iudg*d  of  public  moment,  in  the  shape 
Of  difficulty,  or  danger,  could  deter 
Me  from  attempting.     llVherefore  do  I  assume 
These  royalties,  and  not  refuse  to  reign, 
Bcfosing  to  accept  as  great  a  share 
Of  haxaid  as  of  honour,  due  alike 
To  him  who  reigns,  and  so  much  to  him  due 
Of  hazard  more,  as  he  above  the  rest 
Hi^  honour'd  sits?  Go  therefore,  mighty  powers, 
Tcrrour  of    Heaven,    though  ikirn;    intend   at 

home. 
While  here  shall  be  our  home,  what  best  may  ease 
Tlie  present  misery,  and  render  Hell 
More  toleiable ;  if  there  be  cure  or  charm 
To  respite,  or  deceive,  or  slack  the  pain 
Of  this  ill  mansion  :  intermit  no  watch 
Against  a  wakefol  foe,  while  I  abroad 
Throu^  all  the  coasts  of  dark  destruction  seek 
Ddrrersnce  for  us  all :  this  enterprise 
Kone  diall  partake  with  me.**     Thus  saying  rose 
Ihc  monarch,  and  prevented  all  reply ;    « 
IVndent,  lest,  from  his  resolution  nds*d, 
dfaera  anKmg  the  chief  mi^t  offer  now 
(Certain  to  be  refus'd)  what  erst  they  fear'd ; 
And,  90  rclbs'd,  mi^  in  opinion  stand 
His  rivals  ;  winning  cheap  the  high  repute, 
Wbkh  he  dmmg^  haxard  huge  must  earn.     But 

they 
Ditaded  not  more  the  adventure,  than  his  voice 
foAAUaa^ ;  and  at  once  wiA  him  they  rose : 


Hieir  rising  all  at  once,  was  as  the  sound 

Of  thunder  heard  remote.     Towards  him  they  bend 

With  awful  reverence  prone ;  and  as  a  god 

Extol  him  equal  to  the  Highest  in  Heaven : 

Nor  fiiilM  they  to  express  how  much  they  prais'd. 

That  for  the  general  safety  he  despis*d 

His  own :  for  neither  do  the  spirits  damn'd 

Lose  all  theb*  rirtue ;  lest  bad  men  should  boast 

Their  q>ecious  deeds  on  Earth  which  glory  excites, 

Or  close  ambition,  vamish'd  o'er  with  seal. 

Thus  they  their  doubtful  consultations  dark 

Ended,  njoidng  in  thor  matchless  chief: 

As  when  from  mountain-tops  the  dusky  clouds 

Ascending,  whOe  the  north-wind  sleeps,  o'erspread 

Heaven's  cheerful  face,  the  louring  element 

Scowls  o'er  the  darken'd  landskip  snow,  or  shower ; 

If  chance  the  radiant  Sun  with  farewell  sweet 

Extend  his  evening-beam,  the  fields  revive, 

Tlie  birds  their  notes  renew,  and  bleating  herds 

Attest  their  joy,  that  hill  and  valley  rings. 

O  shame  to  men !  devil  with  devil  damn'd 

Firm  concord  holds,  men  only  disagree 

Of  creatures  rational,  though  under  hope 

Of  heavenly  grace :  and«  God  prodaJming  peace, 

Tet  live  in  birred,  enmity,  and  strife. 

Among  themsdves*  and  levy  cruel  wars, 

Wasting  the  Earth,  each  other  to  destroy : 

As  if  (which  might  induce  us  to  accord) 

Man  had  not  hcfiish  foes  enow  besides. 

That,  day  and  nigfa^  for  his  destruction  wait. 

The  Stygian  council  tiius  dissolv'd ;  and  forth 
In  order  came  the  grand  infernal  peers ; 
Midst  came  their  migh^  paramount,  and  seem'd 
Alone  the  antagonist  or  Heaven,  nor  less 
Than  Hell's  dread  emperor,  with  pomp  supreme, 
And  God-like  imitated  state :  him  round 
A  f^che  of  fiery  seraphim  endoe'd, 
\^th  bright  imblasonry,  and  horrent  arms. 
Then  of  their  session  ended  they  bid  cry 
With  trumpets'  regal  sound  the  great  rnult : 
Towards  the  four  winds  four  speedy  cherubim 
Put  to  their  mouths  the  sounding  alchemy. 
By  herald's  voice  explain'd ;  the  hollow  abyss 
Heard  for  and  wide,  and  all  the  host  of  Hell 
With  deafening  shout  retum'd  diem  loud  acclaiui. 
Thence  more  at  ease  their  minds,   and  somewhat 

lais'd 
By  Mae  presumptuous  hope,  the  ranged  powers 
Disband,  and,  wandering,  each  his  several  way 
Pursues,  as  indination  or  sad  choice 
Leads  faim,  perplex'd  where  he  may  likeliest  find 
Truce  to  his  restless  thoughts,  and  entertain 
The  irksome  hours,  till  bis  great  chief  return. 
Part  on  the  plain,  or  in  the  air  sublime, 
Upon  the  vring,  or  in  swift  race  contend. 
As  at  the  Olympian  games  or  Pythian  fields ; 
P^ot  curb  thdr  fiery  steeds,  or  shun  the  goal 
With  rapid  wheels,  or  fronted  brigades  form. 
As  when,  to  warn  proud  dties,  war  appears 
Wag'd  in  the  troubled  sky,  and  armies  rush 
To  battle  in  the  douds,  before  each  van 
Prick  forth  the  aery  knights,  and  couch  their  qpears 
Till  thickest  1^'ons  dose ;  with  feats  of  arms 
From  dther  end  (»f  Heaven  the  wdkin  bums. 
Odiers,  with  vast  l^phcean  rage  more  foil. 
Rend  up  both  rocks  and  hills,  and  ride  the  air 
Inwhiriwind;  Hell  scarce  holds  the  wild  uproar 
As  when  Alddes,  iVom  OediaHa  crown'd 
With  conquest,  felt  the  envenom'd  robe,  and  tore 
Through  pain  up  by  the  roots  Thessalian  pines, 

Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


iO 


MILTON. 


Book  II. 


And  Licbas  from  tb«  top  of  Oetm  threw 

Into  th*  Euboic  aea.     Others  mora  mild, 

lletreated  in  a  silent  Yalley,  sing 

With  notes  angelical  to  many  a  harp 

Their  own  heroic  deeds  and  hapless  fall 

By  doom  of  battle ;  and  complain  that  fate 

Free  virtue  should  enthral  to  force  or 

Their  song  was  partial ;  but  the  harmony 

nVhat  could  it  less  «rhen  spirits  immortid  sing  ?) 

Suspended  Hell,  and  took  with  ravishment 

Tie  thronging  audience.     In  discourse  more  sweet 

(For  eloquence  tlie  soul,  song  charms  the  seane,) 

Others  apart  sat  on  a  hill  retired, 

In  thou^ts  more  elevate,  and  reason*d  high 

Of  providence,  foreknowledge,  will,  and  fate, 

Fix*d  fate,  free  will,  foreknowledge  absolute. 

And  found  no  end,  in  wandering  maxes  lost^ 

Of  good  and  evil  much  they  argued  then. 

Of  happiness  and  final  misejry, 

Fusion  and  apathy,  and  glory  and  shame^ 

Vain  wisdom  all,  and  falM  philosophy  : 

Yet,  with  a  pleasing  sorcery,  could  cbano 

Fain  for  a  while  or  anguish,  and  excite 

Fallacious  hope,  or  arm  th*  obdured  breast 

With  stubborn  patience,  as  with  triple  steel. 

Another  part,  in  sqi^adrons  and  gross  baii4«» 

On  bold  adventure  to  discover  wide 

That  dismal  world,  if  any  clime  perhaps 

Might  yield  them  easier  habitation,  bend 

Four  wajrs  their  flying  marv'h,  along  the  bank^ 

Of  foyr  infernal  rivers,  that  disgorge 

Into  the  burning  lake  their  baleful  streamy : 

Abhorred  Styx,  the  flood  of  deadly  hate ; 

Sad  Acheron,  of  sorrow,  black  and  deep ; 

Cocytus,  nam*d  of  lamentation  loud 

Heard  on  the  rueful  stream  ;  fierce  Fblegethon, 

Whose  waves  of  torrent  fire  inflame  with  rage. 

Far  off  from  these,  a  slow  and  silent  stream, 

Lethe,  the  river  of  oblivion,  rolls 

Her  watery  labyrinth,  whereof  who  drinks. 

Forthwith  his  former  state  and  being  forgets, 

Forgets  both  joy  and  grief,  pleasure  and  pain. 

Beyond  this  flood  a  frozen  continent 

IJes  dark  and  wijl49  hc^t  with  perpetual  storms 

Of  wliirlwind  and  dire  hail,  which  on  firm  land 

Thaws  not,  jlmt  gathers  heap,  and  ruin  seems 

Of  ancient  pile ;  or  else  deep  snow  and  ice. 

A  gulf  profound  as  that  Sertx>nian  bog 

Betwixt  Damiata  and  Mpunt  Casius  old, 

AVbere  armies  whole  have  sunk :  the  parcliing  air 

Bums  frore,  and  cold  performs  the  effect  of  fire. 

Thither  by  harpy-footed  furies  lial'd. 

At  certain  revolutions,  all  the  damn'd 

Are  brought;  and  feel  by  turns  the  bitter  change 

Of   fierce  extremes,   extremes  by    change    more 

fierce. 
From  beds  of  raging  fire,  to  starve  in  ice 
Hieir  soft  ethereal  warmth,  and  there  to  pine 
Immoveable,  infix'd,  and  frozen  round,^ 
Periods  of  time,  thence  hurried  back  to  fire. 
TTiey  ferry  over  this  Lethean  sound 
Both  to  and  fro,  their  sorrow  to  augment, 
And  wish  and  struggle,  as  they  pass,  to  readi 
The  tempting  stream,  with  one  small  drop  to  lose 
In  sweet  forgetfulness  all  pain  and  woe. 
All  in  one  moment,  and  so  near  the  brink ; 
But  Fate  withstands,  and  to  oppose  the  attempt 
Medusa  with  Gorgonian  terrour  guards 
I    The  fbrd,  and  of  itself  the  water  flies 


The  lip  of  Tantalus.     Tlnis  roving  on 

In  oonfus'd  march  fbriom,  the  adventurous  bands 

With  shuddering  horrour  pale,  and  eyes  aghast, 

View*d  first  their  lamentable  lot,  and  found 

No  rest.     Through  many  a  dark  and  dreary  vale 

Tliey  pa8s*d,  and  many  a  region  dolorous, 

0*er  many  a  frosen,  many  a  fiery  Alp, 

Rocks,  caves,  lakes,  fens,  bogs,  dens,  and  shades  of 

death, 
A  universe  of  death ;  which  God  by  curse 
Created  evU,  fur  evil  only  good. 
Where  all  life  dies,  death  lives,  and  Nature  breeds, 
Perverse,  all  monstrous,  all  prodigious  things, 
Abominable,  inuttend>le,  and  worse 
llian  fables  yet  have  feign*d,  or  fear  conceiv*d, 
Gorgons,  and  Hydras,  and  Chimeras  dire. 

Mean  while,  the  adversary  of  God  and  man, 
Satan,  with  thoughts  inflam*d  of  highest  design. 
Puts  on  swift  wings,  and  towards  the  gates  o(  Hell 
Explores  his  solitary  flight :  scmietimes 
He  scours  the  right  hand  coast,  sometimes  tlie  led ; 
Now  shaves  with  levd  wing  the  deep,  then  soars 
Up  to  the  fiery  concave  towering  high. 
As  when  far  off  at  sea  a  fleet  descried 
Hangs  in  the  clouds,  by  equinoctial  winds 
Close  sailing  horn  Bengala,  or  the  isles 
Of  Temate  and  Tidore,  whence  merchants  bring 
Theur  spicy  drugs ;  they,  on  the  tiading  flood. 
Through  tiie  wide  Ethiopian  to  the  Cape, 
Ply  stemming  niglily  toward  the  pole  :  so  seem*d 
Far  off  tiie  flying  fiend.     At  last  appear 
Hell  bounds,  high  reaching  to  the  horrid  roof, 
And  thrice  threefold  the  gates;  three-folds  were 

brass, 
Huree  iron,  three  of  adamantine  rock 
Impenetrable,  impal*d  with  circling  fire. 
Yet  unconsum'd.     Before  the  gates  there  sat 
On  either  side  a  fbrmidable  shape ; 
'Qie  one  seem*d  womai^  to  the  waist  and  fair ; 
But  ended  foul  in  many  a  scaly  fold 
Voluminous  and  vast ;  a  serpent  arm'd 
Witii  mortal  sting  :   About  her  middle  round 
A  cry  of  Hell-hounds  never  ceasing  bark*d 
With  wide  Cerberean  mouths  full  loud,  and  rung 
A  hideous  peal ;  yet,  when  they  list,  would  creep. 
If  aught  disturb*d  their  nmse,  into  her  womb, 
And  kepnel  there ;  yet  there  still  bark*d  and  howPd, 
Within  unseen.     Far  less  abhorr*d  tlian  these 
Vex'd  Scylla,  bathing  in  the  sea  that  parts 
CaUbria  from  the  hoarse  THnacrian  shore : 
Nor  uglier  follow  the  night-ha^,  when,  oaird 
In  secret,  riding  through  the  aur  she  comes, 
Lur*d  with  the  smell  on  infiint  blood,  to  dance 
With  Lapland  witches,  while  the  labouring  Moon 
Eclipses  at  their  charms.     The  other  shape. 
If  shape  it  might  be  call*d  that  shape  had  none 
Distinguishable  in  member,  joint,  or  ]imb ; 
Or  substance  might  be  caird  that  shadow  seem*d. 
For  each  seem*d  either :  black  it  stood  as  m'ght, 
fierce  as  ten  furies,  terrible  as  Hell, 
And  shook  a  dreadful  dart ;  what  seemed  his  Iicad 
The  likeness  ci  a  kingly  crown  had  on. 
Satan  was  now  at  hand,  and  from  his  seat 
The  monster  moving  onward  came  as  fast 
With  horrid  strides ;  Hell  trembled  as  he  strode. 
The  undaunted  fiend  what  this  might  be  admir'd, 
Admir*d,  not  feared ;  God  and  his  Son  except. 
Created  thing  naught  valued  he,  nor  shunn*d ; 
And  with  disdain^l  look  thus  fir^t  b^^gan. 

"  Whence  and  what  art  thou,  execrable  slu4>(-, 
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TlHt  dtf^  tiMNigli  grim  and  tenibk,  advttiM 
Muf  nnacrafltod fipoot  anwart  my  way 
To  jaoder  gates  ?  dmiigfa  them  I  mean  to  paM, 
Hiat  be  asur'd,  witiboat  leave  mk*d  of  thee : 
Rttin,  or  taale  thy  foUy,  and  learn  by  proof; 
HcIL4iani,  not  to  contend  with  i{arHs  of  Heaven." 

To  whom  die  goblin  iiill  of  wrath  replied. 
•>  Alt  thoQ  that  tndtor-angd,  art  thou  he, 
Who  irat  broke  peace  in  HeaTen,  and  fintfa,  till  then 
Urthwilron;  and  in  proud  rebdliout  arms 
Drew  after  him  the  third  part  of  Heaven's  sons 
Goiii6r*d  against  the  Highest;  for  which  bodi  tfaoa 
And  Ifaej,  outcast  finom  God  are  hofe  condemned 
To  waste  eternal  days  in  woe  and  pain  ? 
And  reocon  st  tfion  tfa3rsdf  with  spirits  of  Heaven^ 
Hdl-doom'd,  and  breath'st  defiance  here  and  scorn, 
Wbere  I  reign  king,  and,  to  enrage  thee  more, 
Thy  king  ami  lord?  BadL  to  thy  punishment, 
"Mm  Ibgithre,  and  to  thy  speed  add  wings, 
Xcst  with  a  whip  of  scorpions  I  pursue 
Thy  Bngerin^  or  with  one  stroke  of  this  dart 
Strange  honour  seise  diee,  and  pangs  unfelt  before.'* 

So  spake  the  grisly  terrour,  and  in  shape. 
So  t|waJiiiig  and  so  threatening,  grew  ten-fUd 
More  dreaoful  and  deform.     On  the  other  side, 
Inoeas'd  with  indignation,  Satan  stood 
Unterrified,  and  like  a  comet  bum*d. 
That  fires  the  lengdi  of  Ophiuchns  huge 
In  tfie  arctic  sky,  and  from  his  horrid  hair 
Shakes  pestilepce  and  war.     Each  at  the  head 
Levdl'd  ins  deadly  aim  ;  their  fiital  hands 
No  second  stroke  intend ;  and  snch  a  frown 
Xarii  caat  at  the  other,  as  when  two  black  doods, ' 
"Widi  Heaven's  artillery  fraught,  come  rattling  on 
Over  die  Caspmn,  then  stand  front  to  fronts 
Hovering  a  space,  till  winds  the  signal  blow 
To  join  their  dark  encounter  in  mid  air : 
So  fiown'd  die  mighty  combatants,  that  Hell 
Grew  darker  at  their  frown ;  so  matchM  they  stood ; 
¥t»  newer  but  once  more  was  either  like 
To  meet  ao  great  a  foe :  and  now  great  deeds 
Had  been  acfaieT'd,  wliereof  all  Hdl  had  rung^ 
Had  not  tbe  snaky  sorceress,  that  sat 
¥9^  by  Hell-gate,  and  kept  die  firtal  key, 
Bis*n,  and  with  hideous  outcry  rush'd  between. 

«*  O  fiidier,  what  intends  tl^  hand,"  she  cried, 
<«  Againat  thy  only  son  ?  What  fury,  O  son, 
FteBesaes  thee  to  bend  that  mortal  dart 
Against  tfay  lather's  head  ?  and  know'st  for  whom ; 
For  him  wfio  sits  above  and  laughs  the  while 
At  thee  ordain  *d  his  drudge,  to  execute 
WWte'cr  his  wrsth,  vriuch  he  calls  justice,  bids; 
Wm  wrath,  which  one  day  will  destroy  ye  both." 

She  qpake,  and  at  her  words  the  hellish  pest 
Foibore ;  then  these  to  her  Satan  retum'd. 

**  So  strange  thy  outcry,  and  thy  words  so  strange 
Thou  interposest,  that  my  sudden  hand, 
Prevented,  spares  to  tdl  thee  yet  by  deeds 
What  it  intends ;  till  first  Iknowofthee^ 
Whtf  thing  thou  ait  thus  double-fbrm'd ;  and  why 
b  tbis  infiemal  vale  first  met,  thou  call'st 
He  firtfaer,  and  diat  phantasm  call'st  my  son : 
I  know  tliec  not,  nor  ever  saw  till  now 
Sgfat  more  deteatable  than  him  and  thee." 

To  wfaotn  dma  the  portress  of  Hell-gate  replied. 
**  Haitliioo  forgot  me  then,  and  do  I  seem 
Kow  in  thine  eye  so  foul  ?  once  deem'd  so  fiur 
la  Heaicn,  when  at  the  assembly,  and  in  sight 
Of  sO  the  aeraphim  with  thee  combined 
la  bold  eoospiracy  against  Heaven's  King, 


All  on  a  sodden  miserabla  pain 
Surpris'd  thee,  dim  thine  eyes,  and  dissy  swum 
In  darkness,  while  thy  head  flames  thick  and  fast 
Threw  fbrdi :  tiO,  on  the  left  side  opening  wide^ 
Likest  to  thee  in  ahqie  and  countenance  bright 
llien  shining  heavenly  foir,  a  goddess  arm'(£ 
Out  of  thy  head  I  sprung :  amaxement  seis'd 
All  die  host  of  Heaven ;  back  diey  recdl'd  afraid 
At  first,  and.call'd  me  8m,  and  for  a  sign 
Portentous  held  me ;  but,  fkmiliar  grown, 
I  ideas'd,  and  with  attractive  graces  won 
The  most  averse,  thee  chiefly,  who  full  oft 
Thyself  in  me  dqr  perfiect  image  riewing 
Becam'st  enamonr'd,  and  such  joy  diou  took'st 
With  me  in  secret,  that  my  womb  conceiT'd 
A  growing  burden.     Meanwhile  war  arose, 
Aj^  fiel£  were  fought  in  Heaven;  who-ein  re. 

mam  d 
rFor  what  could  else?}  to  our  Almighty  Foe 
Clear  victory ;  to  our  part  loss  and  rout, 
Hirough  all  the  empyrean ;  down  they  fell 
Driven  headlong  from  the  pitch  of  Heaven,  down 
Into  this  deep !  and  in  the  general  foil 
I  also ;  at  v^ich  time,  this  povrerful  key 
Into  my  hsnd  was  given,  vrith  charge  to  keep 
These  gates  for  ever  shut,  which  none  can  pass 
Without  my  opening.     Pensive  here  I  sat 
Alone ;  but  long  I  sat  not,  till  my  womb^ 
Piregnant  by  diee,  and  now  excessive  grown, 
Prodigious  modon  fUt,  and  rueful  throes. 
At  last  this  odious  ofisprins  whom  thou  seest, 
Hiine  own  begotten,  breaking  riolent  way 
Tore  through  my  entrails,  that  with  fear  and  pain 
Distorted,  all  my  nether  shape  thus  grew 
TVansform'd:  but  he  my  inbred  enemy 
Porth  issued,  brandishing  his  fatal  dart 
Made  to  destroy !  I  fled  and  cried  out  Death  / 
Hell  trembled  at  the  hideous  name,  and  sigh'd 
From  all  her  caves,  and  bade  resounded  JMUh  / 
I  fled,  but  he  pursued,  (thoush  more,  it  seems, 
Inflam'd  vrith  lust  than  raae,)  and,  swif^  fkr. 
Me  overtook  his  mother  AU  dismay'd. 
And  in  embraces  forcible  and  fbul 
Engendering  vrith  me,  of  that  rape  begot 
Thoe  yelling  monsters,  that  vrith  ceaseless  cry 
Surround  me,  as  thdu  saw'st,  hourty  conceiv'd 
And  hourly  bom,  with  sorrow  infinite 
To  me ;  for,  when  they  list,  into  the  womb 
Hiat  bred  them  they  return,  and  howl  and  gnaw 
My  bowels,  their  repast ;  then  bursting  forth 
Afresh  vrith  conscious  terrours  vex  me  round. 
That  rest  or  intermission  none  I  find. 
Before  mine  eyes  in  opposition  sits 
Grim  Death,  my  son  and  foe;  who  sets  them  on. 
And  me  his  parent  would  full  soon  devour 
For  want  ci  other  prey,  but  that  he  knows 
His  end  with  mine  involv'd ;  and  knows  that  I 
Should  prove  a  bitter  morsel,  and  his  bane, 
Whenever  that  shaU  be ;  so  Fate  pronounc'd. 
But  thou,  O  fkther,  I  forewarn  tliee,  shun 
tlis  deadly  arrow ;  neither  vainly  hope 
To  be  invulnerable  in  those  bright  arms, 
Tliough  temper'd  heavenly ;  for  that  mortal  dint. 
Save  be  who  reigns  above,  none  can  resist." 
She  finish'd ;  and  the  subtle  fiend  his  lore 
Soon  leam'd,  now  milder,  and  thus  answer'd  smooth. 
**  Dear  daughter,  since  thou  daim'st  me  for  thy 
sire. 
And  my  fidr  son  here  diow'st  me,  the  dear  pledge 
Of  dalliance  had  with  thee  in  Heaven,  and  joys 
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Then  tweet,  now  sadto  mention^  through  direchange 
Be&U'n  us,  unforcaeen,  unthougfat  of;  know, 
I  come  no  enemy,  but  to  set  free 
F^rom  out  this  dark  and  dismal  Iiouse  of  pain 
Both  him  and  thee;  and  all  the  beaTenly  host 
Of  spirits,  that,  in  our  just  pretences  arm'd. 
Fell  with  us  from  on  high :  from  them  I  go 
This  uncouth  errand  sole ;  and  one  for  all 
Myself  expose,  with  lonely  steps  to  tread 
The  unsounded  deep,  and  through  the' void  immense 
To  search  with  wondering  quest  a  place  foretold 
Should  be,  and,  by  concurring  signs,  ere  now 
Created  vast  ai»d  round,  a  pli^  of  bliss 
In  the  pourlieus  of  Heaven,  and  therein  placM 
A  race  of  upstart  creatures,  to  supply 
Perhaps  our  vacant  room ;  though  more  removed. 
Lest  Heaven,  surcharg'd  vrith  potent  multitude. 
Might  hap  to  move  new  broils.     Be  this  or  ajight 
Than  this  more  secret  now  designed,  I  haste 
To  know ;  and,  this  once  known,  sbsll  soon  return. 
And  bring  ye  to  the  place  where  thou  and  Death 
Shall  dwell  at  ease,  and  up  and  down  unseen 
Wing  silently  the  buxom  air,  imbalm'd 
With  odours:  there  ye  shall  be  fed  and  fill*d 
Immeasurably ;  all  things  shall  be  your  prey.'* 
He  oeas*d,  for  both  seem'd  highly  pleased,  and 
Death 
Grinn*d  horrible  a  ghastly  smile,  to  hear 
His  famine  should  be  fill*d ;  and  blest  his  maw 
Destin*d  to  that  good  hour :  no  less  njoic'd 
His  modier  bad,  and  thus  bespake  her  sire. 
**  Tlie  key  of  this  infernal  pit  by  due, 
And  by  command  of  Heaven's  all-powerfial  IvJng, 
I  keep,  by  him  forbidden  to  unlock 
These  adamantine  gates ;  against  all  force 
Death  ready  stands  to  interpose  his  dart. 
Fearless  to  be  o'ermatdi'd  by  living  mi^it 
But  what  owe  I  to  his  commands  above 
Who  hates  me,  and  hath  hither  thrust  me  down 
Into  this  gloom  of  Tartarus  profound. 
To  sit  in  hateful  office  here  confin'd. 
Inhabitant  of  Heaven,  and  heavenly-bom. 
Here  in  perpetual  agony  and  pain. 
With  terrours  and  with  clamours  compasa'd  round 
Of  mine  own  brood,  that  on  my  bowels  feed  ? 
Tliou  art  my  father,  thou  my  author,  thou 
My  being  gav'st  me ;  whom  should  I  obey 
But  thee  ?  whom  fc^ow  ?  thou  wilt  bring  me  soon 
To  that  new  world  of  light  and  bliss,  among 
The  gods  who  live  at  ease,  where  I  shall  reign 
At  thy  right  hand  voluptuous,  as  beseems 
'Hiy  daughter  and  thy  darling,  without  end." 

Ilius  saying,  from  her  side  the  fatal  key, 
Sad  instrument  of  all  our  woe,  she  took ; 
And,  towards  the  gate  rolling  her  bestial  train, 
Forthvrith  the  huge  portcullis  high  up  drew, 
Which  but  herself,  not  all  the  S^gian  powers 
Could  once  have  mov'd;   then  in  the  key-hole 

tuma 
The  intricate  wards,  and  every  bolt  and  bar 
Of  massy  iron  or  solid  rock  vrith  ease 
UnAstens.     On  a  sudden  open  fly 
M^th  impetuous  recoil  atod  jarring  sound 
The  infernal  doors,  and  on  their  hinges  grate 
Hamh  thunder,  that  the  lowest  bottom  shook 
Of  Erebus.     She  open'd,  but  to  shut 
Excdl'd  her  power ;  the  gates  wide  open  stood, 
That  with  extended  vrings  a  banner'd  host. 
Under  spread  ensigns  miurching,  might  pass  through 
With  horse  and  cbariota  rank'd  in  loose  array; 


So  wide  they  stood,  and  lik«  a  furnace  mouth 
Cast  forth  redouncUng  smoke  and  ruddy  flame. 
Before  their  eyes  in  sudden  view  appear 
Tlie  secrets  of  tly  hoary  deep;  a  dark 
I  Illimitable  ocean,  without  bound. 
Without  dimension,  vriiere  length,   breadth,   and 

height. 
And  time,  and  place,  are  lost ;  where  eldest  Night 
And  Chaos,  ancestors  of  Natiure,  hold 
Eternal  anarchy,  amidst  the  noise 
Of  endless  wars,  and  by  confusion  stand. 
For  Hot,  Odd,  Moist,  and  Dry,  four  chan^iona 

fierce. 
Strive  here  for  mastery,  and  to  battle  bring 
Tlieir  embryon  atoms ;  they  around  the  flag 
Of  each  his  fiiction,  in  their  several  dans, 
Light-arm*d  or  heavy,  sharp,  smooth,  swifr,  or  slow. 
Swarm  populous,  unnwnber'd  as  the  sands 
Of  Barca  or  Cyrene's  torrid  soil, 
Leried  to  side  with  warring  winds,  and  poise 
Their  lighter  wings.     To  whom  these  most  adhere. 
He  rules  a  moment :  Chaos  umpire  8it% 
And  by  decision  nnnv  embroils  the  fray. 
By  winch  he  reigns :  next  him  hi^  aibiter 
Chance  governs  all.     Into  this  wild  abyss. 
The  womb  of  Nature,  and  perhaps  her  grave, 
Of  neither  sea,  nor  shore,  nor  air,  nor  fire. 
But  all  these  in  their  pregnant  causes  mix'd 
Confus'dly,  and  which  thus  must  ever  fight. 
Unless  the  Almighty  Maker  them  ordain 
His  dark  materials  to  create  more  worlds ; 
Into  this  wild  abyss  the  wary  fiend  t 

Stood  on  the  brink  of  Hell,  and  look'd  a  whiles 
Pondering  his  voyage :  for  no  narrow  frith 
He  had  to  cross.     Nor  was  his  ear  loss  peal'd 
With  noises  loud  and  ruinous,  (to  compare 
Great  things  with  small,)  than  when  Bellona  stonna^ 
With  all  her  battering  engines  bent  to  rase 
Some  capital  dty ;  or  less  than  if  this  frame 
Of  Heaven  were  frlling,  and  these  dements 
In  mutiny  had  from  her  axle  torn 
The  stedfast  Earth.     At  last  his  sail-broad  vans 
He  roreads  for  flight,  and  in  the  surging  smoke 
Uplifted  spurns  t^  ground ;  thence  many  a  leagve. 
As  in  a  cloudy  chair,  ascending  rides 
Audacious ;  but,  that  seat  soon  fiuling,  meets 
A  vast  vacuity :  all  unawares 
Fluttering  his  pennons  vain,  plumb  down  he  drops 
Ten  thousand  fiithom  deep ;  and  to  this  hour 
Down  had  been  fidling,  had  not  by  ill  chance 
The  strong  rebuff  of  some  tumultuous  doud. 
Instinct  vrith  fire  and  nitre,  hurried  him 
As  many  miles  aloft :  that  fury  staid, 
Quench'd  in  a  boggy  Syrtis,  ndther  sea. 
Nor  ffood  dry  land :  nigh  founder'd  on  he  fiunes. 
Threading  the  crude  consistence,  half  on  foot, 
Half  flying ;  behoves  him  now  both  oar  and  sail. 
As  when  a  gryphon,  through  the  wilderness 
With  winged  course,  o'er  hill  or  moory  dale^ 
Pursues  the  Arimaspian,  who  by  stealth 
Had  from  his  wakeful  custody  purloin'd 
Hie  guarded  gold :  so  eagerly  the  fiend 
Oer  bog,  or  steep,  through  strait,  rough,  dense 

or  rare. 
With  head,  hands,  wings,  or  feet,  pursues  his  way. 
And  swims,  or  sinks,  or  wades,  or  creeps,  or  flies  ; 
At  length  a  universal  hubbub  wild 
Of  stunning  sounds,  and  voices  all  confus*4f 
Borne  through  the  hollow  dark,  assaults  his  ear 
With  loudcit  vehemence :  thither  he  plie% 
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Undmiitod  to  iMet  time  wbatercr  power 
Oripirit  of  the  nediennott  abyat 
Ugiit  in  dat  noHe  Tender  ci  whom  to  aak 
Wfaichwaj  the  nearest  coast  of  darkncM  Iks 
Bordering    oo  light;  whan   stnight   beiiold   the 

duooo 
Of  Chaos,  and  fab  dark  pavilion  qiread 
Wide  on  die  waitcftu  deep :  with  hnn  enthron*d 
Sat  sdble-Testod  Ni^  ddest  of  tlmigs. 
The  consort  of  bis  rsign;  and  by  them  stood 
Orcoa  and  Adea,  and  the  dreaded  name 
Of  Demogorgon !    Rumour  next  and  Chance^ 
And  Tkunnh  and  Coofuston  all  embroird. 
And  Diacord  with  a  thousand  various  months. 
To  wbaax  Satan  turning  boldly,  thus :  «  Ye  powers 
And  ^lirita  of  tins  nethermost  abysi^ 
Chsoa  and  ancient  Ni^it,  I  come  no  spy, 
With  porpose  to  explore  or  to  diatorfo 
Tbeaecreta  of  your  realm;  but,  by  constraint 
Wandering  this  darksome  desert,  as  my  way 
lies  tfavougfa  your  spacious  empire  up  to  light, 
Akxie,  and  without  guide,  half  lost,  I  sedL 
What  readieift  path  leads  where  your  gloomy  bounds 
Omfinr  with  Heaven  ;  or  if  some  otiber  place, 
Flrom  jour  dominion  won,  the  etherialJking 
I^DascsHel  lately,  thither  to  arrive 
I  travel  thia  profound ;  directmy  course; 
Directed,  no  mean  recompense  it  brings 
To  your  behoof  if  I  that  region  lost. 
An  usurpation  thence  expeu*d,  reduce 
To  her  original  darkness,  and  your  sway, 
(Which  is  my  present  journey)  and  once  more 
Erect  the  standard  th^  of  ancient  Night : 
Yours  be  the  advantage  all,  mine  the  revenge.'* 

Tfaus  Satan ;  and  hun  thus  the  Anarch  old^ 
With  fidfeering  speech  and  visage  inoompos'd, 
Answer'd.     "  I  know  thee,  stranger,  who  thou  art. 
That  mi^itj  leading  angd,  who  of  late 
3fade  head  against  Heaven's  King,  though  over- 


I  aaw  and  heard :  for  such  a  numerous  host 
Fled  not  in  silence  through  the  frighted  deep, 
With  min  upon  ruin,  rout  on  rout, 
Confiiaion  worse  confounded ;  and  Heaven-gates 
Boar*d  out  by  millions  her  rictorious  bands 
Persuing.     I  upon  my  frontiers  here 
Keep  reaidenoe :  if  all  I  can  will  serve 
That  little  wfaicfa  is  left  so  to  defend, 
Eocroach'd  on  stOl  througli  your  intestine  broils 
Weakeoiog  tbe  sceptre  of  old  Ifigfat :  first  Hell, 
Tour  dongeoo,  stretchingfiur  ancf  wide  beneatii ; 
Mow  lately  Heaven  and  Earth,  another  worid, 
Hvng  o*er  my  realm,  link*d  in  a  golden  diain 
To  that  side  Heaven  from  whence  your  legions 

feO: 
If  that  way  be  your  walk,  you  have  not  fiur; 
Somndi  die  nearer  danger ;  go,  andq>eed; 
Havoc,  and  qxiil,  and  ruin,  are  my  gain.'* 

He  ccaa'd  ;  and  Satan  staid  not  to  reply. 
Bat,  ^ad  that  now  his  sea  should  find  ashore, 
Widi  fiaab  alacrity,  and  force  renew'd, 
flpringB  npvranl,  Ifte  a  pyramid  of  fire^ 
lalo  ifae  vnid  expanse^  and,  through  the  shock 
Ofl^itiiig  denwnt^  on  all  sides  round 
Saviroa'd,  irins  hsa  way ;  harder  beset 
Aad  mere  endanger*d,  than  when  Argo  pass*d 
Through  Boeporufi,  betwixt  the  iustling  rocks ! 
Or  when  Ulysaea  on  the  larboard  shunn*d 
ClHiybdia,  and  by  the  other  wfairipool  steer'd. 
So  be  with  ^iffioilty  and  labour  hard 


Mov*d OB,  widi<fiAG«lty  and Uboor  he ; 
But,  ha  ooee  past,  soon  after,  when  man  ftU, 
Strange  aher^ion !     Sm  and  Death  anadn* 
Following  hb  track,  aoch  was  the  will  of  Heaven, 
IHnr'd  after  him  a  broad  and  beaten  way 
Over  the  dark  abyss,  whose  boiHng  gulf 
Tamely  endur*d  a  bridge  of  wondrous  length, 
FVom  Hdl  continued  reaching  the  utmost  orb 
Of  this  frail  worid;  by  iriuch  the  spmti  perverse 
With  easy  intercourse  pass  to  and  fro 
To  tempt  or  punish  mortals,  except  vriiom 
God,  and  good  angels,  guard  by  special  grace. 
But  now  at  last  the  sacred  infinenoe 
Of  light  ^spears,  and  from  the  walls  of  Heaven 
Shoots  far  into  the  bosom  of  dhn  Night 
A  glimmering  dawn :  here  Nature  first  begins 
Her  fiurthest  verge,  and  Chaoa  to  rethe 
As  from  her  outmost  woriu  a  broken  foe 
With  tumult  less,  and  with  less  hostile  dfai, 
Hiat  Satan  with  less  toil,  and  now  with  ease 
WafVs  on  the  calmer  wave  by  dubious  light, 
And,  like  a  weather-beaten  vessel,  holds 
Gladly  the  port  daough  shrouds  and  tackle  torn; 
Or  in  the  emptier  waste,  resembling  air. 
Weighs  his  spread  wings,  at  leisure  to  behold 
Far  ofi*  the  empyreal  Heaven,  extended  wide 
In  circuit,  undetermin'd  square  or  round. 
With  opal  towers  and  battlements  adom'd 
Of  living  sapphire,  once  his  native  seat ; 
And  fast  by,  hanging  in  a  golden  chain. 
This  pendant  worid,  in  bigness  as  a  star 
Of  smallest  magnitude  ckMe  by  the  Moon. 
Tliither,  fiiU  fhmght  with  mischievous  revenge^ 
Accurs'd,  and  in  a  cursed  hour  he  hies. 


Book  III. 

T^e  Argument* 

God,  sitting  on  his  throne,  sees  Satan  fiying  to- 
wards this  world,  then  newly  created:  wows 
him  to  the  Son,  who  sat  at  hb  right  hand; 
foretds  the  success  of  Satan  in  perferting 
mankind,  dears  his  own  justice  and  wisdom 
from  all  imputation,  havina  created  Ifan  firee, 
and  able  enough  to  have  withstood  his  tempter ; 
yet  declares  hu  purpose  of  grace  towards  Um, 
in  regard  he  fell  not  of  his  own  malice,  as  did 
Satan,  but  by  him  seduced.  Hie  Son  of  God 
renders  praises  to  his  Father  for  the  manifiBst- 
ation  of  his  gracious  purpose  towards  Man: 
but  God  again  declares,  that  grace  caimot  be 
extended  towards  Man  without  the  satis&ction 
oi  divine  justice :  Man  hath  offiended  the  ma- 
jesty of  God  by  expiring  to  godhead,  and  ther^ 
fore,  with  all  his  progeny,  devoted  to  death,  nnist 
die,  unless  some  can  be  found  sufikient  to 
answer  for  his  offence,  and  undergo  his  punish- 
ment. Tlie  Son  of  God  ftedy  ofibrs  himself  a 
ransom  for  Man :  the  Father  weeeptM  him,  or- 
dains his  incarnation,  pronounces  Ue  exaltation 
above  all  names  in  Heaven  and  Earth;  com- 
mands all  the  angels  to  adoore  him :  They  obey, 
and  hymning  to  their  harpa  in  full  quire,  cdebrate 
the  Father  and  the  Son.  Meanwhile  Satan 
alights  upon  the  bare  convex  of  tfasa  world's 
outermost  orb ;  where  wandering,  he  first  finds  a 
place,  since  called  the  Limbo  of  Vanity:  what 
persons  and  things  fly  up  thither :  thence  comes 
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to  dM  gate  of  Heaven,  described  ascending  by 
stairsy  and  the  waters  above  the  firmament  that 
flow  about  it :  his  passage  thence  to  the  orb  of 
the  Sun ;  he  finds  there  Uriel,  the  regent  of  that 
orb,  but  first  changes  himself  into  the  shape  of 
a  meaner  angel ;  .and,  pretending  a  sealous  desire 
to  behold  the  new  creation,  and  Man  whom 
God  had  placed  here,  inquires  of  him  the  place 
of  his  habitation,  and  is  directed :  alights  fint  on 
mount  Niphates. 

Hail,  holv  Light,  offspring  of  Heaven,  first-born, 

Or  of  the  Eteraal'coetemalbeam 

May  I  express  thee  unblam*d  ?  since  God  is  light, 

And  never  but  in  unapproached  light 

Dwelt  from  eternity,  dwelt  then  in  thee. 

Bright  effluence  of  bright  essence  increate. 

Or  hear*st  thou  rather,  pure  etherial  stream, 

Whose  fountain  who  shall  tell  ?     Before  the  Sun, 

Before  the  Heavens  thou  wert,  and  at  the  voice 

Of  God,  as  with  a  mantle,  didst  invest 

The  rising  world  of  waters  dark  and  deep. 

Won  from  the  void  and  formless  infinite. 

lliee  I  revisit  now  with  bolder  wing, 

£scap*d  the  Stygian  pool,  though  long  detatn'd 

In  that  obscure  sojourn,  vrhile  in  my  flight 

Through  utter  and  through  middle  darkness  borne, 

With  other  notes  than  to  the  Orphean  lyre, 

I  sung  of  Chaos  and  eternal  Night ; 

Taught  by  the  heavenly  Muse  to  venture  down 

The  dark  descent,  and  up  to  re-ascend, 

Though  hard  and  rare :  thee  I  revisit  safe, 

And  roel  thy  sovran  vital  lamp ;  but  thou 

Revisit*st  not  these  eyes,  that  roll  in  vain 

To  find  thy  piercing  ray,  and  find  no  dawn ; 

So  thick  a  drop  serene  hath  quenched  their  orbs, 

Or  dim  suffiision  veil'd.     Yet  not  the  more 

Cease  I  to  wander,  where  the  Muses  haunt 

Clear  spring,  or  shady  grove,  or  sunny  hill, 

Smit  with  the  love  of  sacred  song ;  but  chief 

Utee,  Sion,  and  the  flowery  brooks  beneatii. 

That  wash  thy  hallow'd  feet,  and  warbling  flow, 

Kigfatly  I  visit :  nor  sometimes  forget 

Those  other  two  equalled  with  me  in  fate. 

So  were  I  equaU*d  with  them  in  renown, 

Blind  Thamyris,  and  blind  Maeonides, 

And  Tiresias,  and  Fhineus,  prophets  old : 

Hien  feed  on  thoughts,  that  voluntary  move 

Harmonious  numbers ;  as  the  wakeful  buxl 

Sngs  darkling,  and  in  shadiest  covert  hid 

Tunes  her  nocturnal  note.     Thus  with  the  year 

Seasons  return ;  but  not  to  me  returns 

Day,  or  the  sweet  a{^>roach  of  even  or  mom, 

Or  sight  of  vernal  bloom,  or  summer's  rose, 

Or  flocks,  or  herds,  or  human  face  divine ; 

But  doud  instead,  and  ever-during  dark 

Surrounds  me,  from  the  cheerful  ways  of  men 

Cut  off,  and  for  the  book  of  knowle^  fair 

IVcsentcd  with  a  universal  blank 

Of  Nature's  works  to  me  expung*d  and  ras*d. 

And  vrisdom  at  one  entrance  quite  shut  out. 

So  much  the  rather  thou,  celestial  Light, 

Shine  inward,  and  the  mind  through  all  her  powers 

Irradiate ;  there  plant  eyes,  all  mist  from  thence 

Purge  and  disperse,  that  I  may  see  and  tell 

Of  things  invisible  to  nuHtal  sight. 

Now  had  the  Almighty  Father  from  above. 
From  the  pure  empyi^an  where  he  sits 
High  thron*d  above  all  height,  bent  down  Ids  eye 
lils  own  works  and  their  works  at  once  to  view  : 


About  him  all  the  sanctities  of  Heaven 

Stood  thick  as  stars,  and  fhim  his  sig^it  received 

Beatitude  past  utterance ;  on  his  right 

The  radiant  image  of  his  glory  sat, 

His  only  Son ;  on  Earth  he  first  beheld 

Our  two  first  parents,  yet  the  only  two 

Of  mankind,  in  the  happy  garden  plac'd, 

Reaping  immortal  fruits  of  joy  and  love, 

Uninterrupted  joy,  unrivalFd  love, 

In  blissful  solitude ;  he  then  survey*d 

Hell  and  the  gulf  between,  and  Satan  there 

Coasting  the  wall  of  Heaven  on  this  side  Night 

In  the  dun  air  sublime,  and  ready  now 

To  stoop  with  wearied  wings,  and  willing  feet. 

On  the  bare  outside  of  this  world,  that  seem*d 

Firm  land  imbosom'd  without  firmament. 

Uncertain  which,  in  ocean  or  in  air. 

Him  God  beholding  Brom  his  prospect  high. 

Wherein  past,  present,  future,  he  beholds, 

Tlius  to  his  only  Son  foreseeing  qwke. 

*'  Only  begotten  Son,  seest  thou  what  rage 
Transports  our  adversary  ?  whom  no  bounds 
Prescrib'd,  no  bars  of  Hell,  nor  all  the  chains 
Heap*d  on  him  there,  nor  yet  the  main  abyss 
Wide  interrupt,  can  hold ;  so  bent  he  seems 
On  desperate  revenge,  that  shall  redound 
Upon  his  own  rebeUious  head.     And  now. 
Through  all  restraint  broke  loose,  he  wings  his  way 
Not  far  off  Heaven,  in  the  precincts  of  light, 
Directly  towards  the  new-created  world. 
And  Man  there  plac*d,  with  purpose  to  assay 
If  him  by  force  he  can  destroy,  or,  worse. 
By  some  ftdse  guile  pervert ;  aind  shall  pervert ; 
For  Man  will  hearken  to  his  glosing  lies. 
And  easily  transgress  the  sole  command. 
Sole  pledge  of  his  obedience ;  so  will  fall 
He  and  hu  faithless  progeny.     Whose  fault  ? 
Whose  but  his  own  ?     Inmte,  he  had  of  me 
AH  he  could  have ;  I  made  him  just  and  right, 
Suflicient  to  have  stood,  thougli  free  to  &11. 
Such  I  created  all  the  cthcrial  powers 
And  spirits,  both  them  who  stood,  and  them  who 

faird; 
Freely  they  stood  who  stood,  and  fell  who  fell. 
Not  free,  what  proc^  could  they  have  given  sincere 
Of  true  allegiance,  constant  faith,  or  love. 
Where  only  what  they  needs  must  do  appeared, 
Not  what  they  would  ?  what  praise  could  Uiey  re- 

ceive? 
What  pleasure  I  from  such  obedience  paid, 
When  will  and  reason  (reason  also  is  choice) 
Useless  and  vain,  of  frcNsdoro  both  despoiFd, 
Made  passive  both,  had  serv*d  necessi^, 
Not  me  ?     They  therefore,  as  to  right  belong'd, 
So  were  created,  nor  can  justly  accuse 
Hieir  maker,  or  their  making,  or  their  fate. 
As  if  predestination  over-rul'd 
Tlieir  will,  dispos'd  by  absolute  decree 
Or  high  foreknowledge ;  they  themselves  decreed 
Tlieir  own  revolt,  not  I ;  if  I  foreknew, 
Foreknowledge  had  no  influence  on  their  fault, 
Which  bad  no  less  prov*d  certain  unforeknown. 
So  without  least  imp(ilse  or  shadow  of  fate. 
Or  aught  by  me  immutably  foreseen. 
They  trespass,  authors  to  themselves  in  all 
Both  what  they  judge,  and  what  they  chooae; 

for  so 
I  form*d  them  free :  and  free  they  must  remain. 
Till  they  enthral  themselves ;  I  dse  must  change 
llieir  nature,  and  revoke  the  high  decree 
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Uarhangeablc,  eternal,  which  ordaiiiM 
Their  freedom ;  they  themselves  ordain'd  their  fall. 
The  first  sort  by  th^  own  suggesdon  fell, 
SeUltempted,  self^epravM  :  Man  falls,  deceiv'd 
Bf  the  other  first :  Man  therefore  shall  find  grace. 
The  other  none :  in  mercy  and  justice  both. 
Through  Heaven  and   Earth,   so  shall  my  glory 

escd  : 
But  mercy,  first  and  kst,  shall  brightest  shine." 
Tims  while   God    spake,  ambrosial    fragrance 
fiU'd 
All  Heaven,  and  in  the  blessed  spirits  elect 
Snise  of  new  joy  ineffable  difTus'd. 
Beyoful  compare  the  Son  of  God  was  seen 
Most  glorious :  in  Jiim  all  his  Father  shone 
Substantially  express'd ;  and  in  his  face 
Divine  compassion  visibly  appear'd. 
Love  without  end,  and  without  measure  grace. 
Which  uttering,  thus  he  to  his  Father  spake : 

"  O,  Father,  gracious  was  that  word  which  dos'd 
Thy  sovran  sentence,  that  Man  should  find  grace ; 
For  which  both  Heaven  ai^  Earth  shall  high  extol 
Hiy  praises;,  with  the  innumerable  sound 
Of  hymns  and  sacred  sdbgs,  wherewitlr  thy  throne 
Encorapass'd  shall  resoumi  thee  ever  blest. 
For  should  man  finally  be  lost,  should  man, 
Thy  creature  late  so  lov*d,  thy  youngest  son, 
Pall  drciimvented  thus  by  fraud,  though  jcnn'd 
ITith  his  awn  folly  ?     That  be  from  thee  far. 
That  far  be  fi^om  thee.  Father,  who  art  iudge 
Of  all  things  made,  and  judgest  only  nght. 
Or  shall  the  adversary  thus  obtain 
His  end,  and  frustrate  thine ;  shall  he  fulfil 
His  malice,  and  thy  goodness  bring  to  nought, 
Or  proud  return,  ti»ugh  to  his  heavier  doom, 
Tet  with  revenge  accompltsh'd,  and  to  Hell 
Draw  after  him  the  whole  race  of  mankind. 
By  him  corrupted?  or  wilt  thou  thyself 
Abolish  thy  creation,  and  unmake 
For  Mm,  what  for  thy  glory  thou  hast  made  ? 
So  should  thy  goodness  and  thy  sreatness  both 
Be  quesdon'd  and  blaspbem*d  without  defence.*' 

To  whom  the  great  Creator  thus  replied. 
"  O  Son,  in  whom  my  soul  hath  chief  delight, 
Son  of  my  bosom.  Son  who  art  alone 
My  word,  my  wisdom,  and  effectual  might, 
All  hast  thou  spoken  as  my  thou|^  are,  all 
As  my  eternal  purpose  hath  decreed ; 
Man  shall  not  quite  be  lost,  but  sav*d  who  will ; 
Tet  not  of  will  in  him,  but  grace  in  me 
Fredy  vouchaaTd  ;  once  more  I  will  renew 
His  lapsed  powers,  though  forfeit,  and  enthraU'd 
By  an  to  foul  exorbitant  desires  ; 
Uphdd  by  me,  yet  once  more  he  shall  stand 
Ott  even  ground  against  his  mortal  foe ; 
By  me  upheld,  that  he  may  know  how  fWul 
Hk  &U'n  condition  is,  and  to  me  owe 
All  his  deliverance,  and  to  none  but  me. 
Same  I  have  chosen  of  peculiar  grace, 
Elect  above  the  rest ;  so  is  my  will : 
The  rest  shall  hear  me  call,  and  oflbe  wam'd 
Their  sinful  state,  and  to  appease  betimes 
The  incensed  Deity,  while  offer'd  grace 
Inrites ;  lor  I  will  dear  their  senses  dark, 
'What  may  suffice,  and  soften  stony  hearts 
To  pray,  repent,  and  bring  obedience  due. 
To  prayer,  repentance,  and  obedience  due, 
ThcKigh  but  endeavour*d  with  nncere  intent,  j 

Miae  ear  shall  not  be  slow,  mine  eye  not.shut. 
And  I  will  place  within  them  as  a  guide, 


My  unipin*,  Conscience ;  whom  if  they  vrill  hear, 

Light  afW  liglit,  well  us*d  they  shall  attaih. 

And  to  tlie  end,  persisting,  safe  arrive. 

litis  my  long  suflTerance,  and  my  day  of  grace, 

'lliey  who  n^ect  and  scorn,  shall  never  taste ; 

But  hard  be  barden'd,  blind  be  blinded  more^ 

That  they  may  stumble  on,  and  deeper  fUl ; 

And  none  but  such  from  mercy  I  exduda. 

But  yet  all  is  not  done ;  Man  disobeying, 

Disloyal,  breaks  his  feiilty,  and  sins 

Against  the  high  supremacy  of  Heaven, 

Affecting  god-head,  and,  so  losing  all. 

To  expiate  his  treason  hath  nought  lef%. 

But  to  destruction  sacred  and  crevote. 

He,  with  his  whole  posterity,  must  die. 

Die  he  or  justice  must ;  unless  for  him 

Some  other  able,  and  as  willing,  pay 

The  rigid  satis&ction,  death  for  death. 

Say,  heavenly  powers,   where  shall  we  find  such 

love? 
Which  of  ye  will  be  mortal,  to  redeem 
Man's  mortal  crime,  and  just  the  unjubi  to  save  ? 
Dwells  in  all  Heaven  charity  so  dear  ?" 

He  ask'd,  but  all  the  heavenly  quire  stood  mute. 
And  silence  was  in  Heaven :  on  man's  behalf 
Patron  or  intercessor  none  appear'd. 
Much  less  that  durst  upon  his  own  head  draw 
The  deadly  forfeiture,  and  ransom  set. 
And  now  without  redemption  all  mankind 
Must  have  been  lost,  adjudg*d  to  Death  and  IK II 
By  doom  severe,  had  not  tl^  Son  of  God, 
In  whom  the  fulness  dwells  of  love  dinne, 
His  dearest  mediation  thus  renew'd. 

''  Father,  thy  word  is  past,  Man  shall  find  grace  ; 
And  shall  grace  not  find  means,  that  finds  her  way 
Hie  speediest  of  thy  winged  messengers, 
To  visit  all  thy  creatures,  and  to  all 
Comes  unprevented,  unimplor'd,  unsought  ? 
Happy  for  Man,  so  coming ;  he  her  aid 
Can  never  sedc,  once  dead  in  sins,  and  lost ; 
Atonement  for  himself,  or  offering  meet, 
Indebted  and  undone,  hath  none  to  bring : 
Behold  me  then ;  me  for  him,  life  for  life 
I  offer  ;  on  me  let  diine  anger  fall ; 
Account  me  Man  ;  I  for  his  sake  will  leave 
Thy  bosom,  and  this  glory  next  to  thee 
Fredy  put  off*,  and  for  bun  lastly  die 
Well  pleas'd  ;  on  me  let  Death  wreak  all  his  rage ; 
Under  bis  gloomy  power  I  shall  not  long 
Lie  vanquish'd ;  thou  hast  given  me  to  possess 
Life  in  myself  fw  ever ;  by  thee  I  live. 
Though  now  to  Death  I  yield,  and  am  his  due 
All  that  of  me  can  die :  yet,  that  debt  paid, 
Tliou  vrilt  not  leave  me  in  the  loathsome  grave 
His  prey,  nor  suffer  my  unspotted  soul 
For  ever  with  corruption  there  to  dwell ; 
But  I  shall  rise  rictorious,  and  subdue 
My  vanquisher,  spoil'd  of  his  vaunted  spoil ; 
Death  his  death's  wound  shall  then  recdve,  and 

stoop 
Inglorious,  of  his  mortal  sting  disarm'd. 
I  through  the  ample  air  in  tnumph  high 
Shdl  lead  Hell  captive,  maugre  Hdl,  and  show 
The  powers  of  darkness  bound.      Thou,  at  the 

sight 
Pleas'd,  out  of  Heaven  shalt  look  down  and  smile, 
While,  by  thee  rais'd,  I  ruin  aU  my  foes. 
Death  last,  and  with  his  carcass  glut  the  grave 
llien,  with  the  multitude  of  my  redeem'd. 
Shall  enter  Heaven,  long  absent,  and  return. 
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Fiitfagra  to  tee  thy  fitte,  wlierem  no  doud 
Of  anger  ifaell  remain,  but  peace  assur'd 
And  reooncflement ;  wnth  aliaD  be  no  more 
Tbencefortfa,  but  in  tfay  presence  joy  entire.** 

His  words  here  ended,  but  his  medc  asp^ 
Sleitt  yet  spake^  and  breath*d  inunortal  lore 
To  mortal  men,  above  which  only  shone 
Filial  obedience :  as  a  sacrifice 
Glad  to  be  ofler'd,  he  attends  the  will 
Of  his  great  Father.     Admiration  seiz*d 
All  Heayen,  what  this  mi^  mean,  and  whither 

tend. 
Wondering ;  but  so<m  the  Almighty  thus  replied. 

«  O  thou  in  Heaven  and  Earth  the  only  peace 
Found  out  for  mankind  under  wmth  !  O  thou 
My  sole  complacence  t  well  thou  know*st  how  dear 
To  me  are  all  my  works,  nor  Man  the  least, 
Though  last  crei^ ;  tint  for  him  I  spare 
Tliee  from  my  bosom  and  right  hand  to  save, 
By  losing  thee  awhile,  the  whole  race  lost 
Thou,  therefore,  whom  thou  only  canst  redeem, 
Hieir  nature  also  to  thy  nature  join ; 
And  be  thy&elf  man  among  men  on  Earth, 
Made  flesh,  when  time  shall  be,  of  virgin  seed, 
By  wonderous  birth :  be  thou  in  Adam*s  room 
The  head  of  all  mankind,  though  Adam's  son. 
As  in  him  perish  all  men,  so  in  thee. 
As  from  a  second  root,  shall  be  restor*d 
As  many  as  are  reitor'd,  without  thee  none. 
His  crime  makes  guilty  all  his  sons ;  thy  merit, 
Imputed,  shall  absolve  them  who  renounce 
TMr  own  both  righteous  and  unrighteous  deeds, 
And  live  in  thee  tran^lanted,  and  from  thee 
Receive  new  Jight     So  man,  as  is  most  just. 
Shall  satisfy  for  man,  be  judg*d  and  die. 
And  dying  rise,  and  rising  with  him  raise 
HiM  brethren,  ransom*d  with  his  own  dear  life. 
So  heavenly  love  shall  outdo  hellish  hate, 
Giving  to  death,  and  dying  to  redeem. 
So  dewly  to  redeem  what  hellish  hate 
So  easily  destroy'd,  and  still  destroys 
In  those  who,  when  they  may,  accept  not  gnce. 
Nor  shalt  thou,  by  descending  to  assume 
Man's  nature,  lessen  or  degrade  thine  own. 
Because  thou  hast,  though  thron*d  in  highest  blis^ 
Equal  to  God,  and  equuly  enjoying 
God-like  fruition,  quitted  all,  to  save 
A  worid  from  utter  loss,  and  hast  been  found 
By  merit  more  dian  birthright  Son  of  God, 
Found  worthiest  to  be  so  by  being  good. 
Far  more  than  great  or  high ;  beouise  in  thee 
Love  hath  abounded  moro  than  glory  abounds, 
llierefore  thy  humiliation  shall  exalt 
MTith  thee  tl^  manhood  also  to  this  throne ; 
Here  shalt  thou  sit  incarnate,  here  shalt  reign 
Both  God  and  Man,  Son  both  of  God  and  Man, 
Anointed  universal  King ;  all  power 
I  give  thee ;  reign  for  ever,  and  assume 
Tfc^  merits ;  under  thee,  as  head  supreme. 
Thrones,  princedoms,  powers,  dominions,  I  reduce : 
All  knees  to  thee  shall  bow,  of  them  that  bide 
In  Heaven,  or  Earth,  or  under  Earth  in  Hell. 
When  thou,  attended  gloriously  from  Heaven, 
Shalt  in  the  sky  appear,  and  from  thee  send 
The  summoning  arch-angels  to  proclaim 
Thy  dread  tribimal:  forthwith  from  all  winds 
The  living,  and  forthwith  the  dted  dead 
Of  all  past  ages,  to  the  general  doom 
Shall  hasten;  such  a  peel  shall  rouse  their  sleep. 
Then,  all  tfay  sahiti  assembled,  thou  shalt  judge 


Bad  men  and  angels ;  they,  arraign'd,  shall  sink 
Beneath  thy  sentence ;  Hell,  her  numbers  full. 
Thenceforth  sfaaD  be  for  ever  shut.     Meanwhile 
The  world  shall  bum,  and  from  her  ashes  spring 
Mew  Heaven  and  Earth,  wherein  the  just  shall 

dvrell. 
And  after  all  their  tribulations  long. 
See  golden  days,  fruitful  of  golden  deeds, 
With  joy  and  love  triumphing,  and  fair  truth. 
Then  thou  thy  regal  sceptre  shalt  lay  by. 
For  regal  sceptre  then  no  more  shall  need, 
God  shall  be  all  m  aU.     But,  aU  ye  gods, 
Adore  him,  who  to  compass  aU  this  dies  ^ 
Adore  the  Son,  and  honour  him  as  me.** 

No  sooner  had  the  Almighty  ceas'd,  but  all 
The  multitude  of  angels,  with  a  shout 
Loud  as  fhim  numbm  without  number,  sweet 
As  fhnn  blest  voices,  uttering  joy,  Heaven  rung 
With  jubilee,  and  loud  Hoeannas  fiU*d 
The  eternal  regions:  lowly  reverent 
Towards  either  throne  they  bow,  and  to  the  ground 
With  solemn  adoration  down  they  cast 
Their  crowns  inwove  with  amarant  and  gold ; 
Immortal  amarant,  a  flow^  which  once 
In  Parajdise,  fast  by  the  tree  of  life, 
Began  to  bloom ;  but  soon  for  man's  offence 
To  Heaven  reinov*d  where  first  it  grew,  there  grows. 
And  flowers  alofl  shading  the  fount  of  life, 
And  where  the  river  of   bliss  through   midst  of 

Heaven 
Bolls  o*er  Elysian  flowers  her  amber  stream  ; 
With  these  that  never  fade  the  spirits  elect 
Bind  their  resplendent  locks  inwreath*d  with  beams ; 
Now  in  loose  garlands  thick  thrown  off,  the  bright 
Fkvement,  that  like  a  sea  of  jasper  shone, 
Impurpled  with  celestial  roses  smird. 
llicn,  crown*d  again,  their  golden  harps  tiiey  took. 
Harps  ever  tun*<^  that  glittering  by  their  side 
Like  quivers  hung,  and  with  preamble  sweet 
Of  chuming  symphony  they  introduce 
Hieir  sacred  song,  and  waken  raptures  high ; 
No  voice  exempt,  no  voice  but  well  could  join 
Melodious  part,  such  concord  is  in  Heaven. 

Thee,  Father,  first  they  sung  Omnipotent, 
Immutable,  Immortal,  Infinite, 
Eternal  Khig ;  thee  Author  of  all  being. 
Fountain  of  ught,  thyself  invisible 
Amidst  the  glorious  brightness  where  thou  dtst 
Thron*d  inaccessible,  but  when  thou  shad*8t 
Tlie  full  blase  of  thy  beams,  and,  through  a  cloud 
Drawn  round  about  dice  like  a  radiant  shrine, 
Dark  with  excessive  bright  thy  skirts  appear. 
Yet  daxzle  Heaven,  that  brightest  seraphim 
Approach  not,  but  with  both  wii\gs  vdl  their  eyea. 
Thee  next  they  san^  of  all  creation  first. 
Begotten  Son,  Divme  Sunilitude, 
In  whose  conspicuous  countenance,  without  doud 
Made  visible,  the  Almighty  Father  shines. 
Whom  else  no  creature  can  behold ;  on  thee 
Impre8s*d  the  efftilgenoe  of  his  glcny  abides, 
Transfus*d  on  thee  his  ample  Spirit  rests. 
He  Heaven  of  Heavens  and  all  the  powers  therein 
By  thee  created ;  and  by  thee  threw  down 
The  aspiring  dominations :  thou  that  day 
Thy  Father*s  dreadfld  thunder  didst  not  spare, 
Not  stop  thy  flaming  chariot-wheds,  that  shook 
Heaven's  everlasting  frame,  while  o*er  the  necks 
Thou  drov*st  of  warring  angels  disarray'd. 
Back  fWmi  pursuit  thy  powers  with  loud  •<v*l«im 
Thee  only  extdl'd.  Son  of  thy  Father's  might, 
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To  exeeote  fiance  tengemct  on  his  foes. 

Not  90  00  Man :  him,  through  their  malice  fall'tt, 

FiAer  of  macj  and  grace,  tiiou  didst  not  doom 

So  strictlj,  but  much  more  to  pity  incline : 

No  iooner  did  thy  dear  and  only  Son 

BotdTe  thee  purpoa'd  not  to  doom  irail  Man 

So  strictly,  but  much  more  to  pity  indin'd. 

He  to  appease  thy  wrath,  and  end  the  strife 

Of  mercy  and  justice  in  thy  face  discem*d, 

Regardkas  of  the  bliss  wherein  he  sat 

Seomd  to  thee^  offered  himself  to  die 

For  Man's  offence.     O  unexampled  love, 

Loie  DO  where  to  be  found  less^than  Divine ! 

Hail,  Sod  of  God,  Saviour  of  Men !  Thy  name 

Shall  be  the  copious  matter  of  my  song 

Henceforth,  and  never  shall  my  harp  £hy  praise 

foBgd,  nor  from  thy  Father*s  praise  di^oin. 

IluB  they  in  Heaven,  above  the  starry  sphere, 
TUr  hqipy  hours  in  ioy  and  hymning  spent. 
Meanwhile  upon  the  arm  opacous  gl<^ 
Of  this  round  world,  whose  first  convex  divides 
Ibe  huninous  inferior  orbs,  endos'd 
Fran  Chaos,  and  the  inroad  of  Darkness  old, 
Satan  aUgfated  walks :  a  globe  far  off 
It  aeem*d,  now  seems  a  boundless  continent 
Drt,  waste,  and  wild,  under  the  frown  of  Night 
Men  expos'd,  and  ever-threatening  storms 
Of  Qiaos  blustering  round,  inclement  sky ; 
Sm  on  that  side  which  firom  the  wall  of  Heaven, 
IlMagfa  distant  far,  some  small  reflection  gains 
Of  gfimmeiing  air,  leas  vex*d  with  tempest  loud ; 
^m  wilk*d  the  fiend  at  large  in  spacious  field. 
As  when  t  vulture  on  Inuuxs  bred, 
^hoae  snowy  ridge  die  roving  Tartar  bounds, 
Mtdging  tnm  a  r^ioo  scarce  of  prey, 
T^gofge  the  flesh  of  lambs  or  yeanling  kids, 
Oa  faOb  where  flocks  axe  fed,  flies  toward  the 

springs 
UTGan^^  or  Hydaspe^  Indian  streams ; 
fttt  b  Us  way  lights  on  the  barren  plains 
Of  Serieana,  wh^  Chineses  drive 
With  aaOs  and  wind  their  cany  waggons  light : 
S^  oo  this  windy  sea  of  land,  the  fiend 
*A'd  np  and  down  alone,  bent  on  his  prey ; 
Ajoee,  for  other  creature  in  this  place, 
Mig  or  lifeless,  to  be  found  was  none, 
^  yet,  but  store  hereafter  from  the  Earth 
Vp  hidKr  Uke  aereal  vapours  flew 
Of  an  tUngs  transitory  and  vain,  when  sin 
Wifli  vanity  had  fill'd  the  works  of  men ; 
Badi  aQ  tibongs  vain,  and  all  who  in  vain  things 
^  fiieir  f<md  hopes  of  glory  or  lasting  fame, 
Or  happiness  in  tins  or  the  other  life ; 
^  vho  have  their  reward  on  Earth,  the  fruits 
or  painful  superstition  and  blind  teaH, 
J*glit  leddng  but  Ac  praise  of  men,  here  find 
^'••ribotion,  empty  as  their  deeds; 
^the  unaccompUsh'd  works  of  Nature's  hand, 
JJwJte,  monatious,  or  unkindly  mix'd, 
J^v'd  QD  Earth,  fleet  hither,  and  in  vain, 
«J  final  Aeohition,  wander  here ; 
^  in  the  neighbouring   Moon,   as  some  have 

dream*d ; 
w  aigeiit  fidds  more  likely  habitants, 
^^dtted  aauHa,  or  middle  spirits  bold 
^^  ^  sngriical  and  human  kind, 
^dier  of  ill.join*d  sons  and  daughters  bom 
^  from  the  ancient  world  those  giants  came 
Z^  vam  a  vain  exploit,  though  then  renown*d : 
^Indders  next  of  Babel  on  the  plain 


Of  Sennaar,  and  still  with  vain  design 
New  Babds,  had  they  wherewithal,  would  build  r 
Others  came  single ;  he,  who  to  be  deem*d 
A  god,  leap'd  fondly  into  iBtna  flames, 
I  Gmpedocles ;  and  he,  who  to  enjoy 
Plato's  Elysium,  leap'd  into  the  sea, 
Cleombrotus ;  and  many  more  too  long. 
Embryos  and  idiots,  eremites  and  friars 
White,  black,  and  gray,  with  all  their  trumpery. 
Here  pilgrims  roam,  that  stiay'd  so  fin-  to  seek 
In  Golgotha  him  dead,  who  lives  in  Heaven ; 
And  they,  who  to  be  sure  of  Paradise, 
Dying,  put  on  the  weeds  of  Dominic, 
Or  in  Fiandscan  think  to  pass  diaguis*d  ; 
Tliey  pass  the  planets  seven,  and  pass  the  fix*d. 
And  tfiat  crystelline  sphere  whose  balance  weighs 
The  trepidation  talk'cC  and  that  first  mov'd 
And  DOW  Saint  Peter  at  Heaven's  wicket  seems 
To  wait  them  with  his  keys,  and  now  at  foot ; 
Of  Heaven's  ascent  they  lift  their  feet,  when  lo 
A  violent  crosa  wind  from  either  coast 
Blows  them  transverse,  ten  thousand  leagues  awry 
Into  the  devious  air :  then  might  ye  see 
Cowls,  hoods,  and  habits,  with  thor  wearers,  tost 
And  flutter'd  into  rags ;  then  reliques,  beads. 
Indulgences,  dispenses,  pardons,  bulls, 
The  sport  of  winds :  all  these,  upwhirl'd  aloft. 
Fly  o'er  the  backside  of  the  world  fSar  off. 
Into  a  Limbo  large  and  broad,  since  call'd 
Hie  Paradise  of  Fools,  to  few  unknown 
Long  after,  now  unpeopled  and  untrod. 
All  this  dark  globe  the  fiend  found  as  he  pass'd. 
And  long  he  wander'd,  till  at  last  a  gleam 
Of  dawnmg  light  tum'd  thither-ward  in  haste 
His  travell'd  steps  :  far  distant  he  descries 
Ascending  by  degrees  magnificent 
Up  to  the  vndl  of  Heaven  a  structure  high ; 
At  top  whereof,  but  far  more  rich  appear 'd 
Hie  work  as  of  a  kingly  palace-gate. 
With  frontispiece  of  diamond  and  gold 
Embellish'd ;  thick  with  sparkling  orient  gems 
Hie  portal  shone,  inimitable  on  Earth 
By  model,  or  by  shading  pencil,  drawn. 
The  stairs  were  such  as  whereon  Jacob  saw 
Angels  ascending  and  descending,  bands 
Of  guardians  bright,  when  he  from  Esau  fled 
To  Padan- Aram,  in  the  field  of  Lux 
Dreaming  by  night  under  the  open  sky. 
And  waking  cried,  "  This  is  the  gate  of  Heaven." 
Each  stair  mysteriously  vras  meant,  nor  stood 
There  always,  but  drawn  up  to  Heaven  sometimea 
Viewless ;  and  underneath  a  bright  sea  flow'd 
Of  jasper,  or  of  liquid  pearl,  whereon 
Who  after  came  fhmi  Earth,  sailing  arriv'd. 
Wafted  by  angels,  or  flew  o'er  the  lake 
Rapt  in  a  chariot  drawn  by  fiery  steeds. 
The  stairs  were  then  let  down,  whether  to  dare 
The  fiend  by  easy  ascent,  or  aggravate 
His  sad  exclusion  from  the  doors  of  bliss : 
Direct  against  which  open'd  fVom  beneath. 
Just  o'er  the  bliaaful  seat  of  Paradise, 
A  passage  down  to  the  Earth,  a  passage  wide, 
M^der  by  fSar  than  that  of  after-times 
Over  mount  Sion,  and,  thou^  that  were  huge, 
Over  the  Promis'd  Land,  to  God  so  dear ; 
By  vrhich,  to  visit  oft  those  hi^y  tribes, 
On  hif  h  behests  his  angels  to  and  fro 
Pasa'd  frequent,  and  hb  eye  with  choice  regard 
FVom  Paneaa,  the  fount  c^  Jordan's  flood. 
To  Beersaba,  where  tlie  Holy  Land 


Digitized  by 


Google 


J 


48 


MILTON. 


Book  III. 


Bonlera  on  Egypt  and  the  Arabian  shore ; 

So  wide  the  opening  seem'd,  where  bounds  were  set 

To  darkness,  such  as  bound  the  ocean  wave. 

Satan  from  hence,  now  on  the  lower  stair, 

That  scal'd  by  steps  of  gold  to  Heaven.gate, 

Looks  down  with  wonder  at  the  sudden  view 

Of  all  this  world  at  once.     As  when  a  scout, 

Hirough  dark  and  desert  ways  with  peril  gone 

All  night,  at  last  by  break  of  cheerful  dawn 

Obtains  the  brow  of  some  high-climbing  hiU, 

Which  to  his  eye  discovers  unaware 

llie  goodly  prospect  of  some  foreign  land 

First  seen,  or  some  renown*d  metropolis 

With  glistering  spires  and  pinnacles  adom'd, 

Which  now  the  rising  Sun  gilds  with  his  beams : 

Such  wonder  seix'd,  though  after  Heaven  seen. 

The  spirit  maUgn,  but  much  more  envy  seiz'd. 

At  sight  of  all  this  world  beheld  so  (air. 

llound  he  surveys  (and  well  might,  where  he  stood 

So  high  above  the  circling  canopy 

Of  night  s  extended  shade)  from  eastern  point 

Of  Libra  to  the  fleecy  star  that  bears 

Andromeda  far  off  Atlantic  seas 

Beyond  the  horizon  ;  then  from  pole  to  pole 

He  views  in  breadth,  and  without  longer  pause 

Down  right  into  the  world's  first  region  throws 

His  fligl^  precipitant,  and  winds  with  ease 

Through  the  pure  marble  air  his  oblique  way 

Amongst  innumerable  stars,  that  shone 

Stars  distant,  but  nigh  hand  seem'd  other  worlds ; 

Or  other  worlds  they  seem'd,  or  happy  isles, 

Like  those  Hesperian  gardens  fam*d  of  old, 

Fortunate  fields,  and  groves,  and  flowery  vales, 

Thrice  happy  isles ;  but  w^  dwelt  happy  there 

He  staid  not  to  inquire :  above  theni  all 

The  golden  Sun,  in  splendour  likest  Heaven, 

Allur'd  his  eye ;  thither  his  course  he  bends 

Through  the  calm  firmament,  (but  up  or  down, 

By  centrcf  or  eccentric,  hard  to  tell, 

Or  longitude,)  where  the  great  luminary 

Aloof  tibe  vulgar  constellations  thick, 

That  from  his  lordly  eye  keep  distance  due. 

Dispenses  light  from  far ;  they,  as  they  move 

Their  starry  dance  in  numbers  that  compute 

Days,  months  and  years,  towards  his  all^ifaeering 

lamp 
Turn  swift  their  various  motions,  or  are  tum'd 
By  his  magnetic  beam,  that  gently  warms 
The  univerM,  and  to  each  inward  part 
With  gentle  penetration,  though  unseen. 
Shoots  invisible  virtue  even  to  the  deep ; 
So  wonderously  was  set  his  station  bright. 
There  lands  the  fiend,  a  spot  like  which  perhaps 
Astronomer  in  the  Sun's  lucent  orb 
Through  his  glaz'd  optic  tube  yet  never  saw. 
The  place  he  found  beyond  expression  bright, 
Compar'd  with  aught  on  Earth,  metal  or  stone ; 
Not  all  parts  like,  but  all  alike  inform'd 
With  radiant  light,  as  glowing  iron  with  fire; 
If  metal,  part  seem'd  gold,  part  silver  cftar ; 
If  stone,  caibunde  most  or  chrysolite. 
Ruby  or  topas,  to  the  twelve  tlwt  shone 
In  Aaron's  breast-plate,  and  a  stone  besides 
Imagin'd  rather  oft  than  elsewhere  seen. 
That  stone,  or  like  to  that,  which  here  below 
Fhilosophers  in  vain  so  long  have  sought. 
In  vain,  though  by  their  powerful  art  they  bind 
VolatOe  Hermes,  and  call  up  unbound 
In  various  shapes  old  Pkoteus  fhvn  the  sea, 
Drain'd  through  a  limbec  to  his  native  form. 


What  wonder  then  if  fields  and  regions  here 

Breathe  forth  elixir  pure,  and  rivers  run 

Potable  gold,  when  with  one  virtuous  touch 

The  arcb-chymic  Sun,  so  far  from  us  remote, 

Ph)duces,  with  terrestrial  humour  mix'd. 

Here  in  the  dark  so  many  predous  things 

Of  ccdour  glorious,  and  ^ect  so  rare  ? 

Here  matter  new  to  gaze  the  Devil  met 

Undazzled ;  far  and  wide  his  eye  commands ; 

For  sight  no  obstacle  found  here,  nor  shade. 

But  all  sun-shine,  as  when  his  beams  at  noon 

Culminate  from  the  equator,  as  they  now 

Shot  upward  still  direct,  whence  no  way  round 

Shadow  from  body  opaque  can  fall :  and  the  air. 

No  where  so  clear,  sharpened  his  visual  ray 

To  objects  distant  far,  whereby  he  soon 

Saw  within  ken  a  glorious  angel  stand. 

The  same  whom  John  saw  also  in  the  Sun  : 

His  back  was  tum'd,  but  not  his  brightness  hid  ; 

Of  beaming  sunny  rays  a  golden  tiar 

Circled  his  head,  nor  less  his  locks  behind 

Illustrious  on  his  shoulders,  fledge  with  wings. 

Lay  waving  round  ;  on  some  great  charge  employed 

He  seem'd,  or  fix'd  in  cogitation  deep. 

Glad  was  the  spirit  impure,  as  now  in  hope 

To  find  who  might  direct  his  wandering  flight 

To  Paradise,  the  happy  seat  of  Man, 

His  journey's  end  and  our  beginning  woe. 

But  first  he  casts  to  change  liis  proper  shape. 

Which  else  might  work  him  danger  or  delay  : 

And  now  a  stripling  cherub  he  appears, 

Not  of  the  prime,  yet  such  as  in  his  face 

Youth  smil'd  celestial,  and  to  every  limb 

Suitable  grace  difiiis'd,  so  well  he  feign'd : 

Under  a  coronet  his  flowing  hair 

In  curls  on  either  cheek  play'd ;  wings  he  wore. 

Of  many  a  colour'd  plume,  sprinkled  with  gold  ; 

His  habit  fit  for  speed  succinct,  and  held 

Before  his  decent  steps  a  silver  wand. 

He  drew  not  nigh  unheard ;  the  angel  bright. 

Ere  he  drew  nigh,  his  radiant  visage  tum'd, 

Admonish'd  by  his  ear,  and  straight  was  known 

The  arch-angel  Uriel,  one  of  the  seven 

Who  in  God's  presence,  nearest  to  his  throne. 

Stand  ready  at  conunand,  and  are  his  eyes 

That  mn  through  all  the  Heavens,  or  down  to  tlie 

Eardi 
Bear  his  swift  errands  over  moist  and  dry, 
O'er  sea  and  land :  him  Satan  thus  accosts. 

«  Uriel,  for  thou  of  those  seven  spirits  that  stand 
In  sight  ti  God's  high  throne,  gloriously  bright. 
The  first  art  wont  his  great  authentic  will 
Interpreter  through  highest  Heaven  to  bring. 
Where  all  his  sons  thy  embassy  attend ; 
And  here  art  likeliest  by  supreme  decree 
Like  honour  to  obtain,  and  as  his  eye 
To  visit  oft  this  new  creation  round ; 
Unspeakable  desire  to  see,  and  know 
AU  these  his  wonderous  works,  but  chiefly  Man, 
His  chief  delight  and  favour,  him  for  whom 
All  these  hb  works  so  wonderous  he  ordain'd. 
Hath  brought  me  firom  the  quires  of  chembim 
Alone  thus  wandering.     Brightest  seraph,  tell 
In  which  of  all  these  shining  orbs  hath  Man 
His  fixed  seat,  or  fixed  seat  hath  none. 
But  all  these  shining  orbs  his  choice  to  dwell ; 
Tliat  I  may  find  him,  and  with  secret  gaze 
Or  open  admiration  him  behold. 
On  whom  the  great  Creator  hath  bestow'd 
Worlds,  and  on  whom  hath  all  these  graces  pourM; 
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Ikt  bodi  in  Imn  and  ftU  Hangs,  as  it  meet, 
The  univenal  fifaker  we  may  praise ; 
Who  justly  hsdi  driven  out  lus  rebel  foes 
Todemest  Hell,  and,  to  repair  that  loss^ 
Crated  this  new  happy  race  of  Men 
lb  Kite  ban  better :  wise  are  all  his  ways.* 

So  ipske  the  fidse  dissembler  unpercetv'd ; 
For  odtber  man  nor  angel  can  disoem 
Hjpocrisjr,  the  only  eril  that  walks 
lonaUc^  except  to  God  alone, 
Bf  his  pennissiTe  will,  through  Heaven  and  EorA: 
Aad  oft,  tfaoo^  wisdom  wake,  suspicion  sleeps 
At  wisdism's  gate,  and  to  simplicity 
Reagu  her  chaige^  while  goodness  diinks  no  ill 
Where  no  ill  seems :  which  now  for  once  beguil*d 
Uriel,  tfaouj^  regent  of  the  Sun,  and  held 
The  afasrpest-figfated  spirit  of  all  in  Heaven ; 
Who  to  the  fruidulent  impostor  foul, 
lo  his  uprightness,  answer  thus  retum'd. 

**  Fair  aiijgel,  tlqr  desire,  whidi  tends  to  know 
The  voffks  of  God,  diereby  to  glorify 
Hk  great  Work-master,  leads  to  no  excess 
Ihet  reaches  blame,  but  rather  merits  praise 
The  more  it  seems  excess,  that  led  thee  hither 
F^  thy  empyreal  mansion  thus  alone. 
To  witness  with  thine  eyes  what  some  perhaps. 
Contented  with  report,  hear  only  in  Heaven : 
For  mooderiid  indeed  are  all  his  works. 
Fkisnit  to  know,  and  worthiest  to  be  all 
Had  in  remembrance  always  with  delight ; 
^  what  crested  mind  cap  comprehend 
ThA  nnmber,  or  the  wisdom  infinite 
Iktbroogfat  them  forth,  but  hid  their  causes  deep? 
1  asv  when  at  his  word  the  formless  mass, 
TUi  irarid*s  material  mould,  came  to  a  heap : 
CoafiiBOD  heard  his  voice,  and  wild  uproar 
teod  nil'd,  stood  vast  infinitude  confin*d ; 
Hat  hb second  bidding  Darkness  fled, 
^ht  shone,  and  order  finom  disorder  sprung : 
fcift  to  their  several  quarters  hasted  then 
tk  cunbrous  elements,  earth,  flood,  air,  fire ; 
And  this  etherial  quintessence  of  Heaven 
^  upward,  spirited  with  various  ibrms, 
^  nill'd  orbicular,  and  tum'd  to  stars 
^^uabeiicss,  as  thou  seest,  and  how  they  move ; 
Each  had  his  place  appointed,  each  his  course ; 
Ihc  rest  in  drcnit  walls  this  universe. 
I^  downward  on  that  globe,  whose  hidier  side 
^  light  firom  hence,  though  but  reflected,  shines; 
Tbtpkoe  is  Eartii,  the  seat  of  Man ;  that  light 
Si  daj,  which  else,  as  the  other  hemisphere, 
Kight  woold  invade ;  but  there  the  neighbouring 

Moon 
(^^  that  opposite  fair  star)  her  aid 
"1^  interposes,  and  ber  monthly  round 
&ni  ending,  stiH  renewing,  through  mid  Heaven, 
Wift  boRow'd  light  her  countenance  triform 
Hesee  Ills  and  empties  to  enlighten  th*  Earth, 
Aid  in  ber  pale  dominion  chtAs  the  night. 
^  >pot,  to  which  I  point,  is  Faradise, 
^^*i  abode ;  those  lofty  shades,  his  bower, 
uf  w^  thou  canst  not  miss,  me  mine  requires.*' 
Thns  said,  be  tum*d ;  and  Satan,  bowing  low, 
^*to superior  spirita  is  wont  in  Heaven, 
^'^  hoooor  iae  md  reverence  none  neglects, 
^^IcBve,  and  toward  the  coast  of  Earth  beneath, 
|y*ftwn  the  ecliptic,  sped  with  hop*d  success, 
^|0"i  Us  steep  flS^AA  in  many  an  aery  wheel ; 
''"iid,  tin  on  Nqihates' top  he  lights. 
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Satan,  now  in  prospect  of  Eden,  and  nigh  the  place 
where,  he  must  now  attempt  the  bold  entei^riae 
which  he  undertook  alone  against  God  and  Man, 
Calls  into  numy  doubts  widi  himself,  and  many 
passions,  fear,  envy,  and  despair;  but  at  length 
confirms  himself  in  evil,  journeys  on  to  Fkradise, 
idiose  outward  prospect  and  situation  is  described ; 
overleaps  the  bounds ;  sits  in  the  shape  of  a  cor- 
morant on  the  tree  of  life,  as  highest  in  the  gar. 
den,  to  look  about  him.  The  garden  descri^ ; 
Satan's  first  sight  of  Adam  and  Eve ;  his  wonder 
at  their  excellent  form  and  happy  state,  but  with 
resolution  to  work  then-  fall ;  overheard  theur  dis- 
course,  thence  gathers  that  the  tree  of  knowledge 
was  forbidden  them  to  eat  of,  under  penalty  of 
death ;  and  thereon  intends  to  found  his  tempts 
tion,  by  seducing  them  to  transgress :  then  leaves 
them  a  while  to  know  further  of  their  state  by 
some  other  means.  Meanwhile  Uriel  descending 
on  a  sunbeam  warns  Gabriel,  who  had  in  charge 
the  gate  of  Paradise,  that  some  evil  spirit  had 
escaped  the  deep,  and  passed  at  noon  by  his 
rohere  in  the  shi^  of  a  good  angel  dovm  to 
Fandise,  discovered  after  by  his  furious  gestures 
in  the  mount.  Gabriel  promises  to  find  him  ere 
morning,  l^ght  coming  on,  Adam  and  Eve 
discourse  of  going  to  their  rest:  their  bower 
described ;  their  evening  worship.  Gabriel,  draw, 
ing  forth  his  bands  <^  night-watch  to  walk  the 
round  of  Paradise,  appoints  two  strong  angels  to 
Adam's  bower,  lest  the  evil  spirit  should  be  there 
doing  some  harm  to  Adam  or  Eve,  sleeping ; 
there  they  find  him  at  the  ear  of  Eve  tempting  her 
in  a  dreaim,  and  bring  him,  though  unwiUing,  to 
Gabriel ;  by  whom  questioned,  he  scomftiUy  an- 
swers; prepares  resistance;  but,  hindered  by  a 
sign  from  Heaven,  flies  out  of  Paradise. 

O  Fon  that  warning  voice,  which  he,  who  saw 
Th'  Apocalypse,  hoard  cry  in  Heaven  aloud. 
Then  when  the  Dragon,  put  to  second  rout, 
Came  ftirious  down  to  be  reveng'd  on  men. 
Woe  to  the  inhabUanU  on  Earth  I  that  now, 
While  time  was,  our  first  parents  had  been  wam'd 
The  coming  of  their  secret  foe,  and  'scap'd. 
Haply  so  'scap'd  his  mortal  snare :   for  now 
Satan,  now  first  inflam'd  vrith  rage,  came  down. 
The  tempter  ere  the  accuser  of  mankind. 
To  vneak  on  innocent  frail  man  bis  loss 
Of  that  first  battle,  and  his  flight  to  Hell : 
Yet,  not  reioicing  in  his  speed,  though  bold 
Far  off  and  fearless,  nor  with  cause  to  boast. 
Begins  his  dire  attempt ;  which  nigh  the  birth 
Now  rolling  bcnls  in  his  tumultuous  breast. 
And  like  a  devilish  engine  back  recoils 
Upon  himself;  horrour  and  doubt  distract 
His  troubled  thousfau,  and  from  tfie  bottom  stir 
The  Hell  within  hun ;  for  within  hun  Hell 
He  brings,  and  round  about  him,  nor  from  Hell 
One  st^  no  more  than  fitmi  himself,  can  fly 
By  chatige  of  place :  now  conscience  wakes  despair, 
Hiat  slumbered ;  vrakes  the  bitter  memory 
Of  what  he  was,  what  is,  and  what  must  be 
Worse;  of  worse    deeds  worse    sufferings    must 

ensue. 
Sometimes  towards  Eden,  whicb^  now  in  his  view 
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Lay  pleasant,  hii  erieT'd  look  be  fixed  tad ; 
Sometimes  towards  He 
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HeaTen,  and  the  fiill4>lazing 


'Which  now  sat  Ugh  in  his  meridian  tower : 
Then,  much  reydying,  thus  in  sighs  began. 

**  O  thou,  that,  with  surpassing  glory  crownM, 
Look*st  from  thy  sde  dominion  like  the  God 
Of  this  new  world ;  at  whose  sight  all  the  stars 
Hide  their  diminish*d  heads ;  to  thee  I  call. 
But  with  no  friendly  voice,  and  add  thy  name, 

0  Sun !  to  tell  thee  how  I  hate  thy  beams, 
Tliat  bring  to  my  remembrance  from  what  state 

1  fell,  how  glorious  once  above  thy  sphere ; 
nil  pride  and  worse  ambition  threw  me  down. 
Warring  in  Heaven  against  Heaven's  matchless 

King: 
Ah,  wheiefore !  he  deserv'd  no  such  return 
From  me,  whom  he  created  what  I  was 
In  that  bright  eminence,  and  with  his  good 
Upbraided  none ;  ncnr  was  his  service  hard. 
What  could  be  less  than  to  afford  him  praise, 
The  easiest  recompense,  and  pay  him  thanks, 
How  due !  yet  all  his  good  prov*d  ill  in  me. 
And  wrought  but  malice ;  lifted  up  so  high 
I  'sdeinM  subjection,  and  thought  one  step  higher 
Would  set  me  highest,  and  in  a  moment  quit 
The  debt  immense  of  endless  gratitude. 
So  burthensome  still  paying,  still  to  owe. 
Forgetful  what  from  him  I  still  receiv*d. 
And  understood  not  that  a  grateful  mind 
By  owing  owes  not,  but  still  pays,  at  once 
Indebted  and  discharg'd ;  wlutt  burthen  then  ? 
O  had  his  powerful  destiny  ordain*d 
Me  some  inferior  angel,  I  had  stood 
llien  happy ;  no  unbounded  hope  had  rais*d 
Ambition.     Yet  why  not  ?  some  other  power 
As  great  might  have  aspir*d«  and  me,  though  mean. 
Drawn  to  his  part ;  but  other  powers  as  great 
Fell  not,  but  stand  unshaken,  from  within 
Or  from  without,  to  all  temptations  arm*d. 
Hadst  thou  the  same  free  will  and  power  to  stand? 
Thou  hadst :  whom  hast  thou  then  or  what  to  ac- 
cuse. 
But  Heaven's  tne  love  dealt  equally  to  all  ? 
Be  then  his  love  accurs'd,  since  love  or  hate. 
To  me  alike,  it  deals  eternal  woe. 
Nay,  curs'd  be  thou ;  since  against  his  thy  will 
Chose  freely  what  it  now  so  justly  rues. 
Me  misersble !  which  way  stiall  I  fly 
Infinite  wrath,  and  infinite  despair  ? 
Which  way  I  fly  is  Hell ;  myself  am  HeU ; 
And,  in  the  lowest  deep,  a  lower  deep 
Still  threatening  to  devour  me  <^ns  wide. 
To  which  the  HeU  I  suffer  seems  a  Heayen. 
O,  tfian,  at  last  relent :  u  there  no  plaoB 
Left  for  repentance,  none  for  pardon  left  ? 
None  left  but  by  submission  ;  and  that  word 
Disdain  fofbids  me,  and  my  dread  of  shame 
Among  the  tgiriu  beneath,  whom  I  seduc'd 
With  other  promises  and  other  vaunts 
Than  to  submit,  boasting  I  could  subdue 
The  Omnipotent     Ay  me !  they  little  know 
How  dearly  I  abide  that  boast  so  vain. 
Under  what  torments  inwardly  I  groan. 
While  Uiey  adore  me  on  the  throne  of  HeU. 
With  diadem  and  sceptre  high  advanc'd, 
TTie  lower  still  I  fall,  only  supreme 
In  misery :  such  joy  ambition  finds. 
But  say  I  could  repent,  and  could  obtain. 
By  act  of  grace,  my  former  state;  how  soon 


Would  height  i«cal  high  thoughts,  how  soon  iu»ay 
What  fUgn*d  submission  swore?  Ease  would  recant 
Vows  made  in  pain,  as  violent  and  void. 
For  never  can  true  reconcilement  grow. 
Where  wounds  of  deadly  hate  have  pierc'd  so  dacp : 
Which  would  but  lead  me  to  a  worse  relapse 
And  heavier  fall :  so  should  I  purchase  dear 
Short  intermissiMi  bought  widi  double  smart, 
lliis  knows  my  punisher ;  therefore  as  far 
From  granting  he,  as  I  fWnn  be|^ing  peace  : 
All  hope  excluded  thus,  behold,  instead 
Of  us  outcast,  exil'd,  his  new  delight, 
Mankind  created,  anid  for  him  this  world. 
So  fiurewell  hope,  and  with  hope  fareweU  fear 
Farewell  remorse :  all  good  to  me  is  lost ; 
Evil, bethou  my  good :  by  thee  at  least 
Divided  empire  with  Heaven's  King  I  hold. 
By  thee,  and  more  than  half  perhaps  will  reign  ; 
As  Man  ere  long,  and  this  new  world,  shall  know." 
Thus  while  he  sptke,  each  passion  dimm'd  him 
free 
Thrice  chanc'd  with  pale,  ire,  envy,  and  despair  ; 
Which  manrd  his  borrow'd  visage,  and  betny'd 
Him  counterfeit,  if  any  eye  beheld. 
For  heavenly  mLuls  from  such  distempers  foul 
Are  ever  clear.     Whereof  he  soon  aware. 
Each  perturbation  smooth'd  with  outward  cahn. 
Artificer  of  fraud;  and  was  the  first 
That  practis'd  falsehood  under  saintly  show. 
Deep  malice  to  conceal,  couch'd  with  revenge : 
Yet  not  enough  had  practis'd  to  deceive 
Uriel  once  wam'd;  whose  eye  pursued  him  down 
Tlie  way  he  went,  and  on  the  Assyrian  mount 
Saw  him  disfigur'd,  more  than  could  be&ll 
Spirit  of  happy  sort :  his  gestures  fierce 
He  mark'd  and  mad  demeanour,'  then  alone^ 
As  he  suppos'd,  all  unobserv'd,  unseen. 
So  on  he  fares,  and  to  the  border  comes 
Of  Eden,  where  delicious  Pkiradise 
Now  nearer,  croMms  with  her  endoeure  green. 
As  with  a  rural  mound,  the  champaign  head 
Of  a  steep  wilderness,  whose  hairy  sides 
With  thicket  overgrown,  grotesque  and  wild. 
Access  denied ;  and  over-head  up  grew 
Insupemble  hdght  of  loftiest  shade. 
Cedar,  and  pine,  and  fir,  and  branching  nahn, 
A  sylvan  scene ;  and,  as  the  ranks  ascend 
Shade  above  shaide,  a  woody  theatre 
Of  stateliest  view.     Yet  higher  than  their  topa 
The  verdurous  wall  of  Paradise  up  sprung : 
Which  to  our  general  sire  gave  prospect  laiga 
Into  his  nether  empire  ndgbbouring  round. 
And  hiffher  than  that  wall  a  circling  row 
Of  goodliest  trees,  loaden  with  fiiirest  fhiit, 
Blossoms  and  fhiits  at  once  of  golden  hue, 
Appear'd,  with  gay  enamell'd  colours  mix'd : 
On  which  the  Sun  more  glad  impress'd  his  beams 
Than  in  fair  evening  cloud,  or  humid  bow. 
When   God  hath  showered  the  earth ;  so  lovelj 

seem'd 
That  landscape :  and  of  pure,  now  purer  air 
Meets  his  approadi,  and  to  the  heart  inspires 
Vernal  delight  and  joy,  able  to  drive 
All  sadness  but  de^mir :  now  gentle  gales, 
Fanning  their  odoriferous  wings,  dispoise 
Native  perfumes,  and  whisper  whence  they  stole 
Those  balmy  spoils.     As  when  to  them  who  sail 
Beyond  the  Cape  of  Hope,  and  now  are  past 
Mosambic,  off  at  sea  north-east  winds  blow 
Sabcan  odours  from  the  spicy  shore 
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[league 
and  meny  a 


OTArabjtlieblert;  with  tucfa  delay 

Wdl  pkat'd  tbey  aladc  their  ccnine,  and  many 

ChecT'd  with  the  grateftil  smell  old  Ocean  smiles : 

8»  ealatim*d  those  odorous  sweets  the  fiend, 

Wbs  cams  their  bane :  though  with  them  better 

pleased 
Han  Aamodeos  with  the  fishy  fume 
Ibt  drove  him,  though  enamour  d,  from  the  spouse 
Of  Tout's  too,  and  with  a  Tengeance  sent 
ftom  Ifedia  poet  to  Egypt,  there  ftst  bound. 

Nmr  to  the  sfiosnt  of  that  steep  sarase  hill 
SitiD  hsd  jonmey'd  on,  pensive  and  slow ; 
But  farther  way  fbund  none,  so  thidi  entwin'd. 
As  one  continued  brake,  the  undergrowth 
Of  ifantbs  and  tangHng  bushes  had  perplex'd 
AH  psth  of  man  or  beast  that  paas'd  that  way. 
Ok  gste  there  only  yna,  and  that  look'd  east 
On  the  other  side :  which  when  the  areb-felon  saw. 
Doe  entnmce  he  diadain*d ;  and,  in  contempt. 
At  one  lUgfat  bound  high  over-leap'd  all  bound 
Of  hiU  or  highest  wall,  and  sheer  within 
Ugtes  OB  his  feeL     As  when  a  prowling  wolf, 
Vhnn  hunger  drires  to  sedc  new  haunt  for  prey, 
Watdsng  where  diepherds  pen  their  flocks  at  ere 
In  inrdled  cotes  amid  the  field  secure^ 
Ws  o*cr  the  fence  with  ease  into  the  fold: 
(>  as  t  thie^  bent  to  unhoaid  the  cash 
Of  some  rich  bnrgher,  whose  substantial  doors, 
C^»i4iarr'd  and  bolted  £ut,  fear  no  assault, 
In  at  the  window  climbs,  or  o'er  the  dies : 
Sodomb  this  first  grand  thief  into  God's  fold  ; 
&>anfle  into  his  church  lewd  hirdings  climb. 
"nnee  op  he  flew,  and  on  the  tree  of  life, 
7^  Diddle  tree  and  highest  there  that  grew, 
«HMacqtmarant;  yet  not  true  life 
^ocfay  regam'd,  but  sat  devismg  death 
j^  them  who  Hy'd ;  nor  on  the  virtue  thought 
Of  tfatf  life^Ting  plant,  hut  only  us'd 
^praqwct,  what  well  us'd  had  been  the  pledge 
Of  nnmortaKty.     So  little  knows 
Aj^>  bat  God  akme^  to  value  right, 
^good  before  him,  but  perverts  best  diinga 
T»w«it abuse,  or  to  their  meanest  use. 
JoMsth  han  with  new  wonder  now  he  views. 
To  aUd^gfat  of  human  sense  expos'd, 
*■  ■"""  room.  Nature's  whole  wealth,  yea  mote, 
A  Heaven  on  Earth :  for  blissful  Paradise 
Of  God  the  garden  was,  by  him  in  the  east 
^[Ua  planted :  Eden  stretch'd  her  line 
^  Anran  eastward  to  the  royal  towers 
Jgreat  Seleuda,  built  by  Grecian  kings, 
|J[«^  die  sons  of  Eden  long  before 
^ch  m  Telaasar :  in  this  pleasant  soil 
^&r  more  pleasant  garden  God  ordain'd ; 
Jy  rfthe  fertile  ground  he  caus'd  to  grow 
^<>«t  of  noblest  kind  Ibr  sight,  smeU,  taste  ; 
Aod  an  amid  them  stood  the  tree  of  life, 
w  coioent,  blooming  ambrosial  fhiit 
Wvemahkgoid;  and  next  to  lif^ 


Osr 


die  tree  of  knowledge,  grew  fast  by, 


fTr^V  Osgood,  bought  dear  by  knowing  ill. 
J^aiidflra^  Eden  went  a  river  large, 
?*,^"ig'd  his  course,  but  through  the  shaggy  hiU 
i^^mdmuath  higulf  d;  for  God  had  thrown 
^it  Boootafai  as  hia  garden-mould  hi^  rais'd 
jy*  <he  rapid  current,  which  through  veins 
jJ^P*Ma  earth  with  kindly  tlurst  up-drawn, 
*^  n  ficdi  fountain,  and  with  many  a  rill 
JfjJ«»'i  the  garden;  thence  united  fell 
"^B  the  sleep  gla^  and  met  the  nether  flood, 


Which  from  hit  darksome  paasajga  now  appear^ 
And  now,  divided  into  four  main  streams. 
Runs  diverse,  wandering  many  a  fimioui  realm 
And  country,  whereof  here  needs  no  account ; 
But  rather  to  tell  bow,  if  Art  could  tdl. 
How  from  that  sapphire  fiount  the  crisped  brooks, 
Rolling  on  orient  pearl  and  sands  of  mid, 
Withmasy  enxmr  under  pendent  shades 
Ran  ne<Aar,  visitingeach  plant,  and  fed 
Flowers  worthy  of  Ptoadiae^  which  not  nice  Art 
In  beds  and  curious  knots,  but  Nature  boon 
Pour'd  forth  prof\ise  on  hill,  and  dale,  and  plain. 
Both  where  the  morning  Sun  fiirst  warmly  smote 
The  open  field,  and  whore  the  unpierc'd  shade 
Imbrown'd  the  noontide  bowers:  thus  was  this 

place 
A  happy  rural  seat  of  various  view ;  [balm. 

Groves  whose  rich  trees  wept  odorous  gums  and 
I  Others  whose  fruit  bumish'd  with  golden  rind, 
I  Hung  amiable,  Hesperian  fables  true, 
,  If  true,  here  only,  and  of  delicious  taste : 
I  Betwixt  them  lawns,  or  level  downs,  and  flocks 
I  Grazing  the  tender  herb,  were  interpos'd* 
>  Or  palmy  hillock  ;  or  the  flowery  lap 
'  Of  some  irriguous  valley  spread  her  store. 
Flowers  of  aU  hue,  and  without  thorn  the  rose : 
Another  side,  umbrageous  grots  and  caves 
Of  cool  recess,  o'er  which  Sib  mantling  vine 
Lays  forth  her  purple  grape,  and  gently  creeps 
Luxuriant ;  meanwhile  murmuring  waters  fidl 
Down  the  slope  hills,  diq>er8*d,  or  in  a  lake^ 
That  to  the  fringed  bank  with  myrtle  crown 'd 
Her  oystal  mirrour  holds,  unite  their  streams. 
Tlie  birds  their  quire  apply ;  airs,  vernal  airs. 
Breathing  the  smell  of  field  and  grove,  attune 
The  trembling  leaves,  while  universal  Pan, 
Knit  with  the  Graces  and  the  Hours  in  dance» 
Led  on  the  eternal  Spring,     Not  that  faurfieM 
Of  Enna,  where  IVoserpine  gathering  flowers. 
Herself  a  fSurer  flower,  by  gloomy  Dis 
Was  gather'd,  which  cost  Ceres  all  that  pain 
To  seek  her  through  the  world;  nor  that  sweet  grara 
Of  Daphne  by  Orontes,  and  the  inspir'd 
Castalian  spring,  might  with  this  Paradise 
Of  Eden  strive ;  nor  that  Nyseian  isle 
Girt  with  the  river  Triton,  where  old  Cham, 
Whom  Gentiles  Ammon  call  and  Lybian  Jove, 
Hid  Amalthea,  and  her  florid  son 
Young  Bacchus,  from  his  stepdame  Rhea's  eye ; 
Nor  where  Abaasin  kings  thdr  issue  guard. 
Mount  Amara,  though  this  by  some  suppoa'd 
True  Fsradise  under  the  Ethoop  Hne 
By  l^us'  head,  endos'd  vrith  diining  rock, 
A  whole  day's  journey  high,  but  wide  remote 
From  this  Assyrian  garden,  where  the  fiend 
Saw,  undelighted,  all  delight,  all  kind 
Of  living  creatures,  new  to  sight,  and  strange. 
Two  of  far  nobler  shape,  erect  and  tall, 
Godlike  erect,  with  native  honour  clad 
In  naked  migesty,  seem'd  lords  of  all : 
And  wortiiy  seem'd ;  for  in  their  looks  divine 
The  image  of  their  glorious  Maker  shone, 
TVuth,  wisdom,  sanctitude  severe  and  pure, 
(Severe,  but  in  true  filial  freedom  phMs'd,) 
Whence  true  authority  in  men ;  though  both 
Not  equal,  as  then:  sex  not  equal  seem'd ; 
For  contemplation  he  and  valour  form'd  ; 
For  softness  she  and  sweet  attractive  grace  ; 
He  for  God  only,  she  for  God  in  him : 
His  fair  large  front  and  eye  suUime  decWd 
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Absolute  rule;  and  hyadnthine  locks 
Round  from  his  parted  forelock  manly  hung 
Clustering,  but  not  beneath  his  shoulders  tond ; 
She,  as  a  veil,  down  to  the  slender  waist 
Her  unadorned  golden  tresses  wore 
Disheveird,  but  in  wanton  ringlets  wav*d. 
As  the  vine  curls  her  tendrils,  wfaidi  implied 
Subnection,  but  requir'd  with  gentle  sway, 
And  by  her  yielded,  by  him  best  receiv'd,  * 
Tieldad  with  coy  subinission,  modest  pride. 
And  sweet,  reluctant,  amorous  delay. 
Nor  those  mysterious  parts  were  tiien  concealed ; 
Tlien  was  not  guilty  shame :  dishonest  shame 
Of  Nature's  works,  honour  dishonourable, 
Sin-fared,  how  have  ye  troubled  all  mankind 
With  shows  instead,  mere  shows  of  seeming  pure, 
And  banish'd  from  man*s  life  his  happiest  ufe. 
Simplicity  and  spotless  innocence ! 
So  paas*d  they  naked  on,  nor  shunn'd  the  sight 
Of  God  or  angel ;  for  they  thought  no  ill : 
So  hand  in  hand  they  pass'd,  the  loveliest  pair, 
Hiat  ever  since  in  love*s  embraces  met : 
Adam  the  goodliest  man  of  men  since  bom 
His  sons,  the  fairest  of  her  daughters  Eve. 
Under  a  tuit  of  shade  that  on  a  green 
Stood  whispering  soft,  by  a  fivsh  fountain  side 
Tliey  sat  them  down :  and,  after  no  more  toil 
Of  their  sweet  gardening  labour  than  suffic*d 
To  reconamend  cool  Zephyr,  and  made  ease 
More  easy,  wholesome  thirst  and  appetite 
More  ^p-atefttl,  to  their  supper-fruits  they  fell, 
Nectanne  fluhs  which  the  compliant  boughs 
Yielded  them,  aide-lonff  as  they  sat  recline 
On  the  soft  downy  bam:  damask*d  with  flowers : 
The  savoury  pulp  they  chew,  and  in  the  rind. 
Still  as  they  thirsted,  scoop  the  brimming  stream; 
Nor  gentle  purpose,  nor  endearing  smiles 
Wanted,  nor  youthful  daUianoe,  as  beseems 
Fair  couple,  link*d  in  happy  nuptial  league. 
Alone  as  they.*    About  them  frisking  play'd 
All  beasts  of  the  Eard),  since  wild,  fuid  of  all  chase 
In  wood  or  wilderness,  forest  or  den ; 
Sporting  the  lion  ramp*d,  and  in  his  paw 
Dandled  the  kid ;  bears,  tigers,  ounces,  pards, 
Oamboll*d  before  them ;  the  unwieldy  elephant. 
To  make  them  mirth,  us*d  all  his  might,    and 

wreath'd 
Hb  Htiie  proboscis ;  close  the  serpent  sly, 
Insinuating,  wove  with  Gordian  twine 
His  braided  train,  and  of  hb  fatal  guile 
Gave  proof  unheeded;  others  on  the  grass 
Coucb'd,  and  now  fill'd  with  pasture  gazing  sat. 
Or  bedward  ruminating ;  for  the  Sun, 
Dedin'd,  was  hastening  now  with  prone  career 
To  the  ocean  isles,  and  in  the  ascending  scale 
Of  Heaven  the  stars  that  usher  evening  rose : 
When  Satan  still  in  gaxe,  as  first  be  stood. 
Scarce  thus  at  length  fail*d  speech  recovered  sad. 

'<  O  Hell !  what  do  mine  eyes  with  grief  behold ! 
Into  our  room  of  bliss  thus  high  advanc*d 
Creatures  of  other  mould,  Earth4x>m  perhaps. 
Not  spirits,  yet  to  heavenly  spirits  bright 
Little  inferior ;  whom  my  thoughts  pursue 
With  wonder,  and  could  love,  so  lively  shines 
In  them  divine  resemblance,  and  such  grace 
Hm  hand  that  form*d  them  on  their  shape  hath 

pour*d. 
Ah !  gentle  pair,  ye  litde  think  how  nigh 
^ur  change  approaches,  when  all  these  deUghts 
Will  vanirii,  and  deliver  ye  to  woe ; 


I  More  woe,  the  more  your  taste  is  now  of  joy ; 
Happy,  but  for  so  happy  ill  secur'd 
Long  to  continue,  and  this  high  seat  your  Heaven 
•  ni  fenc*4  for  Heaven  to  keep  out  such  a  foe 
I  As  now  is  enter*d ;  yet  no  purpos*d  foe 
To  you,  whom  I  omild  pity  &us  forlorn 
Hwugh  I  unpitied :  league  with  you  I  seek. 
And  mutual  amity,  so  strait,  so  dose. 
That  I  with  you  must  dwell,  or  you  with  me 
Henceforth ;  my  dwelling  haply  may  not  please^ 
Like  this  fair  Paradise,  your  sense :  yet  such 
Accept  your  Maker's  woric ;  he  gave  it  me. 
Which  I  as  freely  give :  Hell  shall  unfold, 
To  entertain  you  two,  her  widest  gates. 
And  send  forth  all  her  kings ;  there  will  be  roomy 
^ot  like  these  narrow  limits,  to  receive 
Tour  numerous  off^>ring ;  if  no  better  place, 
Hiank  him  who  puts  me  loth  to  this  revenge 
On  you,  who  wrong  me  not,  for  him  who  wrong'd. 
And  should  I  at  your  harmless  innocence 
Melt,  as  I  do,  yet  public  reason  just. 
Honour  and  empire  with  revenge  enlarg'd, 
By  conquering  this  new  world,  compels  me  now 
To  do  what  else,  diough  damn'd,  I  should  abhor.** 

So  spake  the  fiend,  and  with  necessity. 
The  tyrant's  plea,  ezcus'd  his  devilish  deeds. 
Then  fVom  his  lofty  stand  on  that  high  tree 
Down  he  alights  among  the  sportful  herd 
Of  those  four-footed  kmds,  himself  now  one. 
Now  other,  as  theu-  shape  serv'd  best  his  end 
Nearer  to  view  his  prey,  and,  unespied. 
To  mark  what  of  their  state  he  more  might  learn. 
By  word  or  action  mark'd  :  about  them  round 
A  lion  now  he  stalks  with  fiery  glare ; 
Then  as  a  tiger,  who  by  chance  hath  ^ied 
In  some  purlieu  two  gentle  fawns  at  play. 
Straight  couches  dose,  then  rising,  changes  oft 
His  couchant  watch,  as  one  who  chose  his  ground. 
Whence  rushing  he  might  surest  seize  them  both, 
Grip'd  in  each  paw :  when  Adam  first  of  men 
To  first  of  women  Eve  thus  moving  speech, 
Tum'd  him  all  ear  to  hear  new  utterance  flow. 

<<  Sole  partner,  and  sole  part,  of  all  these  joys. 
Dearer  tl^self  than  all ;  needs  must  the  Power 
That  made  us,  and  for  us  this  ample  world. 
Be  infinitely  good,  and  of  his  good 
As  liberal  and  free  as  infinite ; 
That  rais'd  us  from  the  dust,  and  plac'd  us  here 
In  all  this  happiness,  who  at  his  hand 
Have  nothing  merited,  nor  can  perform 
Aught  wherwf  he  hath  need ;  he  who  requires 
From  us  no  other  service  than  to  keep 
This  one,  this  easy  charge,  of  all  the  trees 
In  Paradise  that  bear  delicious  fruit 
So  various,  not  to  taste  that  only  tree 
Of  knowledge,  planted  by  the  tree  of  life ; 
So  near  grows  death  to  life,  whate'er  death  is, 
Some    dreadful  thing  no  doubt;   for   well   thou 

know'st 
God  hath  pronounc'd  it  death  to  taste  that  tree. 
The  only  sign  of  our  obedience  left. 
Among  so  many  signs  of  power  and  rule 
Conferr'd  upon  us,  and  dominion  given 
Over  all  other  creatures  that  possess 
Earth,  air,  and  aea.     Then  let  us  not  think  hard 
One  easy  prohibition,  who  enjoy 
Firee  leave  so  large  to  aU  things  else,  and  choice 
Unlimited  of  manifold  delights : 
But  let  us  ever  praise  him  and  extol 
His  bounty,  following  our  delkh^ilt^ 
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To  pnine  tfaeM  gnywing  pk^tSf  and  tend  these 

BowerSf 
WUefa  were  h  toilsome,  yet  with  thee  were  sweet.*' 

To  whom  thus  Ere  replied.    **  O  thou  for  whom 
And  from  whom  I  was  fonn*d,  flesh  of  thy  flesh, 
And  without  whom  am  to  no  end,  my  guide 
And  head !  what  thou  hast  said  is  just  and  right. 
For  we  to  Hun  indeed  all  praises  owe, 
And  daily  thanks ;  I  chiefly,  who  enjoy 
So  &r  the  happier  lot,  enjoying  thee 
Ae-cminent  by  so  much  odds,  while  thou 
L3ce  consort  to  thyself  canst  no  where  find. 
Hktt  day  I  oft  remember,  when  from  sleep 
I  first  awak'd,  and  fotmd  myself  repos*d 
Under  a  shade  on  flowers,  much  wondering  where 
And  what  I  was,  whence  thither  brought,  and  how. 
Nbi  distant  &r  flrom  thence  a  murmuring  sound 
Of  waters  issued  from  a  cave,  and  spread 
Into  a  liquid  plain,  then  stood  unmor'd 
1^  as  the  expanse  of  Heaven ;  I  thither  went 
With  unexperienced  thought,  and  laid  me  down 
On  the  green  bank,  to  look  into  the  clear 
ftnootfa  lake,  that  to  me  seem'd  another  sky. 
As  I  bent  down  to  look,  just  opposite 
A  ihape  within  the  watery  gleam  appear*d, 
Bai£ng  to  look  on  me :   I  started  back. 
It  Marted  back ;  but  pleas*d  I  soon  returned, 
Flcss'd  it  retum*d  as  soon  with  answering  looks 
Of  sTmpathy  and  love :  there  I  had  fix'd 
Mine  eyes  till  now,  and  pin*d  with  vain  deiire. 
Had  not  a  voice  thus  wam*d  me ;  *  What  thou 

seest, 
Whit  there  thou  seest,  fiur  creature,  is  thyself; 
^^  tfaee  it  came  and  goes :  but  follow  me. 
And  I  will  bring  thee  where  no  shadow  stays 
Hiycaoung,  and  thy  so(^  embraces,  be 
WboK  image  thou  art ;  him  thou  shalt  enjoy 
Inxpinhly  thine,  to  him  shalt  bear 
Mnltitudes  like  thyself  and  thence  be  call'd 
llotlier  of  human  race.*     What  could  I  do, 
^  &Uow  straight,  invisibly  thus  led  ? 
im  I  espied  th^,  fiur  indeed  and  tall, 
Uader  a  pbtane ;  yet  metbought  less  fair. 
Lev  winning  soft,  leas  amiably  mild, 
TW  that  smooth  watery  image :  back  I  tum*d ; 
IVm  following  cry*dst  akmd,  '  Return,  ftir  Eve, 
^^^na  Sfst  thou  ?  whom  thou  fly*st,  of  him  thou 

vt, 
ffii  ieih,  fab  bone ;  to  give  thee  being  I  lent 
Out  of  my  side  to  thee,  nearest  my  hevt, 
^iNtintial  life,  to  have  thee  by  my  aide 
Hocefbrth  an  individual  solace  dear ; 
^  of  my  soul  I  seek  thee,  and  thee  claim 
My  other  half :'     With  that  thy  genUe  hftnd 
U^d  mine :  I  yielded ;  and  from  that  time  see 
09W  beauty  is  excell'd  by  manly  grace. 
And  wisdom,  which  alone  is  truly  fSur.** 

So  ipake  our  general  mother,  and  with  eyes 
Of  ooijun]  attraction  unrepror'd, 
^  DM  surrender,  half-€xnbracing  lean*d 
^  ov  irst  fittber ;  half  her  swelling  breast 
^f^  met  his,  under  the  flowing  gold 
^fhcr  loose  tresses  hid :  he  in  dehght 
°^  of  her  beauty,  and  submissive  charms, 
M^dwith  sopenor  kve,  as  Jupiter 
'^  '  i  impregns  ihe  ctouds 

d  press'd  her  matron  Up 

— -r ^^  Devil  tum*d 

j*««»y ;  yet  with  jealous  leer  malign 

£7*4  them  askance,  and  to  htmadf  thus  'plain*d. 


w  d  with  sopenor  kve,  as  J 
jy  nno  smiles,  when  he  imp 
w  died  Hay  flowcn;  and] 
]filh  kisses  pun:  aside  the  I 


'<  Sgfat  hateftil,  sight  tormenting ;  thns 
two, 

Imparadis*d  in  one  another's  arms, 
The  happier  Eden,  shall  enfoy  their  flU 
Of  bliss  on  bliss;  while  I  to  Hell  am  thrust. 
Where  neither  joy  nor  love,  but  fierce  desire. 
Among  our  other  torments  not  the  least, 
Still  unfulfiird,  with  pain  of  longing  pines. 
Tet  let  me  not  fiirget  what  I  have  gain*d 
From  their  own  mouths :  all  is  not  theirs,  it  seems; 
One  fatal  tree  there  stands,  of  knowledge  caU*d, 
Forbidden  them  to  taste :   Knowledge  ftnbidden  ? 
Suspicious,  reasonless.     Why  should  theur  Lord 
Envy  them  that?  Can  it  be  sin  to  know  ? 
Can  it  be  death  ?  And  do  they  only  stand 
By  ignorance  ?  Is  that  their  happy  state, 
Tlie  proof  of  their  obedience  and  their  fidth  ? 
O  fair  foundation  laid  whereon  to  build 
Hieir  ruin !  Hence  I  will  excite  their  minds 
M^th  more  desire  to  know,  and  to  nject 
Envious  commands,  invented  with  design 
To  keep  them  low,  whom  knowledge  might  eialt 
Equal  with  gods :  aspirinff  to  be  such. 
They  taste  fmd die :  what  ukelier  can  ensue? 
But  first  with  narrow  search  I  must  walk  round 
This  garden,  and  no  comer  leave  unspied ; 
A  chimce  but  chance  may  lead  where  I  may  meet 
Some  wandering  spmt  of  Heaven  by  fbuntain  side, 
Or  in  thick  shad^  retir'd,  fixmi  him  to  draw 
What  further  would  be  learn*d^LizftJBrllUe  j$  may, 
Tet  happy  pair ;  ei^joy,  till  I  return. 
Short  pleasures,  for  long  woes  are  to  succeed." 

So  saying,  his  proud  step  he  scornful  tum*d, 
But  with  sly  circumspection,  and  began 
Tlirough  wood,  through  waste,  o*er  hill,  o*er  dale, 

his  roam. 
Meanwhile  in  utmost  longitude,  where  Heaven 
With  earth  and  ocean  meets,  the  setting  Sun 
Slowly  descended,  and  with  right  asp^ 
Against  the  eastern  gate  of  Faradise 
Levell*d  hb  evening  rays :  it  was  a  rock 
Of  aUbaster,  pil*d  up  to  tfie  clouds, 
Conspicuous  far,  winding  with  one  ascent 
Accessible  from  Earth,  one  entrance  high  ; 
The  rest  was  craggy  cliff,  that  overhung 
Still  as  it  rose,  impossible  to  climb. 
Betwixt  these  rocky  pillan  Gabriel  sat. 
Chief  of  the  angelic  guards,  awaiting  night ; 
About  him  exerds'd  heroic  games 
Tlie  unarmed  youth  of  Heaven,  but  nigh  at  hand 
Celestial  armoury,  shidds,  hdms,  and  spears, 
Hung  high,  with  diamond  flamingo  and  with  gold. 
Tliither  came  Uriel,  gliding  through  the  even 
On  a  sun-beam;  swift  as  a  shooting  star 
In  autunm  thwarts  the  night,  when  vapoun  ilr'd 
Impress  the  air,  and  shows  the  mariner 
From  what  point  of  his  compass  to  beware 
Impetuous  winds :  he  thus  began  in  haste. 

**  Gabriel,  to  thee  thy  course  by  lot  hath  given 
Charge  and  strict  watch,  that  to  tiiis  happy  place 
No  evil  thing  approach  or  enter  in. 
This  day  at  height  of  noon  came  to  my  sphere 
A  spirit,  xealous,  as  he  seem'd,  to  know 
More  of  the  Almighty's  works,  and  cUeflj  Man, 
God's  latest  image :  I  describ*d  bis  way 
Bent  all  on  speed,  and  marked  his  aery  gait ; 
But  in  the  mount  that  lies  from  Eden  north. 
Where  he  first  lighted,  soon  discem'd  his  looks 
Alien  from  Heaven,  with  passions  fbul  obscur'd: 
Mine  eye  pumied  Idm  stiU,  but  under  shade 
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IxMt  aght  of  bim :  ont  of  tbe  UniahM  crew, 
I  fear,  faatfa  ▼entur'd  from  the  deep  to  noae 
New  troubles ;  him  llij  care  moat  be  to  find.*' 
To  whom  the  winsM  warrior  tfaua  retum'd. 
**  Uriel,  no  wander  if  thy  perfect  li^it. 
Amid  the  Sun's  bright  ctrde  where  thou  dt'st, 
See  hr  and  wide :  in  at  this  gate  none  pass 
The  vigilance  here  plac'd,  but  such  as  come 
Well  known  from  Heaven;  and  since  meridian  hour 
No  creature  thence :  if  spirit  of  other  sort. 
So  minded,  have  o'er-lei^'d  these  earthj  bounds 
On  purpose,  hard  thou  know'st  it  to  exclude 
Spiritual  substance  with  coqMreal  bar. 
But  if  within  the  dreuit  of  these  walks. 
In  wbatsoev«r  shape  he  lurk,  of  whom 
Thou  tell*st,  by  morrow  dawning  I  shall  know." 

So  promu'd  he;  and  Uriel  to  his  thargc 
Retum'don  that  bright  beam,  whose  point  now  rais'd 
Bore  him  slope  dowuwatd  to  the  Sun  now  fall'n 
Beneath  the  Asores;  whether  the  prime  oib, 
Incredible  bow  swift,  had  thither  rolled 
Diurnal,  or  this  less  voliibil  Earth, 
By  shorter  flight  to  the  east,  had  left  him  4here 
Arraying  with  reflected  purple  and  gold 
The  clouds  that  on  his.westem  throne  atttend. 
Now  came  still  Erening  on,  and  Twiligfat  gray 
Had  in  her  s(i>er  livery  all  things  dad ; 
Slenoe  accompanied ;  for  beast  and  bird. 
They  to  tibdr  orassy  couch,  these  to  their  aesU 
Wore  slunk,  all  but  the  wakeftil  nightingale ; 
She  all  night  long  her  amorous  desont  sung; 
Silence  was  plear  d :  now  glow'd  the  finnameit 
With  living  sapphires :  Uespews,  that  led 
The  starry  host,  rode  brightest,  till  the  Moon, 
Rising  in  clouded  maiesbr,  at  length 
Apparent  queen  unveil'd  her  peeriess  light, 
And  o'er  the  dark  her  silver  mantle  threw. 

When  Adam  thus  to  Eve.  "  Fair  consort,  the  hour 
Of  night,  and  all  things  now  rethr'd  to  rest. 
Mind  us  of  like  repose ;  since  God  hath  set 
Labour  and  rest,  as  day  and  night,  to  men 
Successive ;  and  the  timely  dew  of  sleep, 
Now  lUling  with  soft  slumbrous  wdgfat,  inclines 
Our  eye4icEi :  other  creatures  all  day  long 
Rove  idle,  uncmploy'd,  and  less  need  rest ; 
Man  hath  hb  daily  work  of  body  or  mind 
Appointed,  which  declares  his  dignity, 
And  the  regard  of  Heaven  on  all  his  ways; 
While  other  animals  unactive  range, 
And  of  their  doings  Qod  takes  no  account. 
To-morrow,  ere  fresh  morning  stfeak  the  east 
^th  first  aipproach  of  li^  we  must  be  risen. 
And  at  our  plfasant  labrar  to  reform 
Ton  fiowery  ariwun,  yonder  alleys  green. 
Our  walk  aft  noon,  with  branches  overgrown, 
That  mock  our  scant  manuring,  and  require 
More  hands  than  ours  to  lop  their  wanton  growth : 
Those  blossoms  jdso,  and  tknse  dropping  gums, 
Hiai  lie  bestrown,  unsightly  and  unmooth. 
Ask  riddance,  if  we  mean  to  tread  with  ease ; 
Meanwhile,  as  Nature  wUls,  night  bids  us  rest." 

To  whom  thus  Eve,  with  perfect  l>cauty  m^Mn*A, 
"  My  author  and  disposer,  what  thou  bidat 
Unarcucd  I  obey:  so  God  ordains; 
God  IS  thy  law,  thou  mint :  to  knosr  no  more 
Is  woman's  happiest  knowledge,  and  her  pnisa. 
With  thee  convening  I  fbigat  all  time ; 
All  seasons,  and  tfam*  change,  aU  please  alika. 
Sweet  is  the  breath  of  Mom,  her  timng  sweet. 
With  charm  of  enrliest  birds ;  pleasant  the  Sun, 


When  first  OQ  this  dalighlftd  Uad  hi  qveada 
His  orient  beams,  on  herb»  tree,  fruit,  and  flower. 
Glistering  with  dew :  fiap«nt  the  fertile  Earth 
After  soft  showers ;  and  sweet  the  coming  on . 
Of  grateful  Evening  mild;  then  silent  ^Rght, 
WM  this  her  solemn  bird,  and  this  fair  Moon, 
And  these  the  gems  of  Heaven,  her  starry  train : 
But  ndther  broith  of  Mom,  when  she  ascenda 
With  charm  of  earliest  birds;  nor  ri&ing  Sun 
On  this  delightful  land ;  nor  herb,  fruit,  flower. 
Glistering  with  dew ;  nor  fragrance  after  showers  ; 
Nor  gratdiil  Evening  mild ;  nor  silent  Night, 
With  this  her  solemn  bird ;  nor  walk  by  Moon, 
Or  glittering  star-licfat,  without  thee  is  sweet 
But  wherefore  all  night  long  shine  these?  for  whom 
This  glorious  sight,  when  sleep  hath  shut  all  eyea  ?'* 

To  whom  our  general  ancestor  replied. 
"  Daughter  of  God  and  Man,  accomplish'd  Eve, 
These  have  their  course  to  finish  round  the  Earth, 
By  morrow  evening,  and  from  land  to  land 
In  order,  though  to  nations  yet  unborn, 
Ministring  light  prepar'd,  they  set  and  rise ; 
Lest  total  Dvkness  should  by  night  regain 
Her  old  possession,  and  extinguish  life. 
In  Nature^  and  all  things ;  wmch  these  soft  fbes 
Not  only  enlijrfaten,  but  with  kindly  heat 
Of  various  influence  foment  and  warm. 
Temper  or  nourish,  or  in  part  shed  down 
Their  stellar  virtue  on  all  kinds  that  mm 
On  Earth,  made  hereby  apter  to  recdve 
Perfection  from  the  Sim's  more  potent  ray. 
Hiese  then,  though  unbdield  in  deep  of  night. 
Shine  not  in  vain ;  nor  think,  though  men  were  none, 
Hiat  Heaven  would  want  spectators,  God  want 

praise: 
Millions  of  spiritual  creatures  walk  the  Earth 
Unseen,  both  when  we  wake,  and  when  we  sleep  . 
All  these  with  ceasdess  praise  his  works  behold 
Both  day  and  night :  how  ofWn  from  the  steep 
Of  edimng  hill  or  thicket  have  wc  heard 
Celesdd  voices  to  the  midnight  air, 
Sole,  or  responsive  each  to  c^dier's  note. 
Singing  their  great  Creator?  Oft  in  bands 
While  they  keep  watch,  or  nightly  roundinc  walk, 
With  heavenly  touch  of  instrumental  souncu 
In  iaW  harmonic  number  join'd,  their  songs 
Divide  the  night,  and  lift  our  thoughts  to  Heaven.^ 

Hius  talking  hand  in  hand  done  they  pass'd 
On  to  their  blusfU  bower :  itwasaplace 
Chos'n  by  the  sowan  Planter,  when  he  ftim'd 
All  things  to  Man's  ddightful  use ;  the  roof 
Of  thickest  covest  was  inwoven  shade 
Laurd  and  myrde,  ind  what  higher  grew 
Of  flnn  and  fhigrant  leaf;  on  either  side 
Acanthus,  «nd  each  odorous  bushy  shrub^ 
Fenc'd  up  the  verdabt  wall ;  each  beauteous  flower. 
Iris  all  hues,  loses,  and  jwsamin,  [wrought 

Raar'd  i^gh  their  flouridi'd  heads  between,  and 
Mosaic ;  underfoot  the  violet. 
Crocus,  and  hyacinth,  with  rich  hilay 
Broidcr'd-tfie  ground,  more  oolour'd  than  with  stone 
Of  costliest  enaUem :  other  creature  her^ 
Bird,  beast,  insect,  or  worm,  durst  enter  nonci. 
Such  waa  their  awe  of  Man.     In  shadier  bower 
More  sacred  and  sequeater'd,  though  but  fieign'd, 
Psn  or  Sjdvanus  never  slept,  nor  njtoph 
Nor  Faunus  haunted.     Here,  in  close  recess, 
With  flowers,  garlands,  and  sweet  smelling  hcriis, 
Espoused  Eve  deck'd  first  her  nuptid  bed ; 
And  heavenly  quires  the  hymenean  sung. 
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Wfast  daj  tiK  geniBl  81^  to  our  sire 
Btoogbt  her,  in  naked  beautj  more  adom*d. 
Hove  lomdy,  than  Fuidora,  whom  the  gods 
Endow'd  with  all  their  gtfb,  and  O  too  like 
In  sad  event,  when  to  the  unwiser  son 
Of  JapbeC  brought  by  Hermes,  she  ensnar'd 
Mankind  with  her  fidr  looks,  to  be  avens'd 
On  him  wlio  had  stole  Jove's  authentic  he. 

Thus,  at  their  shaibr  lodge  arriT'd,  both  stood. 
Both  tnm*d,  and  under  open  sky  ador*d 
The    God  that  made  both  sky,  air.   Earth,   and 

Heaven, 
Wfaidi  tbey  beheld,  the  Moon*s  resplendent  globe. 
And  starry  pole :  **  Thou  also  niad*st  the  night, 
Bfakcr  Omnipotent,  and  thou  the  day, 
Wfaicii  we,  in  our  appointed  work  employ'd, 
Have  finish'd,  happy  in  our  mutual  help 
And  mutual  love,  the  crown  of  all  our  bliss 
Ordain'd  by  thee ;  and  this  delicious  place 
For  us  too  laige,  where  thy  abundance  wants 
Afflaken,  and  uncropt  falls  to  the  ground. 
But  thou  hast  promfa'd  from  us  two  a  race 
To  fill  the  Eaith,  who  shall  with  us  extol 
Thy  goodness  infinite^  both  when  we  wake, 
Azid  when  we  seek,  as  now,  thy  gift  of  sleep.*' 

Thb  said  unanimous,  and  other  rites 
Observing  none,  but  adoration  pure 
HHiicfa  God  likes  best,  into  their  inmost  bower 
Handed  they  went ;  and,  eas*d  the  putting  off 
Theae  troublesome  disguises  which  we  wear, 
Straiglit  side  by  side  were  laid ;  nor  tum*d,  I  ween, 
Afbm  from  his  &ir  spouse,  nor  Eve  the  rites 
Mysterious  of  connubial  love  refus'd : 
Whatever  hypocrites  austerely  talk 
Of  purity,  and  place,  and  innocence, 
De&mtng  as  impure  what  God  declares 
Rne^  and  commands  to  some,  leaves  free  to  all 
Our  Maker  bids  increase ;  who  bids  abstain 
But  our  destroyer,  foe  to  God  and  Man  ? 
Hail,  wedded  love,  mysterious  law,  true  source 
Of  human  offspring,  sole  propriety 
In  Baradise  of  all  things  common  else. 
By  diec  adulterous  Lust  was  driven  from  men 
Among  the  bestial  herds  to  range ;  by  thee 
Founded  in  reason,  loval>  just,  and  pure, 
Behiiooa  dear,  and  all  the  charities 
Of  £rtber,  son,  and  brother,  first  were  known. 
Far  be  it,  that  I  should  write  thee  sin  or  blame, 
Or  tlniik  thee  unbefitting  holiest  placc^ 
Ferpcoud  fountain  of  domestic  sweets. 
Whose  bedjs  undefil'd  and  chaste  pronounc'd, 
Resent,  or  past^  as  saints  and  patriarchs  us*d. 
Here  Lo've  fats  gcdden  shafts  employs,  here  lights 
His  ooostant  lamp,  and  waves  his  purple  wings, 
ReigBa  here  and  revels ;  not  in  the  bought  simle 
Of  harlots^  lovdeas,  joylaas,  imendear'd, 
Caioal  fridtion ;  nor  in  courtounours, 
Miz'd  dance,  or  wanton  mask,  or  midnight  ball. 
Or  serenate,  which  the  starv'd  lover  sings 
To  his  pfond  fidr,  best  quitted  with  dis£un. 
These,  hill'd  by  ni^itingales,  emlnacing  slept, 
Amd  on  their  naked  limbs  the  flowery  roof 
ahuwered  roaei^  which  the  mom  repair*d.   Sleep  on. 
Blest  pair;  and  O  yet  happiest,  if  ye  seek 
Ke  happier  slate,  and  know  to  know  no  more. 
Nosr  had   Night  mcasnr'd  with   her  shadowy 


Half  way  up  hill  this  vast  suUunar  vault, 

And  from  tbeir  ivory  port  the  cherubim, 

Fordi  tmiiw  st  ttie  accustomed  hour,  stood  arm'd 


To  their  night  watches  in  warlike  parade ; 
When  Gabriel  to  his  neit  in  power  thus  spake. 

^  Uzziel,  half  th^se  draw  off,  and  coast  the  soMtli 
With  strictest  watoh  ;  these  other  wheel  the  north ; 
Our  circuit  meets  full  west."     As  flame  they  part. 
Half  wheeling  to  the  shield,  half  to  the  spear. 
From  these  two  strong  and  subtle  spirits  he  call'd 
Hiat  near  him  stood,  and  gave  them  thus  in  charge. 

**  Ithuriel  and  Zephon,  with  wing'd  speed 
Search  through  this  garden,  leave  unaearch'd  no 

nook; 
But  chiefly  where  those  two  fair  creatures  lodge. 
Now  laid  perhaps  asleep,  secure  of  harm. 
This  evening  from  the  Sun*s  decline  arriv*d. 
Who  tells  of  some  infernal  spirit  seen 
Hitherword  bent  (who  could  have  thought  ?)  escaped 
The  bars  of  hell,  on  errand  bod  no  doubt : 
Such,  where  ye  find,  seize  fast,  and  hither  bring.*' 

So  saying,  on  he  led  his  radiant  files. 
Dazzling  the  Moon ;  these  to  the  bower  direct 
In  search  of  whom  they  sought :  him  there  they 

found 
Squat  like  a  toad,  close  at  the  ear  of  Eve, 
Assaying  by  his  devilish  art  to  relich 
Tlie  organs  of  her  fancy,  and  with  them  foi^ 
Illusions,  as  he  list,  phantasms  and  dreams ; 
Or  if,  inspiring  venom,  he  might  taint 
Hie  animal  spirits,  that  from  pure  blood  arise 
Like  gentle  breaths  from  rivers  pure,  thence  raise 
At  least  distemper'd.  discontented  thoughts. 
Vain  hopes,  vain  aims,  inordinate  dcsue^ 
Blown  up  with  high  conceits  engendering  pride. 
Him  thus  intent  Ithuriel  with  his  spear 
Touch*d  lightly ;  for  no  falsehood  can  endure 
Touch  of  ^eidal  temper,  but  returns 
Of  force  to  its  own  likeness :  up  he  starts 
Discover'd  and  surpris'd.     As  when  a  sptak 
Lights  on  a  heap  of  nitrous  powder,  laid 
Fit  for  the  tun  some  magazine  to  store 
Against  a  rumour'd  war,  the  smutty  grain. 
With  sudden  blaze  diffus'd,  inflames  the  air : 
So  started  up  in  his  own  shape  the  fiend. 
Back  stept  those  two  &ir  angels,  half  amaz'd 
So  sudden  to  behold  the  gridy  king ; 
Yet  thus,  unmov'd  with  fear,  accost  him  soon. 

"  Which  of  those  rebel  spirits  adjudg'd  to  Hell 
Com'st  thou,  escap'd  thy  prison  ?  and,  transformed. 
Why  sat'st  &ou  like  an  enemy  in  wait. 
Here  watching  at  the  head  of  these  that  sleep  ?" 

«  Know  ye  not  then,"   said  Satan,   fiU'd  with 
scorn, 
'<  Know  ye  not  mc  ?  ye  knew  me  once  no  mate 
For  you,  there  sitting  vrhere  ye  durst  not  soar : 
Not  to  know  me  argues  yourselves  unknown. 
The  lowest  of  your  throng;  or  if  ye  know 
Why  ask  ye,  ^od  superfluous  begin 
Your  message,  like  to  end  as  much  in  vain." 

To  whom  thus  Zephon,  answering  scorn  with 
acorn. 
"  Think  not,  revolted  spuit,  thy  shape  the  same, 
Or  undiminish'd  brightness  to  be  known, 
As  when  thou  stood'st  in  Heaven  upright  and  pure  ; 
That  glory  thai,  when  thou  no  more  wast  good. 
Departed  from  thee;  and  thou  resemblest  now 
Hiy  sin  and  place  of  doom  obscure  and  foul. 
But  come,  for  thou,  be  sure,  shall  give  account 
To  him  who  sent  us,  whose  charge  is  to  keqp 
This  place  inviolable,  and  these  from  harm. " 

So  spake  die  cherub ;  and  his  ^rt  rebuke 
Severe  in  youthful  beauty, 
E 
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InvindUe :  aborii'd  the  Devil  stood. 
And  Mt  how  awful  goodness  is,  and  nw 
Virtne  in  her  Owpe  how  Umfy ;  saw,  and  pin*tf 
His  loss;  but  chicfly  to  find  here  observ*d 
His  lustre  visibiy  impair*d ;  yet  seem*d 
Undaunted.     «  If  I  must  contend,'*  said  he, 
"  Best  with  the  best,  the  sender  not  the  sent, , 
Or  all  at  once ;  more  glory  will  be  won, 
Or  less  be  lost.**    «  "Diy  fear,*'  said  Zephon  bdd, 
**  Will  saTe  us  trial  what  the  least  can  do 
Single  against  thee  wicked,  and  thence  weak.*' 

The  fiend  replied  not,  orercome  with  xage; 
But,  like  a  inroud  steed  rein*d,  went  hauglSy  on, 
Champing  his  iron  curb :  to  strive  or  fly 
He  held  tt  vain ;  awe  from  above  had  quell*d 
His  heart,  not  else  dismay'd.     Now  drew  they  nigh 
The  western  pomt,  where  those  half-rounding  guards 
Just  met,  and  closing  stood  in  squadron  join'd. 
Awaiting  next  command.     To  whom  their  chief, 
GabrifO,  from  the  front  thus  call*d  aloud. 

"  O  friends!  I  hear  the  tread  of  nhnble  ieet 
Hasting  this  way,  and  now  by  glimpse  discern 
Ithurieland  Zephon  through  the  shade ; 
And  with  them  comes  a  third  of  regal  port. 
But  fiided  splendour  wan ;  who  by  his  gait 
And  fierce  demeanour  seems  the  prince  of  Hell, 
Not  likely  to  part  hence  without  contest ; 
Stand  firm,  for  in  his  look  defiance  lours.'* 

He  scarce  had  ended,  when  those  two  approach'd. 
And  brief  related  whom  they  brought,  where  found. 
How  busied,  in  what  finrm  and  posture  couch'd. 

To  whom  with  stem  regard  thus  Gabriel  spake. 
*'  Why  hast  thou,  Satan,  broke  the  bounds  presciib'd 
To  thy  transgressions,  and  disturb'd  the  charge 
Of  others,  who  improve  not  to  transgress 
By  thy  example,  but  have  power  and  riffbt 
To  question  thy  bold  entrance  on  this  place ; 
Employ'd,  it  seems,  to  violate  sleep,  and  those 
Whose  dwdling  God  hath  planted  here  in  bliss?** 

To  whom  thus  Satan  vrith  contemptuous  brow. 
*'  Gabriel !  thou  hadstin  Heaven  the  esteem  of  wise. 
And  such  I  held  thee ;  but  this  question  ask'd 
Puts  me  in  doubt.    IJves  there  who  loves  his  pain  ? 
Who  would  not,  finding  way,  break  loose  from  Hell, 
Though  thither  doom'd  ?    llxm  wouldst  thyself,  no 

doubt. 
And  boldly  venture  to  whatever  place         [change 
Farthest  from  pain,  where  thou  mi^tst  hope  to 
Torment  with  ease,  and  soonest  recompense 
Dole  with  delight,  which  in  this  place  I  sought ; 
To  thee  no  reason,  who  know'st  only  good. 
But  evil  hast  not  tried :  and  wilt  object 
His  will  who  bounds  us  ?    Let  him  surer  bar 
His  iron  gates,  ifhe  intends  our  stay 
In  that  dark  durances  thus  much  what  was  ask'd. 
The  rest  is  true,  they  found  me  where  they  say ; 
But  that  implies  not  violence  or  harm." 

Thus  he  in  scorn.     Tbe  warlfte  angel  moved. 
Disdainfully  half  smiling,  dnis  replied. 
<*  O  loss  of  one  in  Heaven  to  judge  of  vrise 
Since  Satan  foil,  whom  folly  overthrew. 
And  now  returns  him  frtm  his  prison  'scap'd. 
Gravely  in  doubt  whether  to  hold  them  vrise 
Or  not,  who  ask  what  boldness  brought  him  hither 
Unlicens'd  from  his  bounds  in  Hc^  prescrib'd ; 
So  wise  he  judges  it  to  fly  from  pain 
However,  and  to  'scape  his  punishment ! 
So  judge  thou  Mill,  presumptuous !  till  the  wndi, 
Which  thou  incurr'st  by  flymg,  meet  thy  flight 
Sevenfold,  and  scourge  that  msdom  back  to  Hell, 


Which  tauglit  thee  yet  no  belter,  that  DO  pdn 
Can  equal  anger  infinite  provok'd. 
But  wherefore  thou  alone?  wherefore  #ith  tiiae 
Came  not  all  Hell  broke  loose  ?  is  pain  to  theoi 
Less  pain,  less  to  be  fled ;  or  thou  than  they 
Less  hardy  to  endure ;  courageous  chief ! 
The  first  in  flight  from  pain!  hadst  thou  aUeg*d 
To  thy  deserted  host  this  cause  of  fli^' 
llxm  surely  hadst  not  come  sole  fiigitive." 

To  which  the  fiend  thus  answer'djfitmnlngalef 
«  Not  that  I  less  endure  or  shrink  from  pain. 
Insulting  angel !  well  thou  know'st  I  stood 
Thy  fiercest,  when  in  battle  to  tlnr  aid 
The  blasting  voUied  thunder  made  all  qwed. 
And  seconded  thy  else  not  dreaded  qpear. 
But  still  thy  words  at  random,  as  before, 
Argue  thy  inexperience  what  behoves 
From  hard  assays  and  ill  successes  peat 
A  fidthful  leader,  not  to  haiard  all 
Through  ways  of  danger  by  himself  untried : 
I  therefore,  I  alone  first  undertook 
To  vring  the  desolate  abyss,  and  spy 
Hiis  new  created  world,  whereof  in  Hell 
Fame  is  not  rilent,  here  in  hope  to  find 
Better  abode,  and  my  afflicted  powers 
To  settle  here  on  Earth,  or  in  mid  aur ; 
Though  for  possession  put  to  tiy  once  more 
What  thou  and  thy  gay  legions  dare  agamst ; 
Whose  easier  business  were  to  serve  their  Lord 
High  up  in  Heaven,  with  songs  to  hymn  his  throne. 
And  practis'd  distances  to  cringe,  not  fight." 

To  whom  the  vrarrior-angel  soon  replied. 
**  To  say  and  straight  unsay,  pretending  first 
Wise  to  fly  pain,  professing  next  the  spy, 
Argues  no  leader  but  a  liar  trac'd, 
Satan,  and  couldst  thou  faithful  add?    O  i 
O  saoed  name  of  fiuUifulness  profon'd  I 
Faithful  to  whom  ?  to  thy  reb^ous  crew  ? 
Army  of  fiends,  fit  body  to  fit  head. 
Was  this  vour  discipline  and  foith  engaged. 
Your  mihtary  obedience,  to  dissolve 
Allegiance  to  the  acknowledged  Power  i 
And  thou,  sly  hypocrite,  who  now  wouldst  seem 
Patron  of  liberty,  who  more  than  thou 
Once  fown'd,  and  cring'd,  and  servilely  ador'd 
Heaven's  awfril  Monarch?  wherefore,  but  in  hope 
To  dispossess  him,  and  thyself  to  reign  ? 
But  mark  what  I  areed  thee  now :  avant ! 
Fly  thither  whence  thou  fledst!    If  from  this  hour 
Within  these  hallow'd  limits  thou  appear. 
Back  to  the  infernal  pit  I  drag  thee  chain'd. 
And  seal  thee  so,  as  henceforth  not  to  scorn 
The  fodle  gates  of  Hell  too  slightly  barr'd." 
.  So  thrcaten'd  he ;  but  Satan  to  no  threata 
Gave  heed,  but  waxing  more  in  xage  replied. 

'*  Then  when  I  am  thy  captive  talk  of  chains, 
Proud  limitary  dierub !  but  ere  then 
Far  hearier  load  thyself  expect  to  foel 
From  my  prevailing  arm,  though  Heaven's  King 
Ride  on  thy  wings,  and  thou  with  thy  compeers, 
Us'd  to  the  yoke,  draw'st  his  triumphant  wheels 
In  progress  through  the  road  of  Heaven  star-pav'd." 

WhSe  thus  he  ^ake,  the  angelic  squadron  bright 
Tum'd  fiery  red,  sharpening  in  mooned  honU 
Their  phalanx,  and  bqgan  to  hem  him  round 
With  ported  q>ear8,  as  thick  as  when  a  field 
Of  Cores  ripe  for  harvest  waving  bends 
Her  bearded  grove  of  ears,  whidi  way  the  wiod^ 
Sways  them;   the    careful  ploughman   doubting 
*  stands, 
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Lm  on  the  thpwhingUinor  his  hopeful  ibeBfef 

VtawB  cfa«C     On  i£s  other  idde,  Sataiiy  aliunii'd» 

Collecting  all  his  migfat,  dilated  stood, 

Like  Teneriffor  Atlas  unremoT'd: 

Ss  staitare  rcadi*d  the  sky,  and  on  his  crest 

Sttt  HovTDor  plum*d ;  nor  wanted  in  his  grasp 

What  aeem'd  both  qpear  and  shield :  now  dreadful 

deeds 
l^ght  have  ensued,  nor  only  Baradise 
In  this  commotion,  but  the  stanry  cope 
Of  Heaivcn  peiiuqw,  or  all  the  elements 
At  least  had  gone  to  wrack,  disturfo*d  and  torn 
With  violence  of  this  conflict,  had  not  soon 
The  Eternal,  to  prevent  such  horrid  fray. 
Hung  Ibrtfa  in  Heaven  his  golden  scales,  yet  seen 
Betwixt  Astrea  and  the  Scorpion  sign, 
Whocm  all  things  created  first  he  weigh*d. 
Hie  pendulous  nmnd  Earth  with  balanced  aur 
In  couutcf  poise,  now  ponders  all  events. 
Battles  and  reafans :  in  these  he  put  two  weights. 
The  sequel  each  of  parting  and  of  fight : 
Tte  kner  qul^  up  flew,  and  kick'd  the  beam; 
Wkscfa  Gafaviel  ^ying,  thus  bespake  the  fiend. 
"  Satan,  I  know  thy  strength,  and  thou  know'st 
nnoe; 
Kcither  our  own,  but  given :  what  folly  then 
To  boast  iHiat  arms  can  do !  since  thine  no  more 
Una  Heaven  permits,  nor  mine,  though  doubled 

DOW 

To  tramide  tbee  as  mire :  for  proof  look  up. 
And  read  thy  lot  in  yon  celestial  sign ;  [weak 

Where  thou  art  weigh'd,  and  shown  how  light,  how 
If  Ihoo  resist."     !&  fiend  look*d  up,  and  knew 
Sa  mwintfd  scale  aloft:  nor  more;  but  fled 
Jfamimring,  and  with  him  fled  the  shades  of  night. 


Book  V. 

J%e  Argtunent, 

approached.  Eve  reUtes  to  Adam  her 
i  dream ;  he  likes  it  not,  yet  comforts 
her :  tliey  came  forth  to  their  day-labours :  their 
■wming  hymn  at  the  door  of  th^  bower.  God, 
to  rencKr  man  inexcusable,  sends  Raphael  to 
•*-*—■■*»  him  of  hb  obedience,  of  his  free  estate, 
of  hia  enemy  near  at  hand,  who  he  is,  and  why 
las  enemy,  and  whatever  else  may  avail  Adam  to 
Bai»hap1  comes  down  to  Paradise;  his 
described;  his  coming  discerned  by 
'  off  sitting  at  the  door  of  his  bower ; 
he  goea  out  to  meet  him,  brings  him  to  his  lodge, 
ealenains  him  with  the  choicest  fruits  of  Para^ 
dbe  got  together  by  Eve;  their  discourse  at 
t^ble:  Bapliari  performs  his  message^  minds 
Adaaa  of  hia  state  and  of  his  enemy ;  relates,  at 
Adam's  reqaest,  who  that  enemy  is,  and  how  he 
came  to  be  ao,  banning  fhim  his  first  revolt  in 
Heawn,  and  the  occasion  thereof;  how  he  drew 
lis  legions  after  hhn  to  the  parte  of  the  north, 
snd  diere  incited  them  to  rebel  with  him,  per- 
all  but  only  Abdiel  a  seraph,  who  in 
and  opposes  him,  then  for- 


Xow  Hon,  her  nsy  steps  in  the  eastern  clime 
Adtaaci^  mm*d  the  earth  widi  orient  pearl, 
Whoi  A£m  wak'd,  so  custom'd ;  for  his  sleep 
Was  aoy-ligfat,  from  pure  digestioii  bred, 


And  temperate  vapowa  hli  J,  which  tha  only  sownd 
Of  leaves  and  fanning  rills,  Aurora's  £m, 
Lightly  dispersed,  and  tlya  shrill  madn  song 
Of  birds  on  every  bou^ ;  so  much  the  mora 
His  wonder  was  to  find  unwaken*d  Eve 
With  tresses  discomposed,  and  ghnrinc  cheek. 
As  through  unquiet  rest :  he,  on  his  side. 
Leaning  half  rais'd,  with  looks  <^  cordial  love 
Hung  over  her  enamour'd,  and  beheld 
Beauty,  which,  whether  waking  or  asleep. 
Shot  forth  peculiar  graces ;  then  with  voice 
Mild,  as  when  Zephyrus  on  Flora  breathes. 
Her  hand  soft  touching,  whiq>er*d  thus.  **  Awake, 
My  fairest,  my  espous'd,  my  latest  found. 
Heaven's  last  best  gift,  my  ever  new  ddigfat  { 
Awake :  the  morning  shines,  and  the  fresh  field 
Calls  us ;  we  lose  the  prime,  to  mark  how  spring 
Our  tender  plants,  how  blows  the  citron  grove. 
What  drops  the  n^rrrh,  and  what  the  balmy  reed. 
How  Nature  painte  her  colours,  how  the  bee 
Sits  on  the  bloom  extracting  liquid  sweet" 

Such  whispering  wak*d  her,  but  with  startled  eye 
On  Adam,  whom  embracing,  thus  she  spake. 

"  O  sole  in  whom  my  thoughte  find  all  repoae, 
My  glory,  my  perfection !  glid  I  see 
Thy  face,  and  mom  retum'd ;  for  I  this  night 
(Such  night  till  this  I  never  pass'd)  have  dnam'd. 
If  dream*d,  not,  as  I  oft  am  wont,  of  diee, 
Wor^  of  day  past,  or  morrow's  next  design, 
But  of  offence  and  trouble,  which  my  mind 
Knew  never  till  this  irksome  night :  methought 
Close  at  mine  ear  one  call'd  me  forth  to  walk 
With  gende  voice ;  I  thought  it  thine :  it  said, 
*  Why  sleep'st  thou.  Eve  ?  now  is  the  pleasant  time. 
The  cool,  the  silent,  save  where  silence  yields 
To  the  nigbt-warbling  bird,  that  now  awake 
Tunes  sweetest  his  love-labour*d  song ;  now  reigns 
FuU-orb'd  the  Moon,  and  with  more  pleasing  li^ 
Shadowy  sete  off  the  face  of  things ;  in  vain. 
If  none  r^ard ;  Heaven  wakes  with  ail  his  eyes. 
Whom  to  behold  but  thee,  Nature's  desire  ? 
In  whose  sight  all  things  joy,  with  ravishment 
Attracted  by  thy  beauty  ^ill  to  gaze.' 
I  rose  as  at  thy  call,  but  found  thee  not; 
To  find  thee  I  directed  then  my  walk ; 
And  on,  methought,  alone  I  pass'd  through  ways 
That  brought  me  on  a  sudden  to  the  tree 
Of  interdicted  knowledge :  fair  it  seem'd. 
Much  fiiirer  to  my  fancy  than  by  day  : 
And,  OS  I  wondering  look'd,  beside  it  stood 
One  shiq>'d  and   wing'd  like  one  of  those  from 

Heaven 
By  us  oft  seen :  his  dewy  locks  distOI'd 
Ambrosia ;  on  that  tree  he  also  gaz'd ; 
And  <  O  fWr  plant,'  said  he,  *  with  fruit  surchaig'd. 
Deigns  none  to  ease  thy  load,  and  taste  thy  sweet. 
Nor  God,  nor  Man  ?  Ja  knowledge  so  deq»is*d  ? 
Or  envy,  or  what  reserve  forbids  to  taste? 
Forbid  who  will,  none  shall  from  me  withhold 
Longer  thy  offer'd  good;  why  else  set^here ?' 
This  said,  he  paus'd  not,  but  with  ventMrous  arm 
He  pluck'd,  be  tasted ;  me  damp  horrour  chill'd 
At  such  bold  words  vouch'd  with  a  deed  so  bold : 
But  he  thus,  overjoy'd ;  *  O  fruit  divine. 
Sweet  of  thyself,  but  much  more  sweet  thns  cropt. 
Forbidden  here,  it  seems,  as  only  fit 
For  gods,  yet  able  to  make  gods  of  men : 
And  why  not  gods  of  men ;  since  good,  the  more 
Communicate^  more  abundant  grows, 
The  author  not  impair'd  but  honour'd  more  ? 
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Heic^  hKpgj  crt«tiire»  fidbr  angeUo  £▼€ ! 
Pwtake  thou  also ;  happy  thmigh  thoa  art, 
Happier  thou  may'st  be,  worthier  camt  not  be : 
Taste  this  and  be  heneefortfa  among  the  gods 
Thyself  a  goddess,  not  to  Earth  confin'd. 
But  sometimes  in  the  air,  as  we,  gometimes 
Ascend  to  Heaven,  by  merit  thine»  and  see 
What  life  the  sods  lire  there,  and  such  live  diou.' 
So  saying,  he  drew  nigh,  and  to  me  held. 
Even  to  my  mouth  of  that  same  fhiit  held  part 
Which  he  had  pluck'd :  the  pleasant  savoury  smell 
So  miicken'd  appetite,  that  I,  methought, 
Coiud  not  but  taste.     Forthwith  up  to  the  clouds 
With  him  I  flew,  and  underneath  beheld 
The  Earth  outstretched  immense,  a  prospect  wide 
And  varioua :  wondering  at  my  flight  and  change 
To  this  high  exaltation :  suddenly 
My  guide  was  gone,  and  I,  methought,  sunk  down. 
And  feU  asleep;  but  O,  bow  glad  I  wak*d 
Td  find  this  but  a  dream!*'  Thus  Eve  her  ni^t 
Related,  and  dnis  Adam  answer*d  sad. 

«  Best  image  of  myself,  and  dearer  half. 
Hie  trouUe  m  thy  thou^its  this  night  in  sleep 
Affects  me  equally ;  nor  can  I  like 
TUs  uncouth  dream,  of  evil  sprung,  I  fear ; 
Tet  evil  whence?  in  thee  can  harbour  none, 
Created  pure.     But  know,  that  in  the  soul 
Are  many  lesser  faculties,  that  serve 
Reason  as  chief;  among  these  Fancy  next 
Her  office  holds ;  of  all  external  things, 
Which  the  five  watchful  senses  represent, 
She  forms  imaginwrimiSi  aery  shapes. 
Which  Reason,  joining  or  ^joining,  frames 
All  'w/hmt  we  affirm  or  what  deny,  and  call 
Our  knowledge  or  opinion ;  thai  retires 
Into  her  private  cell,  when  nature  rests. 
Oft  in  hcT  absence  mimic  Fancy  wakes 
To  imitate  her ;  but,  mi^oining  shapes, 
Vnid  work  produces  oft,  and  most  in  dreams ; 
111  matching  words  and  deeds  long  past  or  lato 
Some  such  resemblances^  methinks,  I  find 
Of  our  last  evening's  talk,  in  this  thy  dream. 
But  with  addition  strange;  yet  be  not  sad. 
Evil  into  the  mind  of  ^>d  or  Man 
May  come  and  go,  so  unapprov'd,  and  leave 
No  ^ot  or  Uame  behind :  which  gives  me  hope 
That  what  in  sleep  thou  didst  abhor  to  dream, 
Waking  thou  never  wilt  consent  to  do. 
Be  not  dishearten'd  then,  nor  cloud  those  looks, 
Hiat  wont  to  be  more  cheerftU  and  serene, 
Hian  when  fUr  morning  first  smiles  on  the  world; 
And  let  us  to  our  fresh  en^lc^ents  rise 
Among  tiie  groves,  the  fountains,  and  the  flowers 
Hiat  open  now  thdr  choicest  bosom'd  smells, 
Bessrv'd  from  ni^ht,  and  kept  for  thee  in  store.** 

So  cheer'd  he  his  fidr  spouse,  and  she  was  cheer'd; 
But  sflently  a  gentle  tear  let  ikll 
From  either  eye^  and  wip*d  them  with  her  hair ; 
Two  other  precious  drops  that  ready  stood, 
Eadi  in  tfarir  crystal  sluice,  he  ere  they  fell 
Kiss'd,  as  the  gracious  signs  of  sweet  remorse 
And  pious  awe,  that  fear'd  to  have  offended. 

So  an  was  dear'd,  and  to  the  field  they  haste. 
But  first,  from  under  shady  arborous  roof 
Sbon  as  they  forth  were  come  to  open  si^ 
Of  day-epring,  and  the  Sun,  friio,  scarce  up.risen» 
With  wfaeds  yet  hovering  o*er  the  ocean  brim^ 
Shot  parallel  to  the  Earth  his  dewy  ray, 
Discovering  in  wide  landscape  all  the  east 
Of  Paradise  and  Eden's  happy  i^tfns, 


Lowly  they  bow*d  adoring,  and  began 
Their  orisons,  each  morning  duly  paid 
In  various  s^le ;  fbr  neidier  various  style 
Nor  holy  rapture  wanted  they  to  praise 
Tlieir  Maker,  in  fit  strains  pronounc'd,  or  sung 
Unmeditated ;  such  prompt  eloquence 
Flow'd  from  their  lips,  in  prose  or  numerous  \ 
More  tuneable  than  needed  lute  or  harp 
To  add  more  sweetness ;  and  they  ^husj 

**  Hiese  are  thy  glorious  works,  Parent  < 
Almighty  !  Thine  this  universal  frame. 
Thus  wondrous  fiur;  Hiyself  how  wondrous  then  ! 
Unspeakable,  who  sitst  above  these  heavens 
To  us  invisible,  or  dimly  seen 
In  these  thy  lowest  woiks ;  yet  these  declare 
Hiy  goodness  beyond  thought,  and  power  dirine. 
Speak,  ye  who  best  can  tell,  ye  sons  of  light. 
Angels ;  for  ye  behold  him,  and  with  songs 
Afid  choral  symphonies,  day  without  niglit, 
Circle  his  throne  rejoicing ;  ye  in  Heaven. 
On  Earth  join,  all  ye  creatures,  to  extol 
Him  first,  him  last,  him  midst,  and  without  end. 
Fairest  of  stars,  last  in  the  train  of  night. 
If  better  thou  belong  not  to  the  dawn. 
Sure  pledge  of  day,  that  crown'st  the  smiling  mom 
With  thy  bright  cirdet,  praise  him  in  thy  sphere. 
While  day  arises,  that  sweet  hour  of  prime. 
Thou  Sun,  of  this  great  world  both  eye  and  soul. 
Acknowledge  him  Siy  greater ;  sound  his  praise 
In  thy  eternal  course,  both  when  thou  climb'st, 
And  when  high  noon  hast  gain'd,  and  when  tliou 

iall'st. 
Moon,  that  now  meet'st  tlie  orient  Sun,  now  fl3'*sty 
With  the  fix'd  stars,  fix'd  in  their  ori>  that  flics ; 
And  je  five  other  wandering  fires,  that  move 
In  mystic  dance  not  witliout  song,  resound 
His  praise,  who  out  of  darkness  odl'd  up  light. 
Air,  and  ye  elements,  the  eldest  birth 
Of  Nature's  womb^  that  in  quaternion  run 
Perpetual  circle,  midtiform ;  and  mix 
And  nourish  all  things ;  let  your  ceaseless  diange 
Vary  to  our  great  Maker  still  new  praise. 
Ye  misU  and  exhalations,  that  now  rise 
From  hill  or  streaming  lake,  dusky,  or  gray. 
Till  the  Sun  paint  your  fleecy  skirts  with  gold. 
In  honour  to  the  World's  great  Author  rise ; 
Whether  to  deck  with  clouds  the  uncolour'd  sky. 
Or  wet  the  thirsty  Earth  with  felling  drawers,  » 
Rising  or  falling  still  advance  his  praise. 
His  praise,  ye  winds,  that  from  four  quarters  blow. 
Breathe  soft  or  loud ;  and  wave  your  tops,  ye  pines. 
With  every  plant,  in  sign  of  wonhip  wave. 
Fountains,  and  ye  that  warble,  as  ye  flow. 
Melodious  murmurs,  warbUng  tune  his  praise. 
Join  voices,  all  ye  living  aouls:  ye  birds, 
That  singing  up  to  Heaven..gate  ascend. 
Bear  on  your  wings  and  in  your  notes  his  praise. 
Ye  that  in  waters  glide,  and  ye  that  walk 
Tlie  earth,  and  stately  tread,  or  lowly  cre^ ; 
Witness  if  I  be  silent,  mom  or  even, 
To  hill,  or  valley,  fountain,  or  fresh  shade, 
Made  vocal  by  my  song,  and  taught  his  praise. 
Hail,  universal  Lord,  be  bounteous  still 
To  i^ve  us  only  good ;  and  if  the  ni^ 
Have  gather'd  ai^t  of  evil  or  conceal'd. 
Disperse  it,  as  now  lig^it  dispels  the  dark  !*' 

So  pray'd  they  innocent,  and  to  their  thoogfala 
Firm  peace  recovered  soon,  and  wonted  cafan. 
On  to  their  morning's  rural  work  they  haste. 
Among  sweet  dcwt  and  flowers ;  where  any  row 
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Of  ftnit-trtcs  owr-wcMidy  readi'd  too  fior 

Thar  pampcr'd  boughs,  and  needed  hands  to  cfaed^ 

FndtlesB  emfances :  or  they  led  the  vine 

To  wed  her  dm ;  she,  spoas'd,  about  him  tariiHi 

Her  maniageable  arms,  and  with  her  brings 

Her  doweTy  the  adopted  chisten»  to  adorn 

Hb  baim  kftvas.     Them  tfwseaDploy'dlMfaeld 

mdi  pitj  HeaTen*8  Ugh  King,  and  to  hhn  call'd 

BsfUa*  the  sodaUe  spurk^  that  deign'd 

To  travel  with  Tobias,  9mA  secured 

His  mani^ge  widi  the  seventimes-wedded  maid. 

**  Bapbaa,**  said  he,  « thou  hear*8t  what  sdr  on 
Earth 
SaiBo,  from  Hdl  'scap'd  through  the  darksome  gulf, 
Hadi  rsis'd  in  Paradise ;  and  how  distuib'd 
Tlasnig^  Che  human  pair;  how  be  designs 
In  diem  ct  once  to  ruin  all  mankind. 
Go  iherefiate,  half  this  day  as  fiieod  with  Mend' 
CasifCfse  with  Adam,  in  what  bower  or  shade 
Than  fiod'st  htm  from  tlie  heat  of  noon  retired* 
To  respite  bis  day-labour  widi  repast. 
Or  widi  repose :  and  such  discourse  bring  on. 
As  may  adivise  him  of  faishaiqpy  state, 
Hsppinf  in  bis  power  left  five  to  will. 
Left  to  bis  own  ftee  will,  his  will  diougfa  ftee^ 
Tet/outafale ;  whence  warn  him  to  beware 
He  swerve  not,  too  secure :  tell  him  withal 
His  ^siger,  aiid  fixxn  whom ;  what  enemy, 
Lms  &li*n  himself  ttom  Heaven,  is  plotting  now 
Tbe  611  of  odien  fiom  like  state  of  bliss ; 
By  violence?  no,  for  that  shall  be  widistood ; 
BM  by  deceit  and  lies :  this  let  him  know. 
Leaf,  wilftilly  transgressing,  he  pretend 
fivpeisd,  unadmonish*d,  unforewam'd.'* 

So  spake  the  £tamal  Father,  and  fulfill*d 
AH  jnatioe :  par  delay*d  the  willed  saint 
After  his  charge  receiv'd  ;  but  fiom  amonc 
IWisand  celrstial  ardours,  where  he  stood 
Vdrd  with  bis  goigeous  wings,  up  springing  light 
Dew  ifatDiigh  the  midst  of  Heaven;  £e  angdic 

On  each  Imnd  parting,  to  his  speed  gave  way 
nroagh  all  the  empyreal  road ;  til^  at  the  gate 
Of  Hoffcn  aniv'd,  the  gate  self-open*d  wide 
Om  ^oides  liingea  turning,  as  by  work 
SfadBe  the  sovran  Architect  had  fitun'd. 
¥nm  hoKC^no  dood,  or,  to  obstruct  his  sight, 
9m  imetpoa'd,  however  small  he  sees, 
Set  mieoalbfm  to  other  shining  ^lobo, 
Evlfa,  and  the  gaffden  of  God,  with  cedars  crown'd 
ibeeeallfaiUs.     As  when  by  night  the  glass 
Of  Ga&leo^  less  assur'd,  observes 
inagin'd  lands  and  regions  in  the  Moon : 
(kiilot,  from  amidst  the  Qrdades 
JhSm  mt  Samoa  fint  appearing,  kens 
A  doody  a|iot.     Down  thither  prone  in  flight 
He  speeidsj.  mid  through  the  vast  ethcred  sky 
Ssiis  bitwiien  vrorlds  and  vrorlds,  with  steady  vring, 
Baw  en  like  polar  winds,  then  with  qoidc  fim 
10— owa  the  bmom  air ;  till,  within  soar 
Of  tsweeiog  o^es,  to  aU  the  fomU  he  seems 
^as'dby  dl,  as  that  sole  bird, 


bis  rdiques  in  the  Sun*8 
,  to  Egn^dan  Tbdies  he  flies, 
is  once  esilhe  ceatcm  diff  of  Fsradise 
He  B^ns,  asid  to  bis  proper  shape  returns 
A  anph  ving'd  s  dx  whigs  he  wore,  to  shade 
TBiBiiiBmirtii  iTfiliir,  die  pair  that  dad 
Escb  nhrmldrr  broad,  came  mantling  o*er  his  breast 
Viiirc^d  omamcnt ;  the  middle  pair 


Girt  Hke  a  stsvry  soM  his  vraial,  end  round 
Skirted  his  kina  and  ddghs  widi  dowmr  gold 
And  oolonrs  dipt  in  Heaven;  the  third  his  fret 
Shadow  d  from  dtbei'  bed  wicfa  feadier  d  mail, 
Sky-tinctur'd  gnan.     like  Male's  son  he  stood. 
And  dxxik  his  phnne^  that  heavenly  frsgnmce  fill'd 
The  circuit  vride.     Straight  knew  him  dl  the  bands 
Of  angds  under  watch ;  and  to  his  state. 
And  to  his  message  high,  in  honour  rise ; 
For  on  some  message  high  tber  guess'd  Urn  bound. 
Iliehr  glittering  tents  he  pass'd,  and  now  is  come 
Into  the  blissfid  Add,  tfanmgh  groves  of  myrri^ 
And  flowering  odours,  cassia,  nard,  and  balm ; 
A  wildemess  of  sweets ;  for  Nature  here 
Wanton'd  as  in  her  prime,  and  play'd  at  will 
Her  virgin  frndes,  pouring  fordi  more  sweet, 
Wild  alxive  rule  or  art,  enormous  bUss. 
Him  dirough  the  qyicy  forest  onward  come 
Adam  discorn'd,  as  in  the  door  he  sat 
Of  his  cool  bower,  whil^  now  the  mounted  Sun 
Shot  down  direct  his  fervid  rays  to  warm 
Earth's  inmost  womb,  more  warmth  than  Adam 


And  Eve  within,  due  at  her  hour  prepar'd 

For  dinner  savoury  fruits,  of  taste  to  please 

IVue  apqpedte,  and  not  didndish  thirst 

Of  nectarous  draughts  between*  fitnn  milky  stream. 

Berry  or  grape :  to  whom  thus  Adam  call'd. 

**  Haste  hidier.  Eve,  and  wordi  thy  nfjbi  behold 
Eastward  among  those  trees,  what  glorious  shape 
Gomes  thb  way  moving ;  seems  another  mom 
Ris'n  on  mid-noon ;  some  great  behest  from  Heaven 
To  us  perhaps  he  things,  and  will  vouchsafe 
Hiis  day  to  be  our  guest     But  go  with  speed. 
And,  what  tbv  stores  contain,  bring  forth  and  pour 
Abundance,  fit  to  honour  and  recdve 
Our  heavedy  stranger ;  wdl  we  may  afibrd 
Our  givers  their  own  gifts,  and  large  bestow 
Fkom  lane  bestow'd,  wfaone  Nature  multiplies 
Her  frrtik  growth,  snd  by  disburdening  grows 
More  fruitful,  which  instructs  us  not  to  spare." 
To  whom  thus  Eve.     <*  Adam,  Earth's  baUow'd 

mould. 
Of  God  in^'d !  small  store  will  serve,  where  store. 
All  semons,  ripe  for  use  hangs  on  the  stalk ; 
Save  what  by  frugd  storing  firmness  guns 
To  nourish,  and  superfluous  moist  consumes : 
But  I  will  haste,^!and  from  eadi  bou^h  and  brake, 
Each  plant  and  juiciest  gourd,  will  plu^  such 

choice 
To  entertain  our  ansd-guest,  as  he 
Bdkolding  shall  comess,  that  here  on  Earth 
God  hadi  dispens'd  his  bounties  as  in  Heaven." 

So  saying,  with  dispatddul  lodLS  in  haste 
She  turns,  on  hospitable  thou^tts  intent 
What  choice  to  choose  for  debcacy  best, 
What  order  so  contriv'd  as  not  to  mix 
Tastes,  not  well  join'd,  indegant,  but  bring 
Taste  after  taste  upheld  with  kindliest  change ; 
Bestirs  her  then,  and  from  eadi  tender  stalk 
Whatever  Eardi,  all-beaiing  modier,  yidds 
In  India  East  or  West,  or  middle  shore 
In  Pontus  or  the  Punic  coest,  or  where 
Aldnous  reign'd,  fiuit  of  all  kinds,  in  coat 
Bough,  or  smooth  rind,  or  bearded  husk,  or  shdl, 
She  gadiers,  tribute  large,  and  on  the  board 
Heaps  with  unsparing  hand;  for  drink  the  grape 
She  crudies,  inoffensive  must,  and  meaths 
Fhxn  many  a  berry,  and  from  sweet  kernels  press'd 
She  tempers  dulcet  creams;  not; these  to  hold 
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Wants  ber  ftt  Tesseb  pur« ;  then  stroin  the  ground 
"With  roie  and  odoun  from  the  ihrub  onfum'd. 

Meanwhile  our  primitive  great  die,  to  meet 
His  God-like  guest,  walks  forth,  without  more  train 
Accompanied  than  with  his  own  complete 
Perfections ;  in  himself  was  all  his  state, 
More  solemn  than  the  tedious  pomp  that  waits 
On  princes  when  their  rich  retinue  long 
Of  horses  led,  and  grooips  besmeared  with  gold, 
Dazzles  the  croud,  and  sets  them  all  agape. 
Nearer  his  presence  Adam,  though  not  aw'd, 
Tet  with  submiss  approach  and  reverence  meek. 
As  to  a  superior  nature  bowing  low, 
Thus  said.    «  Native  of  Heaven,  for  other  place 
None  can  than  Heaven  such  glorious  shape  contain ; 
Since,  by  descending  from  the  thrones  above, 
Those  happy  pku»s  thou  hast  deign*d  a  while 
To  want,  and  honour  these,  vouchsafe  with  us 
Two  only,  who  yet  by  sovran  gift  possess 
Tliis  spacious  ground,  in  ydhder  shady  bower 
To  rest,  and  what  the  garden  choicest  bears 
To  sit  and  taste,  till  this  meridian  heat 
Be  over,  and  the  Sun  more  cool  decline.'* 

Whom  thus  the  angelic  virtue  answer'd  mild. 
«  Adam,  I  therefore  came ;  nor  art  tiiou  such 
Created,  or  such  place  hast  here  to  dwdl. 
As  may  not  oft  invite,  though  spirits  of  Heaven, 
To  visit  thee ;  lead  on  then  where  thy  bower 
O'ershades ;  for  these  mid-hours,  till  evening  rise, 
I  have  at  will.**     So  to  the  sylvan  lodge 
lliey  came,  that  like  Pomona's  arbour  smil'd. 
With  ilowerets  deck*d,  and  fragaant  smells;  but 

Eve, 
Undeck*d  save  with  herself  more  lovely  fair 
Than  wood-nymph,  or  the  fiitiest  goddess  feign'd 
Of  three  that  in  mount  Ida  naked  strove. 
Stood  to  entertain  her  guest  from  Heaven ;  no  veil 
She  needed,  virtue  proof;  no  thought  infinn 
Alter'd  her  cheek.     On  whom  the  angel  Hail 
Bcstow'd,  the  holy  salutation  us*d 
Long  after  to  blest  Mary,  second  Eve. 

**  Hail,  Mother  of  ManUnd,  whose  fruitfbl  womb 
Shall  fill  the  world  more  numerous  with  thy  sons, 
Than  with  these  various  fruits  the  trees  of  God 
Have  he^>'d  this  table.*'—  Rais'd  of  gnatw  turf 
Their  table  was,  and  mossy  seats  had  rouni, 
And  on  her  ample  square  from  side  to  side 
All  autumn  pil'd,  though  Spring  and  Autumn  here 
Danc'd  hand  in  hand.  A  while  Sscourse  they  hold ; 
No  fear  lest  dinner  cool ;  when  thus  began 
Our  author.  **  Heavenly  stranger,  please  to  taste 
These  bounties,  which  our  Nourisher,  f^om  whom 
All  perfect  good,  unmeasiir'd  out,  docends, 
To  us  for  food  and  for  delight  hath  caus'd 
The  Earth  to  yidd ;  unsavoury  food  perhaps 
To  spiritual  natures ;  only  this  I  know. 
That  one  celestial  Father  gives  to  aU." 

To  whom  the  angeL     «  Therefore  what  he  gives 
(Whose  praise  be  ever  sung)  to  Man  in  part 
Spuitual,  may  of  purest  s]^rits  be  found 
No  ingrateful  food :  and  food  alike  those  pure 
Intelligential  substances  require^ 
As  doth  your  ratioDal ;  and  both  contain 
Within  them  every  lower  fiuulty 
Of  sense,  whereby  they  hear,  see,  smell,  touch,  taste, 
Tuting  concoct,  digest,  assimilate, 
And  corporeal  to  incorporeal  turn. 
For  know,  whatever  was  created,  needs 
To  be  sustain'd  and  fed :  of  elements 
Hie  grosser  feeds  the  purer,  aarth  the  sea, 


Earth  and  the  sea  feed  air,  the  air  those  fires 

Ethereal,  and  as  lowest  first  the  Moon ; 

Whence  in  her  visage  round  those  spots,  unpurg'd 

Vapours  not  yet  into  her  substance  tum'd. 

Nor  doth  the  Moon  no  nourishment  eihale 

From  her  moist  continent  to  higher  oibs. 

Hie  Sun,  that  light  imparts  to  all,  seodves 

From  all  his  alimental  recompense 

In  humid  exhalations,  and  at  even 

Sups  with  the  Ocean.    Though  in  Heaven  the  trees 

Of  USe  ambrosial  fhiil^;e  bear,  and  vines 

Yield  nectar;  though  from  off  the  boughs  each  mom 

We  brush  mellifluous  dews,  and  find  the  ground 

Cover'd  with  pearly  grain  :  yet  God  hath  bore 

Varied  his  bounty  so  with  new  delights. 

As  may  compare  with  Heaven ;  and  to  taste 

Think  not  I  shall  be  nice."     So  down  they  sat. 

And  to  their  viands  fUl ;  nor  seemingly 

The  anffd,  nor  in  mist,  the  common  gloss 

Of  thetuogians ;  but  with  keen  dispatch 

Of  real  hunger,  and  concoctive  heat 

To  transubstantiate :  what  redounds,  transpires 

Through  spirits  with  ease ;  nor  wonder ;  if  by  fire 

Of  sooty  coal  the  empiric  alchymist 

Can  turn,  or  holds  it  possible  to  turn, 

Metals  of  drossiest  ore  to  perfect  gold,  , 

As  from  the  mine.     Meanwhile  at  table  Eva 

Minister'd  naked,  and  their  flowing  cups 

With  pleasant  liquors  crown'd :  O  innocence' 

Deserviitt  Psnidise !  if  ever,  then, 

Hien  iMd  the  sons  of  God  excuse  to  have  been 

Enamour'd  at  that  sight ;  but  in  those  hearta 

Love  unlibidlnous  reign'd,  nor  jealousy 

Was  understood,  the  injur'd  lover's  HelL 

Hius  when  with  meats  and  drinks  they  had  sufllic'd. 
Not  burthen'd  nature,  sudden  mind  arose 
In  Adam,  not  to  let  the  occasion  pass 
Given  him  by  this  great  conference  to  knew 
Of  thhigs  above  his  world,  and  of  their  being 
Who  dwell  in  Heaven,  whose  excellence  he  saw 
Thmscend  his  own  so  far ;  whose  radiant  fonnsy 
Divine  eflftilgence,  whose  high  power,  so  far 
Exceeded  human :  and  his  wary  speech 
Tims  to  the  empyreal  minister  be  fram'd. 

«  Inhabitant  with  God,  now  know  I  well 
Thy  fiivour,  in  this  honour  done  to  man ; 
Under  whose  lowly  roof  thou  hast  vouchsaf  *d 
To  enter,  and  these  earthly  fruits  to  teste, 
Food  not  of  angels,  yet  accepted  so. 
As  that  more  willingly  thou  oouldst  not  seem 
At  Heaven's  high  feasts  to  have  fed :  yet  what 


To  whom  the  winged  hierarch  replied. 
'<  O  Adam,  one  Almighty  is,  fitnn  whom 
All  things  proceed,  and  up  to  him  retnm» 
If  not  dqirav'd  firom  good,  created  all 
Such  to  perf^Bction,  one  first  matter  all. 
Endued  with  various  fbrms,  various  d^pree 
Of  substance,  and,  in  things  that  live,  of  Ufie ; 
But  more  refin'd,  more  spiritous,  and  pure, 
As  nearer  to  him  plac'd,  or  nearer  tending 
Each  in  theur  sevotd  active  spheres  assign  d. 
Till  body  up  to  spirit  work,  in  bounds 
Proportion'd  to  each  kind.     So  fitxn  the  root 
Springs  lighter  the  green  stalk,  firom  tbenot  tha 

leaves 
More  aery,  last  the  bright  consummate  flpnver 
Spirits  od6rous  breathes:  flowers  and  thrir fruit, 
Man's  nourishment,  by  gradual  scale  sublim'd. 
To  vital  spirits  aspire,  to  animal* 
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To  intdlectMl ;  giro  both  Kfe  and  mae^ 

Fuicj  and  iindantending ;  whence  tbe  soul 

RoaoB  rec«m%  aad  reason  is  bar  being, 

Discmaife,  or  istuitiTe;  discoune 

Is  oAesC  yoius,  tbe  latter  most  is  ours, 

Dieting  but  in  degree,  of  kind  the  same. 

Wonder  not  then,  what  God  for  you  saw  good 

If  I  refuse  not,  but  conTcrt,  as  you. 

To  proper  substance.    Time  may  come,  when  men 

With  ai^i^  may  participate,  and  find 

Ko  incopveuicnt  diet,  nor  too  light  fine ; 

And  from  these  corporal  nutmnents  perhaps 

Tour  bodies  m^  at  last  turn  all  to  spirit, 

Impror'd  by  tract  of  time,  and,  wing'd,  ascend 

Ethereal,  aa  we :  or  may,  at  choice. 

Here  or  in  hearenly  Fmdises  dwell ; 

tfye  be  finind  obedient,  and  retain 

Unalterably  firm  hia  lore  entire, 

Whoae  progeny  you  are.     Meanwhile  enjoy 

Tour  fill  what  happtneas  thia  happy  atate 

Can  comprehend,  incqtable  of  more.*' 

To  whom  the  patriarch  of  mankind  replied. 
**  O  IkfouiaMe  apirit,  propitioua  guest. 
Well  hast  thou  taught  the  way  that  might  direct 
Oar  knowledge,  ami  the  scale  of  nature  set 
FfooD  centre  to  circamferenoe ;  whereon, 
In  fowtamipiffi^ifi  of  created  things, 
B^  steps  we  may  ascend  to  God.     But  say, 
Wfiat  mcant^that  caution  joined,  liT  ye  be  found 
Obeifient  ?     Can  we  want  obedience  then 
To  hiBB,  or  possibly  his  lore  deaert. 
Who  fiorm'd  m  ftom  the  duat,  and  plac*d  ua  here 
¥uSk  to  the  utmoat  meaaure  of  what  blisa 
Hmnan  deairea  can  seek  or  apprdiend  ?" 

Towfaomtheangd.  «  Son  of  Heaven  and  Eardi, 
Attend :  Hmt  thou  art  happy,  owe  to  God ; 
TIhc  dion  eoptimacat  such,  owe  to  thyself, 
lint  is,  to  thy  obedience ;  therein  stand. 
This  wna  tfiat  caution  given  thee,  be  adris'd. 
Gad  made  thee  perfect,  not  immutable ; 
And  good  be  made  thee ;  but  to  persevere 
He  left  it  in  thy  power;  ordain'd  thy  will 
B{y  nature  froe^  not  over-rul*d  by  fete 
lacztricable,  or  strict  necessity: 
Oar  voliiatary  service  be  requires, 
Kot  our  neoeasitated ;  such  with  him 
Finds  BO  acceptance,  nor  can  find ;  for  how 
OmheartSy  not  free,  be  tried  whether  they  serve 
WHKng  or  no,  who  will  but  what  they  must 
Bjy  daatiny,  and  can  no  other  choose  ? 
Ifyaelf,  and  all  the  angelic  host,  that  stand 
In  s%^  of  God  enthron'd,  our  happy  state 
Hold,  aa  you  yours,  while  our  obedience  holds ; 
On  odicr  surety  none :  fifeely  we  serve, 
Bfcaiiaf  we  fredy  love,  as  in  our  will 
To  love  or  not ;  in  this  we  stand  or  fell : 
AmI  some  are  fidl'n,  to  disobedience  feU'n, 
And  ao  feoati  Heaven  to  deepest  HeU ;  O  fell 
Ron  what  high  state  of  bliss,  into  what  woe !" 

To  whom  our  great  progem'tor.     *<  Thy  words 
AtMBtive,  aaid  with  more  delighted  ear, 
Shiae  hMtrvcter,  I  have  heard,  than  when 
Chovbic  aooga  1^  night  firom  neighbouring  hills 
A2real  rnnair  aend :  nor  knew  I  not 
To  be  both  will  and  deed  created  free ; 
Tec  that  we  never  alaJl  forget  to  love 
Our  Maker,  and  obey  him  wfaoae  command 
tia^^yetaojoat,  my  conatant  thoughta 
Aaav'd  me,  and  atiU  aiauie :  though  what  thou 
tcU'at 


Hath  posa'd  in  Heaven,  aome  doubts  within  me 

move. 
But  more  desire  to  hear,  if  thou  consent. 
The  full  rehidon,  which  must  needs  be  strange^ 
Worthy  of  sacred  silence  to  be  beard ; 
And  we  have  yet  large  day,  for  scarce  the  Sun 
Hath  finish'd  half  his  journey,  and  scarce  begins 
Hia  other  half  in  the  great  zone  of  Heaven.** 

Thus  Adam  made  requeat :  and  Raphael, 
After  short  pause  assentuig,  thus  began. 

"  High  matter  thou  enjoin'st  me,  O  prime  of  meiv 
Sad  task  and  hard :  for  how  shall  I  rehUe 
To  human  sense  the  invisible  exploiu 
Of  warring  spirits  ?  how,  vritbout  remorse, 
Hie  ruin  of  so  many  glorious  once 
And  perfect  while  they  stood  ?  how  last  unlbld 
Tbe  secrets  of  another  vrorld,  perhqw 
Not  lawful  to  reveal  ?  yet  for  thy  good 
This  is  diapens'd ;  and  what  surmounts  the  reach 
Of  human  sense,  I  shall  delineate  ao. 
By  likening  spiritual  to  corporal  forms, 
As  may  express  them  best ;  though  what  if  Earth 
Be  but  the  shadow  of  Heaven,  aad  thii^  therein 
Each  to  other  Uke,  more  than  on  Earth  u  thought? 

'<  As  yet  this  world  was  not,  and  Chaos  wild 
Keign'd  where  these  Heavens  now  roll,  where  Earth 

now  rests 
Upon  her  centre  p(Ms*d ;  when  on  a  day 
(For  time,  though  in  eternity,  applied 
To  modcNd,  measures  all  things  durable 
By  present,  past,  and  future,^  on  such  day       [host 
As  Heaven*s  ^reat  year  brings  forth,  the  empyreal 
Of  angeb  by  unpenal  stimmons  call'd. 
Innumerable  before  the  Almigfaty*s  throne 
Forthwith,  from  all  the  ends  3^  Heaven,  appeard 
Under  their  hierarchs  in  orders  bright : 
Ten  thousand  thousand  ensigns  high  advanc*d, 
Standards  and  gonfalons  *twixt  van  and  rear 
Stream  in  the  air,  and  for  distinction  serve 
Of  hierarchies,  of  orders,  and  degrees; 
Or  in  their  glittering  tissues  bear  imblas*d 
Holy  memorials,  acts  of  seal  and  love 
Recorded  eminent.     Thus  when  in  orbs 
Of  circuit  inexpressible  they  stood. 
Orb  within  orb,  the  Father  Infinite, 
By  whom  in  bliss  imbo8om*d  sat  the  Son, 
Amidst  as  from  a  flaming  mount,  whose  top 
Brightness  had  made  invisible,  thus  spake. 

**  *  Hear,  all  ye  angels,  progeny  of  light. 
Thrones,  dominations,  princedoms,  virtues,  powers. 
Hear  my  decree,  which  unrevoked  shall  stand. 
TUs  day  I  have  begot  whom  I  declare 
My  only  Son,  and  on  this  holy  hiU 
Hun  have  anointed,  whom  ye  now  behold 
At  my  right  hand ;  your  head  I  him  appoint ; 
And  by  mvself  have  sworn,  to  him  shall  bow 
All  knees  m  Heaven,  and  shall  confess  him  Lord : 
Under  his  great  vic&.gerent  reign  abide  • 

United,  as  one  individual  soul. 
For  ever  happy :  him  who  disobeys, 
Me  disobeys,  breaks  union,  and  that  day. 
Cast  out  from  God  and  blessed  vision,  fells 
Into  utter  darkness,  deep  ingulf  *d,  hb  place 
Ordain*d  without  redemption,  without  end.* 

"  So  spake  the  Omnipotent,  and  with  his  words 
All  seem*d  well  pleas*d  •  all  seem'd,  but  were  not 

aU. 
That  day,  as  other  solemn  days,  they  spent 
In  song  and  dance  about  the  sacred  hill : 
Mysti<»]  dance,  vrhich  yonder  starry  q»here 
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Of  pUneCi,  ana  of  H%  in  all  her  wlwdt 

ReMmblcs  neararty  mMM  intricirta^ 

£coantnCy  intemMY  Of  jct  '^yVr 

Tdcd  mosty  nlwimioit  incgular  tfa^  Man  j 

And  in  thair  molkiM  Hanttn^  dhina 

So  111100011  her  diannkigtoaea^  that  God's  own  ear 

Idflten*  delighted.     Efcning  now  approacfa'd, 

(For  we  have  alio  our  evening  and  our  mom. 

We  ourt  fbr  change  ddectable,  not  need ;) 

Forthwith  firom  dance  to  sweet  repast  th^  torn       ^ 

Desirous;  all  in  cirdes  as  thejr  stood. 

Tables  are  set^  and  on  a  sudden  pil*d 

With  angel's  food,  and  rubied  nectar  flowi 

In  pearl,  in  diamond,  and  massy  gakd^ 

Fhut  of  deUdous  vines,  the  grcmth  of  Heaven. 

On  flowtrs  r^KM'd,  and  with  fresh  flowerets  crown'd, 

Thej  eat,  thej  drink,  and  in  communion  sweet 

QmUBT  immortality  and  joy,  secure 

Of  surfeit,  where  Ibll  measure  only  bounds 

Eicess,  before  the  all-bounteous  Kmg,  who  showered 

With  copious  hand,  rejoicing  in  their  joy. 

Now  when  ambrosial  night  with  clouds  exhal'd 

F^om  that  hish  mount  of  Ood,  whence  Iwfat  and 

sliade  [diang*d 

Spring  both,  the  &oe  of  brigfateat  Heaven  had 
To  mteAil  twilight,  (for  nictit  comes  not  there 
In  darker  veil,)  and  roseat  &ws  dispos'd 
All  but  the  unsleepm^  eyes  of  Ood  to  rest; 
Wide  over  all  the  phun,  and  wider  ikr 
Tban  all  ddsglobous  Earth  in  plain  outqnread, 
(^ch  are  the  courts  of  God,)  the  angelic  throng 
DiqpNnrs'd  in  bands  and  files,  thev  camp  extend 
By  living  streams  among  the  trees  of  life. 
Pavilions  numberless,  and  sudden  rear'd, 
Cdestial  tabernacles,  where  they  slept  [course 

Fann'd  with  cool  winds ;  save  those,  who»  in  their 
Mdodious  hymns  about  the  sovran  throne 
Alternate  all  night  long :  but  not  so  wak'd 
Satan ;  so  call  1^  now,  hb  former  name 
Is  heard  no  more  in  Heaven ;  he  of  the  first. 
If  not  the  first  arch-angel,  great  in  power. 
In  fkvour  and  pre-eminence,  yet  fraught 
With  envv  i^nst  the  Son  of  God,  tiiat  day 
Honoured  by  his  great  Father,  and  prochum'd 
Messiah  King  anointed,  could  not  bear        [pair'd. 
Hutmgh  pride  that  sig^  and  thought  himself  im- 
Daep  malice  thence  conceiving  and  msdain. 
Soon  as  midnight  brousfat  on  the  dusky  hour 
Friendliest  to  sleep  and  silence,  he  resolv'd 
WHfa  all  hb  l^ons  to  dislodge,  and  leave 
UnworsMpt,  unobe/d,  the  throne  supreme, 
Contemptuous ;  and  his  next  subordinate 
Awakening,  thus  to  him  in  secret  spake :         [close 
'< '  Sleep'st  thou,  companion  dear?  What  sleep  can 
Thy  eye-nds?  and  remember'st  what  decree 
Of  yesterday,  so  late  hath  pass'd  the  lips 
Of  Heaven's  Almighty.  Thou  to  me  thy  thoughts 
Wast  wont,  I  mine  to  thee  was  wont  to  impart; 
Both  waking  we  were  one :  how  then  can  now 
Thj  sleep  dissent?  New  Uws  thou  seest  impos'd ; 
New  laws  fl^mi  him  who  reign%  new  minds  nmj 

raiae 
In  us  who  serve,  new  counsels,  to  debate 
What  doubtftil  may  ensue :  more  in  this  place 
To  utter  is  not  safe.     Assemble  thou 
Of  all  those  myriads  which  we  lead  the  chief; 
Tell  them,  that  by  command,  ere  yet  dim  night 
Her  shadowy  doud  withdraws,  I  am  to  haste. 
And  an  who  under  me  their  banners  wave. 
Homeward,  with  flying  mardi,  where  we  possess 


^w  (|uartcn  oi  the  north  ;  tfiere  to  prepare 
VH  entertainment  to  receive  our  King, 
The  great  Messiah,  and  his  new  commands, 
Who  speedily  through  all  the  hicnurchies 
Intends  to  pass  triumphant,  and  give  laws.' 

«  So  spake  the  fidse  arch-cngc^  and  inftis'd 
Bad  influence  into  the  unwary  breast 
Of  his  associate :  he  together  calls. 
Or  several  one  by  one,  the  rmnt  powers. 
Under  him  regent ;  tells,  as  be  was  taught, 
That  the  Moat  High  commanding,  now  ere  ni^t. 
Now  ere  dim  night  had  disencumber'd  Heaven, 
Hie  great  hietarchal  standard  was  to  move ; 
Tells  the  suggested  causey  and  casts  between 
Ambiguous  words  and  jealousies,  to  aouBd 
Or  tamt  int^^ :  but  all  ob^^'d 
The  wonted  sigmd,  and  superior  voice 
Of  their  great  potentate ;  for  great  indeed 
His  name,  and  high  was  his  degree  in  Heaven ; 
His  countenance,  as  the  morning-star  that  guides 
The  starry  flock,  allur'd  them,  and  with  lies 
Drew  alter  him  the  third  part  of  Heaven's  host. 
Meanwhile  the  Eternal  Eye,  whose  sight  diaoems 
Abstrusest  thoughts,  from  forth  his  holy  mount. 
And  from  within  the  golden  lamps  that  bum 
Nightly  before  him,  saw  without  their  light 
R^dlion  rising ;  saw  in  whom,  how  qiread 
Among  the  sons  of  mom,  what  multitudes 
Were  banded  to  oppose  his  high  decree ; 
And,  smiling,  to  his  only  Son  thus  said. 

'<  *  Son,  thou  in  whom  my  glory  I  behold 
In  ftiU  resplendence,  heur  of  all  my  might, 
Nearly  it  now  concema  us  to  be  sure 
Of  our  omnipotence,  and  with  wliat  arma 
We  mean  to  hold  what  andently  we  daun 
Of  deity  or  empire :  such  a  foe 
Is  rising,  who  intends  to  erect  his  throne 
Equal  to  ours,  throu^iout  the  spacious  north : 
Nor  so  content,  hath  in  his  thought  to  try 
In  battle,  what  our  power  is,  or  our  lighL 
Let  us  advise^  and  to  this  hasard  draw 
With  speed  what  force  is  left,  and  all  employ 
In  our  defence ;  lest  unawares  we  lose 
This  our  high  j^ace,  our  sanctuary,  our  hiU. 

*<  To  whom  the  Son  with  calm  9af6ct  and  dear 
Lightening  divine,  ineflQible,  serene, 
Made  answer.     <  Mighty  Father,  tbouthy  foea 
Justly  hast  in  derision,  and,  secure, 
Laugh'st  at  their  vain  designs  and  tumults  v«in» 
Matter  to  me  of  glory,  whom  their  hate 
Illustrates,  when  they  see  all  regal  power 
Given  me  to  quell  tbeur  pride,  and  in  event 
Know  whether  I  be  dextrous  to  subdue 
Thy  rebels,  or  be  found  the  worst  in  Heaven.* 

«  So  spake  the  Son ;  but  Satan,  with  his  powers* 
Far  was  advanc'd  on  winged  speed ;  an  host 
Innuiperable  aa  the  stars  of  ni^it, 
Or  stars  of  moroinff ,  dew-drops,  which  the  Sun 
Impearb  on  every  feaf  and  every  flower. 
Regions  they  pass'd,  the  mighty  regendea 
Of  seraphim,  and  potentates,  and  thropes. 
In  their  triple  de^^ees ;  regions  to  which 
All  thy  dominion,  Adam,  b  no  more 
Than  what  thb  garden  b  to  all  the  earthy 
And  all  the  sea,  from  one  entire  globose 
Stretdi'd  into  longitude ;  which  having  pasa'di 
At  length  into^  the  limiu  of  the  north 
Hiey  came  ;  and  Satan  to  hb  royal  aeat 
Hiffh  on  a  hill,  for  biasing  as  a  mount 
Rais'd  on  a  mount,  with  pynmids  and  tower* 
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From  diamnncl  quairies  h0w%  and  rocks  of  gold ; 
The  pakce  of  great  Lucifer,  (so  call 
Tliat  structure  in  the  dialect  of  men 
Intcrimted,)  wfaicfa  not  long  after,  he, 
Aflfe^ing  all  equality  with  God, 
la  imitatian  of  that  mount  whereon 
Messtali  was  dedar'd  in  sight  of  Heaven, 
Tbe  Mountain  of  the  Congregation  call*d ; 
For  diither  he  assembled  Jl  his  train, 
P^Hmding,  so  commanded,  to  consult 
About  the  great  reception  of  their  king, 
TUtber  to  come,  and  with  calumnious  art 
Of  coumerleited  truth  thus  held  their  ears : 

**  *  Tfarooes,   dominations,  princedoms,  nrtues, 
powers; 
If  these  magnific  titles  yet  remain 
Not  merdy  titular,  since  by  decree 
Another  now  hath  to  himself  ingro6s*d 
AD  power,  and  us  edips'd  under  the  name 
Of  King  anointed,  for  whom  all  this  haste 
Of  nudrnght-march,  and  hurried  meeting  here, 
Tfais  only  to  consult  how  we  may  best. 
With  whit  may  be  dcvis'd  of  honours  new, 
Receive  htm  coming  to  receive  from  us 
Knee-tribiite  yet  unpaid,  prostration  vile ! 
Too  much  to  one !  but  double  how  endur'd, 
To  ooe,  and  to  his  image  now  proclaim'd? 
Bat  what  if  better  counsels  might  erect 
Our  minds,  and  teadi  us  to  cast  off  this  yoke  ? 
WiU  ye  submit  your  necks,  and  choose  to  bend 
The  supple  knee?    Ye  will  not,  if  I  trust 
To  know  ye  riglrt,  or  if  ye  know  yourselves 
Nalifcs  and  sons  of  Heaven  possess'd  before 
By  none;  and  if  not  equal  all,  yet  free, 
EqoaDyfiee;  for  orders  and  degrees 
Jv  not  with  liberty,  but  well  consist. 
Who  caa  in  reason  then,  or  right,  assume 
Monarchy  over  such  as  live  by  right 
ffis  cqoels;,  if  in  power  and  splei^our  less. 
In  fieidoni  equal  ?  or  can  introduce 
Imm  and  edkt  on  us,  who  without  law 
Err  not  ?  much  less  for  this  to  be  our  lord. 
And  look  for  adoration,  to  the  abuse 
Of  ifaoae  imperial  titles,  wbidi  assert 
Oar  bang  ordain'd  to  govern,  not  to  serve.* 

**  Thus  hr  his  bold  disoourse  without  controul 
Had  andience :  when  among  the  sersphim 
Abdkl,  than  whom  none  with  more  seal  ador*d 
The  Deity,  and  divine  commands  obey'd, 
Suod  1^  and  in  a  flame  of  teal  severe 
IW  ament  of  his  lury  dms  oppos*d. 

**  *  O  atgnment  blasphemous,  false  and  proud ! 
Wotda  which  no  ear  ever  to  hear  in  Heaven 
Kqwrted,  least  <rfaU  from  thee,  ingmte, 
hk  place  thya^so  high  above  thy  peers. 
Gnst  ihon  with  impious  obloquy  condemn 
The  jnst  decree  ci  God,  pronounc*d  and  sworn, 
That  to  his  only  Son,  by  right  endued 
VHth  legal  sceptre,  every  soul  in  Heaven 
AmB  heed  the  knee^  and  in  that  honour  due 
rwdfcss  him  rightfbl-king?  ui^st,  diou  say'st^ 
flsdy  anjast,  to  bind  with  laws  the  free. 
And  equal  over  equals  to  let  reign, 
Om  onr  all  widi  nnsucceeded  power, 
ftsh  Ihoa  give  knr  to  God  ?  shalt  thou  dispute 
With  him  die  points  of  liberty,  who  made  [Heaven 
Ihst  what  diou  art,  and  form*d  the   pow^v  of 
larii as  he  pleas'd,  and  drcumscrib'd  their  being? 
Tet,  by  experience  taoght,  we  know  how  good. 
And  efonr  good  and  of  our  dignity 


How  provident  he  is ;  how  fiur  firom  thought 

To  make  us  less^  bent  rather  to  exalt 

Our  happy  state,  under  one  bead  more  near 

United.     But  to  grant  it  thee  unjust. 

That  equal  over  equals  monarch  reign : 

Hiyself,  though  great  and  ffknious,  dost  thou  county 

Or  all  angelic  nature  join*d  in  one. 

Equal  to  him  begotten  son  ?  by  whom. 

As  by  his  word,  the  Mighty  Father  made  [Heaven 

All    things,    even    dwe;  and  all    the   sphiu  of 

By  him  created  in  their  bright  degrees, 

Crown'd  them  with  ^ory,  and  to  their  glory  nam*d 

llirones,  dominations,  princedoms,  virtues,  powers. 

Essential  powers ;  nor  by  hu  tc^  obscured. 

But  more  illustrious  made;  since  he  the  head 

One  of  our  number  thus  reduc*d  becomes ; 

His  laws  our  laws ;  all  honour  to  him  done 

Returns  our  own.     Cease  then  this  impious  rage^ 

And  tempt  not  these ;  but  hasten  to  a{^»ease 

Hie  incensed  Father,  and  the  incensed  Son, 

While  pardon  may  be  found  in  time  besought.* 

**  So  spake  the  fervent  angel ;  but  his  t/ul 
None  seconded,  as  out  of  season  judg'd. 
Or  singular  and  rash :  whereat  rejoic'd 
The  apostate,  and,  more  haughty,  thus  replied. 
*  That  we  were  formed  then,  say'st  thou  ?  and  the 

work 
Of  secondary  hands,  by  task  transferr'd 
From  Father  to  his  Son  ?  strange  point  and  new  f 
Doctrine  which  we  would  know  whence  leam*d : 

who  saw 
When  this  creation  was  ?  remember'st  thou 
Hiy  making,  while  the  Maker  gave  thee  being  ?. 
We  know  no  time  when  we  were  not  as  now ; 
Know  none  before  us,  self-begot,  self-rais'd 
By  our  own  quickening  power,  when  fatal  course 
Had  circled  his  fUll  oris  the  birth  mature 
Of  this  our  native  Heaven,  ethereal  sons. 
Our  puissance  is  our  own :   our  own  right  liand 
Shall  teach  us  lughest  deeds,  by  proof  to  try 
Who  is  our  equal :  then  thou  shalt  behold 
Whether  by  supplication  we  intend 
Address,  and  to  begirt  the  almighty  throne 
Beseeching  or  besieging.     This  leport, 
These  tidings  carry  to  the  anointed  King ; 
And  fly,  ere  evil  intercept  thy  flight.* 

"  He  said ;  and,  as  the  sound  of  waters  deep. 
Hoarse  murmur  edK>*d  to  his  words  applause 
Throng  the  infinite  host :  nor  less  for  that 
The  flioning  seraph  fearless,  though  akme 
EncompassVi  raund  with  fbes,  thus  answer*d  bold. 

«  <  O  alienate  from  God,  O  spirit  accurs'd. 
Forsaken  of  all  cood!     IseeUiyfidl 
Determined,  and  thy  hapless  crew  involv'd 
In  this  perfidious  fraud,  contagion  spread 
Both  of  thy  crime  and  punishment ;  henceforth 
No  more  be  troubled  how  to  quit  the  yoke 
Of  God's  Messiah ;  those  indulgoit  laws 
Will  not  be  now  vouchsaTd ;  other  decrees 
Against  dwe  are  gone  forth  without  recall : 
That  golden  sceptre,  which  thou  didst  reject, 
Is  now  an  iron  rod  to  bruise  and  break 
Thy  disobedience.     Well  diou  didst  advise ; 
Yet  not  for  thy  advice  or  threats  I  fly 
These  wicked  tents  devoted,  lest  the  wrath 
Impendent,  raging  into  sudden  flame. 
Distinguish  not :  for  soon  expect  to  feel 
His  thunder  on  thy  head,  devouring  fire. 
Then  who  created  thee  Umeuting  learn. 
When  who  can  uncreate  thee  thou  shalt  know.* 
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«  So  spdce  the  leraph  Abdiel,  futhftil  found 
Among  the  Adddess,  ftithfiil  only  he ; 
Amonff  innumerable  fidae,  unraov*d, 
Unthuen,  unseduc'd,  unterrified, 
Hb  loyalty  be  kept,  hb  love,  his  zeal ; 
Nor  number,  nor  example,  with  him  wrought 
To  swenre  fimn  truth,  or  change  his  constant  mind, 
Tliough  angle.  From  amidst  them  forth  he  pass'd, 
Long  way  through  hostile  scorn,  which  he  sustained 
Superior,  nor  of  violence  fear*d  aught ; 
Aad,  widi  retorted  scorn,  his  back  he  tum*d 
On  dioae  proud  towers  to  swift  destruction  doom'd.** 


Book  VI. 

77ie  Argument* 

RaphaS  continues  to  relate  how  Michael  and 
Gabrid  were  sent  forth  to  battle  against  Satan 
and  hb  angels.  The  first  fight  described :  Satan 
and  hb  powers  retire  nn<kr  night :  he  calls  a 
council ;  invents  deviBsh  engines,  which,  in  the 
second  day*s  fight,  put  Michael  and  hb  angeb  to 
some  disorder;  but  they  at  length,  pulling  up 
mountains,  overwhelmed  both  the  force  and 
machines  of  Slitan :  yet,  the  tumult  not  so  end- 
ing, God,  on  the  tlnrd  day,  sends  Mxssiah  hb 
Scm,  Ibr  whom  he  had  reserved  the  glory  of  that 
victory :  he,  in  the  power  of  hb  Father,  coming 
to  the  place,  and  causing  all  his  legions  to  stand 
still  on  either  side,  with  his  chariot  and  thunder 
driving  into  the  midst  of  hb  enemies,  pursues 
them,  imaUe  to  resist,  towards  the  wall  of 
Heaven ;  vrfaich  opening,  they  leap  down,  with 
horrour  and  confusion,  into  die  pUce  of  punish- 
ment prepared  Ibr  than  in  the  deep :  Messiah 
returns  frith  triumph  to  hb  Father. 

"  All  night  the  dreadless  angel,  unpursued. 
Through  Heaven's  wide  chunpain  held  hb  way; 

till  Mom, 
Wak*d  by  the  circling  Hours,  with  rosy  hand 
Unbarr'd  the  gates  of  Usht     There  b  a  cave 
Within  the  mount  of  God,  &st  by  hb  throne, 
Where  Li^t  and  Darkness  in  perpetual  round 
Jjodgd  and  dislodge  by  turns,  which  makes  through 

Heaven 
Grateftil  vicissitude,  like  day  and  night; 
Light  issues  forth,  and  at  the  other  £>or 
Obsequious  Darkness  enters,  till  hm  hour       [well 
To  vttl  the  Heaven,  tboogh  darkness  there  might 
Se«n  twilight  bore:  and  now  went  forth  the  Mom, 
Such  as  in  highest  Heaven,  array*d  in  gold 
£mp3rreal ;  fltim  before  her  vanish'd  Night, 
Shot  through  with  orient  beams;  when  2i  the  plain 
Cover'd  w&  thick  embattled  squadrons  bright, 
Chariots,  and  flaming  arms,  and  ilery  steeds, 
Reflecting  blase  oo  blase,  first  met  hb  view : 
War  he  perceived,  war  in  prodnct ;  and  found 
Already  known  what  he  fbr  news  had  thought 
To  have  repotted :  cladly  then  be  mix*d 
Among  thoM  friendly  powers,  who  him  receiv'd 
With  joy  and  acclamations  loud,  that  one 
That  of  so  many  myriads  tBlVn  yet  one, 
Retum'd  not  lost.     On  to  the  sacred  hill 
They  led  him  high  applauded,  and  present 
Befbre  the  seat  supreme ;  fhim  whence  a  voice. 
Worn  midst  a  fgoMtn  doud,  thus  mild  was  heard. 
**  *  Servant  of  God,  well  done;  well  hast  thou 

fought 


Tbe  better  fight,  who  single  haat  maintain'd 

Aflainst  revolted  multitudes  the  cause 

Of  truth,  in  word  mightier  than  they'in  arms  ; 

And  for  the  testimony  of  tmth  hast  borne 

Universal  reproach,  finr  worse  to  bear 

Than  riolence ;  for  thb  was  all  thy  care 

To  stand  tappmr^d  in  sight  of  God,  though  worlds 

Judg'd  thee  perverse :  the  easier  conquest  now 

Remains  thee,  aided  by  thb  host  of  friends, 

Bade  on  thy  foes  more  glorious  to  return. 

Than  soora'd  thou  didst  depart ;  and  to  subdue 

By  force,  who  reason  for  their  law  refuse. 

Right  reason  for  their  law,  and  for  their  king 

Messiah,  who  by  right  of  merit  reigns. 

Go»  Michael,  of  celestial  armies  prince, 

And  thou,  Sn  military  prowess  next, 

Gabriel,  lead  forth  to  battle  these  my  sons 

Inrincible ;  lead  forth  my  armed  saints. 

By  thousands  and  by  millions,  rang*d  fbr  fight. 

Equal  in  number  to  that  godless  crew 

Rebellious:  them  with  fire  and  hostile  arms 

Feariess  assault ;  and,  to  the  brow  of  Heaven 

Pursuing,  drive  them  out  from  Qod  and  bliss^ 

Into  theur  place  of  punishment,  the  gulf 

Of  Tartarus,  which  ready  opens  wide 

Hb  fiery  Chaos  to  receive  thdr  falL* 

*'  So  spake  the  Sovran  Voice,  and  clouds  began 
To  darken  all  the  hill,  and  smdce  to  roll 
In  dusky  wreaths,  rductant  flames,  the  sign. 
Of  wrath  awak'd ;  nor  with  less  dread  the  loud 
Ethereal  trumpet  from  on  high  *gan  blow : 
At  which  command  the  powers  militant 
That  stood  for  Heaven,  in  mighty  quadiate  join*d 
Of  union  iiresistible,  mov'd  on 
In  silence  their  bright  legions,  to  the  sound 
Of  instrumental  harmony,  that  breath'd 
Heroic  ardour  to  adventurous  deeds 
Under  their  God-like  leaders,  in  the  cause 
Of  God  and  hb  Messiah.     On  they  move 
Indissolubly  firm ;  nor  obvious  liill, 
Nor  straitening  vale,  nor  wood,  nor  stream,  divides 
Hieir  perfect  ranks :  for  high  above  the  ground 
Hieir  march  was,  and  the  passive  air  upbore 
Their  nimble  tread ;  as  when  the  total  kind 
Of  birds,  in  orderly  amy  on  vring, 
Came  smnmoned  over  Eden  to  receive 
Their  names  of  thee  ;  so  over  many  a  tract    [wide. 
Of  Heaven  they  mardi'd,  and  many  a  prorincc 
Tenfold  the  length  of  thb  teirene:  at  last. 
Far  in  die  horison  to  the  north  appear*d 
From  skirt  to  skirt  a  fiery  region,  steetch'd 
In  battailous  aspect,  and  nearer  view 
Bristled  with  upright  beams  innumerable 
Of  rigid  spears,  and  helmets  throng'd,  and  shields 
Various,  with  boastf\il  argument  pourtray'd, 
The  banded  powers  of  SiSan  hasting  on 
With  fbrious  expedition ;  for  they  ween*d 
Hiat  self-same  day,  by  fight,  or  by  surprise, 
To  win  the  mount  of  God,  and  on  hb  throne 
To  set  the  Envier  of  hb  state,  the  proud 
Aqiirer;  but  their  tfaou^its  prov'd  fond  and  vain 
In  the  mid  vray :  though  strange  to  us  it  seem*d 
At  first,  that  angel  should  w^th  angd  war, 
And  in  fierce  hMting  meet,  who  wont  to  meet 
So  oft  in  festivab  of  joy  and  love 
Unanimous,  as  sons  of  one  great  Sire, 
Hymning  the  Eternal  Father :  but  the  shout 
Of  battle  now  began,  and  mshtng  sound 
Of  onset  ended  soon  each  milder  thought 
High  in  the  midst  exalted  as  a  God, 
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The  ■postate  in  his  sun-bright  chariot  sat. 
Idol  otroAJieflty  diTine,  encWd 
Whii  flaming  cherubim,  and  golden  shields ; 
Then  lighted  from  his  gorgeous  throne,  for  now 
'TWixt  boat  and  host  but  narrow  space  was  left, 
A  dreadful  interval,  and  front  to  front 
PrtaeTOed  stood  in  terrible  array 
Of  hideous  length :  before  the  cloudy  van, 
On  the  roogh  edge  of  battle  ere  it  j(nn'd, 
Satan,  with  vast  and  haughtr  strides  advanc'd. 
Came  towering,  arm*d  in  adamant  and  gold ; 
Abdiel  that  siriit  endur'd  not,  where  |ie  stood 
Among  the  nughtieat,  bent  on  highest  deeds. 
And  thus  his  own  undaunted  hevt  explores. 
** '  O   Heaven !   that  such  resemblance  of 
Hi^iest 
Should  yet  remain,  where  fiuth  and  realty     [might 
Bcmaan  not:  wherefore  should  not  strength  and 
There  fill  where  virtue  fills,  or  weakest  prove 
'Where  boldest,  though  to  sight  unconquerable  ? 
His  pnissance,  trusting  in  the  Almighty's  aid, 
I  mean  to  try,  whose  reason  I  have  tried 
Unsound  and  filse :  nor  is  it  aught  but  just, 
That  he,  who  in  debate  of  truth  hath  won, 
Sioakl  win  in  arms,  in  both  disputes  alike 
Victor  ;  though  brutirii  that  cont^  and  foul, 
When  reason  hath  to  deal  with  force,  vet  so 
"^^^t^  •'••son  Is  that  reason  overcome.' 


the 


**  So  pondering,  and  from  his  armed  peers 
Forth  stepfMng  opposite^  half-way  he  met 
ffis  daring  foe,  at  this  prevention  more 
Ineavi'd,  and  thus  securely  him  defied.      [reach*d 

"  '  Piroud,  art  thou  met?  thy  hope  was  to  have 
The  hc^ht  oif  thy  aspiring  unoppos*d, 
The  throne  of  God  unguarded,  and  his  nde 
Ahandon'd,  at  the  terrour  of  thy  power 
Or  potent  tongue :  fool !  not  to  think  how  vain 
Against  the  Chnnipotent  to  rise  in  arms ; 
Who  out  of  smallest  things  could,  without  end. 
Have  rais'd  incessant  armies  to  defeat 
Thy  foUy ;  or  with  solitary  hand 
Efarhing  beyond  all  limit,  at  one  blow,  ^ 
Unaided,  could  have  iinish*d  thee,  and  idielm'd 
Thy  lepons  under  darkness :  but  thou  seest 
AH  are  not  of  thy  train ;  there  be,  who  fiith 
ftefir,  and  piety  to  God,  though  then 
To  thee  not  visible,  when  I  alone 
SKm'd  In  dij  world  erroneous  to  dissent 
Vima  nil :  my  sect  thou  seest ;  now  learn  too  late 
How  few  sometimes  may  know,  when  thousands 

err.* 
"  Whom  the  grand  foe,  with  scomftil  eye  askance^ 
That  answered.  '  111  fbr  thee,  but  in  wish*d  hour 
Of  my  revenge,  first  sought  for,  thou  retum*st 
Fforn  iight,  seditious  angel !  to  receive 
Thy  nsanled  reward,  the  first  assay 
Of  this  fight  hand  provok'd  since  first  that  tongue^ 
laspar'd  with  contndiction,  dflrst  oppose 
A  tfnni  part  of  the  gods,  in  synod  met 
TWir  dotics  to  assert ;  vrho^  while  they  feel 
V^Dor  divine  within  tbem,  can  allow 
Omaip€^an»  to  none.     But  well  thou  com'st 
Ihfirs  thy  fellows,  ambitious  to  win 
Frdb  me  some  plmne,  that  thy  success  may  show 
Deatniction  to  the  rest :  this  pause  between, 
tUnanswer'd  lest  thou  boast,)  to  let  tiiee  know. 
At  fast  I  ffaou^  that  liberty  tM  Heaven 
To  heavenly  souk  had  been  all  one ;  but  now 
I  see  dnc  most  through  sloth  had  rather  serve, 
1^  spirits,  tnan'd  vp-tB-  feast  and  som  ! 


Such  hast  ^Km  arm'd,  the  minstrdsy  of  Heaven, 

Servility  with  freedom  to  contend, 

As  both  their  deeds  compared  this  day  shall  prove.* 

*<  To  whom  in  brief  thus  Abdiel  stem  replied. 
<  Apostate !  still  thou  err*st,  nor  end  wilt  find 
Of  erring,  from  the  path  of  truth  remote : 
Unjustly  thou  deprav'st  it  witli  the  name 
Of  servitude,  to  serve  whom  God  ordains^ 
Or  nature :   God  and  nature  bid  the  same, 
When  he  who  rules  is  worthiest,  and  excels 
Them  whom  be  governs.     Tliis  is  servitude. 
To  serve  the  unwise,  or  him  who  hath  rebell'd 
Against  his  worthier,  as  thine  now  serve  diee, 
Thjrself  not  free,  but  to  thyself  enthralled ; 
Yet  lewdly  dar*st  our  ministring  upbraid. 
Reign  thou  in  Hell,  thy  kingdom ;  let  me  serve 
In  Heaven  God  ever  blest,  and  his  divine 
Behests  obey,  worthiest  to  be  obey'd ;  [while 

Yet  chains  in  Hell,  not  realms,  expect:   mean- 
From  me  retum'd,  as  erst  thou  saidst,  from  flight. 
This  greeting  on  thy  impious  crest  receive.* 

"  &>  saying,  a  noble  stroke  he  lifted  high. 
Which  hung  not,  but  so  swift  with  tempest  fell 
On  the  proud  crest  of  Satan,  that  no  sight. 
Nor  motion  of  swift  thought,  less  could  his  shield. 
Such  ruin  intercept :  ten  paces  huge 
He  back  recoQ'd ;  the  tendi  on  be^ed  knee 
His  massy  spear  upstaid ;  as  if  on  Earth 
Winds  undor  ground,  or  waters  forcing  way 
Sidelong  had  push'd  a  mountain  from  his  seat. 
Half  sunk  with  all  his  jn^es.     Amazement  seia'd 
Tlie  rebel  thrones,  but  greater  rage,  to  see     [shout. 
Thus  feil*d  their  mightiest ;  ours  joy  fill*d,  and 
IVesage  of  victory,  and  fierce  desire 
Of  battle :  whereat  Micha^  bki  sound 
The  arch-angel  trumpet ;  through  the  vast  of  Heaven 
It  sounded,  and  the  faitfaftil  armies  rung 
Hosanna  to  the  Highest :  nor  stood  at  ffaxe 
The  adverse  legions,  nor  less  hideous  jom*d 
The  horrid  shock.     Now  storming  fruy  rose, 
And  clamour,  such  as  heard  in  Heaven  till  now 
Was  never;  arms  on  armour  clashing  bray*d 
Horrible  discord,  and  the  madding  wheels 
Of  brazen  chariots  rag*d ;  dire  was  the  noise 
Of  conflict ;  over  head  the  dismal  hiss 
Of  fiery  darts  in  flaming  vollies  flew. 
And  flying  vaulted  either  host  with  fire. 
So  under  fiery  cope  together  rush'd 
Both  battles  main,  wi£  ruinous  assault 
And  inextinguishable  rage.     All  Heaven 
Resounded ;  and  had  Earth  been  then,  all  Earth 
Had  to  her  centre  shook.     What  wonder  ?  where 
MDlions  of  fierce  encountering  angeb  feught 
On  either  side,  the  least  of  whom  could  wield 
These  elements,  and  arm  him  with  the  force 
Of  all  their  regions :  how  mudi  more  of  power 
Army  against  army  numborless  to  raise 
Dreadful  combustion  warring,  and  disturb. 
Though  not  destroy,  their  happy  native  seat ; 
Had  not  the  Eternal  King  Omnipotent, 
Vrom  his  strong  hold  of  Heaven,  high  over-rurd 
And  limited  th&  might ;  though  number*d  such 
As  each  divided  legion  might  have  seemed 
A  numerous  host ;  in  str^gth  each  armed  hand 
A  legion ;  led  in  fight,  yet  leader  seem'd 
Each  warriour  sin^  as  in  chie^  expert 
When  to  advance,  or  stand,  or  turn  the  sway 
Of  battle,  open  when,  and  when  to  close 
The  ridges  of  grim  war :  no  thought  of  flight. 
None  of  retreat,  no  unbecoming  &ed 
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That  argued  fear;  each  oo  himaelf  rdied. 
At  only  in  his  arm  the  moment  lay 
Ofyictory:  deeds  of  eternal  fame 
Were  done,  but  infinite ;  for  wide  was  spread 
That  war,  and  Tarious,  sometimes  on  firm  ground 
A  standing  fight,  then,  soaring  on  main  wing, 
Tonnented  all  the  air ;  all  air  seem*d  then 
Conflicting  fire.     Lo^g  time  in  eren  scale 
The  battle  hung;  till  Satan,  who  that  day 
Fhxiigious  power  had  shown,  and  met  in  arms 
No  equal,  ranging  through  the  dire  attack 
Of  fighting  seraphim  co^us*d,  at  length 
Saw  where  the  sword  of  Michael  smote,  and  feird 
Squadrons  at  once  ;  with  huge  two-handed  sway 
Bf andish'd  alofl,  the  horrid  edge  came  down 
¥^de-wasting ;  such  destruction  to  withstand 
He  hasted,  and  oppos*d  the  rocky  orb 
Of  tenfold  adamant,  his  ample  shield, 
A  vast  drcumfierence.     At  his  approach 
Tlie  great  arch-angel  finom  his  warlike  toil 
8urceas*d,  and  glad,  as  hoping  here  to  end 
Intestine  war  in  Heaven,  the  arch-foe  subdued 
Or  captive  dragg'd  in  chains,  with  hostile  frown 
And  visage  all  inflam'd  first  thus  began. 

"  *  Author  of  evil,  unknown  till  thy  revolt, 
Unnam'd  in  Heaven,  now  plenteous,  as  thou  seest 
These  acts  of  hateful  strife,  hateful  to  all, 
Tliough  heaviest  by  just  measure  on  thyself 
And  thy  adherents :  how  hast  thou  disturb*d 
Heaven's  blessed  peace,  and  into  nature  brought 
Hisery,  uncreated  till  the  crime 
Of  thy  rebellion !  how  hast  thou  instilled 
Thy  malice  into  thousands,  once  upright 
And  fiuthfiil,  now  proved  false !    But  think  not  here 
To  trouble  holy  rest ;  Heaven  casts  thee  out 
From  all  her  confines.     Heaven,  the  seat  of  bliss. 
Brooks  not  the  works  of  violence  and  war. 
Hence  then,  and  evil  go  with  thee  along. 
Thy  oflspring,  to  the  place  of  evil.  Hell ; 
Hmu  and  thy  wicked  crew!  there  mingle  broils. 
Ere  this  avenging  sword  begin  tliy  doom,        [God, 
Or  some  more  sudden  vengeance,   wing*d  firom 
Fkvdpitate  thee  with  augmented  pain.' 

'*  So  spake  the  prince  of  angels ;  to  whom  thus 
Hie  advtfsary.    <  Nor  think  thou  with  wind 
Of  aery  threats  to  awe  whom  yet  with  deeds 
Thou  canst  not  Hast  thou  tum'd  the  least  of  these 
To  fiight,  or  if  to  fall,  but  that  they  rise 
Unvanquish'd,  easier  to  transact  with  me      [threats 
That  thou  sbould'st  hope,    imperious,   and  with 
To  chase  me  hence  ?  err  not,  that  so  shall  end 
The  strife  which  thou  call'st  evil,  but  we  style 
The  strife  of  glory ;  which  we  mean  to  win. 
Or  turn  this  Heaven  itself  into  the  Hell 
Thou  fiiblest ;  here  however  to  dwell  free. 
If  not  to  reign :  meanwhile  thy  utmost  force. 
And  join  him  nam'd  Almighty  to  thy  aid, 
I  fly  not,  but  have  sought  thee  far  and  nigh. 

**  They  ended  parle,  and  both  address'd  for  fight 
Unspeakable ;  for  who»  though  with  the  tongue 
Of  angels,  can  relate,  or  to  what  things 
Liken  on  Earth  conspicuous,  that  may  lif% 
Human  imagination  to  such  height 
Of  godlike  power  ?  for  likest  gods  tl^  seem'd. 
Stood  they  or  mov'd,  in  stature,  motion,  arms, 
Fit  to  decide  the  empire  of  mat  Heaven. 
Now  wav'd  their  fieiy  sworu,  and  in  the  air 
Ifade  hoiTid  circles :  two  broad  suns  their  shields 
Blas'd  opposite,  while  expectation  stood 
Inborrour:  from  each  hand  with  speed  retir'd, 


Where  erst  was  thickest  fight,  the  angelic  throng. 

And  left  large  field,  unsafe  within  the  wind 

Of  such  commotion ;  such  as,  to  set  forth 

Great  things  by  small,  if.  Nature's  concord  broke^ 

Among  the  constellations  war  were  sprung. 

Two  planets,  rushing  from  asp^  malign 

Of  fiercest  opposition,  in  mid  sky 

Should  combat,  and  their  jarring  spheres  confound. 

Together  both  with  next  to  almighty  arm 

Uplifted  imminent,  one  stroke  they  aim'd 

That  might  determine,  and  not  need  repeat. 

As  not  of  power  at  once ;  nor  odds  appear'd 

In  might  or  swift  prevention  :  but  the  sword 

Of  Michael  from  the  armoury  of  God 

Was  given  him  temper'd  so,  that  neither  keen 

Nor^lid  might  resist  that  edge :  it  met 

The  sword  of  Satan,  with  steep  force  to  smite 

Descending,  and  in  half  cut  sheer ;  nor  staid. 

But  with  swift  wheel  reverse^  deep  entering,  shar'd 

All  his  right  side :  then  Satan  first  knew  pain. 

And  writh'd  him  to  and  fro  convolv'd  ;  so  sore 

Hie  griding  sword  with  discontinuous  wound 

Pass'd  through  him :  but  the  ethereal  substance  dos'd^ 

Not  long  divisible ;  and  from  the  gash 

A  stream  of  nectarous  humour  issuing  flow'd 

Sanguine,  such  as  celestial  spirits  may  bleed. 

And  all  his  armour  stain'd,  ere  while  so  bright. 

Forthwith  on  all  sides  to  his  aid  was  run 

By  angels  many  and  strong,  who  interpos'd 

Defence,  while  others  bore  him  on  their  shields 

Back  to  his  chariot,  where  it  stood  rctir'd 

From  off  the  files  of  war :  there  they  him  laid 

Gnashing  for  anguish,  and  despite,  and  shame, 

To  find  himself  not  matchless,  and  his  pride 

Humbled  by  such  rebuke,  so  far  beneath 

His  confidence  to  equal  God  in  power. 

Yet  soon  he  heal'd;  for  spirits  that  live  throughout 

Vital  in  every  part,  not  as  frail  man 

In  entrails,  heart  or  head,  liver  or  reins. 

Cannot  but  by  annihilating  die ; 

Nor  in  their  Uquid  texture  mortal  wound 

Receive,  no  more  than  can  the  fluid  air : 

All  heart  they  live,  all  head,  all  eye,  all  ear, 

AU  intellect,  all  sense ;  and,  as  they  please. 

They  limb  themselves,  and  colour,  shape,  or  sise 

Assume,  as  likes  them  best,  condense  or  rare. 

**  Meanwhile  in  other  parts  like  deeds  deserv'd 
Memorial,  where  tlie  might  of  Gabriel  fought. 
And  with  fierce  ensigns  pierc'd  the  deep  array 
Of  Moloch,  furious  kins ;  who  him  defied. 
And  at  his  choriot-wheds  to  drag  him  bound 
Threaten'd,  nor  from  the  Holy  One  of  Heaven 
Refrain'd  his  tongue  blasph^ous ;  but  anon 
Down  cloven  to  the  waist,  with  shatter'd  arms 
And  uncouth  pain  fled  bellowing.     On  each  viing 
Uriel,  and  Raphael,  hb  vaunting  foe. 
Though  huge,  and  in  a  rock  of  diamond  arm'd, 
Vanquish'd  Adramelach,  and  Asmadai, 
Two  potent  thrones,  that  to  be  less  than  Mds 
Diadain'd,  but  meaner  thoughts  leam'd  in  their 
flight,  [mail. 

Mangled  with  ghastly  wounds  dirough  plate  aud 
Nor  stood  unmindful  Abdiel  to  annoy 
Hie  atheist  crew,  but  with  redoubled  blow 
Ariel,  and  Arioch,  and  the  violence 
Of  Ramiel  scorch'd  and  blasted,  overthrew. 
I  might  relate  of  thousands,  and  their  names 
Eternise  here  on  Earth ;  but  those  dect 
Ansels,  contented  with  their  fiune  in  Heaven, 
Seek  not  the  praise  of  men:  tbrother  lOft. 
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In  mi^  though  wond*roiu  and  in  acts  of  war, 
Kor  of  renown  less  eager,  yet  by  doom 
GHKcll*d  firom  Heaven  and  sacred  memory, 
NaaoelesB  in  dark  oblivion  let  them  dwelL 
Far  strength  firom  tmtb  divided,  and  from  just, 
mandable,  nought  merits  but  dispraise 
And  %nominy;  yet  to  glory  aspires 
Tan-glorioiis,  and  through  ia£uny  seeks  hme : 
Ihoi&re  eternal  silence  be  their  doom,     [swerv'd, 
"  And  now,  tfieir  mightiest  quell'd,  the  battle 
With  many  an  inroad  goPd ;  deformed  rout 
EBler*d,  and  foul  disorder ;  all  the  ground 
Widi  iliivcr'd  annour  strown,  and  on  a  heap 
QHriot  and  charioteer  lay  overtum'd, 
And  ficry-lbaming  steeds ;  what  stood,  recoil'd 
0*er.wearied,  through  the  faint  Satanic  host 
DefeuMteacarce,  or  with  pale  fear  surprised. 
Then  first  with  fear  surpiis*d,  and  sense  of  pain, 
¥kd  ignominious,  to  sudi  e^  brought 
By  an  of  ^aobedlence ;  till  that  hour 
lU*  fiaUe  to  fear,  or  flight,  or  pain. 
Far  odaetwiae  the  inviolable  saints. 
In  cubic  phalanx  firm,  advanc*d  entire, 
IsTulnerdile,  impenetrably  arm*d ; 
Sodi  high  advantages  their  innocence 
Gave  them  above  their  foes ;  not  to  have  sinn*d. 
Hot  to  ba;ve  ^aobey'd ;  in  fight  they  stood 
l^wfaried,  onobnoxious  to  be  pain'd  [mov*d. 

By  woond,  though  from  their  place  by  violence 
**  Now  ya^txt  her  course  began,  and,  over  Heaven 
Tadnring  darkness,  grateful  truce  impos*d. 
And  aSeoee  on  the  odious  din  of  war : 
XJnier  her  doady  covert  both  rctir'd, 
Hdar  and  vanrpiish'd :  on  the  fougfaten  field 
Mirhaa  and  his  angels  prevalent 
Encamping,  plac*d  in  guard  their  watches  round, 
Chnufaie  waving  fires :  on  the  other  part^ 
Sstan  with  his  rdKlBous  disappear'd, 
Far  in  the  dark  dislodged ;  and,  void  of  rest, 
His  potentates  to  coundl  caird  by  night ; 
And  in  the  midst  thus  undismay'd  b^an. 

**  *  O  now  in  danger  tried,  now  known  in  arms 
Hot  to  be  owerpower'd,  companions  dear, 
Foond  worthy  not  of  liberty  alone. 
Too  mean  pretence !  but  what  we  more  affect, 
Hooov,  dominion,  glory,  and  renown  ; 
yfho  have  aostain'd  one  day  in  doubtful  fight 
(And  if  one  day,  why  not  eternal  days?) 
What  Heaven's  "Lord  had  powerfullest  to  send 
AgpiiMH  na  firom  aboot  his  throne,  and  judg*d 
8aHiinrt  to  subdue  us  to  hb  will, 
Bat  proves  not  so :  dien  fUlible,  it  seem% 
Of  fimue  we  m^  deem  him,  though  till  now 
Obuianitut  tfuogfaL     IVue  is,  less  firmly  ann*d, 
Sane  Saadnaatmge  we  endur'd  and  pain, 
im  BOW  not  known,  but,  known,  as  soon  contemn'd ; 
Sace  no>w  we  find  thb  our  empyreal  form 
( of  mortal  injury, 
'  ,  and  though  pierc*d  with  wound, 
^  and  by  native  vigour  heal'd. 
Of  cv3  then  so  amaD,  as  easy  think 
IW  icaaedy ;  perfaps  more  valid  arms, 
▼a^Mas  moie  Tident,  when  next  we  meet, 
HifSffve  to  better  us,  and  worse  our  foes, 
C^a^aal  what  between  ua  made  the  odds, 
la  tmmm  none :  if  other  hidden  cause 
1A  dbem  aiqierior,  while  we  can  preserve 
C^ifcoKt  OHT  ««iT<l«^  and  understanding  sound, 
Dae  seafcfa  and  oonsoltation  w9l  disclose.* 
*"  He  sat;  and  m  the  aasembly  next  upstood 


Nisrocfa,  of  principalities  the  prime ; 
As  one  he  stood  escap'd  from  cruel  fight, 
Sore  toil'd,  his  riven  arms  to  havoc  hewn. 
And  cloudy  in  asp^  thus  answering  spake. 

**  <  Deliverer  firam  new  lords,  leader  to  free 
Enjoyment  of  our  right  as  gods ;  yet  hard 
For  gods,  and  too  unequal  work  we  find. 
Against  unequal  arms  to  fight  in  pain. 
Against  unpain*d,  impassive ;  fhnn  which  evil 
Ruin  must  needs  ensue;  for  what  avails  [pain 

Valour  or  strength,  though  matchless,  quell'd  with 
Which  all  subdues,  and  inakes  remiss  the  hands 
Of  mightiest  ?  Sense  of  pleasure  we  may  well 
Spare  out  of  life  perhaps,  and  not  reinne. 
But  live  content,  which  is  the  calmest  life: 
But  pain  is  perfect  misery,  the  worst 
Of  evils,  and,  excessive,  overturns 
All  patience.     He,  who  therefore  can  invent 
With  what  more  fbrdble  we  may  offend 
Our  yet  unwounded  enemies,  or  arm 
Ourselves  with  like  defence,  to  me  deserves 
No  less  than  for  deliverance  what  we  owe.* 

'*  Whereto  with  look  composed  Satan  replied. 
'  Not  uninvented  that,  which  thou  aright 
Believ'st  so  main  to  our  success,  I  bring. 
Which  of  us  who  beholds  the  bright  surf&ce 
Of  this  ethereous  mould  whereon  we  stand. 
This  contfhent  of  spacious  Heaven  adom*d 
With  plant,  fruit,  flower  ambrodal,  gems,  and  gel  J ; 
Whose  eye  so  superficially  surveys 
These  things,  as  not  to  mind  firom  whence  they  grow 
Deep  under  ground,  materials  dark  and  crude. 
Of  spiritous  and  fiery  spume,  till,  touch'd 
With  Heaven*8  ray,  and  temper*d,  they  shoot  forth 
So  beauteous,  opening  to  the  ambient  b'ght? 
These  in  their  duk  nativity  the  deep 
Shall  yield  us,  pregnant  with  infernal  flame  ; 
Which  into  hollow  engines,  long  and  round. 
Thick  ramm'd,at  the  other  bore  with  touch  of  fire 
Dilated  and  infuriate,  shall  send  forth 
FVom  far,  with  thundering  noise,  among  our  foes 
Such  implements  of  mischief,  as  shall  dash 
To  pieces,  and  o*erwhelm  whatever  stands 
Adverse,  that  they  shall  fear  we  have  disarm*d 
The  Thunderer  o£  his  only  dreaded  bolt. 
Nor  long  shall  be  our  labour ;  yet  ere  dawn 
Effect  shall  end  our  wish.     Meanwhile  revive ; 
Abandon  fear ;  to  strength  and  counsel  join*d 
Think  nothhie  hard,  much  less  to  be  de^«ir*d. 

<'  He  ended,  and  his  words  their  drooping  dieei 
Enlighten'd,  and  their  languish*d  hope  reviv*d. 
The  invention  all  admir*d,  and  each,  how  he 
To  be  the  inventor  miss'd ;  so  easy  it  seem*d 
Once  found,  which  yet  unfound  most  would  luive 

thought 
Impossible :  yet,  haply,  of  thy  race 
In  future  days,  if  malice  shoidd  abound. 
Some  one  intent  on  mischief,  or  inspir'd 
With  devilish  machination,  might  devise 
Like  instrument  to  plague  the  sons  of  men 
For  sin,  on  war  and  mutual  slaughter  bent. 
Forthwith  from  council  to  tjie  work  they  flew ; 
None  arguing  stood ;  innumerable  hands 
Were  r^y  ;  in  a  moment  up  they  tum*d 
Wide  the  celestial  soil,  and  saw  beneath 
The  originals  of  natnre  in  their  crude 
Conception ;  sulphurous  and  nitrous  foam 
They  found,  they  mingled,  and,  with  subtle  art, 
Concocted  and  adusted  they  reduc*d  , 
lb  blackest  grafai,  and  into  store  convey*d :  » 
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Put  hidden  teint  digg*d  up  (nor  hith  this  Earth 
Enmik  unlike)  of  mineral  and  fCone, 
Whereof  to  found  their  engines  and  their  balls 
Of  missiye  ruin ;  part  incentive  reed 
Froride,  pernicious  with  one  touch  to  fire. 
So  all  ere  day-spring,  under  conscious  night, 
Secret  thejr  finidi'd,  and  in  order  set. 
With  silent  circumspection,  unespied. 

«  Now  when  fair  mom  orient  in  Heaven  appeared. 
Up  rose  the  viotor-angels,  and  to  arms 
The  matin  trumpet  sung :  in  arms  they  stood 
Of  golden  panoply,  refulgent  host. 
Soon  banded ;  others  from  the  dawning  hUls 
Look*d round,  and  scouts  each  coast  lightaimed 


Each  quarter,  to  descry  the  distant  foe. 
Where  lodg'd,  or  whither  fled,  or  if  for  fight; 
In  motion  or  in  halt :  him  soon  they  met 
Under  spread  ensigns  moving  nigh,  in  slow 
But  firm  battalion :  back  with  speediest  sail 
Zophiel,  of  cherubim  the  swiftest  wing, 
Game  flying,  and  in  mid  air  aloud  thus  cried. 

«  <  Arm,  warrion,   arm  for  fight ;   the  foe  at 
hand, 
Whom  fled  we  thought,  will  save  us  long  pursuit 
Tliis  day  ;  fear  not  hb  flight ;  so  thick  a  doud 
He  comes,  and  settled  in  his  fiure  I  see 
Sad  resolution,  and  secure :  let  each 
His  adamantine  coat  gird  well,  and  each 
Fit  well  his  helm,  gripe  &st  his  orbed  shield. 
Borne  even  or  high ;  for  this  day  will  pour  down. 
If  I  oonieeture  aught,  no  drizslinff  shower. 
But  rattUng  storm  of  arrows  barb  d  with  fire.* 

**  So  wam*d  he  them,  aware  themselves,  and  soon 
In  order,  quit  of  all  impediment ; 
Instant  without  disturb  they  took  alarm. 
And  onward  mov*d  embattled :  when  behold ! 
Not  distant  far  with  heavy  pace  the  foe 
Approaching  gross  and  huge,  in  hollow  cube 
Training  his  cbvili^  enginery,  impal'd 
On  every  side  vrith  shatbwing  squadrons  deep^ 
To  hide  the  fraud.     At  interview  both  stood 
A  while ;  but  suddenly  at  head  appeared 
Satan,  and  thus  was  heard  commanding  loud. 

"  '  Vanguard,  to  right  and  left  the  front  unfold ;  i 
Tliat  all  may  see  who  hate  us,  bow  we  seek 
Peace  and  composure,  and  with  open  breast 
Stand  ready  to  receive  them,  if  th^  like 
Our  overture,  and  turn  not  back  perverse : 
But  that  I  doubt ;  however  witness  Heaven! 
Heaven,  witness  thou  anon !  while  we  discharge 
Freely  our  part :  ye,  who  iq>p<nnted  stand, 
IX>  as  you  have  in  charge,  and  briefly  touch 
What  we  propound,  ana  loud  tiiat  all  may  hear ! 

"  So  fcoffing  in  ambiguous  words,  he  scarce 
Had  ended;  when  to  right  and  left  the  front 
Divided,  and  to  either  flank  retir*d : 
Whidi  to  our  eyes  discovered,  new  and  strange, 
A  triple  mounted  row  of  pillars  laid 
'On  wheeb^  (for  like  to  pillars  most  they  seem*d» 
Or  hollowed  bodies  made  of  oak  or  fir, 
Wilh  branches  lopt,  in  wood  or  mountain  fell'd,) 
Brass,  iron,  stony  mould,  had  not  their  mouths 
With  hideous  oiiSce  gap*d  on  us  wide, 
Portenduig  hollow  truce :  at  each  behind 
A  seraph  stood,  and  in  his  hand  a  reed 
Stood  waiving  tipt  with  firs ;  while  we,  suspense, 
CoUecled  stm  vrithin  our  thoughts  anuis'd, 
Notloitf;  for  sudden  all  at  onoa  their  reeds 
Put  form,  and  to  a  namwr  vent  applied 


With  nicest  touch.     Immediate  in  a  flame. 

But  soon  obscur'd  with  smoke,  all  Heaven  appear'dy 

FVom  those  deep-throated  engines  belch*d,  whose 

roar 
£mbowell*d  with  outrageous  noise  the  air, 
And  all  her  entrails  tore,  disgosging  foul 
Hieir  devilish  glut,  chain  *d  thunderbolts  and  hail 
Of  iron  globes ;  which,  on  the  victor  host 
Levell*d,  with  such  impetuous  iitry  smote. 
That,  whom  they  hit,  none  on  their  feet  might  stand. 
Though  standing  else  as  rocks,  but  down  they  Ml 
By  thousands,  angel  on  arch-angel  roll'd ; 
The  sooner  for  thor  arms ;  unann*d,  they  nsight 
Have  easily,  as  spirits,  evaded  swift 
By  quick  contraction  or  remove ;  but  now 
Foul  dissipation  follow'd,  and  forc'd  rout ; 
Nor  serv*d  it  to  relax  their  serried  files. 
What  should  they  do  ?  if  on  they  rush*d,  rspula^ 
Repeated,  and  indecent  overthrow 
Doitibled,  would  render  them  yet  more  despia*d» 
And  to  their  foes  a  laughter ;  for  in  view 
Stood  rank*d  of  seraphim  another  row. 
In  posture  to  displode  their  second  tire 
Of  thunder:  back  defeated  to  return 
Hiey  worse  abhorr'd.     Satan  beheld  their  pligbt. 
And  to  his  mates  thus  in  derision  call'd.      [proud  ? 
*'  *  O  friends !  why  come  not  on  these  victors 
Ere  while  they  fierce  were  coming ;  and  when  w<^ 
To  entertain  them  fair  with  open  front 
And  breast  (what  could  we  more?)  propoundsd 


Of  composition,  straight  they  chang*d  tiieir  «"'~H^ 

Flew  off,  and  into  strange  vagaries  ^1, 

As  they  would  dance ;  yet  for  a  dance  they  aeem*d 

Somewhat  extravagant  and  wild :  perhaps 

For  joy  of  offer*d  peace :  but  I  suppose. 

If  our  proposals  once  i^n  were  heard,  * 

We  should  compel  them  to  a  quick  result.* 

«  To  whom  thus  Belial,  in  like  gamesome  mood, 
*  Leader !  the  terms  we  sent  were  terms  of  wei^u. 
Of  hard  contents,  and  full  of  force  uig'd  home  ; 
Such  as  we  might  perceive  amus*d  them  all. 
And  stumbled  many :  who  receives  them  rifljit, 
Had  need  from  head  to  foot  well  understand  ; 
Not  understood,  this  gift  they  have  besides, 
Tliey  show  us  when  our  foes  walk  not  upright.* 

**  So  they  among  themselves  in  pleasant  van 
Stood  scoffing,  bei^iten'd  in  their  thoughts  beyond 
All  doubt  of  victory :  Eternal  Might 
To  match  with  their  inventions  they  presum'd 
So  easy,  and  of  his  thunder  made  a  scorn. 
And  sil  his  host  derided,  while  they  stood 
Awhile  in  trouble :  but  they  stood  not  long ; 
Rage  prompted  them  at  length,  and  found  tibcm 


Against  such  hellish  mischief  fit  to  oppose. 
Forthwith  rbehold  the  excellence,  the  power. 
Which  God  hath  in  his  mighty  angek  plac'd !) 
Their  arms  away  they  tfirew,  and  to  the  hiUs 
(For  Earth  hath  this  variety  from  Heaven 
Of  pleasure  situate  in  hill  and  dale,) 
Light  as  the  lightning  glimpse  they  ran,  tiiey  Bmw  j 
From  their  foundations  looiening  to  and  fro^ 
Thev  pluck*d  the  seated  hills,  with  all  their  load. 
Bocks,  waters,  wood%  and  by  the  shaggy  topa 
Up-lifting  bore  them  in  their  hands :  amaie. 
Be  siire,  and  tenour,  seis*d  the  rebel  host, 
When  coming  towards  them  so  dread  they  saw 
Hie  bottom  df  the  mountains  upward  tum*d  ; 
Till  on  those  cursed  engines*  ti^le  row 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


Book  IV. 


PARADISE  LOST. 


69 


Tbej  Hw  tbem  wlielm'd,  and  all  tfaor  confidence 
Uader  the  weight  of  mountains  buried  deep ; 
UkukIvcs  invaded  next,  and  on  their  heads 
Main  promontories  flung,  which  in  the  air 
Cmat  diadowing,    and    oppress'd    whole  l^ions 
arm'd ;  [bnus*d 

Their  annour  belp'd  thdr  harm,  crush*d  in  and 
Imo  thor  snbabmce  pent,  whidi  wrought  them  pain 
bnplacable,  and  many  a  dolorous  groan ; 
Long  stmggling  underneath,  ere  &y  could  wind 
Oak  of  such  prison,  though  s^nrits  of  purest  Ught, 
jNnett  at  nrat,  now  gross  by  sinning  grown* 
The  rast^  in  imitatimi,  to  like  arms 
Betook  than,  and  the  neighbouring  hills  uptore : 
So  KHs  amid  the  air  encounter*d  hills, 
Huri*d  to  and  fro  with  jaculation  dire ; 
That  onder  ground  they  fought  in  disooal  shade ; 
lofcrnal  noiae !  war  aeem'd  a  dvil  game 
To  this  uproar ;  horrid  oonftision  beap*d 
Upon  omfhtnon  rose :  and  now  all  Heaven 
Had  gone  to  wrack,  with  ruin  overspread ; 
Had  not  the  Ahnighty  Father,  where  he  sits 
gbiu'd  in  Ins  sanctuary  of  Heaven  secure, 
Gmsulthig  oo  tfie  sum  of  things,  foreseen 
TUs  tmnak,  and  permitted  all,  advis*d : 
That  fab  great  purpose  he  might  so  fulfil, 
To  honour  faia  anointed  Son  aveng'd 
UjpoQ  his  enemies,  and  to  declare 
Mi  power  CD  him  transferr*d  :  whence  to  his  Son, 
The  aasesaor  of  his  throne,  he  thus  began. 
"  Effblgenoe  of  my  glory.  Son  belov'd, 
800,  in  whose  htot  invi^le  is  beheld 
VisUy,  what  by  Deity  I  am ; 
JLid  in  wboae  hand  uriiat  by  decree  I  do^ 
Sacood  OmmpoCence !  two  di^  are  past, 
TVo  datys,  aa  vre  coo^mte  the  days  of  Heaven, 
Snce  Michari  and  hb  powers  went  fortii  to  tame 
These  diaobedient :  sore  hath  been  their  fight, 
Asl&dkst  was,  vriien  two  sudi  foes  met  arm*d ; 
For  to  tfwmadves  I  left  them ;  and  thou  know*8t, 
Eqnal  in  tfieir  creation  they  vrere  form'd,  [wrought 
Snne  what  ain  bath  impair'd;   n^ch    yet    hath 
laamdbly,  tar  I  suspend  their  doom ; 
.Whence  in  perpetual  fight  they  needs  must  last 
Kidirw^  and  no  solution  will  be  found : 
War  wMfied  hatfi  perfbrmM  what  war  can  do^ 
Aad  to  diaordcr'd  rage  let  loose  the  reins, 
Wirii  mountains,  aa  witfi  weqMms,  arm*d ;  which 


WHd  work  in  Heaven,  and  dangerous  to  the  main. 
Two  dojs  are  Uicrefotc  past,  the  third  is  thine ; 
For  thee  I  faocve  ordain*d  it ;  and  thus  far 
Haie  anlfar'dy  that  tlie  glory  may  be  thine 
Of  cmfi^g  tfaia  great  war,  since  none  but  thou 
Csn  and  it.     Into  tiiee  such  virtue  and  grace 
Immrwar  I  have  tramlus'd,  that  all  may  know 
la  Heaven  nod  Hdl  thy  power  above  compare ; 
Aad,  this  pertciie  commotion  govem*d  thus, 
To  OMoilest  thee  worthiest  to  be  Heir 
Of  afl  tfainga ;  to  be  Heir,  and  to  be  King 
By  sacred  unction,  thy  deserved  rigih. 
Ga  ^m,  tiMm  Uighliest,  in  diy  Father's  might ; 
Ascend  mj  timtiot,  guide  the  rapid  wheels 
Ust  shake  Heaven's  basis,  bring  forth  all  my  war, 
Vy  bow  and  thunder,  my  almigfaty  arms 
Gad  on,  and  sword  upon  thy  puissant  thigh ; 
Ptnae  these  aona  of  dokneas,  drive  them  out 
Kan  sH  Heaven's  bounds  into  the  utter  deep : 
Thve  let  them  learn,  as  likes  them,  to  despise 
God,  md  Ifcaaiah,  his  anointed  king.* 


«  He  said,  and  on  his  son  with  rays  direct 
Shone  fbll ;  he  all  hb  Father  fbll  ezpress'd 
Ineffably  into  hb  face  received ; 
And  thus  the  filial  godhead  answering  spake. 

*'  <  O  Father,  O  Supreme  of  heavraly  thrones, 
First,  Highest,  Holiest,  Best ;  thou  always  seck*st 
To  glorify  thy  Son ;  I  always  thee, 
As  IS  most  just :  this  I  my  glory  account. 
My  exaltation,  and  my  whole  delimit. 
That  thou,  in  me  well  pleas'd,  dedar'st  thy  vriU 
FulfiU'd,  which  to  fulfil  b  all  my  bliss. 
Sceptre  and  power,  thy  giving,  I  assume. 
And  gladlier  shall  resign,  when  in  the  end 
Thou  shalt  be  all  in  all,  and  I  m  thee 
For  ever ;  and  in  me  idl  whom  thou  lov'st : 
But  whom  diou  hat*st,  I  hate,  and  can  put  on 
Thy  terrours,  as  I  put  thy  mildness  on. 
Image  of  thee  in  all  things ;  and  shall  soon, 
Arm'd  with  thy  mi^ht*  rid  Heaven  of  these  rebell'd ; 
To  their  prepar'd  m  mansion  driven  down. 
To  chains  of  darkness,  and  the  undying  worm ; 
That  firom  thy  just  obedience  could  revolt^ 
Whom  to  obey  b  happiness  entire. 
Then  shall  thy  saints  unmix'd,  and  firom  the  impure 
Far  separate,  circling  thy  holy  mount. 
Unfeigned  Inlleluiahs  to  thee  sing. 
Hymns  of  high  praise,  and  I  among  them  chief.* 

'*  So  said,  he,  o'er  hb  sceptre  bowing,  rose 
From  the  right  hand  of  glory  where  he  sat ; 
And  the  thira  sacred  mom  began  to  shme. 
Dawning  through  Heaven.      Forth  rush'd  with 

whirlwmd  sound 
The  chariot  of  Paternal  Deity, 
Flaatdng  thick  flames,  wheel  within  wheel  undrawn. 
Itself  instinct  with  spirit,  but  convoy'd 
By  four  cherubic  sluqpes ;  four  fiures  each 
Had  wonderous ;  as  with  stars,  their  bodies  all 
And  wings  were  set  with  eyes;  with  eyes  the  wheels 
Of  beryl,  and  careering  fires  between  ; 
Over  thdr  heads  a  crym.  firmament, 
Whereon  a  sapphire  throne,  inlaid  with  pure 
Amber,  and  colours  of  the  showery  arch. 
He^  in  celestial  panoply  all  arm'd 
Of  radiant  Urim,  work  divinely  wrought, 
Ascended ;  at  hb  right  hand  Victory 
Sat  eagle-vrinff'd ;  beside  him  hung  his  bow 
And  quiver  vnth  three  bolted  thunder  stor'd ; 
And  from  about  him  fierce  effusion  roU'd 
Of  smoke,  and  bickering  flame,  and  sparkles  dire : 
Attended  with  ten  thousand  thousand  saints. 
He  onward  came ;  fhr  off  hb  coming  shone; 
And  twen^  thousand  (I  their  number  heard) 
Chariots  01  God,  half  on  each  hand,  were  seen  t 
He  on  the  winss  of  cherub  rode  sqblime 
On  the  crystiUlme  sky,  in  sapphire  thron'd, 
Illustrious  fhr  and  wide ;  but  by  hb  own 
First  seen:  them  unexpected  joy  surpris'd. 
When  the  great  ensign  of  Messiah  blas'd 
Aloft  by  angeb  borne,  hb  sign  in  Heaven ; 
Under  whose  conduct  IkHchael  soon  redt/c'd 
Hb  army,  drcumfus'd  on  either  wing. 
Under  thdr  head  imbodied  all  in  one. 
Bdbre  him  Power  Divine  hb  way  prejwr'd  ; 
At  hb  command  the  uprooted  hills  retv'd 
Eadi  to  hb  place ;  they  heard  hb  voice,  and  went 
Obsequious ;  Heaven  hb  wonted  fiice  renew'd. 
And  with  flresh  flowerets  hill  and  valley  smU'd. 
Thb  saw  his  hapless  foes,  but  stood  obdur'd. 
And  to  rebellious  fi^  rallied  their  powers, 
Insensate,  hope  conceiving  fVom  despaii. 

Digitizll?y  Google 


70 


MILTON. 


Book  VI. 


In  heavenly  spirits  could  sudi  perrcnenest  dwell  ? 

But  to  convince  the  proud  what  signs  avafl, 

Or  wonders  move  the  obdurate  to  relent  ? 

They,  harden*d  more  by  what  might  most  reclaim, 

Grieving  to  see  his  glory,  at  the  sight 

Took  envy ;  and,  aspiring  to  his  height, 

Stood  re-embattled  fierce,  by  force  or  £hsud 

Weening  to  prosper,  and  at  length  prevail 

Against  God  and  Messiah,  or  to  fall 

In  universal  ruin  last ;  and  now 

To  final  battle  drew,  disdaining  flight, 

Or  fiunt  retreat ;  when  the  great  Son  of  God 

To  4k  his  host  on  either  Iiand  thus  spake,      [stand, 

'<  '  Stand  still  in  bright  array,  ye  saints ;  here 
Te  angels  arm'd ;  this  day  from  Inttle  rest : 
FaithAil  hath  been  your  warfare,  and  of  God 
Accepted,  fearless  in  his  righteous  cause ; 
And  as  ye  have  receiv'd,  so  have  ye  done. 
Invincibly :  but  of  this  cursed  crew 
Hie  punishment  to  other  hand  belongs ; 
Vengeance  is  his,  or  whose  he  sole  appoints : 
Number  to  this  day*s  work  is  not  ordain*d, 
Nor  multitude ;  stand  only,  and  behold 
God's  indignation  on  these  godless  pour*d 
By  me ;  not  you,  but  me,  they  have  despis'd, 
Tet  envied ;  against  me  is  all  their  rage. 
Because  the  Father,  to  whom  in  Heaven  supreme 
Kingdom,  and  power,  and  glory  appertains, 
Hath  honoured  me,  according  to  his  will, 
Hierefore  to  me  their  doom  he  hath  assigned ; 
TTiat  they  may  have  their  wish  to  try  wiSi  me 
In  battle  which  the  stronger  proves :  they  all, 
Or  I  alone  against  them ;  since  by  strength 
lliey  measure  all,  of  other  excellence 
Not  emulous,  nor  care  who  them  excels ; 
Nor  other  strife  with  them  do  I  vouchsafe.* 

"  So  spoke  the  Son,  and  into  terrour  chang*d 
His  countenance  too  severe  to  be  b^eld. 
And  full  of  wrath  bent  on  his  enemies. 
At  once  the  Four  spread  out  tlieir  starry  wings 
Witli  dreadful  shade  contiguous,  and  the  orbs 
Of  his  fierce  chariot  roU'd,  as  with  the  sound 
Of  torrent  floods,  or  of  a  numerous  host. 
He  on  his  impious  foes  right  onward  drove. 
Gloomy  as  night,  imder  his  burning  wheels 
Hie  stedfast  empyr^n  shook  throughout, 
All  but  the  throne  itself  of  God.     Full  soon 
Among  them  he  arriv'd ;  in  his  right  hand 
Grasping  ten  thousand  thunders,  which  be  sent 
Before  him,  such  as  in  then*  souls  infix'd 
Plagues :  Uiey,  astonished,  all  resistance  lost. 
All  courage ;  down  their  idle  wei^ns  dropt : 
0*er  shields,  and  helms,  and  helmed  heads  he  rode 
Of  thrones  and  mighty  seraphim  prostrate, 
Hiai  wish*d  the  mountains  now  might  be  again 
Hirown  on  them,  as  a  shelter  from  his  ire. 
Nor  less  on  either  side  tempestuous  fell 
His  arrows,  from  the  fourfold^visag*d  Four 
Distinct  with  eyes,  and  from  the  living  wheels 
Distinct  alike  with  multitude  of  eyes ; 
One  spirit  in  them  nil*d ;  and  every  eye 
Glar*d  lig^htning,  and  shot  forth  pemidous  fire 
Among  tfao  accursed,  tiiat  wither*d  all  their  strength, 
And  ^  their  wonted  vigotur  left  them  drained. 
Exhausted,  spiritless,  afflicted,  fall*n. 
Yet  half  his  strengtli  he  put  not  forth,  but  check*d 
His  thunder  in  mid  volley ;  for  he  meant 
Not  to  destroy,  but  root  them  out  of  Heaven  : 
The  overtlutiwn  he  raised,  and  as  a  herd 
Of  goats  or  timorous  flock  together  tlu-ong*d 


Drove  them  before  him  thundcr-stnack,  punned 
With  terrours,  and  with  furies,  to  the  bounds 
And  crystal  wall  of  Heaven ;  which,  opoiing  widc^ 
Roird  inward,  and  a  spacious  gap  disdos'd 
Into  tlie  wast^l  deep :  the  monstrous  sight 
Struck  them  with  horrour  backward,  but  far  worae 
Urg*d    them    behind:   headlong  themselves  iSbtey 

threw 
Down  from  the  verge  of  Heaven ;  etomal  wrath 
Burnt  after  them  to  the  bottondcas  pit. 

**  Hell  heard  the  unsuflerable  noise,  Hell  saw 
Heaven  ruining  from  Heaven,  and  would  have  fled 
AilHghted ;  but  strict  Fate  had  cast  too  deq> 
Her  dark  foundations,  and  too  fast  had  bound. 
Nine  days  tliey  fell :  confounded  Chaos  roor'dy 
And  felt  tenfold  confusion  in  their  fidl 
Hirough  his  wild  anarchy,  so  huge  a  rout 
Encumber'd  him  vnth  ruin :    Hell  at  last 
Yawning  receiv'd  them  whole,  and  on  them  dos'd  $ 
Hell  their  fit  habitation,  fraught  with  fire 
Unquenchable,  the  house  of  woe  and  pain. 
Disburden'd  Heayen  rejoic'd,  and  soon  repair'd 
Her  mural  breach,  returning  whence  it  rviU'd. 
Sole  victor,  frtun  the  expulsion  of  his  foes» 
Messiah  his  triumphal  diariot  tum'd : 
To  meet  him  all  his  saints,  who  silent  stood 
Eye-witnesses  of  his  almighty  acts, 
With  jubilee  advanc'd ;  and,  as  they  went, 
Shad^  with  branching  palm,  each  order  blight^ 
Sung  triumph,  and  him  sung  victorious  King, 
Son,  Heir,  and  Lord,  to  him  dominion  gsren. 
Worthiest  to  reign :  He,  celebrated,  rode 
Triumphant  through  mid  Heaven,  into  the  courts 
And  temple  of  his  mighty  Father  thron*d 
On  high ;  who  into  glory  him  receiv'd, 
Where  now  he  aits  at  the  right  hand  of  bliss. 

'*  Thus  measuring  things  in  Heaven  bj  tfaiiig* 
on  Earth, 
At  thy  request,  and  that  thou  may'st  beware 
By  what  is  pa»t,  to  thee  I  have  reveal'd 
What  might  have  else  to  human  race  been  hid  ; 
The  discord  which  befel,  and  war  in  Heaven 
Among  the  angelic  powers,  and  the  deep  fall 
Of  those  too  high  aspiring,  who  rebell'd 
With  Satan ;  he  who  envies  now  thy  states 
Who  now  is  plotting  how  he  may  seduce 
llice  also  from  obc^dicnce,  that,  with  him 
Bereav'd  of  happiness,  thou  may'st  partake 
His  punishment,  eternal  misery ; 
Which  would  be  all  hb  solace  and  revenge, 
As  a  despite  done  against  the  Most  Higl^ 
Hiee  once  to  gain  companion  of  his  woe. 
But  listen  not  to  his  temptations,  warn 
Thy  weaker ;  let  it  profit  thee  to  have  heard. 
By  terrible  example,  the  revrard 
Of  disobedience ;  firm  they  might  have  stood. 
Yet  fell ;  remember,  and  fear  to  transgress." 


Book  VII. 

The  Argument* 

Raphael,  at  the  request  of  Adam,  relates  how  and 
wherefore  this  world  was  first  created ;  that  God, 
afker  the  expelling  of  Satan  and  his  angels  out 
of  Heaven,  declared  fab  pleasure  to  create  an- 
other world,  and  other  creatures  to  dwell  tfaerain  ;  • 
sends  his  Son  with  glory,  and  attendance  of 
angulH,  to  perfonn  the  work  of  creation  in  aiz 
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PARADISE  LOST. 


dtjBz    ^be   «ugds   eekbrale  with    hjmns   the 
*  diereo^   mod  hb  re^Mcenaion  into 


DncnrB  from  Heaven,  Urania,  by  that  name 
If  ngfady  tbou  art  called,  wlioae  voioe  divine 
FoDoirii^  above  tiie  Olympian  hill  I  loar. 
Above  the  liigfat  of  F^gudan  wine . 
Ibe  mfiMBg,  not  the  name,  I  caU :  for  thou 
Nor  ci  the  Muses  nine,  nor  on  the  top 
Of  old  CMympns  dwell'st;  but,  heavenly-4>om. 
Before  the  Jitik  appeared,  or  fountain  flow*d, ' 
TTmmi  with  eternal  Wisdooi  didst  converse. 
Wlsdasi  llij  aisCer,  and  with  her  didst  play 
In  piBseum  of  the  Ahni^ity  Father,  pleased 
With  thy  celestial  song.     Up  led  by  thee. 
Into  the  He8:vcn  of  Heavens  I  have  prssum'd. 
An  eardily  cuest,  and  drawn  empyreal  air, 
Ttf  ieiiipCTing :  with  like  safety  guided  down 
Bfitnm  me  to  my  natire  element : 
Lest  firom  this  flying  steed  unrein'd,  (as  once 
BeOeraphoD,  thongh  firom  a  lower  dime,) 
DiBMmnted,  oo  the  Aleian  fidd  I  iUl, 
ErroDeotts  ^ere  to  wander,  and  forlom. 
Half  yet  xemaina  unsung,  but  narrower  bound 
Undnn  the  visible  diurnal  sphere ; 
itandfng  on  earth,  not  rapt  above  the  pole^ 
More  s&  I  sing  with  mortal  voice,  unchau3g*d 
To  hoarse  or  mute,  diough  fidl*n  on  evil  da3^ 
On  evil  days  though  fiill'n,  and  evil  tongues ; 
In  darkness,  and  with  dangers  oompass'd  round, 
And  soKtnHff ;  yet  not  alone,  while  thou 
Vwtwt  my  slumbers  niglitly,  or  when  mom 
Birpies  tbe  east :  still  govern  thou  my  song, 
Ursaia,  and  fit  audience  find,  though  few. 
But  drive  fiur  off  the  barbarous  d&sonance 
Of  Pacchiift  and  his  revellers,  the  race 
Of  that  wild  rout  that  tore  the  Thracian  bard 
In  Bhodope,  where  woods  and  rocks  had  ears 
To  nptnre,  till  the  savage  clamour  drown'd 
Both  harp  and  voice :  nor  could  the  Muse  defend 
Her  SOB.     So  fail  not  thou,  who  thee  implores : 
For  thou  art  heavenly,  she  an  empty  dream. 
Say,  goddess,  what  ensued  when  Raphael, 
Tbe  affiSxIe  arch-angel,  had  forewam'd 
Adas:!,  by  dire  example,  to  beware 
Apoatacy,  by  what  befel  in  Heaven 
To  tiiose  apostates;  lest  the  like  befiOl 
1b  Paradise  to  Adam  or  his  race, 
Qmrg'd  not  to  touch  the  interdicted  tree, 
Hdfesy  transgress^  and  slight  that  s(de  command, 
8»  csMly  ob^d  amid  the  choice 
Of  afl  tastes  dse  to  please  their  appetite, 
Ikti^fa  waadering.     He,  widi  his  consorted  Eve, 
Tbe  story  heard  attentive^  and  was  fill*d 
Widi  admiration  and  deep  muse,  to  hear    [thought 
Of  dungs  so  high  and  strange;  things,  to  their 
So  ^llrimag^nf^rf1'J  as  hate  in  Heaven, 
Aad  war  so  near  the  peace  of  God  in  blisa^ 
Widi  such  oonfosion :  but  the  evil,  soon 
Driven  back,  redounded  as  a  flood  on  those 
Vnm.  wfaom  it  sprung;  impossible  to  mix 
Wkb  bieasedncas.     whence  Adam  soon  repealed 
Ike  dobbts  that  in  hb  heart  arose :  and  now 
Led  on,  yet  sinless,  with  desire  to  know 
"What  nearer  might  concern  him,  bow  this  world 
Of  Heaven  and  Earth  conspicuous  first  began ; 
^HicB,  and  whereof  created :  for  what  cause. 
What  widun  Eden,  or  without,  was  done 
Bcfine  fab  mciDory :  as  one  whose  drought 
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Yet  scaroe  allay*d  still  eyes  the  current  stream^ 
Whose  liquid  murmur  heard  new  thirst  excites, 
IVoceeded  thus  to  ask  his  heavenly  guest 

**  Great  things,  and  full  of  wonider  in  our  ears 
Far  difiering  fixnn  this  world,  thou  hast  reveal'd. 
Divine  interpreter !  by  fkvour  sent 
Down  from  the  empyrean,  to  forewarn 
Us  timely  of  what  might  else  have  been  our  loss. 
Unknown,    which  human   knowledge  could    not 


For  which  to  the  infinitely  Good  we  owe 

Immortal  thanks,  and  his  admonishment 

Receive  with  solemn  purpose  to  observe 

Immutably  hb  sovran  will,  the  end 

Of  what  we  are.     But  since  thou  hast  vouchsaTd 

Gently,  for  our  instrucdon,  to  impart 

Hiings  above  earthly  thought,  wUch  yet  concem'd 

Our  knowing,  as  to  highest  Wisdom  seem'd. 

Deign  to  descend,  now  lower,  and  relate 

What  may  no  lessjperfaaps  avail  us  known. 

How  first  began  thb  Heaven  which  we  heboid 

Distant  so  high,  with  moving  fires  adom*d 

Innumerable ;  and  dus  which  yields  or  fills 

All  space,  the  ambient  air  viride  interfbs'd 

Embracing  round  thb  florid  Earth  ?  what  cause 

Mov*d  the  Creator  in  hb  holy  rest     - 

Through  all  eternity  so  late  to  build 

In  Chaos ;  and  die  work  b^pm,  how  soon 

Absolved ;  if  unfbrbid  thou  may*st  unfold 

What  we,  not  to  explore  the  secrets  ask 

Of  his  eternal  empire,  but  the  more 

To  magnify  hb  works,  die  more  we  know. 

And  the  great  li^  of  day  yet  wants  to  run 

Much  of  hb  race  though  steep ;  suspense  in  Heaven, 

Held  by  thy  voice,  diy  potent  voice,  he  hears, 

And  longer  will  ddby  to  hear  thee  tell 

Hb  generadon,  and  the  rising  birth 

Of  Nature  from  the  unapparent  deep : 

Or  if  the  star  of -evening  and  the  Moon 

Haste  to  thy  audience,  Night  with  her  will  bring 

Silence;  and  Sleep,  listening  to  thee,  will  watch ; 

Or  we  can  bid  fab  absence,  till  thy  song 

End,  and  dismiss  thee  ere  the  morning  shine.** 

Thus  Adam  hb  illustrious  ffuest  besought : 

And  thus  the  godlike  angd  answer*d  mild. 

<<  Thb  also  thy  request,  with  caution  ask*d. 

Obtain ;  though  to  recount  almighty  works 

What  words  or  tongue  of  seraph  can  suffice. 

Or  heart  of  man  wMce  to  comprehend  ? 

Yet  what  thou  canst  attain,  which  best  may  serve 

To  glorify  the  Maker,  and  infer 

Thee  also  happier,  shall  not  be  withheld 

Tliy  hearing ;  such  commission  from  above 

I  have  receiv*d,  to  answer  thy  desire 

Of  knowledge  within  bounds ;  beyond,  abstain 

To  ask ;  nor  let  thine  own  inventions  hope 

Things  not  reveal*d,  which  the  invisible  King, 

Only  Omniscient,  hath  suppress*d  in  night ; 

To  none  communicable  in  Earth  or  Heaven : 

Enough  b  left  besides  to  search  and  know. 

But  knowledge  b  as  food,  and  needs  no  less 

Her  temperance  over  appedte,  to  know 

In  measure  what  the  mind  may  well  contain ; 

Oppresses  else  with  surfeit,  and  soon  turns 

Wisdom  to  folly,  as  nourishment  to  wind. 

<*  Know  then,  that,  after  Lucifer  from  Heaven 
(So  call  him,  brighter  once  amidst  the  host 
Of  angels,  than  that  star  the  stars  among) 
Fell  with  hb  flaming  legions  through  the  deep 
Into  hb  place,  and  Uie  great  Son  retum*d 
F  f^  I 
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Book  VII. 


Victorious  whh  his  MiDts,  the  OmnipoCMil 
Eternal  Father  horn  his  throne  beheld 
Their  multitude,  and  lo  his  Son  thus  spake. 
"  '  At  least  our  eniious  fi>e  hath  fiiil*d,  who 


All  like  himself  rebellious,  by  whose  aid 

This  inaccessible  high  strength^  the  seat 

Of  Deity  suprepie,  us  dispMsess'd, 

He  trusted  to  have  seix*d,  and  into  fraud 

Drew  many,  whom  their  place  knows  bore  no  move : 

Yet  ikr  the  greater  part  have  kept,  I  see, 

Their  station ;  Heaven,  yet  popukms,  retains 

Number  sufficient  to  posstss  her  realms 

Though  wide,  and  this  hich  temple  to  fraqoeni 

Wktk  ministcries  due,  and  solemn  rites : 

But,  lest  his  heart  exalt  him  in  the  harm 

Already  done,  to  have  dispeopled  Heavwiy 

My  damage  fondly  deemed,  I  can  repair 

That  detnment,  if  such  it  be  to  lose 

Self-lost ;  and  in  a  moment  will  create 

Another  worid,  out  of  one  man  a  race 

Of  men  innumerable,  there  to  dwell. 

Not  here  ;  till,  by  degrees  of  merit  rais'd. 

They  open  to  themselves  at  length  the  way 

Up  hither,  under  long  obedience  tried ;         [Earth 

And  Earth  be  chang'd  to  Heaven,  and  Heaven  to 

One  kingdom,  joy  and  union  without  end. 

Meanwhile  inhabit  lax,  ye  powers  of  Heaven ; 

And  thou  my  Word,  begotten  Son,  by  thee 

This  I  perform ;  speak  £ou,  and  be  it  done ! 

My  overshadowing  spirit  and  miffht  with  thee 

I  send  along ;  ride  forth,  and  bid  the  deep 

Within  appmnted  bounds  be  Heaven  and  Earth  $ 

Boundless  the  deep,  because  I  am  who  fill 

Infinitude,  nor  vacuous  the  space. 

Tliough  I,  undrcumscrib'd  myself,  retire, 

And  put  not  forth  my  goodness,  which  is  free 

To  act  or  not,  necessity  and  chance 

Approach  not  me,  and  what  I  will  is  fate. ' 

*'  So  spake  the  Almi^iQr,  and  to  what  he  spake 
His  Word,  the  filial  Godhead,  gave  effect. 
Immediate  are  the  acts  of  God,  more  swift 
Than  time  or  motion,  but  to  human  ears 
Cannot  without  proc^  of  speech  be  told, 
So  told  as  earthly  notion  can  receive. 
Great  triumph  And  reioicing  was  in  Heaven, 
When  such  was  heard  declared  the  Almighty's  will ; 
Glory  they  sung  to  the  Most  High,  good  ^1 
To  future  men,  and  in  their  dw«Ungs  peace : 
Glory  to  him,  whose  just  avenging  ire 
Had  driven  out  the  ungodly  from  his  sight 
And  the  habitations  of  the  iust ;  to  htm 
Glory  and  praise,  whose  wisdom  had  ordain'd 
Good  out  of  evil  to  create ;  instead 
Of  spirits  malign,  a  better  face  to  bring 
Into  their  vacant  room,  and  thence  difibse 
His  good  to  worids  and  ages  infinite. 

"  So  sang  the  hierarchies :  meanwhile  the  Son 
On  his  great  expedition  now  8ppear*d, 
Girt  with  omiripotence,  with  radiance  crown*d 
Of  majesty  divine ;  sapience  and  love 
Immense,  and  all  his  Father  in  him  shone. 
About  his  chariot  numberilsa  were  pour*d 
Cherub,  and  seraph,  potentates,  and  thrones. 
And  rirtues,  winged  spirits,  and  chariots  wing*d 
From  the  armoury  of  God ;  where  stand  of  old 
Myriads,  between  two  brasen  mountains  lodg*d 
Against  a  solemn  day,  hamess'd  at  hand, 
relestial  equipage  ;  and  now  came  forth 
Sjiontaneous,  for  vrithin  them  spirit  liv'd, 


Attendant  on  their  Loid :  Heaven  open*d  wide 
Her  evcr-during  gates,  haimooioDs  sound 
On  golden  hin^  moving,  to  let  forth 
The  King  of  Gkry,  in  his  powerful  Word 
And  Spint,  coming  to  create  new  vrorids.       [si 
On  heavenly  ground  they  stood  ;iand  from   tfae 
Tliey  view*d  the  vast  immeasureable  abyss 
Outrageous  as  a  sea,  dark,  wasteftil,  wild. 
Up  fivm  the  bottom  tum*d  by  ftirious  winds 
And  surging  waves,  as  mountains,  to  assault 
Heaven's  height,  and  with  the  centre  mix  the  pole. 

" '  Silence,  ye  troubled  waves,  and  thou  deep, 
peaces' 
Said  then  the  omnific  Word ;  '  vour  discord  end  >  * 
Nor  staid ;  but,  on  the  wings  or  cherubim 
Uplifted,  in  paternal  glory  rode 
Far  into  ChMs,  and  the  world  unboni ; 
For  Chaos  heard  his  voice :  him  all  his  train 
Followed  in  bright  procession,  to  behold 
Creation,  and  the  wonders  of  his  might. 
Then  staid  the  <ervid  wheds,  and  in  his  hand 
H^  took  the  golden  compasses,  prepar'd 
In  God's  etenial  store,  to  drcumscribe 
TUs  universe,  and  all  created  things  t 
One  foot  be  centered,  and  the  other  tum'd 
Round  through  the  vast  prafrmdity  obscure ; 
And  said,  *  llius  far  extend,  thus  tar  thy  bounda. 
Tins  be  diy  just  circumference,  O  World !' 
Thus  God  the  Heaven  created,  thus  the  Earth, 
Matter  unform'd  and  vokl :  darkness  profound 
Cover'd  the  abyss ;  but  on  the  watery  cahn 
His  brooding  wings  the  Spirit  of  God  outspread. 
And  rital  virtue  inftis'd,  and  vital  warmth 
Hiroughout  the  fluid  mass ;  but  downward  purg'd 
The  black  tartareous  cold  infiemal  dr^s. 
Adverse  to  life :  (hen  founded,  then  conglob'd 
^ike  things  to  like ;  the  rest  to  several  place 
Disparted,  and  between  spun  out  the  air ; 
And  Earth,  self4)alanc'd,  on  her  centre  hung. 

^  '  i^  there  be  light,'  said  God ;  and  forthwith 
Light 
Ethereal,  fijr^  of  things,  quintessence  pure 
Sprung  from  the  deep ;  and  from  her  native  east 
To  journey  through  the  aery  gloom  began, 
Spher'd  in  a  radiant  cloud,  for  yet  the  Sun 
Was  not ;  she  in  a  cloudy  tabernacle 
Sojoum'd  the  while.    God  saw  the  light  ^ 
And  light  from  darkness  by  the  hemi^here 
Dirided :  b'ght  the  Day,  and  darkness  Night, 
He  nam'd.    Thus  was  the  first  day  even  and  mom : 
Nor  past  uncelebrated,  nor  unsung 
By  the  celestial  quires,  when  orient  light 
Exhaling  first  from  darkness  diey  beheld ;      [dioiit 
Birth^y  of  Heaven  and  Earth,    with  joy  and 
The  hollow  universal  orb  they  fiU'd, 
And  touch'd  theur  goldem  bai^  and   hymning 

prais'd 
God  and  his  works ;  Creator  him  they  sung. 
Both  when  first  evening  was,  and  when  fint  mom. 

^  Again,  God  said,  *  Let  there  be  finnament 
Amid  the  waters,  and  let  it  divide 
The  waters  from  the  waters;'  and  God  made 
Tlie  firmament,  expanse  of  liquid,  pure, 
Transparent,  elemental  air,  difftis'd 
In  circuit  to  the  uttermost  convex 
Of  this  great  round ;  partition  firm  and  sure, 
Hie  waters  underneath  from  those  above 
Dividing :  for  as  EarUi,  so  he  die  worid 
Built  on  circumfluous  waters  calm,  in  wide 
I  Crystalline  ocean,  and  the  loud  misrule 


(good; 
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OfCbMMftrremof'd;  k 
(^Mitigiioas  might  diateiDper  the  whole  ftuM 
And  Heaven  he  namM  the  Fumuanent:  locv 
Aad  noming  cfaems  sung  the  feoond  dmj. 

**  The  Etftfa  WM  ibn&'d,  but  in  tl»  irooab  ••  jet 
Of  weten,  embryoo  immalure  iiHrolT'd, 
Appev'dnot:  over  all  the  fi^e  of  Ewrtfa 
MdB  ocean  iofw'd,  not  idle ;  but,  with  warn 
I^olific  hnoioitr  softening  aU  her  globe, 
FenKnied  the  great  mo&r  to  concetTc^ 
SMiate  with  genial  moistiue;  when  God  said, 
'  Be  galiier'd  now  ye  waters  under  Heaven 
fiato  ane  plaec^  and  let  dry  land  appear.' 
Tm— iJiaHiIy  the  naountains  huge  appear 
Eaicfgent,  and  their  broad  bare  backs  upheave 
Into  the  donds;  their  tops  ascend  the  sky : 
So  l^gh  aa  hear'd  the  tumid  hills,  so  kyw 
Down  sunk  aboUow  bottom  broad  and  deep, 
Capacious  bed  of  waters :  thither  dwy 
Harted  widi  clad  precipitance,  uproU'd, 
Asdrapaoa  mnt  oon^ohing  from  the  dry: 
Bvt  rise  in  crystal  wall,  or  ridge  direct, 
Vor  faasle ;  audi  flight  the  great  conunand  impress*d 
On  the  svHft  floods :  as  armies  at  the  call 
Of  iran^ets  (flar  of  armies  thou  hast  heard) 
Tnop  to  their  standard ;  so  the  watery  throng, 
Wase  roiling  after  wave;,  where  way  they  found. 
If  tfecp,  with  torrent  rapture,  if  through  plain, 
Soft-cfabing !  nor  withstood  them  rock  or  hill ; 
Bat  tfaey»  or  under  ground,  or  circuit  wide 
With  seipeui  errour  wand^ing,  found  their  way, 
Aad  on  the  washy  oose  deep  cfaannek  woro ; 
£sef ,  ere  God  bad  bid  the  ground  be  dry, 
Afi  but  within  those  banks,  where  rivers  now 
flfacsm,  and  perpetual  draw  their  humid  train. 
Ik  dry  land.  Earth;  and  the  great  receptacle 
Of  coi^rcgated  waters,  he  caU'd  Seas :       ^  [Earth 
And  saw  that  it  was  good;  and  said,  <*llet  the 
R<  ibrtfa  the  Terdant  grass,  herb  yi^ding  seed. 
And  froxt-tree  yielding  firuit  after  her  kind, 
Whose  seed  is  in  herself  upon  the  Earth*' 
Be  scarce  had  said,  when  the  bsre  Earth,  till  then 
Deist  and  bare,  unaufatly,  unadbm'd, 
Btoi^it  fiarth  the  tender  grass,  whose  verdure  dad 
Bcr  universal  face  with  pleasant  green ; 
IWn  herbs  of  every  leaf,  that  sudden  flowered 
OpcBsng  their  various  colours,  and  made  gay 
&r  bosom,    smelling  sweet:    and,  these  scarce 

blown. 
Forth  floariab*d  thick  the  clustering  vine,  forth  cr^ 
IW  swdJing  gourd,  up  stood  the  corny  reed 
Fahartliid  in  bcr  field,  and  the  bumble  shrub, 
Aad  bosh  inth  ftixzled  hair  implidt :  last 
Base,  sa  in  dance,  the  statdy  trees,  an4  spread 

'  \  hung  with  copious  firuit,  or  gemm'd 
s:  with  high  woods  the  hiUs  were 
a'd, 

Wiib  tofts  the  valleys,  and  each  fountain  side  ; 
VjCh  borders  long  the  rivers  :  that  Earth  now 
fcsmM  like  to  Heaven    a  seat  where  gods  might 

dwell, 
(h  wander  widi  delimit,  and  love  to  haunt 
Hff  sacred  shades :  though  God  had  yet  not  rain'd 
V^tm  the  Earth,  and  man  to  till  the  ground 
Vsoe  was;  but  from  the  Earth  a  dewy  mist 
Vent  op^  and  water'd  all  the  ground,  and  each 
TInat  of  the  field  ;  which,  ere  it  was  in  the  Earth, 
God  a^de,  and  every  herb,  before  it  grew 
Ob  the  green  stem :   God  saw  that  it  was  good : 
So  even  mi  nom  recorded  the  third  day. 
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•*  Again  the  Ahnigfalyipaka, « Let  there  be  Dghts 
High  in  the  eipanse  of  Heaven,  to  divide 
The  day  from  a^;ht;  and  let  them  be  ibr  signs 
For  seasons,  and  Ibr  days,  and  drcHng  years ; 
And  let  them  be  Ibr  ligfats,  as  I  oidain 
Their  ofllce  in  the  flrmament  of  Heaven, 
To  give  light  on  the  Earth ;'  and  it  was  so. 
And  God  made  two  great  Ugbts,  greatftr  their  use 
To  Man,  the  greater  to  have  rule  by  ch^. 
The  less  by  n^t,  ahem ;  and  made  the  scan. 
And  set  them  m  the  firmament  of  Heaven 
To  illuminate  the  Earth,  and  rule  the  day 
In  their  vicissitude,  and  rule  the  night. 
And  light  from  darkness  to  divide.    God  saw. 
Surveying  his  great  work,  that  it  was  good : 
For  of  cdestial  bo^es  first  the  Sun 
A  m^hty  sphere  he  fram'd,  unlightaume  int, 
Thoi^  of  ethereal  mould:  then  fiMrm'd  the  ifoon 
Globose,  and  every  magnitude  of  stars. 
And  sow'd  with  stars  £e  Heaven,  thidc  as  a  field : 
Of  light  by  fiu-  the  greater  part  he  took, 
T^«n^ilanted  from  her  cloudy  shrine,  and  plac*d 
In  the  Sun's  orb,  made  porous  to  receive 
And  drink  the  liquid  light ;  firm  to  retain 
Her  gather'd  beuns,  great  palace  now  of  light 
Hithor,  aa  to  their  fountain,  other  stars 
Repairing,  in  their  golden  urns  draw  li^it. 
And  hence  the  morning-planet  gilds  her  homa ; 
By  tincture  or  reflection  they  augment 
Their  small  peculiar,  though  from  human  sight 
So  far  remote,  with  diminution  seen. 
First  in  his  east  the  glorious  lamp  was  aecoy 
Regent  of  day,  and  all  the  horizon  round 
Invested  with  bright  nys,  jocund  to  run 
His  longitude  durougb  Heaven's  high  road ;  the  gngr 
Dawn,  and  the  Pleiades,  before  him  danc'd. 
Shedding  sweet  influence :  less  bright  the  MooB, 
But  opposite  in  levell'd  west  was  set. 
His  mirrour,  vrith  full  free  borrowing  her  light 
F^om  him ;  for  other  light  she  needed  none 
In  that  •spkX^  and  still  that  distance  keeps 
Till  night ;  then  in  the  east  her  turn  she  shines, 
Revdv'd  on  Heaven's  great  aile,  and  her  reign 
With  thousand  lesser  lights  dividual  holds. 
With  thousand  thousand  stars,  that  then  appear'4 
Spanning  the  hemisphere :  then  first  adom'd 
With  their  bright  luminaries  that  set  and  rose,  [day. 
Glad  evening  and  glad  mom  crown'd  the  foui^ 

«*  And  God  said,  *  Let  the  waters  generate 
Reptile  with  spawn  abundant,  living  soul : 
And  let  fowl  fly  above  the  Earth,  with  wings 
Display'd  on  the  open  firmament  o(  Heaven.* 
And  God  created  the  great  whales,  and  each 
Soul  living,  each  that  crept,  which  plenteously 
Ihe  waters  generated  by  thdr  kinds ; 
And  every  iSrd  of  wing  after  his  kind ; 
And  saw  that  it  was  gcwd,  and  bless'd  them,  sayii^ 
<  Be  fruitful,  multiply,  and  in  the  seas. 
And  lakes,  and  ranning  streams,  the  waters  fill : 
And  let  the  fowl  be  multiplied  on  the  Earth.* 
Forthvrith  the  sounds  and  seas,  each  creek  and  bay, 
Witli  try  innumerable  swarm,  and  shoals 
Of  fish  that  vrith  theur  fins,  and  shining  scales. 
Glide  under  the  green  wave,  in  sculls  that  oft 
Bank  the  mid  sea :  part  single,  or  with  mate. 
Graze  the  sea-weed  thdr  pasture,  and  through 

groves 
Of  coral  stray ;  or,  sporting  with  quick  glance, 
Show  to  the  Sun  their  wav'd  coats  dropt  with  gold; 
Or,  in  thdr  peariy  shells  at  ease,  attend 
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Moist  nutriment ;  or  under  rocks  their  food 
In  jointed  armour  watch :  on  smooth  the  seal, 
And  bended  dolphins  play :  part  huge  of  bulk 
Wallowing  unwieldy,  enormous  in  their  gait» 
Tempest  the  ocean :  there  leviathan, 
Hugest  of  living  creatures,  on  the  deep 
Str^ch*d  like  a  promontory  sleeps  or  swims, 
And  seems  a  moving  land ;  and  at  his  gills 
Draws  in,  and  at  his  trunk  spouts  out,  a  sea. 
Meanwhile  the  tejnd  CKvea,  and  lens,  and  shores. 
Their  brood  as  numerous  hatch,  from  the  egg  diat 

soon 
Bursting  vrith  kindly  rupture  forth  disdos'd 
Tbeir  callow  younff ;  but  feather*d  soon  and  fledge 
They  summ*d  their  pens;   and,  soaring  the  air 

sublime, 
¥^th  dang  despis'd  the  ground,  under  a  cloud 
In  prospect ;  there  the  ei^  and  the  stork 
On  diffii  and  cedar  tops  their  eyries  build : 
Part  loosdy  vring  the  region,  part  more  wise 
In  common,  rang*d  in  figure,  wedge  their  way, 
Intdligent  of  seasons,  and  set  forth 
Tlieir  aery  caravan,  high  over  seas 
Flying,  and  over  lands,  with  mutual  wing 
Easing  their  flight ;  so  steers  the  prudent  crane 
Her  annual  voyage,  borne  on  winds ;  the  air 
Floats  as  they  pass,  fann'd  with  unnumber*d 

plumes: 
IVom  branch  to  branch  the  smaller  birds  with  song 
Solac*d  the  woods,  and  spread  their  painted  wings 
Till  even ;  nor  then  the  solemn  nighidngale 
Ceas'd  warbling,  but  all  night  tun'd  her  soft  lays : 
Others,  on  silver  lakes  and  rivers,  bath*d 
Their  downy  breast ;  the  swan  with  arched  neck. 
Between  her  n^te  wings  pBantling  proudly,  rows- 
Her  state  with  oary  feet ;  yet  oft  they  quit 
The  dank,  and,  rising  on  stiff  pennons,  tower 
The  mid  aereal  sky :  others  on  ground 
Walk*d  firm ;  the  crested  cock  vi^ose  darion  sounds 
Tlie  silent  hours,  and  the  other  whose  gay  train 
Adorns  him,  colour*d  with  the  florid  hue 
Of  rainbows  and  starry  eyes.     The  waters  thus 
With  fish  replenished,  and  the  air  vrith  fowl. 
Evening  and  mom  solemnix'd  the  fifth  day. 

*<  llie  sixthi  and  of  creation  last,  arose 
V^th  evening  harps  and  matin ;  when  God  said, 
'  Let  the  Earth  bring  forth  sotd  living  in  her  kind. 
Cattle,  and  creeping  things,  and  beast  of  the  Earth, 
Each  in  their  kind.*   The  Earth  obeyed,  and  straight 
Opening  her  fertile  womb  teem*d  at  a  Inrth 
Innumerous  living  creatures ;  perfect  forms, 
Ldmb*d  and  full  grown :  out  oJf  the  ground  up  rose. 
As  from  his  lair,  the  wild  beast,  where  he  wons 
In  forest  wild,  in  thicket,  brake,  or  den ; 
Among  the  trees  in  pairs  they  rose,  they  walk*d : 
Hie  cattle  in  the  fields  and  meadows  green : 
Those  rare  and  solitary,  these  in  flodcs 
Pasturing  at  once,  and  in  broad  herds  upsprung. 
The  grassy  clods  now  calv*d ;  now  half  appear'd 
The  tawny  lion,  pavring  to  get  free 
His  hinder  parte,  then  springs,  as  broke  from  bonds. 
And  rampant  shidces  his  brindied  mane ;  the  ounce^ 
The  libbard,  and  the  tiger,  as  the  mole 
Rising,  the  crumbled  earth  above  them  threw 
In  hillocks :  the  swift  stag  from  under  ground 
Bore  up  his  branching  hold ;  scarce  from  his  mould 
Behemoth,  biggest  bm  of  Earth,  upheaved 
His  vastness :  neec*d  the  fiocks  and  bleatins  rose^ 
As  plante :  ambiguous  between  sea  and  laud 
The  river-horse,  and  scaly  crocodile. 


At  once  cum  finCh  whatever  entp§  the  ground. 

Insect  or  worm :  those  w«v*d  their  limber  fima 

For  vrings,  and  smallfst  lineaments  exact 

In  all  the  liveries  deck'd  of  summer's  pride^ 

With  spots  of  gold  and  purple,  asure  and  green  : 

These,  as  a  liiw,  their  long  dimansinn  drew. 

Streaking  the  ground  with  sinuous  trace ;  not  aU 

Minims  of  nature ;  some  of  serpent-kind, 

Wonderous  in  length  and  oorpolenoe^  invoiv'd 

Hieir  snky  Ibhls,  and  added  wings.     FirstcrepC 

The  panimonious  emmet,  provident 

Of  future ;  in  small  room  large  heart  encios'd ; 

Psttem  of  just  equality  periiaps 

Hereafter,  join*d  in  her  popular  tribes 

Of  commonalty :  swarming  next  appea^*d 

The  female  bee^  that  ieeds  her  husband  drone 

Delidously,  and  builds  her  vMaen  cells 

With  honey  stor*d :  the  rest  are  numberieas, 

And  thou  their  natures  know*8t,  and  gav*8t  tbem 


Needless  to  thee  repeated :  nor  unknown 
Tlie  serpent,  subtlest  beast  of  all  the  fidd. 
Of  huge  extent  sometimes,  with  brasen  eyes 
And  luiry  mane  terrific,  though  to  thee 
Not  noxious,  but  obedient  at  thy  caU. 

**  Now  Heaven  in  all  her  glory  shone,  and  rdU*d 
Her  motions,  as  the  great  fir^  Mover's  hand 
First  virhedM  their  course :  Earth  in  her  rich  attire 
Consummate  lovdy  smil'd ;  air,  water,  earth. 
By  fowl,  fish,  beast,  was  flown,  was  swum,  vras 

vealk'd 
Frequent ;  and  of  the  sixth  day  yet  rcmain*d : 
There  wanted  yet  the  master-work,  the  end 
Of  all  yet  done ;  a  creature,  who,  not  prone 
And  brute  as  other  creatures,  but  endued 
With  sanctity  of  reason,  might  erect 
His  statiue,  and  upright  wiSi  front  serene 
Govern  the  rest,  self-knowing ;  and  from  tfaenoe 
Magnanimous  to  correspond  with  Heaven, 
But  grateftil  to  adcnowledge  whence  his  good 
Descends,  thither  with  heart,  and  voice,  and  eyes 
Directed  in  devotion,  to  adore 
And  worship  God  Supreme,  who  made  him  chief 
Of  all  his  works :  therefore  the  Omnipotent 
Eternal  Father  (for  where  is  not  he  . 
Present?)  thus  to  his  Son  audibly  spcdce. 

*'  *  Let  us  make  now  Man  in  our  image,  Man 
In  our  similitude,  and  let  them  rule 
Over  the  fish  and  fowl  of  sea  and  air, 
Beast  of  the  fidd,  and  over  all  the  Earth, 
And  every  creeping  thing  that  creeps  the  ground.* 
Hiis  said,  he  form*d  thee,  Adam,  thee,  O  Man, 
Dust  of  the  ground,  and  in  thy  nostrils  breath*d 
The  breath  of  life ;  in  his  own  image  he 
Created  thee,  in  the  image  of  God 
Express ;  and  thou  becam'st  a  living  souL 
Male  he  created  thee ;  but  thy  c6nsort 
Female,  for  race ;  then  blessM  mankind,  and  said, 
'  Be  fruitful,  multiply,  and  fill  tti'  Earth; 
Subdue  it,  and  throughout  dominion  bold 
Over  fish  of  the  sea,  and  fowl  of  th*  air. 
And  every  living  thing  that  moves  on  th'  Earth.' 
Wherever  thus  create^  for  no  place 
Is  yet  distinct  by  name,  thence,  as  thou  know*st. 
He  brought  thee  into  this  deUcious  grove. 
This  gurden,  planted  with  the  trees  of  God, 
Ddectable  both  to  behold  and  taste ; 
And  freely  all  their  pleasant  firuit  for  food 
Gave  thee ;  all  sorts  are  here  that  all  the  Earth 
yields, 
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Variety  withoul  end ;  but  of  the  tne, 
Which,  tartedyWoilEft  knowledge  of  9Dod  and  «vil, 
Thoa  BHiy'st  not;  in  the  daythou  Mt*!!, thou dicst ; 
Death  is  the  poHilty  impoaed  ;  btiw% 
And gownireU thy ^ipctite ;  kit  Sin 
Smpme  tfaee^  and  her  black  attendMit  Death.' 
«<  Here  finiih*d  he,  and  aU  tlMt  he  had  made 
Vievr'd,  and  behold  all  was  entirely  good ; 
So  even  mad  mom  accompUah'd  the  azdi  day : 
Tet  not  till  the  Creator  from  his  woriL 
Deaatin^  thou^  miwearied,  np  retom'd, 
Up  to  the  Heaven  of  Heavens,  his  high  abode ; 
Hicnee  to  behold  this  new  created  worid, 
Ihe  addition  of  his  empire,  how  it  show'd 
In  pruapcit  from  his  throne,  how  good,  hoW  fiur, 
Answering  his  great  idea.     Up  he  rode 
FoOow'd  with  aodamation,  and  the  sound 
Sywphonioos  often  thousand  harps,  that  tnn'd 
Aagclic  hannonies :  the  Earth,  die  air 
Bcsoonded,  (thou  remember'st,  for  thou  heard'st,) 
The  Heavens  and  all  the  constellations  rung, 
The  planets  in  their  station  listening  stood. 
While  the  bright  pomp  ascended  jubilant. 
'  Open,  ye  everlasting  gatea  !*  th^  sung, 
*  Opea,  ye  Heavens !  your  living  doors ;  let  in 
The  great  Oreator  from  his  work  retum'd 
JCsgmficent,  his  sz  d^  work,  a  world ; 
Open*  and  henceforth  oft ;  for  God  will  deign 
To  vis&  oft  the  dwellings  of  just  men, 
Dcfigfated ;  and  with  frequent  intercourse 
Thither  will  send  his  winged  messengers 
On  orands  of  supernal  grace.'     So  sung 
The  glorioos  train  ascenmng :  he  tfirough  Heaven, 
That  ofwn'd  wide  hir  biasing  portals,  1^ 
To  God*s  eternal  house  direct  the  way ; 
A  broad  and  ample  road,  whose  dust  is  gold 
And  pavement  stars,  as  stars  to  thee  ^pear, 
Seen  in  the  galaxy,  tint  milky  way, 
WUdh  ni^litly,  as  a  drcHng  zone,  thou  seest 
IWder*d  widi  stars.     And  now  on  Earth  the 


Evening  arose  in  Eden,  for  the  Sun 

Was  set,  and  twilight  from  the  east  came  on, 

Foteranning  night ;  when  at  the  holy  mount 

Of  Heaven's  high-seated  top,  the  imperial  throne 

Of  Godhead  fix'd  for  ever  firm  and  sure. 

The  iOial  Power  arriv'd,  and  sat  him  down 

Widi  Ins  great  Father !  for  he  also  went 

lavisible^  yet  staid,  (such  privilege 

Artfa  Omnipresence,)  and  the  work  ordain'd, 

Anthor  and  £nd  of  iJl  things ;  and,  from  work 

Kow  reatii^  bless'd  and  hallow'd  the  seventh  day 

As  leating  on  diat  day  from  all  his  work. 

Bat  not  in  fllence  hmy  kept :  the  harp 

Had  wofk  and  rested  not ;  the  solenm  pipe, 

And  dulcimer,  all  organs  of  sweet  stop, 

An  sounds  on  fret  by  string  or  golden  wire, 

Teail^er'd  soft  tunings,  intermix'd  with  voice 

Chonl  or  unison :  of  incense  cloud% 

FoBBng  from  golden  censers,  hid  the  nu)unt. 

Cnatiofi  and  ^  six  days*  acts  they  sung : 

'  Great  are  thy  works,  Jehovah !  infinite      [tongue 

TI7  power!  what  thought  can  measure  thee,  or 

Bdate  diee  ?   Greater  now  in  thy  return 

Then  from  the  giant  angels :  thee  that  day 

Thj  thunders  magnified;  but  to  create 

Is  ^cater  flian  created  to  destroy. 

Who  can  impair  thee,  Mighty  King,  or  bound 

Tliy  cspire  ?    Easily  the  proud  attempt 

Of  ifinbt  wpoaXaXei  and  their  counsels  vain, 


Thou  hast  rap^  d  i  while  fm|aoHMy  uiey  mougfat 
Tnae  to  dminish,  and  from  diee  witibdraw 
Tbe  number  of  thy  wowhippers.     Who  seeks 
To  lessen  thee,  a^^dnst  his  purpose  serves 
To  manifiBst  the  more  thy  might :  his  evil 
TIkni  usest,  and  from  thence  creat'st  nkore  good. 
Witness  this  new-made  world,  anodier  Heaven 
F^rom  Heaven-gate  not  Ikr,  founded  in  riew 
On  tibe  dear  Ir^dine,  the  glassy  sea ; 
Of  ampfitude  almost  immense,  with  stars 
Numerous,  and  every  star  perhaps  a  world 
Of  destm'd  habitation ;  but  thou  know'st 
Their  seasons:  among  these  the  seat  of  men. 
Earth,  vritfa  her  nether  ocean  drcumfris'd. 
Their  pleasant  dwelling-place.     Thrice  happy  men. 
And  sons  of  men,  whom  God  hath  thus  advanc*d ! 
Created  in  his  image  there  to  dwell 
And  worship  him ;  and  in  revrard  to  rule 
Over  his  wcnks,  on  earth,  in  sea,  or  air, 
And  multiply  a  race  of  worshippers 
Holy  and  just :  thrice  happy,  if  they  know 
Their  happiness,  and  persevere  upr^ht !' 

<*  So  sung  they,  and  the  empyrean  rung 
With  halleluiahs  :  thus  was  sabbath  kept. 
And  thy  request  think  now  fulfiU'd,  that  ask'd 
How  first  this  vrorid  and  face  of  thhigs  began. 
And  what  before  thy  memory  was  done 
From  die  beginning ;  that  posterity, 
Inform'd  by  thee,  might  know  :  if  else  dxm  seek'st 
Aught  not  surpassing  human  measure^  say." 


Book  VIII. 

The  JrgmnenU 

Adam  inquires  concerning  celestial  motions;  is 
doubtfully  ansvrered,  and  exhorted  to  search 
rather  things  more  worthy  of  knowledge :  Adam 
assents;  and,  still  desirous  to  detain  Raphael, 
relates  to  him  what  he  remembered  since  his  own 
creation ;  his  placing  in  Paradise ;  his  talk  with 
God  concerning  solitude  and  fit  sodefy:  his  first 
meeting  and  nuptials  with  Eve:  hu  discourse 
with  the  angel  thereupon ;  who,  after  admonitions 
repeated,  departs. 

Trx  angel  ended,  and  in  Adam's  ear 
So  charming  left  his  voice,  that  he  a  while 
Thought  him  still  speaking,  still  stood  fix'd  to  hear ; 
Tlien,  as  new  wak'd,  thus  gratefully  rqpAied. 

<<  What  thanks  sufficient  or  what  recompense 
Equal,  haye  I  to  render  thee,  divine 
Historian,  who  thus  largely  hast  allay'd 
Tlie  thirst  I  had  of  knowl^lge,  and  vouchsaf 'd 
This  friendly  condescension  to  relate 
Tilings  else  by  me  unsearchable ;  now  heard 
With  wonder,  but  delight,  and,  as  is  due, 
With  glory  attribiited  to  the  high 
Creator  ?  Something  yet  of  doubt  remains. 
Which  only  thy  solution  can  resolve. 
When  I  behold  this  goodly  frame,  this  world. 
Of  Heaven  and  Earth  consisting ;  and  compute 
Their  magnitudes ;  this  Earth  a  spot,  a  grain. 
An  atom,  with  the  firmament  compared 
And  all  her  numbered  stars,  that  seem  to  roll 
Spaces  incomprehensible,  (for  such 
Tlieir  distance  argues,  and  their  swift  return 
Dipmal,)  merely  to  officiate  light 
Round  this  opacous  £arih/thi;kj^i^tual  spot. 
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One  dby  andniglit ;  Ia  all  thair  rmt  aurvcy 

Useleis  besides ;  reMoning  I  oft  admire, 

How  Nature  wise  and  frugal  could  commit 

Such  disproportioiis,  with  superfluous  hand 

So  many  nobler  bodies  to  create^ 

Greater  so  manifold,  to  this  one  uae| 

For  aught  a{>pears,  and  on  their  orbs  impose 

Such  r^ess  revolution  day  by  day 

Repeated ;  while  the  sedentary  Earth, 

Tliat  better  might  with  fiur  less  compdss  more, 

8erv*d  by  more  noble  than  herself  attains 

Her  end  without  least  motion,  and  receives, 

As  tribute,  suc^  a  sumless  journey  brought 

Of  incorporeal  speed,  her  warmth  and  %ht ; 

Speed,  to  describe  whose  swiftness  numtor  fiuls.** 

So  spake  our  sire,  and  by  his  countenance  seem'd 
Entering  on  studious  thoughts  abstruse ;  which  Eve 
Perceiving,  where  she  sat  retir*d  in  sight. 
With  lowuness  mijeatic  from  her  seat. 
And  grue  that  won  who  saw  to  wish  her  stay, 
Rose,  and  went  forth  among  ber  fruits  and  flowers, 
To  visit  bow  they  pro^>er*d,  bud  and  bloom, 
Her  nunery ;  they  at  her  coming  sprung. 
And,  touch'd  by  her  fiur  tendance,  gladlur  grew. 
Yet  went  she  not,  as  not  with  such  discourse 
Delighted,  or  not  capable  her  ear 
Of  what  was  high :  sudi  pleasure  she  reserv*d, 
Adam  relating,  she  sole  auditress : 
Her  husband  the  relater  she  preferr'd 
Before  the  angel,  and  of  him  to  ask 
Chose  rather ;  he,  she  knew,  would  intermix 
Grateful  digressions,  and  solve  hi^  dispute 
With  coniugal  caresses ;  from  his  lip 
Not  words  alone  pleas'd  her.     O !  when  meet  now 
Such  pairs,  in  love  and  mutual  honour  join'd  ? 
With  goddesa-like  demeanour  ftrth  she  went, 
Not  unattended ;  for  on  her,  as  queen, 
A  pomp  of  winning  graces  waited  still. 
And  from  about  her  shot  darts  of  desire 
Into  all  eyes,  to  wish  her  sdll  in  sight. 
And  Raphael  now,  to  Adam's  doubt  propos'd, 
Benevolent  and  ftidle  &us  replied. 

^  To  ask  or  seardi,  I  blame  thee  not;  for  Heaven 
Is  as  the  book  of  God  before  thee  set, 
Wherein  to  read  his  wondrous  woi^  and  learn 
His  seasons,  hours,  or  days,  or  months,  or  years : 
This  to  attain,  whether  Heaven  move  or  Earth, 
Imports  not,  if  thou  reckon  right ;  tibe  rest 
From  man  or  angel  the  great  Ardiitect 
Did  wisely  to  conceal,  and  not  divulge 
His  secrets  ^be  scann'd  by  them  who  ought 
Rather  adnmi  or,  if  they  list  to  try 
Conjecture,  he  his  fabric  of  &e  Heavens 
Hath  left  to  their  disputes,  perhaps  to  move 
Hb  laughter  at  their  quaint  opinions  wide 
Hereafter;  when  they  come  to  model  Heaven 
And  calculate  the  stars,  how  they  will  vrield 
ThB  mighty  frame ;  how  build,  unbuild,  contrive 
To  save  iqppearances ;  how  gird  the  spb^ 
l^th  centric  and  eccentric  scribbled  o*er, 
Cycle  and  epicycle,  oib  in  orb : 
Already  by  thy  reasoning  this  I  guess, 
Who  art  to  lead  thy  offl^ing,  aim  supposest 
lliat  bodies  bright  and  greater  should  not  serve 
Hae  less  not  bright,  nor  Heaven  such  journeys  run, 
Earth  sitting  stm,  when  she  alone  receives 
The  benefit :  consider  first,  that  great 
Or  bright  infers  not  excellence :  the  Earth, 
TiKiugb,  in  coD^Mrison  of  Heaven,  so  small, 
Nor  glistering,  may  of  solid  good  contain 


More  plenty  then  the  Sun  that  banren  sUnes ; 

Whose  virtue  cm  ksdf  works  no  effect. 

But  in  the  fhiitful  Earth;  there  first  receiv'd. 

His  beams,  unactive  else,  their  vigour  find. 

Yet  not  to  Earth  are  dwee  bright  luminvles 

O^doos ;  but  to  thee^  Earth's  iMbitant 

And  for  the  Heaven's  wide  circuit,  let  it  speak 

The  Maker's  high  magnificence,  who  built 

So  spadous,  and  his  Ime  strctch'd  out  so  finr. 

That  man  may  know  he  dwells  not  in  his  own  ; 

An  edifice  too  large  for  him  to  fill, 

Lodg'd  in  a  small  partition ;  and  the  rest 

Ordain'd  for  uses  to  hb  Lord  best  known. 

The  swifbiess  of  dwee  drdes  iittiibute^ 

Tliou^  numberless,  to  his  omnipotenoe. 

That  to  corporeal  substances  ooidd  add. 

Speed  almost  spiritual :  me  thou  tfaink'st  not  slow. 

Who  since  the  morning-hour  set  out  from  Heaven 

Where  God  resides,  and  ere  mid-day  aniv'd 

In  Eden ;  distance  inexpressible 

By  numbers  that  have  name.     But  this  I  uige^ 

Admitting  motion  in  the  Heayens,  to  show 

Invalid  tbrt  which  thee  to  doubt  it  mov'd ; 

Not  that  I  so  affirm,  though  so  it  seem 

To  thee  who  hast  thy  dwelling  here  on  Earth. 

God,  to  remove  his  vrays  from  human  sense, 

Plac'd  Heaven  from  Earth  so  for,  that  earthly  sight. 

If  it  presume,  might  err  in  things  too  high. 

And  no  advantage  gain.     What  if  the  Sun 

Be  centre  to  the  wwld ;  and  other  stars, 

By  his  attractive  virtue  and  their  own 

Indted,  dance  about  him  various  rounds  ?        [hici, 

Hieir  wandering  course  now  high,  now  low,  then 

Fkt>gres8ive,  retrograde,  or  standmg  still, 

In  SIX  thou  seest ;  and  what  if  seventh  to  these 

The  planet  Earth,  so  stedfost  though  she  seem. 

Insensibly  three  different  motions  move? 

Which  else  to  several  spheres  thou  must  ascribe, 

Mov'd  contrary  with  thwart  obliquities ; 

Or  save  the  Sun  his  labour,  and  that  swift 

Nocturnal  and  diurnal  rhomb  sappos'd, 

InvisiUe  else  above  all  stars,  the  vrheel 

Ofday  andnij^;  which  needs  not  thy  belief 

If  Eard^  industrious  of  herself,  fetch  day 

TVavdling  east,  and  with  her  part  averse 

From  the  Sun's  beam  meet  night,  her  other  part 

Sdll  luminous  by  his  ray.     What  if  that  light. 

Sent  firom  her  through  die  wide  trsnspicuous  air. 

To  the  terrestrial  Moon  be  as  a  star, 

Enlightening  her  by  day  as  she  by  night 

This  Earth?  redprocal  if  land  be  there. 

Fields  and  inhabitants :  her  spots  thou  seest 

As  douds,  and  douds  may  rain,  and  rain  produce 

Fhiits  in  her  soften'd  soil,  for  some  to  eat 

Allotted  there :  and  other  suns  perhaps, 

l^th  their  attendant  moons,  thou  wilt  descry 

Communicating  male  and  female  light ; 

Which  two  great  sexes  animate  the  world, 

Stor'd  in  eadi  orb  perhaps  with  some  that  live. 

For  such  vast  room  in  Nature  unpossess'd 

By  Uying  soul,  desert,  and  desolate. 

Only  to  shine,  yet  scarce  to  cdntribute 

Each  orb  a  glimpse  of  ligh^  convey'd  so  hr 

Down  to  this  habitable,  which  returns 

Light  back  to  them,  is  obvious  to  dispute. 

But  whether  thus  these  things,  or  whether  not; 

Whether  die  Sun,  predominant  in  Heaven, 

Rise  on  the  Earth;  or  Earth  rise  on  the  Sun; 

He  firom  the  east  hb  fiaming  road  begin ; 

Or  she  from  west  her  silent  course  advance^ 
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Widi  inoftng^  pace  that  wfbamng  dttpt 
Qb  her  soft  aade,  wiule  tbm  paces  even. 
And  bears  diM  toft  wiib  the  moocfa  air  along ; 
oonat  not  tlqr  diCNigfats widi  matlcn  lad; 
Imftihanto  God  above;  him  serve,  aiid  ftar ! 
or  other  creatares,  as  him  pleases  best, 
Whawcr  piftc'd,  let  him  dispose ;  joy  thou 
la  what  he  gives  to  thee^  this  Farsdise 
Aad  tfaj  &ir  £^0 ;  Heaven  is  for  thee  too  high 
T6  know  what  passes  there ;  be  lowly  wise: 
lUak  only  what  concerns  thee^  and  thy  being ; 
Dfecsm  not  of  other  Worids,  what  creatures  there 
livc^  in  what  state,  condition,  or  degree ; 
CsHiiniad  that  thus  fir  hath  been  reveal'd 
Met  of  Earth  only,  but  of  highest  Heaven.** 

1V>  whom  thus  Adam,  dear*d  of  doubt,  replied. 
"  How  lully  hast  thou  satisfied  me,  pure 
laieffigcnfie  of  Heaven,  angd  serene ! 
Aadfipsed  firom  intricacies,  tausht  to  live 
The  eanest  way  ;>nor  with  perj^xing  thoughts 
TbinletTupttfaesweetof  Itfe,  fWmi  which 
God  hath  bid  dwdl  fir  off  all  anxious  cares, 
And  not  molest  ns  ;  unless  we  oundves        [vain. 
Seek  tibem  widi  wanderii^  diou^its,  and  notions 
Bat  apt  tbe  mind  or  fimcy  is  to  rove 
Oacfaack'dy  and  of  her  roving  is  no  end; 
IHl  wass'd,  or  by  experience  tau(^  she  learn. 
That  not  to  know  at  large  of  things  remote 
V^OBB  use,  obscure  and  subtle;  but  to  know 
net  wUdi  before  us  lies  hi  daily  life. 
Is  the  prime  wisdom :  what  is  more,  is  fume. 
Or  eim<iiiras,  or  fond  impertinence : 
And  readers  n%  in  things  that  most  concern, 
Unpnctis'd,  unprepar'd,  and  still  to  seek, 
fheralbre  firom  tibb  high  pitch  let  us  descend 
AhNwfiaht,andspMk  of  things  at  lamd 
Osslbl;  vfaenoe,  haply,  mention  may  arise 
Of  something  not  unseasonable  to  ask, 
Bjr  suficranec,  and  thy  wonted  ^vour  deign*d. 
Thm  I  haw  heard  rdatin^  .what  was  done 
fte  my  remembnmce :  now,  hear  me  rebte 
My  story,  wfaich  periiapi(  thou  hast  not  beard ; 
And  day  ia  net  yet  spent :  till  then  thou  seest 
How  subtly  to  detam  thee  I  deviaej 
lavitiiig  thee  to  hear  while  I  reUite ; 
Poad,  were  it  not  in  hope  of  thy  reply : 
Per,  while  I  sit  with  thee,  I  seem  in  Heaven ; 
And  sweeter  thy  discourse  is  to  my  ear 
Ihan  finks  of  pahn-tree  pleasantest  to  thirst 
And  hunger  both,  fitxn  labour  at  the  hour 
Of  sweet  repast;  they  satiate,  and  soon  fill, 
11»agh  pleasant;  but  thy  words,  with  arace  divine 
iilwiad,  bring  to  their  sweetness  no  satiety.** 

To  wliom  thus  Raphael  answer*d  hcaveoly  meek. 
*  Mor  are  ti^  lips  ungraceful,  sire  of  men, 
Hor  toogoe  ineloquent ;  for  Gpd  on  thee 
Ahindanlly  fais  gifts  hath  also  pour*d 
lawasd  and  outward  both,  his  image  foir  •.  • 
Upmkittg,  or  mute,  all  comeliness  and  grace 
Attmds  thee ;  and  each  word,  eadi  motion,  forms  ; 
Nor  leas  thank  we  in  Heaven  of  thee  on  Elarth 
Ihan  of  oar  fidlow.ieervant,  and  inquire 
Gladly  into  the  vrays  of  God  with  Man*. 
For  God,  we  see,  hath  hooour*d  thee,  and  set 
Ob  Man  his  equal  love :  say  therefore  on ; 
Vor  I  that  d^  was  absent,  asbefol. 
Bound  on  a  royagt  uncouth  and  obscure, 
Psr  on  excursion  toward  the  gates  of  Hell ; 
Si|aar*d  in  fiUl  l^on  (such  conunand  we  had) 
To  see  that  nooe  tiitnea  issued  forth  a  spy, 
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Or  enemy,  while  God  irm  h»  his  woit  t 

Lest  he,  inoens'd  at  such  eruption  bold, 

Destruction  vnm  creation  nu^it  have  mix*d« 

Not  that  they  dunt  without  his  leave  att«npt; 

But  us  he  soids  upon  his  high  bshests 

For  state,  as  Sovran  King ;  and  to  inure 

Our  prompt  obedience.     Fast  we  found,  fiat  shut^ 

The  dismal  gates,  and  barrioado'd  strong ; 

But  long  ere  our  approaching  heard  wi&n 

Noise^  other  than  the  sound  of  dance  or  song. 

Torment,  and  loud  lament,  and  fiurious  rage. 

Glad  we  retum*d  up  to  the  coasts  of  light 

Ere  sabbath-evening ;  so  we  had  in  charge. 

But  tlnr  rehitkm  now ;  for  I  attend,  [mine.** 

Pleas*d  vrith  thy  words  no  less  than  thou  with 

So  spake  tibe  godlike  power,  and  dnis  our  sire. 
**  For  Blan  to  tell  how  human  life  began 
Is  hard ;  for  who  himself  beginning  knew? 
Desire  with  thee  still  longer  to  converse 
Induc*d  me.     As  new  wiik*d  from  soundest  sleep. 
Soft  on  tibe  flowery  herb  I  found  me  laid. 
In  bslmT  sweat;  which  with  hb  beams  the  Sun 
Soon  dned,  and  on  the  reeking  moisture  fed. 
Strsigfat  toward  Heaven  my  wondering  eyes  I 

tum*d. 
And  gas*d  a  whOe  the  ample  sky ;  till,  rsis*d 
By  qinck  instinctive  modon,  up  I  sprung. 
As  thitherward  endeavouring,  and  upright 
Stood  on  my  feet :  about  me  round  I  saw 
Hill,  dale,  and  shady  woods,  and  sunny  plains^ 
And  liquid  lapse  of  murmuring  streams ;  by  these^ 
Creatures  that  liv*d  and  mov*d,  and  waU*d,  or  flew ; 
Buds  on  the  brandies  warbling ;  all  things  mdl*d ; 
With  finagrance  and  with  joy  my  heart  o'verflow'd. 
Myself  I  then  perus*d,  and  Ihnb  by  liinb 
Survey'd,  and  soooetimes  went,  and  sometimes  nm 
With  faxppiit  Joints,  as  lively  vigour  led : 
But  vrho  I  was,  or  where,  or  hm  what  cause, 
Knew  not ;  to  speak  I  tried,  and  forthwith  spoke ; 
My  tongue  obey*d,  and  readily  could  name 
Whate'er  I  saw.     <  Thou  Sun,*  said  I,  *  fidr  light, 
And  thou  enlis;hten*d  Earth,  so  firesh  and  gay, 
Te  hiDs,  and  £les,  ye  rivers,  woods,  and  plains, 
And  ye  that  live  and  move,  iair  crei^urss,  tell. 
Tell,  if  ye  saw,  how  I  came  thus,  how  here  ?— - 
Not  of  myself ;— by  some  greet  Maker  then. 
In  ffoodness  and  in  power  pre-eminent : 
Tell  me,  how  may  I  know  him,  how  adore. 
From  whom  I  have  that  thus  I  move  and  Uve^ 
And  feel  that  I  am  happier  than  I  know.*-— 
While  thus  I  caird,  and  8tray*d  I  kn«|^  whither, 
FVom  where  I  first  drew  air,  and  firsJPbeld 
This  happy  light ;  when  answer  none  retura*d» 
On  a  green  shady  bank,  profiise  of  flowers. 
Pensive  I  sat  me  down ;  there  gentle  sleep 
Fbst  found  me,  and  widi  soft  oppression  seis*d 
My  drowsed  sense,  untroubled,  though  I  thought 
I  then  was  passing  to  my  former  state 
Insensible,  and  fMthwith  to  dissolve : 
When  suddenly  stood  at  my  head  a  dream. 
Whose  inward  apparition  gently  inov*d 
My  fimcy  to  believe  I  yet  had  being, 
And  liv'd :  one  came,  methought,  of  shape  dirine, 
And  ssid,  *  Tliy  mansion  wants  thee,  Adam ;  rise. 
First  man,  of  men  innumerable  ordain*d 
First  fiufaer !  caU*d  by  thee,  I  come  thy  guide 
To  the  Garden  of  Bliss,  thy  seat  prepar*d.* 
So  saying,  by  the  hand  he  took  me  rais*d, 
And  over  fields  and  waters,  as  in  air 
Smooth-sliding  without  stro^last  led  me  up 
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A  woodj  mowmaht ;  wlion  li%h  top  ww  pfadn, 
A  ctrcuit  widfl^  eados'd,  with  goodliest  trees 
Planted,  with  walks,  end  boweis ;  tbat  what  I  saw 
Of  Earth  before  scarce  pleasant  seem'd.  Eachtiee, 
Loaden  with  fiuiest  fruit  that  facing  to  tibe  eye 
Tempting,  stirr'd  in  me  sudden  appetite 
To  fduek  and  eat ;  whereat  I  wak'd,  and  found 
Before  mine  eyes  all  real,  as  tibe  dream 
Had  lively  rfiadow'd :  here  had  new  begun 
My  wandering,  had  not  he,  who  was  my  guide 
Up  hither,  fitmi  among  the  trees  appear'cC 
Presence  Divine.     Rcjoidi^,  but  with  awe, 
In  adoration  at  his  feet  I  fi£  [I  am,' 

Submiss :  he  rear*dme,  and  '  Whom  thou  soiight'st 
Said  mildly,  *  Author  of  all  this  thou  secst 
Abow,  or  round  about  thee,  or  beneath. 
Iliis  Rtfadise  I  gire  thee,  count  it  thine 
To  tUl  and  keep,  and  of  the  fruit  to  eat : 
Of  creiy  tree  that  in  the  garden  grows 
Eat  finely  with  glad  heart ;  fear  here  no  deardi : 
But  of  the  tree  whose  operation  brings 
Knowledge  of  good  and  ill,  which  I  hare  set 
The  pledge  of  Sty  obedience  and  thy  feith, 
'Amid  the  garden  by  the  tree  of  life, 
Remember  what  I  warn  thee,  shun  Co  taste. 
And  shun  the  bitter  consequence  :  for  know. 
Hie  day  thou  eat'st  thereof,  my  sole  command 
Transgfess'd,  ineritably  thou  shalt  die, 
From  that  day  mortal ;  and  tins  happy  state 
Shalt  lose,  expell'd  frmn  hence  into  a  world 
Of  woe  and  sorrow.*     Sternly  he  pronounced 
Hie  rigid  interdiction,  which  resounds 
Yet  dreadful  in  mine  ear,  though  in  my  choice 
Not  to  incur  ;  but  soon  his  clear  asp^ 
Retum'd,  and  gradous  purpose  thus  renew*d. 
*  Not  only  these  fair  bounds,  but  all  the  Earth 
To  thee  and  to  thy  race  I  give ;  as  lords 
Possess  it,  and  all  tilings  that  therein  live, 
Or  live  in  sea,  or  air ;  beast,  fish,  and  fowl. 
In  sign  whereof,  each  bird  and  beast  behold 
After  their  kinds ;  I  bring  them  to  receive 
From  thee  their  names,  and  pay  thee  fetflty 
With  low  subjection  ;  understand  the  same 
Of  fish  within  thdr  watery  residence. 
Not  hither  summon'd,  since  they  cannot  change 
Their  element,  to  draw  the  thinner  air.' 
As  thus  he  spake,  each  bird  and  beast  behold 
Approaching  two  and  two ;  these  cowering  low 
Vhth  blandishment ;  eadi  bird  stoop'd  on  his  wing. 
I  nam'd  them  as  they  pass'd,  and  understood 
Their  natur^^th  sudi  knowledge  God  endued 
My  sudden  ^fehension  :  but  in  these 
I  found  not  what  methougfat  I  wanted  still ; 
And  to  the  heavenly  vision  thus  presum'd. 

**  *  0,bf  what  name,  for  thou  above  all  these, 
Above  mankind,  or  auffht  than  mankind  higher, 
Surpassest  fer  my  naming ;  how  nuiy  I 
Adore  thee,  Au&or  of  tUs  universe, 
And  all  this  good  to  Man  ?  for  whose  well  being 
So  amply,  and  with  hands  so  liberal. 
Thou  hast  provided  all  things :  but  with  me 
I  see  not  vrho  partakes.     In  solitude 
What  hiqypiness,  who  can  enjoy  alone, 
Or,  all  enjoying,  what  contentment  find  ?' 
Thus  I  presumptuous ;  and  the  vision  bright. 
As  with  a  smile  more  brighten'd,  thus  rej^ed. 

**  *  What  call'st  thou  solitude  ?  Is  not  the  Earth 
With  various  living  creatures,  and  the  air 
Replenish'd,  and  lOl  these  at  thy  command 
To  come  and  play  before  thee?  Know'st  thou  not 


Hieir  language  and  their  ways?  Hiey  also  knovr. 

And  reason  not  contemptibly :  with  these 

Find  pastime,  and  bear  rule :  thy  realm  is  large.* 

So  spake  the  Universal  Lord,  and  seem'd 

So  orderinff :  I,  vrith  leave  of  q>eech  implor*d, 

And  humble  deprecation,  thus  replied.        [Power, 

<<  <  Let  not  my  words  offend  thee,   Heavenly 
My  Maker,  be  propitious  vdiile  I  speak. 
Hast  thou  not  made  me  here  thy  substitute, 
And  these  inferior  far  beneath  me  set  ? 
Among  unequals  what  society 
Can  sort,  wfcMt  harmony,  or  tme  delight  ? 
Which  must  be  nmtual,  in  proportion  due 
Given  and  receiv'd ;  but  in  disparity 
Hie  one  intense,  the  other  still  remiss 
Cannot  well  suit  vrith  either,  but  soon  prove 
Tedious  alike :  of  fellowship  I  speak 
Such  as  I  seek,  fit  to  participate 
All  rational  dcJight :  wherein  the  brute 
Cannot  be  human  consort :  they  rejoice 
EUch  with  their  kind,  Uon  with  lioness ; 
So  fitly  them  in  pairs  thou  hast  combin'd  : 
Much  less  can  bird  with  beast,  or  fish  with  fowl 
So  well  converse,  nor  with  the  ox  the  ape ; 
Worse  then  can  man  with  beast,  and  least  of  alL* 

"  Whereto  the  Almighty  answer'd,  not  displeas'd. 
'  A  nice  and  subtie  happiness,  I  see. 
Thou  to  thyself  proposest,  in  the  choice 
Of  tiiy  associates,  Adam !  and  wflt  taste 
No  pleasure,  though  in  pleasure,  solitary. 
What  think'st  thou  then  of  me,  and  this  my  state  ? 
Seem  I  to  thee  sufliiciently  possess'd 
Of  happiness,  or  not?  vHio  am  alone 
From  dl  eternity ;  for  none  I  know 
Second  to  me  or  like,  equal  much  less. 
How  have  I  then  with  whom  to  bold  converse, 
Save  with  the  creatiurs  which  I  made,  and  those 
To  me  inferior,  infinite  descents 
Beneath  what  other  creatures  are  to  thee  7 
He  ceas'd ;  I  lowly  answered.     «  Tb  attain 
The  height  and  depth  of  thy  eternal  ways 
All  human  thoughts  come  short,  Supreme  of  things! 
Hiou  in  thyself  art  perfect,  and  in  thee 
Is  no  defidence  found :  not  so  is  Man, 
But  in  degree ;  the  cause  of  his  desire 
By  conversation  with  his  like  to  help. 
Or  solace  his  defects.     No  need  that  thou 
Sbouldst  propagate,  already  infinite ; 
And  through  all  numbers  absolute,  though  one : 
But  Man  by  number  is  to  manifest 
His  single  imperfection,  and  beget 
Like  of  his  like,  his  image  multiplied, 
In  unity  defective ;  which  requires 
Collateral  love,  and  dearest  amity. 
Hiou  in  thy  secresy  although  alone, 
Best  with  thyself  accompanied,  seek'st  not 
Social  communication ;  yet,  so  pleas*d. 
Canst  rai»e  thy  creature  to  what  height  thou  vrilt 
Of  union  or  communion,  deified : 
I,  by  conversing,  cannot  these  erect 
From  prone;  nor  in  their  vrays  complacence  find.' 
Thus  I  emboldened  spake,  and  freedom  us'd 
Permissive,  and  acceptance  found ;  whidi  gain*d 
This  answer  from  the  gracious  voice  divine. 

«  <  Thus  fiur  to  try  thee,  Adam,  I  was  pleas'd ; 
And  find  thee  knowing,  not  of  beasts  alone, 
Which  thou  hast  rightly  nam*d,  but  of  thyself ; 
Ezpiessing  well  the  spuit  within  thee  free. 
My  inu«e,  not  imparted  to  the  brute : 
Whose  fellowship  therefore  unm^  for  thee 
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Good  reason  was  tbtw  freely  ihouldst  dislike ; 
And  be  so  minded  adll :   I,  ere  thou  spak'st. 
Knew  it  not  good  fiar  Mad  to  be  alone ; 
And  no  such  oompeny  as  tbcn  thou  saw*st 
Tiitipndwl  thee ;  lor  trial  only  brought, 
To  see  how  tfaou  could'st  judge  of  fit  and  meet : 
What  next  I  bring  shall  please  tfaee^  be  assur'd, 
Thj  Hkeneas,  tby  fit  belp»  thy  other  sel^ 
Thy  wisii  exactly  to  tby  heart's  desue.' 

**  He  ended,  or  I  hard  no  more ;  for  now 
My  earthly  by  his  heavenly  overpower'd, 
Which  it  lad  long  stood  under,  stnon'd  to  the  hei^ 
In  that  rde^al  colloqfuy  sublime, 
As  vidi  an  oliject  that  excels  the  sense 
riiTrlffd  and  qwfit,  sunk  down,  and  sou^t  repair 
Of  steep,  whath  instantly  fell  on  me^  call'd 
By  liaim  as  in  aid,  and  clos*d  mine  eyes. 
Mbe  eyes  he  dos'd,  but  open  left  the  cell 
Offing,  vaj  internal  sight ;  by  which. 
Abstract  as  in  a  trance^  methought  I  saw. 
Though  sleeping,  where  I  lay,  and  saw  the  shape 
Still  ^orioos  befiire  whom  tmke  I  stood : 
Who  sftwping  open*d  my  left  side,  and  took 
Firam  thence  a  nb,  with  cordial  sfnrits  warm, 
And  hfe-Uood  streaming  firesh:    wide  was  the 

wound. 
Bat  suddenly  with  flesh  fill'd  up  and  heal*d : 
lbs  nb  he  form'd  and  fiuhion'd  with  his  hands: 
Under  bis  Ibnning  hands  a  creature  grew, 
Msn-Wkp,  but  difierent  sfz ;  so  lovely  fair, 
IWt  what  seem'd  fiur  in  all  the  world,  seem*d  now 
Jicaa,  or  in  her  summ*d  up,  in  her  contain'd 
And  in  her  looks  ;  which  firom  that  time  infus'd 
fticctaeaB  into  my  heart,  unfelt  before. 
And  into  all  tilings  iWun  her  air  inspir*d 
Ihe  spirit  of  love  and  amorous  delight. 
9tt  ^sqipear'd,  and  left  me  dark ;  I  wak*d 
To  find  her,  or  for  ever  to  'deplore 
Hv  loas^  and  other  pleasures  all  abjure : 
WbcB  oat  of  hope,  bdiold  her,  not  iar  oil; 
flack  as  I  sew  her  in  my  dream,  adom*d 
With  what  all  Earth  or  Heaven  could  bestow 
Tomske  her  amiable :  on  she  came, 
Lid  by  her  heavenly  Maker,  diouffh  unseen, 
Aad  guided  by  his  voice ;  nor  umnform'd 
Of  nuptial  sanctity,  and  marriage  rites : 
Gacc  was  in  all  her  steps.  Heaven  in  her  eye, 
la  every  gesture  dignity  and  love. 
I,  oivjoy'd,  eoukL  not  forbear  aloud.  [fiird 

"  <  Una  turn  hatfi  made  amends ;  thou  hast  ful- 
Titf  words,  Oeator  bounteous  and  benign. 
Giver  of  aO  things  fiur !  but  fiiirest  this 
OfsQtby  gifts!  nor  enviest.     I  now  see 
Bone  ef  my  bone,  flesh  of  my  flesh,  myself 
Bdhseaie:  woman  is  her  name ;  of  man 
&tactad :  fior  this  cause  he  shall  forego 
Ftffacr  and  motfier,  and  to  bis  vrife  ad&re ; 
lad.  tfaty  shall  be  one  flesh,  one  heart,  one  soul.' 
"  She  bsard  me  thus ;    and  though  divinely 
bffoo^tt, 
Tsi  JMocfnce,  and  virgin  modesty. 
Her  virtue,  and  the  coosdence  of  her  worth, 
Ikat  would  be  woo*d,  and  not  unsought  be  won, 
ISot  sbvions;,  not  obtrusive,  but,  r^tu^ 
IW  Blare  dcsinble  ;  or,  to  say  all 
Hatoic  hawdt,  though  pure  of  sinful  thought, 
Wioeght  in  her  so^  that,  seeing  me,  she  tum*d : 
I  Mawad  her ;  she  what  vras  honour  knew  j 
Aad  wMhohwquioMi  majesty  approv'd 
M  pleadtd  reaaon.     To  tiia  nuptial  bower 


I  led  her  bhuhiiig  like  the  mom :  aU  Hcavtii, 

And  happy  constellations,  on  that  hour 

Shed  their  selectest  influence ;  the  Earth 

Gave  sign  of  gratulation,  and  each  hill ; 

Joyous  the  birds ;  fresh  sales  and  gentle  airs 

Whisper'd  it  to  the  woods,  and  from  their  wings 

Flung  rose,  flung  odours  from  the  spicy  shrub, 

Disptnting,  till  &  amorous  bird  of  nigfat 

Sung  qxNisal,  and  bid  haste  the  evcningustar 

On  his  hill-tt^  to  light  the  bridal  lamp. 

Thus  have  I  told  thee  all  my  state,  and  brought 

My  story  to  the  sum  of  earthly  bliss. 

Which  I  enjoy ;  and  must  confess  to  find 

In  all  things  else  delight  indeed,  but  such 

As,  us'd  or  not,  works  in  the  mind  no  change 

Nor  vdiement  desbre :  these  delicacies        [flowers^ 

I  mean  of  taste,  sight,  smell,  herbs,  fruits,  4nd 

Walks,  and  the  melody  of  birds:  buthere 

Far  otherwise,  transported  I  behold, 

TVansported  touch ;  here  passion  first  I  felt» 

Commotion  strange  !  in  all  enjoyments  else 

Superior  and  unmov*d ;  here  only  weak 

Against  the  charm  of  beauty's  powerful  finance. 

Or  Nature  iail'd  in  me,  and  left  some  part 

Not  proof  enough  such  olyject  to  sustain ; 

Or,  from  my  side  subducting,  toc^  perhaps 

More  than  enough ;  at  least  on  her  bestow'd 

Too  much  of  ornament,  in  outward  show 

Elaborate,  of  inward  less  exact. 

For  well  I  understand  in  the  prime  end 

Of  Nature  her  the  inferior,  in  the  mind 

And  invrard  fiurulties,  which  most  excel ; 

In  outward  also  her  resembling  less 

His  image  who  made  both,  and  less  expressing 

Hie  character  of  that  dominion  given 

O'er  other  creatures :  yet  when  I  approach 

Her  loveliness,  so  absolute  she  seems 

And  in  herself  complete^  so  well  to  know    < 

Her  own,  that  what  she  vrilis  to  do  or  say 

Seems  wisest,  virtuousest,  discreetest,  best : 

All  hi^er  knowledge  in  her  presence  falls 

Degraded ;  Wisdom  in  discourse  with  her 

Loses  discountenanc'd,  and  like  Folly  shows ; 

Authority  and  reason  on  her  wait. 

As  one  intended  first,  not  after  made 

Occasionally ;  and,  to  consummate  all. 

Greatness  of  mind,  and  Nobleness,  their  seat 

Build  in  her  loveliest,  and  create  an  awe 

About  her,  as  a  guard  angelic  plac'd." 

To  whom  the  angd  wi£  contracted  brow. 
**  Accuse  not  Nature,  she  hath  done  her  part ; 
Do  thou  but  thine ;  mid  be  not  difiBdent 
Of  Wisdom ;  she  deserts  thee  not,  if  thou 
Dismiss  not  her,  when  most  thou  need'st  her  nigh, 
By  attrib6tiiig  overmuch  to  things 
Less  excellent^  as  thou  thyself  perceiv'st. 
For,  what  admir'st  thou,  what  tran^orts  thee  so, 
An  outside  ?  frir,  no  doubt,  and  worthy  well 
Thy  cherishing,  thy  honouring,  and  thy  love ; 
Not  thy  suljection ;  wei^  vritfa  her  thyself; 
Then  value :  oft-times  nothing  profits  more 
Than  self-esteem,  grounded  on  just  and  right 
Wellmanag'd;  of  that  skill  the  more  thou  know's^ 
The  more  she  will  acknowledge  thee  her  head. 
And  to  realities  yield  all  her  shows : 
Made  so  adorn  for  thy  delight  the  more^ 
So  awful,  that  with  honour  thou  may'st  love 
Thy  mate,  who  sees  wh^  thou  art  seen  least  wist. 
But  if  the  sense  of  touch,  whereby  mankind 
Is  propf^gated,  seem  such  dear  delight 
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Bejrond  all  other ;  ddnk  the  maoM  voucbnTd 
To  cattle  And  eadi  beast ;  which  would  not  be 
To  them  made  common  and  dmilg*d,  if  aught 
Hierein  enjoy*d  were  worthy  to  subdue 
The  soul  of  man,  or  passion  in  him  move. 
What  higher  in  her  soeie^  thou  find'st 
AttractiTe,  human,  rational,  lore  still ; 
In  loving  thou  dost  well,  in  passion  not, 
Wherein  true  love  consists  not :  Love  refines 
The  thoughts,  and  heart  enlarges ;  hath  his  seat 
In  reason,  and  is  judicious ;  is  the  scale  - 
By  which  to  Heavenly  love  thou  may'st  ascend. 
Not  sunk  in  carnal  pleasure ;  for  which  cause, 
Among  the  beasts  no  mate  for  thee  was  found.*' 

To  whom  thus,  half  abesh'd,  Adam  replied. 
**  Neither  her  outside  ibrm*d  so  fiur,  nor  aught 
In  procreation  common  to  all  kinds, 
(Though  higher  of  the  genial  bed  by  fiu*. 
And  with  mysterious  reverence  I  deem,) 
So  much  delights  me,  as  tliose  graceful  acts, 
Those  thousaul  decendes,  that  daily  flow 
Vma  all  her  words  and  actions  mii'd  with  love 
And  awect  compliance,  which  declare  unfeign'd 
Union  of  mind,  or  in  us  both  one  soul ; 
Harmony  to  behold  in  wedded  pair 
More  grateful  than  harmonious  sound  to  the  ear. 
Yet  these  subject  not :  I  to  thee  disclose 
What' inward  thence  I  fuel,  not  therefore  foil'd 
Who  meet  with  various  objects  from  the  sense 
Variously  representing :  yet,  still  free. 
Approve  the  best,  ana  follow'  what  I  approve. 
To  love,  thou  blam'st  me  not;  for  Love,  tliou  say'st, 
Leads  up  to  Heaven,  is  both  tlic  way  and  guide ; 
Bear  svith  me  then,  if  lawful  what  I  ask : 
Love  not  the  heavenly  spirits,  and  how  their  love 
Et^press  they?  by  looks  only?  or  do  they  mix 
Irradiance,  virtual  or  immediate  touch  ?** 

To  whom  the  angel,  with  a  smile  that  glow*d 
Celestial  rosy  red.  Love's  proper  hue, 
Answered :  **  Let  it  suffice  thee  that  thou  know'st 
Us  happy,  and  without  love  no  happiness. 
Whatever  pure  thou  in  the  body  enjoy'st, 
(And  pure  thou  wert  created)  we  enjoy 
In  eminence ;  and  obstacle  find  none 
Of  membrane,  joint,  or  limb,  exclusive  bars ; 
Easier  than  air  with  anr,  if  spirits  embrace, 
Total  they  mix,  union  of  pure  with  pure 
Desiring ;  nor  restrain'd  conveyance  need. 
As  flesh  to  mix  with  flesh,  or  soul  with  souL 
But  I  can  now  no  more ;  the  parting  Sun 
Beyond  the  Earth's  fp^een  cupe  and  verdant  isles 
Hesperian  sets,  my  signal  to  depart 
Be  strong,  live  happy,  and  love!  but,  first  of  all. 
Him,  whom  to  love  is  to  obey,  and  keep 
His  |reat  command :  take  heed  lest  passion  sway 
Thy  judgment  to  do  aught,  which  else  flree  will 
Would  not  admit:  thine,  and  of  all  thy  sons, 
The  weal  or  woe  in  thee  is  plac'd ;  beware ! 
I  in  thy  persevering  shall  rejoice, 
And  all  the  blest:  stand  fast;  to  stand  or  fid! 
FVee  in  thine  own  aibitrement  it  lies. 
Perfect  within,  no  outward  aid  require ; 
And  all  temptation  to  transgress  repeL" 

So  saying,  he  arose;  whom  Adam  thus 
FoUow'd  with  benediction.     **  Since  to  part, 
Go,  heavenly  guest,  ethereal  messenger. 
Sent  ftxMn  whose  sovran  goodness  I  adore ! 
Gentle  to  me  and  affable  hath  been 
Hiy  condescension,  and  shall  be  honour'd  e%-er 


With  grateAil  memoiy:  thou  to  nMuydnd 
Be  good  and  firiendly  still,  and  oft  return!" 
So  parted  they;  the  ancel  up  to  Heaven 
Fiom  the  thick  shade,  and  Adam  to  his  bower. 
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Satan,  having  compaased  the  Earth,  with  medi- 
tated guile  retuiTis,  as  a  mist,  by  night  into 
Fsradise;  enters  into  the  serpent  sleeping.  Adam 
and  Eve  in  the  morning  go  fiirth  to  their  labours, 
which  Eve  proposes  to  divide  in  several  places, 
each  labouring  apart:  Adam  consents  not,  al- 
leging tibe  danger,  lest  that  enemy,  of  whom  they 
were  forewarned,  should  attempt  her  found 
alone:  Eve,  loth  to.  be  thought  not  arcum- 
spect  or  firm  enough,  urges  her  going  apart, 
the  rather  desirous  to  make  trial  other  strength 
Adam  at  last  yields :  tibe  serpent  finds  her  alone 
his  subtle  approach,  first  gazing,  then  speaking , 
with  much  flattery  extolling  Eve  above  all  other 
creatures.  Eve,  wondering  to  hear  the  serpent 
speak,  asks  how  he  attained  to  human  speech, 
and  such  understanding,  not  till  now ;  the  ser- 
pent  answers,  that  by  tasting  of  a  certain  tree  in 
the  garden  he  attained  both  to  qieech  and  reason, 
till  then  void  of  both :  Eve  requires  him  to  bring 
her  to  that  tree,  and  finds  it  to  be  the  tree  of 
knowledge  Ibrtudden:  the  serpent  now  grown 
bolder,  with  many  wiles  and  arguments,  induces 
her  at  length  to  eat ;  she,  pleaMd  with  tlie  taste, 
deliberates  a  while  whether  to  impart  thereof  to 
Adam  or  not ;  at  last  brings  him  of  tiie  fruit ; 
rebOes  what  persuaded  her  to  eat  thereof:  Adam, 
at  first  amased,  but  perceiving  her  lost,  resolves, 
through  vdiemence  of  love,  to  perish  with  her : 
and,  extenuating  the  trespass,  eats  alao  of  the 
fruit:  the  efflects  thereof  in  them  both;  they  seek 
to  cover  their  nakedness;  then  ML  to  Tariance 
and  accusation  of  one  anodier. 

No  more  of  talk  where  God  or  angel  guest 

With  Man,  as  with  his  friend,  familiar  us'd 

To  sit  indulgent,  and  with  him  partake 

Rural  repast ;  permitting  him  tibe  while 

Venial  discourse  imblam'd.     I  now  must  change 

Those  notes  to  tragic ;  foul  distrust,  and  breach 

Dislojral  on  die  part  of  Man,  revolt 

And  disobedience :  on  the  part  of  Heaven 

Now  alienated,  distance  and  distaste. 

Anger  and  just  rdmke,  and  judgment  gi^^n*. 

That  brought  into  this  worid  a  world  of  woe» 

Sin  and  h^  shadow  Death,  and  Misery 

Death's  haibinger :  sad  task,  yet  argument 

Not  less  but  more  heroic  than  die  vmth 

Of  stem  Achilles  on  his  foe  pursued 

Hurice  fugitive  about  TVoy  wall ;  or  n^ 

Of  Tumus  for  Lavinia  diaespous'd ; 

Or  Neptune's  ire,  or  Juno's,  that  sa  long 

P^lex'd  the  Greek,  and  Cytherea's  son  ; 

If  answerable  style  I  can  obtoin 

Of  my  celestial  patroness,  who  deigns 

Her  nighdy  risitation  unimplor'd, 

And  dictates  to  me  slumbering ;  or  inspires 

Easy  my  unpremeditated  verse : 

Since  first  tMs  sulject  for  heroic  song 

Pleas'd  me  long  choosbg,  and  bagianing  lai#* 
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NbCwdukNis  bj  naitiire  to  indite 
Wa»y  hitherto  the  only  argumeiit 
Heroic  deem'd ;  chief  mastery  to  dissect 
l¥itfa  long  and  tedious  havoc  hb\ed  knights 
In  battles  feign*d ;  the  better  fortitude 
Of  patience  luid  heroic  martyrdom 
Unsung ;  or  to  describe  races  and  games, 
Or  tiltiiig  furniture,  imblazon'd  shields, 
Impresses  quaint,  caparisons  and  steeds, 
Basel  and  tinsel  tnqp^nngs,  gorgeous  knights 
At  joust  and  tournament ;  then  maraliaird  feast 
Serr'd  up  in  hall  with  sewers  and  seneshals ; 
Tlie  slull  of  artifice  or  office  mean. 
Not  that  which  justly  gives  heroic  name 
To  person  or  to  poem.     Me,  of  these 
Nor  skSlM  nor  studious,  higher  argument 
Hfmarns ;  sufficient  of  itaeUT  to  raise 
Hat  name,  unless  an  age  too  late,  or  cold 
CKmafy,  or  years,  damp  my  intended  wing 
Depreas'd  ;  and  much  they  may,  if  all  be  minej 
Not  hers,  who  brings  it  nightly  to  my  ear. 

Tlie  Sun  was  su^,  and  after  him  the  star 
Of  Hesperus,  whose  office  is  to  bring 
Twiligfat  upon  the  Earth,  short  arbiter 
*Twizt  day  and  night,  and  now  from  end  to  end 
IGgfat's  bemL^here  had  reO'd  the  horison  round : 
When  Satan,  who  late  fled  before  tlie  threats 
Of  Gabriel  out  of  Eden,  now  improv*d 
In  saeJitated  fraud  and  malice,  bent 
On  Man's  destruction,  maugre  what  might  hap 
Of  heavier  on  himself,  fearless  retum*d. 
By  n^jfat  he  fled,  and  at  midnight  returned 
From  compassing  the  Earth ;  cautious  of  day, 
Sace  Uriel,  r^ent  of  the  Sun,  descried 
ffis  entrance,  and  forewam'd  the  cherubim 
That  kept  their  watch;   thence  full  of  anguish 

onven. 
The  wpace  of  seven  continued  nights  he  rode 
VHA  darkness,  thrice  the  equinoctial  line 
He  drcled ;  fbur  times  cross'd  the  car  of  night 
Tram  pole  to  pole  traversing  each  colore ; 
Ob  the  ei^ith  retum*d  ;  and  on  the  coast  averse 
fnm  entrance  or  cherubic  watch,  by  stealth 
Fonad  unsuspected  way.     Tliere  was  a  place. 
Hew  not,  tlKNigh  sin,  not  time,  first  ^^nrought  the 

change^ 
Where  Tigris  at  the  foot  of  Paradise, 
bfeo  a  gulf  shot  under  ground,  till  part 
Base  np  a  fountain  by  the  tree  of  life : 
la  widi  the  river  sunk,  and  with  it  rose 
flsta,  involVd  in  rising  mist ;  then  sought 
Where  to  lie  hid  ;  sea  he  had  searched,  and  land, 
FSrani  Eden  over  Pontus  and  tlie  pool 
MaotiB,  np  beyond  the  river  Ob ; 
Bowaward  as  far  antarctic ;  and  in  length, 
Wert  fiom  Orontes  to  the  ocean  barr*d 
At  Dmcn  ;  thence  to  the  land  where  flows 
Gnges  and  Indus :  thus  the  oib  he  roam*d 
WiA  aaiTOir  seardi ;  and  with  inspection  deep 
Coafldcr^d  every  creature,  which  of  all 
Mast  flppottnne  might  serve  his  wiles ;  and  found 
The  aetpent  subtlest  beast  of  all  the  field. 
Kb  afler  long  debate,  irresolute 
Of  thon^lla  revolv*d,  his  final  sentence  chose 
Fit  vessel,  fittest  imp  of  fraud,  in  whom 
To  cater,  and  his  dirk  suggestions  hide 
9nm  ihMpcst  sight :  for,  in  the  wily  snake 
Whslever  sir'g'ffj  none  would  suspicious  mark, 
As  Inm  his  wit  and  native  subtlety 

wliidi,  in  other  beasts  obscrv'd. 


Doubt  might  beget  of  diabolic  power 
Active  widiin,  bejrond  the  s^ise  of  brute. 
Thus  he  resolv*d,  but  first  from  inward  grief 
His  bursting  passion  into  plaints  thus  pour*d. 

"  O  Earth,  how  like  to  Heaven,  if  not  preferr'd 
More  justly,  seat  worthier  of  Gods,  as  built 
With  second  thoughts,  reforming  mhat  was  old  ! 
For  what  god,  at^  better,  worse  would  build  ? 
Terrestrial  Heaven,  danc*d  round  by  other  Heavens 
Hiat  sliine,  yet  bear  their  bright  officious  lamps, 
Light  above  light,  for  thee  alone  as  seems. 
In  thee  concentring  all  their  predoiis  beams 
Of  sacred  influence !  As  God  in  Heaven 
Is  centre,  yet  extends  to  all ;  so  thou. 
Centring,  receiv'st  from  all  those  otIm  :  in  thee, 
Not  in  themselves,  all  their  known  virtue  appears 
Productive  in  herb,  plant,  and  nobler  birth 
Of  creatures  animate  with  gradual  life 
Of  grrowth,  sense,  reason,  idl  summ'd  up  in  Man. 
With  what  delight  could  I  have  walk'd  thee  round. 
If  I  could  joy  m  aught,  sweet  interchange 
Of  hill,  and  valley,  rivers,  woods,  and  plains. 
Now  land,  now  sea,  and  shores  with  forest  crown*d. 
Rocks,  dens,  and  caves !  But  I  in  none  of  these 
Find  place  or  refuge ;  and  the  more  I  see 
Pleasures  about  me,  so  much  more  I  feel 
Torment  within  me,  as  from  the  hateful  siege 
Of  contraries :  all  good  to  me  becomes  [state. 

Bane,  and  in  Heaven  much  worse  would  be  my 
But  neither  here  seek  I,  no  nor  in  Heaven 
To  dwell,  unless  by  mastering  Heaven's  Supreme ; 
Nor  hope  to  be  myself  less  miserable 
By  what  I  seek,  but  others  to  make  such 
As  I,  though  thereby  worse  to  me  redound : 
For  only  in  destroying  I  find  ease 
To  my  relentless  thoughts ;  and,  him  destroyed, 
Or  won  to  what  may  work  his  utter  loss. 
For  whom  all  this  was  made,  all  this  will  soon 
Follow,  as  to  him  link*d  in  weal  or  woe ; 
In  woe  then ;  tliat  destruction  wide  may  range : 
To  me  shall  be  the  glory  sole  among 
Tlie  infiemal  powers,  in  one  day  to  have  marred 
What  he,  Almighty  styl'd,  six  nights  and  days 
Continued  making ;  and  who  knows  bow  long 
Before  had  been  contriving?  though  perliaps 
Not  longer  than  since  I,  in  one  night,  freed 
From  servitude  inglorious  well  nigh  half 
The  angelic  name,  and  thinner  left  the  throng 
Of  his  adorers :  he,  to  be  aveng*d. 
And  to  repair  his  numbers  thus  impair*d. 
Whether  such  virtue  spent  of  old  now  fail*d 
More  angels  to  create,  if  they  at  least 
Arc  his  created,  or,  to  spite  us  more, 
Dctermin*d  to  advance  into  our  room 
A  creature  form'd  of  earth,  and  lum  endow. 
Exalted  from  so  base  original. 
With  heavenly  spoils,  our  spoils :  what  he  decreed. 
He  effected ;  Man  he  made,  and  for  him  built 
Magnificent  this  world,  and  Earth  his  seat. 
Him  lord  pronounc*d ;  and,  O  indignity ! 
Subjected  to  liis  service  angel-wings, 
Ana  flaming  ministers  to  watch  and  tend 
Hieir  earthy  cliargc :  of  these  the  vigilance 
I  dread :  and,  to  elude,  thus  wrapt  in  mist 
Of  midnight  vapour  glide  obscure,  and  pry 
In  every  bush  and  brake,  where  }\ap  may  find 
The  serpent  sleeping ;  in  whose  mazy  folds 
To  hide  me,  and  the  dark  intent  I  bring. 
O  foul  descent !  that  I,  who  erst  contended 
With  Gods  to  sit  tlie  highest,  am  now  conhtrain'd 
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Into  a  beast ;  and,  mii'd  with  bestial  sUnic, 

TUs  essence  to  inounate  and  irobnite, 

Tliat  to  die  height  of  deity  aspir'd ! 

But  what  will  not  ambition  and  rerenge 

Descend  to  ?  Who  a&pires,  must  down  as  low 

As  high  he  8oar*d ;  obnoxious,  first  or  last. 

To  buest  things.     Revenge,  at  first  thougli  sweet. 

Bitter  ere  long,  back  on  itself  recoils : 

Let  it ;  I  reck  not,  so  it  light  well  aim*d. 

Since  higher  I  fall  short,  on  him  who  next 

IVoTokes  my  envy,  this  new  favourite 

Of  Heaven,  this  man  of  clay,  son  of  despite, 

Whom,  us  die  more  to  spite,  his  Maker  rais*d 

FVom  dust :  spite  then  with  spite  i%  best  repaid.** 

So  saying,  through  each  thicket  dank  or  dry. 
Like  a  black  mist  low^-creeping,  he  held  on 
His  midnight-search,  where  soonest  he  might  find 
Hie  serpent :  him  fast  sleeping  soon  he  found 
In  labyrinth  of  many  a  round  self-rolFd, 
His  head  the  midst,  well  stor*d  with  subtle  wiles : 
Not  yet  in  horrid  shade  or  dismal  den. 
Nor  nocent  yet ;  but,  on  the  grassy  herb. 
Fearless  unfear*d  he  slept :  in  at  his  mouth 
The  Devil  euter*d ;  and  his  brutal  sense. 
In  heart  or  head,  possessing,  soon  inspir*d 
With  act  intelligential ;  but  Iris  sleep 
Disturb*d  not,  waiting  close  the  approach  of  mom. 
Now,  when  as  sacred  light  began  to  dawn 
In  Eden  on  the  humid  flowers,  that  breath*d 
Tlieir  rooming  incense,  when  all  tilings,  that  breathe, 
From  the  £arth*s  great  altar  send  up  silent  praise 
To  the  Creator,  and  his  nostrils  fill 
With  grateful  smell,  forth  came  the  human  pair, 
And  join*d  their  vocal  worship  to  the  quire 
Of  creatures  wanting  voice ;  that  done,  partake 
The  season,  prime  for  sweetest  scents  and  airs : 
Hien  commune,  how  that  day  they  best  may  ply 
Tlieir  growing  work :  for  much  their  work  outgrew 
The  hands'  despatch  of  two  gardening  so  wide. 
And  Eve  first  to  her  husband  thus  b^an. 

**  Adam,  well  may  we  laboiur  still  to  dress 
This  garden,  still  to  tend  plant,  herb,  and  flower. 
Our  pleasant  task  enjoin*d ;  but  till  more  hands 
Aid  us,  the  work  under  our  labour  g^ws. 
Luxurious  by  restraint ;  what  we  by  day 
Lop  overgrown,  or  pmne,  or  prop,  or  bind. 
One  night  or  two  with  Mranton  growth  derides 
Tending  to  wild.     Hiou  therefore  now  advise. 
Or  bear  what  to  my  mind  first  thoughts  present : 
Let  us  divide  our  labours ;  thou,  where  choice 
Leads  thee,  or  where  most  needs,  whether  to  wind 
Hie  woodbine  round  this  arbour,  or  direct 
TTie  clasping  ivy  where  to  climb ;  while  I, 
In  yonder  spring  of  roses  intermix*d 
With  myrtle,  find  what  to  redress  till  noon : 
For,  while  so  near  each  other  thus  all  day 
Our  task  we  choose,  what  wonder  if  so  near 
Looks  intervene  and  smiles,  or  object  new 
Casual  disc«>urse  draw  on ;  which  intermits 
Our  day*s  work,  brought  to  little,  though  begun 
Eariy,  and  the  hour  of  supper  comes  uneara'd  ?" 

To  whom  mild  answer  Adam  thus  retura*d. 
**  Sole  Eve,  associate  sole,  to  me  beyond 
Compare  above  all  living  creatures  dear ! 
Well  hast  thou  motion*d,  well  tliy  thoughts  employ *d. 
How  we  might  best  fulfil  the  work  which  here 
God  hath  assign*d  us ;  nor  of  me  shalt  pass 
Unprais'd :  for  notfainff  lovelier  can  be  found 
In  woman,  than  to  study  household  good. 
And  good  works  in  her  husband  to  promote. 


Yet  not  so  strictly  hath  our  Lotd  impos*d 

Labour,  as  to  debar  us  when  we  need 

Refreshment,  whether  food,  or  talk  between. 

Food  of  the  mind,  or  this  sweet  intercourse 

Of  looks  and  smiles ;  for  smiles  fhim  reason  flow, 

To  brute  denied,  and  are  of  love  the  food ; 

Love,  not  the  lowest  end  of  human  life. 

For  not  to  irksome  toO,  but  to  delight, 

He  made  us,  and  delight  to  reason  join*d.     [hands 

Tliese  paths  and  bowers  doubt  not  but  our  joint 

Will  keep  fhxn  wilderness  with  ease,  as  wide 

As  we  need  walk,  till  younger  hands  ere  long 

Assist  us :  but,  if  much  converse  perhaps 

lliee  satiate,  to  short  absence  J  could  yield : 

For  solitude  sometimes  is  best  society. 

And  short  retirement  urges  sweet  retum. 

But  other  doubt  possesses  me,  lest  harm 

Befall  thee  sever*d  from  me ;  for  thou  know*st 

What  hath  been  wara*d  us,  what  malicious  foe 

Envying  our  happiness,  and  of  his  own 

Despairing,  seeks  to  work  us  woe  and  shame 

By  sly  assault ;  and  somewhere  nigh  at  hand 

Watches,  no  doubt,  with  greedy  hope  to  find 

His  wish  and  best  advantage,  us  asunder ; 

Hopeless  to  circumvent  us  join'd,  where  each 

To  other  speedy  aid  might  lend  at  need : 

Whether  his  fint  design  be  to  witlidniw 

Our  fealty  from  God,  or  to  disturb 

Conjugal  love,  than  which  perhaps  no  bliss 

£njoy*d  by  us  excites  his  envy  more  ; 

Or  this,  or  worse,  leave  not  the  faithful  side 

That  gave  thee  being,  still  shades-theo,  and  protects. 

The  wife,  where  danger  or  dishonour  lurks, 

Safest  and  seemliest  by  her  husband  stays, 

Wlio  guards  her,  or  with  her  the  worst  endures.** 

To  whom  the  virgin  miyesty  of  Eve, 
As  one  who  loves,  and  some  unkindness  meets, 
Wjth  sweet  austere  composure  thus  replied. 

**  Oflspring  of  Heaven  and  Earth,  and  all  Earth*s 
Lord! 
That  such  an  enemy  we  have,  who  seeks 
Our  ruin,  both  by  thee  infonn*d  I  leam, 
And  from  the  parting  angel  over-heard. 
As  in  a  shady  nook  I  stood  behind. 
Just  then  retum*d  at  shut  of  evening  flowers. 
But  that  thou  shouldst  my  firmness  therefore  douU 
To  God  or  thee,  because  we  have  a  foe 
May  tempt  it,  I  expected  not  to  hear. 
His  violence  thou  fear*st  not,  being  such 
As  we,  not  capable  of  death  or  pain. 
Can  either  not  receive,  or  can  repel. 
His  fraud  is  then  thy  fear ;  which  plain  infers 
Thy  equal  fear,  that  my  firm  faith  and  love 
Can  by  his  fraud  be  shaken  or  seduc*d  ;        [brea<4. 
Thoughts,  which  how  found  they  harbour  in  ttiy 
Adam,  mis-thought  of  her  to  thee  so  dear  ?** 

To  whom  with  healing  words  Adam  replied. 
**  Daughter  of  God  and  Man,  immortal  Eve ! 
For  such  thou  art ;  fVom  sin  and  blame  entire  : 
Not  diffident  of  thee  do  I  dissuade 
Thy  absence  from  my  sight,  but  to  avoid 
'Die  attempt  itself,  intended  by  our  foe. 
For  he  who  tempts,  though  in  vain,  at  least  asperses 
"Die  tempted  with  dishonour  foul ;  suppos*d 
Not  incorruptible  of  faith,  not  proof 
Against  temptation  :  thou  thyself  with  scom 
And  anger  wouldat  resent  the  ofler'd  wrong. 
Though  ineffectual  found :  misdeem  not  then. 
If  such  afifront  I  labour  to  avert 
From  thee  alone,  whidi  on  us  both  at  once 
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Hie  enemy,  though  bold,  will  hardly  dare ; 
Or  dvfaig,  first  on  me  the  aisault  shall  light 
Nor  tfaoa  his  maHce  and  fidse  guile  contemn ; 
Sbbtle  he  needs  must  be,  who  could  seduce 
Angeb ;  nor  think  superfluous  other's  aid. 
Ifromtheinfluenceof  thy  looks  receive 
Aceeas  in  every  virtue ;  in  thy  sight 
More  wise^  more  watchful,  stronger,  if  need  were 
Of  outward  strength;  while  shame,  thou  looking  on, 
SisiDe  to  be  overcome  or  ovcr-reach*d, 
Would  utmost  vigour  raise,  and  rais'd  unite. 
Why  shouldst  not  thou  like  sense  within  thee  fed 
When  I  am  present,  and  thy  trial  choose 
With  me,  best  witness  of  thy  virtue  tried?" 

So  spake  domestic  Adam  in  his  care 
And  matrimonial  love ;  but  Eve,  who  thonght 
Lev  attribiited  to  her  fiuth  sincere, 
Tiaa  her  reply  with  accent  sweet  renew'd. 

"  If  this  be  oar  condition,  thus  to  dwell 
In  narrow  circuit  straiten*d  by  a  foe, 
Sobtie  or  vioient,  we  not  endued 
Sb^  with  like  defence,  wherever  met ; 
Bow  are  we  happy,  still  in  fear  of  harm? 
But  hsrm  prcooies  not  sin :  only  oiur  foe, 
Tmpting,  affitmts  us  with  his  foul  esteem 
Of  our  integrity  :  his  fbul  esteem 
Sdeks  BO  dishonour  on  our  front,  but  turns 
Fonl  on  himself-;  then  wherefore  shunn*d  or  fear*d 
Bf  us?  who  rather  double  honour  gain 
From  his  surmise  prov'd  fidse;  find  peace  within, 
Fsiour  from  Heaven,  our  witness,  fWmi  the  event. 
And  iHiat  is  faith,  love,  virtue,  unassay*d 
Akne,  without  exterior  help  sustained  ? 
I^t  us  not  then  tnspect  our  happy  state 
lA  so  hnperfect  by  the  Maker  wise. 
At  not  secure  to  single  or  combin*d. 
FMl  is  our  happiness,  if  this  be  so. 
And  Eden  were  no  Eden,  thus  expos*d.** 

To  whom  thus  Adam  fervently  replied. 
*  0  Woman,  best  are  all  things  as  the  will 
Of  God  ordain*d  them :  his  creating  hand 
Nothing  hnperfect  or  deficient  left 
Of  all  that  he  created,  much  less  Man, 
Or  ai^  that  might  hb  happy  state  secure, 
Seenre  from  outward  force ;  within  himself 
He  danger  Hes,  yet  lies  within  his  power : 
Agunit  hb  will  be  can  receive  no  harm. 
Bat  God  left  fnse  the  will ;  for  what  obeys 
Renoo,  b  firee ;  and  reason  he  made  right. 
Bat  bid  her  wdl  beware,  and  still  erect ; 
I^  by  some  fair-appearinff  good  surpris*d, 
fte  didate  false ;  and  mis-mtorm  the  will 
To  do  what  God  expressly  hath  forbid. 
Not  dien  mistrust,  but  tender  love,  enjoins, 
Hat  I  should  mind  thee  oft :  and  mind  thou  mc. 
Fina  we  subsist,  yet  possible  to  swerve ; 
Sace  lesson  not  impossibly  may  meet 
SoBK  spedoos  object  by  the  foe  subom*d, 
And  611  into  deception  unaware, 
Not  hufiag  strictest  watch,  as  she  was  wam'd. 
Seek  not  temptation  then,  which  to  avoid 
Were  better,  and  moat  likely  if  from  me 
Hoa  sever  not :  trial  will  come  unsought 
Wooldat  thou  appeove  thy  constancy,  approve 
^nttfayobedienca;  the  other  who  can  know, 
Notsmgdieeattmipted,  who  attest? 
^  if  thou  think,  trial  unsought  may  find 
^hoifa  securer  than  thus  wam*d  tliou  seem^st, 
^;  for  ihy  stay,  not  free,  absents  thee  more ; 
Go  m  %  native  innocence,  rely 


On  what  thou  hast  of  virtue ;  summon  all ! 

For  Ood  towards  thee  hath  done  hb  part,  do  thine.** 

So  spake  the  patriarch  of  mankind ;  but  Eve 
Persisted ;  yet  submiss,  though  last,  replied. 

''  With  thy  permission  then,  and  thus  forewam*d 
Chiefly  by  wliat  thy  own  last  reasoning  words 
Touch*d  only ;  that  our  trial,  when  least  sought. 
May  find  us  both  perhaps  6ir  leas  prepar'd, 
The  willinger  I  go,  nor  much  expect 
A  foe  so  proud  will  first  the  weaker  seek ; 
So  bent,  the  more  shall  shame  him  hb  repulse." 

Thus  sapring,  from  her  husband's  hand  her  hand 
Soft  she  withdrew ;  and,  like  a  wood-nymph  light, 
Oread  or  Dryad,  or  of  DcUa*s  train. 
Betook  her  to  the  groves ;  but  Delia's  self 
In  gait  surpassed,  and  goddess-like  deport, 
Tliough  not  as  she  with  bow  and  quiver  arm*d. 
But  with  such  gardening  toob  as  art  yet  rude, 
Guiltless  of  fire,  had  form*d,  or  ongeb  brought. 
To  Pales,  or  Pomona,  thus  adom'd, 
Likest  she  seem*d,  Pomona  when  she  fled 
Vertumnus,  or  to  Ceres  in  her  prime, 
Yet  virgin  of  Proserpina  from  Jove. 
Her  long  with  ardent  look  his  eye  pursued 
Delighted,  but  desiring  more  her  stay. 
Oft  he  to  her  hb  charge  of  quick  return 
Repeated ;  she  to  him  as  oft  engag*d 
To  be  return*d  by  noon  amid  the  bjiwer. 
And  all  things  in  best  order  to  invite 
Noontide  repast,  or  afternoon's  repose. 
O  much  deodv'd,  much  failing,  hapless  Eve, 
Of  thy  presum*d  return !  event  perverse  ! 
Thou  never  firom  that  hour  in  Paradise 
Found*st  either  sweet  repast,  or  sound  repose ; 
Such  ambush,  hid  among  sweet  flowers  and  shades, 
Waited  with  hellish  rancour  imminent 
To  intercept  thy  way,  or  send  thee  back 
Despoil'd  of  innocence,  of  faith,  of  bliss ! 
For  now,  and  since  first  break  of  dawn,  the  fiend, 
Mere  serpent  in  appearance,  forth  was  come ; 
And  on  hb  quest,  where  likeliest  he  might  find 
The  only  two  of  mankind,  but  in  them 
The  whole  included  race,  hb  purposed  prey. 
In  bower  and  field  he  sought  vrhere  any  tuft 
Of  grove  or  garden-plot  more  pleasant  lay, 
Tlieur  tendance,  or  plantation  for  delight ; 
By  fountain  or  by  shady  rivulet 
He  sought  them  both,  but  wish'd  his  hap  might  find 
Eve  separate ;  he  wish'd,  but  not  with  hope 
Of  whfU  so  seldom  chanc'd ;  when  to  his  wish. 
Beyond  hb  hope.  Eve  sepuate  he  spies, 
VeU'd  in  a  cloud  of  fragrance,  where  she  stood. 
Half  spied,  so  thick  the  roses  blushing  round 
About  her  glow'd,  oft  stooping  to  support 
Each  flower  of  slender  stalk,  whose  head,  though  gay 
Carnation,  purple,  azure,  or  speck'd  with  gold. 
Hung  drooping  unsustain'd ;  them  she  upstays 
Gently  with  myrtle  band,  mindless  the  while 
Hersdf,  though  fairest  unsupported  flower, 
From  her  best  prop  so  far,  and  storm  so  nigh. 
Nearer  he  drew,  and  many  a  walk  trav4rs*d 
Of  stateliest  covert,  cedar,  pme,  or  palm ; 
Then  voluble  and  bold,  now  hid,  now  seen. 
Among  thick- woven  arborets,  and  flowers 
ImbOToer'd  on  each  bank,  the  hand  of  Eve : 
Spot  more  delicious  than  those  gardens  feign'd 
Or  of  reviv'd  Adonis,  or  renown'd 
Aldnous,  host  of  old  Laertes'  son  ; 
Or  that,  not  mystic,  where  the  sapient  king 
Held  dalliance  witli  hb  fair  Egyptian  spoiu&e. 
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Much  be  the  place  admir*d,  the  person  more. 
As  ooe  who  long  in  populous  city  pent. 
Where  houses  thick  and  sewers  annoy  the  air. 
Forth  issuing  on  a  summer's  mom,  to  breathe 
Among  the  pleasant  villages  and  farms 
A4Join*d,  from  each  thing  met  concei\-es  delight ; 
Hie  smell  of  grain,  or  tedded  grass,  or  kine, 
Or  dairy,  each  rural  sight,  each  rural  sound ; 
If  chance,  with  nymph-like  step,  fair  virgin  pass. 
What  plcasinff  seem*d,  for  her  now  pleases  more 
She  most,  and  in  her  look  sums  all  delight : 
Such  pleasure  took  the  serpent  to  behold 
Tins  flowery  plat,  the  sweet  recess  of  Eve 
Hius  early,  thus  alone  :  her  heavenly  form 
Angelic,  but  more  soft,  and  feminine, 
}Icr  graceful  innocence,  her  every  air 
Of  gesture,  or  least  action,  overaw*d 
His  malice,  and  with  rapine  sweet  bereav*d 
His  fierceness  of  the  fierce  intent  it  brought : 
lliat  space  tlie  evil-one  abstracted  stood 
From  his  own  ^1.  and  for  the  time  remain*d 
Stupidly  good ;  of  enmity  disarmed. 
Of  guile,  of  hate,  of  envy,  of  revenge. 
But  the  hot  Hell  that  always  in  hiin  bums. 
Though  in  mid  Heaven,  soon  ended  his  delight, 
And  tortures  him  now  more,  the  more  he  sees 
Of  pleasure,  not  for  him  ordain*d :  then  soon 
Fierce  hate  he  recollects,  and  all  hb  thoughts 
Of  mischief,  gratulatlng,  thus  excites. 
"  Tliougfats,  whitlier  have  ye  led  me  !  with  what 


Compulsion  thus  transported,  to  forget 

What  hither  brought  us !  hate,  not  love ;  nor  hope 

Of  Paradise  for  Hell,  hope  here  to  taste 

Of  pleasure ;  but  all  pleasure  to  destroy. 

Save  what  is  in  destroying ;  other  ioy 

To  me  b  lost     Then,  let  me  not  let  pass 

Occasion  which  now  smiles ;  behold  alone 

The  woman,  opportune  to  all  attempts. 

Her  husband,  for  I  view  far  round,  not  nigh. 

Whose  higlier  intellectual  more  I  shun, 

And  strengtli,  of  courage  haughty,  and  of  limb 

Heroic  buih,  though  of  terrestrial  mould ; 

Foe  not  informidoble  !  exempt  from  wound, 

I  not ;  so  much  hath  Hell  debased,  and  pain 

Enfe^led  me,  to  what  I  was  in  Heaven. 

She  fair,  divinely  fair,  fit  love  for  gods ! 

Not  terrible,  though  terrour  be  in  love 

And  beauty,  not  approach*d  by  stronger  hate, 

Hate  stronger,  under  show  of  love  well  feign'd ; 

Hie  way  vdiidi  to  her  ruin  now  I  tend.'* 

So  spake  the  enemy  of  manlcind,  enclos'd 
In  serpent,  inmate  bad !  and  toward  Eve 
Address'd  his  way :  not  with  indented  wave, 
IVone  on  the  ground,  as  since ;  but  on  his  rear, 
Circular  base  of  rising  fblds,  that  tower'd 
Fold  above  foM,  a  surging  maze !  his  head 
Crested  aloft,  and  carbuncle  his  eyes; 
With  bumish'd  neck  of  verdant  gold,  erect 
Amidst  his  circling  spires,  that  on  the  grass 
Floated  redundant :  pleasing  was  his  sliape 
And  lovely ;  never  since  of  serpent-kind 
Lovelitr,  not  those  that  in  Illyria  chang*d 
Hermione  and  Cadmus,  or  the  god 
In  Epidaurus ;  nor  to  which  truisform'd 
Ammonian  Jove,  or  Capitoline  was  seen ; 
He  with  Olympias ;  this  with  her  who  bore 
Scipio»  the  height  of  Rome.     With  tract  oblique 
At  firrt,  as  one  who  sought  access,  but  fear'd 
To  interrupt,  side  long  be  works  his  way. 


As  when  a  ship,  by  skilful  steersman  wrought 
Nigh  river's  mouth  or  forebnd,  where  the  wind 
Veers  oft,  as  oft  so  steers,  and  shifts  her  sail : 
So  varied  he,  and  of  his  tortuous  train 
CurPd  many  a  wanton  wreath  in  sight  of  Eve, 
To  lure  her  eye ;  she,  busied,  heard  the  sound 
Of  rustling  leaves,  but  minded  not,  as  us*d 
To  such  diuport  before  her  through  the  field, 
From  every  beast ;  more  duteous  at  her  call. 
Than  at  Circean  call  the  herd  disguis'd. 
He,  bolder  now,  uncaird  before  her  stood. 
But  as  in  gaze  admiring  :  oft  he  bow*d 
His  turret  crest,  and  sleek  enamelPd  neck. 
Fawning ;  and  lick*d  the  ground  whereon  die  troA 
His  gentle  dumb  expression  tum*d  at  length 
The  eye  of  Eve,  to  mark  his  play ;  he,  glad 
Of  her  attention  gain*d,  with  serpent-tongue 
Organic,  or  impulse  of  vocal  air. 
His  fraudulent  temptation  thus  began. 

«*  Wonder  not,  sovran  mistress,  if  perhaps 
Hiou  canst  who  art  sole  wonder !  much  less  arm 
Hiy  looks,  tlie  Heaven  of  mildness,  witli  disdain, 
Displeas*d  that  I  approach  thee  thus,  and  gaze 
Insatiate  ;  I  thus  single ;  nor  have  fear'd 
Thy  awfid  brow,  more  awfiil  thus  retir*d. 
Fairest  resemblance  of  thy  Maker  fair, 
.Thee  all  things  living  gaze  on,  all  things  tiiine 
By  gift,  and  thy  celestial  beauty  adore 
With  ravishment  belield  !  there  best  beheld. 
Where  universally  admir*d ;  but  here 
In  this  enclosure  wild,  these  beasts  among. 
Beholders  rude,  and  shallow  to  discem 
Half  what  in  thee  is  fair,  one  man  except,         [seen 
Who  sees  thee  ?  (and  what  is  one  ?)  who  should  be 
A  goddess  among  gods,  ador*d  and  serv*d 
By  angels  numberless,  thy  daily  train.** 

So  gloz*d  the  tempter,  and  his  proem  tun*d : 
Into  the  heart  of  Eve  his  words  made  way, 
lliough  at  the  voice  much  marvelling ;  at  length. 
Not  unamaz*d,  she  thus  in  answer  npake.    [nounc*d 

'<  What  may  this  mean  ?  language  of  roan  pro- 
By  tongue  of  brute,  and  human  sense  exprcss'd  ? 
Hie  fir^  at  least,  of  these  I  thought  denied 
To  beasts  ;  whom  God,  on  their  creation-day. 
Created  mute  to  all  articulate  sound : 
Hie  latter  I  demur ;  for  in  their  looks 
Much  reason,  and  in  tlieir  actions,  oft  appears. 
Hiee,  serpent,  subtlest  beast  of  all  the  field 
I  knew,  but  not  with  human  voice  endued  ; 
Redouble  then  this  miracle,  and  say. 
How  cam*st  thou  speakable  of  mute,  and  how 
To  me  so  friendly  grown  above  tlie  rest 
Of  brutal  kind,  that  daily  are  in  sight  ? 
Say,  for  such  wonder  claims  attention  due.** 

To  whom  the  guileful  tempter  thus  replied. 
"  Empress  of  this  fiur  world,  resplendent  Eve  ! 
Easy  to  me  it  is  to  tell  thee  all  [be  olioy'd  . 

Wlwl  thou  command*st;  and  right  thou  shotildst 
I  was  at  first  as  other  beasts  that  graze 
The  trodden  herb,  of  abject  thoughts  and  low. 
As  was  my  food  ;  nor  BU^tA  but  food  disceni*d 
Or  sex,  and  apprehended  nothing  high  : 
Till,  on  a  day  roving  the  field,  I  chanc*d 
A  goodly  tree  far  distant  to  behold 
Loaden  with  fruit  of  fairest  colours  mix'd. 
Ruddy  and  gold  :   I  nearer  drew  to  gaze ; 
When  from  the  boughs  a  savoury  odour  blown, 
Grbteful  to  appetite,  more  p]eas*d  my  sense 
Than  smell  of  sweetest  fennel,  or  the  tents 
Of  ewe  or  goat,  dropping  with  milk  at  «*ven. 
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Uasuck'd  of  lamb  or  klA,  that  tend  their  pUy 

To  aatisij  the  sharp  desire  I  lind 

Of  taadng  those  fair  apples,  I  rc9olv*d 

Not  to  defer ;  hunger  and  thirst  at  once, 

IVmerful  persuaders  quicken 'd  at  the  scent 

Of  that  alluring  fruit,  urg'd  me  so  keen. 

About  the  mossy  trunk  I  wound  me  soon  ; 

For,  high  from  ground,  the  branches  would  require 

Thy  utmost  reach  or  Adam's :  round  the  tree 

AU  other  beasts  that  saw,  with  like  desire 

Uinging  and  envying  stood,  but  could  not  reach. 

Amid  the  tree  now  got,  where  plenty  hung 

Tempting  so  nigh,  to  pluck  and  eat  my  fiU 

I  iparM  not ;  for,  sudi  pleasure  till  that  hour, 

At  feed  or  fountain,  never  had  I  found. 

Sated  at  length,  ere  Iodq  I  might  perceive 

Stru^  alteration  in  me,  to  degree 

Of  reason  in  my  inward  powers ;  and  speech 

Wanted  not  long ;  though  to  this  sliape  retain*d. 

llienceforth  to  ^xxrulations  high  or  deep 

1  lurn'd  ray  thoughts,  and  wiib  capacious  mind 

Coasidcr*d  all  things  visible  in  Heaven, 

Or  Earth,  or  Middle ;  cU  things  fair  and  good : 

But  all  that  ialr  and  good  in  tJiy  divine 

Semblance,  and  in  thy  beauty's  Iieavenly  ray, 

Tnitcd  I  beheld ;  no  fair  to  thine 

Equivalent  or  second !  which  compell*d 

Me  thus,  though  importune  perhaps,  to  come 

And  gaxe,  and  worship  thee  of  right  declar*d 

Sovran  of  creatures,  universal  dame  !'* 

So  talk'd  the  spirited  sly  snake ;  and  Eve, 
Tet  more  amax'd,  unwary  thus  replied. 

*•  Serpent,  thy  overpraising  leaves  in  doubt 
Tbc  virtue  of  that  fruit,  in  thee  first  prov*d : 
But  aay,  where  grows  the  tree  ?  from  hence  liow  fiir  ? 
For  many  are  the  trees  of  God  that  grow 
In  Pvadtse,  and  various,  yet  unknown 
To  us  ;  in  such  abundance  lies  our  choice. 
As  leaves  a  greater  store  of  fruit  untouch'd, 
ftiii  hanging  incorruptible,  till  men 
Grow  up  to  their  provision,  and  more  hands 
Help  to  disburden  Nature  of  her  birth.** 

To  whom  the  wily  adder,  blithe  and  glad. 
••  Empress,  the  way  is  ready,  and  not  long ; 
Bcyood  a  row  of  mjrrtles,  on  a  flat. 
Fast  by  a  fountain,  one  small  tiuckct  past 
Of  blowing  myrrh  and  balm :  if  thou  accept 
Afy  conduct,  I  can  bring  thee  tliither  soon.'*   [roU'd 

"  Lead  then,"  said  Eve.     He,  leading,  swiftly 
la  tangles,  and  made  intricate  seem  straight, 
To  nuKhief  swift.     Hope  elevates,  and  joy 
Brightens  his  crest ;  as  when  a  wandering  fire, 
Cowpact  of  unctuous  vapour,  which  the  night 
Ctmiitmft,  and  the  cold  environs  round, 
Kiiflwl  through  agitation  to  a  flame, 
Wfesck  oft,  they  say,  some  evil  spirit  attends, 
Hovcffing  and  bla^ng  with  delusive  light, 
IMfdi  die  amax'd  night-wanderer  from  his  way 
To  bo|^  and  mires,  and  oft  through  pond  or  pool ; 
TWre  swallow'd  up  and  lost,  from  succour  fir : 
80  ftister*d  the  dire  snake,  and  into  fraud 
Lei  Eve,  our  credulous  mother,  to  the  tree 
Of  prohibition,  root  of  all  our  woe ; 
WUch  when  she  saw,  thus  to  her  guide  she  spake. 

"Sopent,  we  m^fat  liave  spar'd  our  coming 
hither, 
^■Ikss  to  me,  though  fruit  be  here  to  excess, 
IW  ovdit  of  whose  virtue  rest  witii  thee ; 
Voadrous  indeed,  if  cause  of  such  effects. 
Bat  of  this  tree  we  may  not  taste  nor  touch ; 


God  so  commanded,  and  left  that  command 
Sole  daughter  of  his  voice ;  the  rest,  we  live 
Law  to  ourselves;  our  reason  is  our  law.'* 

To  whom  the  tempter  guilefully  replied. 
"  Indeed !  hath  God  tlien  said  that  of  the  fhiit 
Of  all  these  garden-trees  ye  shall  not  eat. 
Yet  lords  dedar'd  of  all  in  Earth  or  Air  ?" 

To  whom  dius  Eve,  yet  smiess.     **  Of  the  fruit 
Of  each  tree  in  the  gaifden  we  may  eat ; 
But  of  the  fruit  of  this  fair  tree  amidst 
The  garden,  God  hath  said,  *  Ye  shall  not  eat 
Hiereof,  nor  shall  ye  touch  it,  lest  ye  die.'  " 

She  scarce  had  said,  though  brief,  when  now 
more  bold 
The  tempter,  but  with  show  of  zeal  and  love 
To  Man,  and  indignation  at  his  wrong. 
New  part  puts  on ;  and,  as  to  passion  mov'd, 
Fluctuates  disturb'd,  yet  comely  and  in  act 
Rais'd,  as  of  some  great  matter  to  begin. 
As  when  of  old  some  orator  renown*^ 
In  Athens  or  free  Rome,  where  eloquence 
Flourish'd,  since  mute !  to  some  great  cause  ad- 

dres6*d. 
Stood  in  himself  collected ;  while  each  part. 
Motion,  each  act,  won  audience  ere  the  tongue ; 
Sometimes  in  height  began,  as  no  delay 
Of  preface  brooking,  through  his  seal  of  right : 
So  standing,  moving,  or  to  height  up  g^wn, 
The  tempter,  all  impassion'd,  thus.began. 

*'  O  sacred,  wise,  and  wisdonugiving  plant, 
Mother  of  science !  now  I  feel  thy  power 
Within  me  clear ;  not  only  to  discern 
Things  in  their  causes,  but  to  trace  the  ways 
Of  highest  agents,  deem'd  however  wise. 
Queen  of  this  universe !  do  not  believe 
Those  rigid  threats  of  death  ;  ye  shall  not  die : 
How  should  you  ?  by  the  fruit  ?  it  gives  you  life 
To  knowledge ;  by  the  threatener  ?  look  on  me. 
Me,  who  have  touch'd  and  tasted ;  yet  both  live. 
And  life  more  perfect  have  attain'd  than  Fate 
Meant  me,  by  venturing  higher  than  my  lot. 
Shall  that  be  shut  to  man,  which  to  the  beast 
Is  open  ?  or  will  God  incense  his  ire 
For  such  a  petty  trespass  ?  and  not  praise 
Rather  your  dauntless  virtue,  whom  the  pain 
Of  death  denounc'd,  whatever  thing  death  be^ 
Deterr'd  not  from  achieving  what  might  lead 
To  Iiappier  life,  knowledge  of  good  and  evil ; 
Of  good,  how  just?  of  evil,  if  what  is  evil 
Be  real,  why  not  known,  since  easier  shunn'd  ? 
God  therefore  cannot  hurt  ye,  and  be  just; 
Not  just,  not  God :  not  fear'd  then,  nor  obey'd : 
Your  fear  itself  of  death  removes  the  fear. 
Why  then  was  this  forbid?  Why,  but  to  awe ; 
Why,  but  to  keep  ye  low  and  ignorant. 
His  worshippers  ?    He  knows  that  in  the  day 
Ye  eat  thereof,  your  eyes  that  seem  so  clear, 
Yet  are  but  dim,  shall  perfectly  be  then 
Open'd  and  clear'd,  and  ye  shall  be  as  gods. 
Knowing  both  good  and  evil,  as  they  know. 
That  ye  shall  be  as  gods,  since  I  as  Man, 
Internal  Man,  is  but  proportion  meet ; 
I,  of  brute,  human ;  ye,  of  human,  gods. 
So  ye  shall  die,  perhaps,  by  putting  off 
Human,  to  put  on  gods ;  death  to  be  wished,  ^ 
Though  threaten'd,  which  no  worse  than  nhis  can 

bring. 
And  what  are  gods,  that  man  may  not  become 
As  they,  participating  god-like  fbod  ? 
lYie  gods  are  fin^  and  that  advantage  use 
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On  our  belief  that  all  from  tliem  proceeds : 
I  questioo  it ;  for  this  fiiir  Earth  I  see, 
Wann*d  by  die  Sun,  producing  every  kind ; 
Them,  nodung :  if  they  all  things,  who  endos'd  - 
KnoTfledge  of  good  and  evil  in  this  tree. 
That  whoso  eats  thereof  forthwith  attains 
I^Hsdom  without  their  leave  ?  and  wherein  lies 
The  offence,  that  man  should  thus  attain  to  know  ? 
What  can  your  knowledge  hurt  him,  or  this  tree 
Impart  against  his  will,  if  all  be  his? 
Or  is  it  envy?  and  can  envy  dwell  [more 

In  heavenly  breasts  ?^'nicsc,  these,  and  many 
Causes  import  your  need  of  this  fair  fhtit. 
Goddess  hwnane,  reach  then,  and  freely  taste.*' 

He  ended ;  and  his  words,  replete  with  guile 
Into  her  heart  too  easy  entrance  won  : 
Flx'd  on  the  fruit  she  gai*d,  which  to  bdx>ld 
Might  tempt  alone ;  and  in  her  ears  the  sound 
Yet  rung  ^  his  persuasive  words,  impregn'd 
With  reason,  to  her  seeming,  and  with  truth : 
Meanwhile  the  hour  of  noon  drew  on,  and  wak*d 
An  eager  ^>petite,  mis'd  by  the  smell 
So  savoury  <^  that  fruit,  which  with  desire, 
Inclinable  now  groiwn  to  touch  or  taste. 
Solicited  her  longing  eye ;  yet  first 
Pausing  a  while,  thus  to  hmelf  she  mus'd. 

"  Great  are  thy  virtues,  doubtless,  best  of  fhiits, 
Thougli  kept  from  man,  and  worthy  to  be  admir*d ; 
Whose  taste,  too  long  foibom,  at  first  assay 
Gave  elocution  to  the  mute,  and  taught       [praise : 
The  tongue  not  made  for  speech,  to  speak  thy 
Thy  praise  he  also,  who  forbids  thy  use. 
Conceals  not  from  us,  naming  thee  die  tree 
Of  knowledge,  knowledge  both  of  good  and  evil ; 
Forbids  us  tiben  to  taste !  but  his  forbidding 
Commends  diee  more,  while  it  infers  die  good 
By  thee  communicated,  and  our  want : 
For  good  unknown  sure  is  not  had ;  or,  had 
And  yet  unknown,  is  as  not  had  at  all. 
In  plain  then,  what  forbids  he  but  to  know, 
Forbids  us  good,  forbids  us  to  l)c  wise  ? 
Such  prohibitions  bind  not.     But,  if  death 
Bind  us  with  after-bands,  what  profits  then 
Our  inward  freedom  ?     In  the  day  we  eat 
Of  this  fair  fhiit,  our  doom  is,  we  sliall  die  ! 
How  dies  the  serpent  ?  he  hath  eat'n  and  lives. 
And  knows,  and  speaks,  and  reasons,  and  discerns, 
Imuional,  till  then.     For  us  alone 
Was  death  invented?  or  to  us  denied 
This  intellectual  food,  for  beasts  reserv*d? 
For  beasts  it  seems  :  yet  that  one  beast  which  first 
Hath  tasted  envies  not,  but  brings  with  joy 
The  good  befall*n  him,  author  unsuspect, 
Friendly  to  man,  far  from  deceit  or  guile. 
What  fear  I  then  ?  rather,  what  know  to  fear 
Under  thn  ignorance  of  good  and  evil. 
Of  God  or  death,  of  law  or  penalty  ? 
Here  g^ws  the  cure  of  all,  this  fruit  divine, 
Fair  to  the  eye,  inviting  to  the  taste, 
Of  virtue  to  make  wise :  what  hinders  then 
To  reach,  and  feed  at  once  both  body  and  mind?** 

So  sayings  her  rash  hand  in  evil  hour 
Forth  reaching  to  the  fruit,  she  pluck*d,  she  eat ! 
Earth  felt  the  wound,  and  Nature  from  her  seat. 
Sighing  through  all  her  works,  gave  signs  of  woe. 
That  sll  Was  lost.     Back  to  the  thicket  slunk 
The  guflty  serpent ;  and  well  might ;  for  Eve, 
Intent  now  wholly  on  licr  taste,  nought  else 
Regarded ;  such  delight  till  then,  as  seem'd. 
In  fruit  she  never  t«^i  whether  true 


Or  fiuKied  so,  through  expectation  high 

Of  knowledge;  nor  was  godhead  from  her  thought. 

Greedily  she  engorg*d  without  restraint. 

And  knew  not  eating  death :  satiate  at  length. 

And  heighten*d  as  with  vrine^  jocund  and  boon. 

Thus  to  herself  she  pleasingly  began. 

<*  O  sovran,  virtuous,  precious  of  all  trees 
In  Paradise !  of  operation  blest 
To  sapience,  hitherto  obscur'd,  infiun*d« 
And  thy  fiiir  fruit  let  hang,  as  to  no  end 
Created ;  but  henceforth  my  early  care. 
Not  widiout  song,  each  morning,  and  due  pratae. 
Shall  tend  thee,  and  the  fertile  burden  ease 
Of  diy  fuU  brsnches  offer'd  free  to  all ; 
Till,  dieted  by  thee,  I  grow  mature 
In  knowledge,  as  the  gods,  who  all  things  know  ; 
Though  others  envy  what  dtey  cannot  give. 
For,  bid  the  gift  been  theirs,  it  had  not  here 
Thus  grown.     Experience,  next,  to  diee  I  owe. 
Best  guide :  not  foUovring  thee,  I  had  remain*d 
In  ignorance ;  thou  open*st  wisdom's  way^ 
And  giv'st  access,  though  secret  she  retire. 
And  I  perhaps  am  secret :   Heaven  is  hi^h. 
High,  and  remote  to  see  from  thence  distinct 
Eadi  thing  on  Earth ;  and  other  care  peihapa 
May  have  diverted  firom  continual  watch 
Our  great  Forbidder,  safe  with  all  his  spies 
About  him.     But  to  Adam  in  what  sort 
Shall  I  appear  ?  shall  I  to  him  make  known 
As  yet  my  change,  and  give  him  to  partake 
Full  happiness  widi  me,  or  rather  not. 
But  keep  the  odds  of  knowledge  in  my  power 
Without  copartner?  so  to  add  vrhat  wants 
In  female  sex,  the  more  to  draw  his  love, 
And  render  me  more  equal ;  and  perhaps, 
A  thing  not  undesirable,  sometime 
Superior :  for,  inferior,  who  is  fVee? 
This  nuiy  be  well :  but  what  if  God  have  seen. 
And  death  ensue?  then  I  shall  be  no  more ! 
And  Adam,  wedded  to  anodier  Eve, 
Shall  live  with  her  enjoying,  I  extinct ; 
A  death  to  think  !     Confirm'd  then  I  resolve, 
Adam  shall  share  with  me  in  bliss  or  woe : 
So  dear  I  love  him,  that  with  him  all  deaths 
I  could  endure,  without  him  live  no  life.*' 

So  8a3ring,  from  the  tree  her  step  she  tum'd  ; 
But  first  low  reverence  done,  as  to  the  Power 
That  dwelt  within,  whose  presence  had  infbs*d 
Into  the  plant  sciential  sap,  deriv'd 
From  nectar,  drink  of  gods,     Adam  the  while 
Waiting  desirous  her  return,  had  wove 
Of  choicest  flowers  a  garland,  to  adorn 
Her  tresses,  and  her  rural  labours  crown  ; 
As  reapers  oft  are  wont  their  harvest-queen. 
Great  joy  he  promis'd  to  his  thoughts,  and  new 
Solace  in  her  return,  so  long  delay'd : 
Yet  ofl  hb  heart,  divine  of  something  ill, 
Mi»ave  him ;  he  the  faltering  measure  felt ; 
And  forth  to  meet  her  went,  the  vray  she  took 
That  mom  when  first  they  parted :  by  the  tree 
Of  knowledge  he  must  pass ;  there  he  her  met. 
Scarce  from  the  tree  returning ;  in  her  hand 
A  bough  of  fairest  fhiit,  that  downy  smil'd. 
New  gsther'd,  and  ambrosial  smell  diffus'd. 
To  him  she  hasted ;  in  her  face  excuse 
Came  prologue,  and  apology  too  prompt ; 
Which,  with  bland  words  at  will,  she  thus-address'd. 

*<  Hast  thou  not  wonder'd,  Adam,  at  my  stay  ? 
I  Thee  I  have  miss'd,  and  thought  it  long,  dkpriv'd 
I  Thy  presence ;  agony  of  love  till  now      . 
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N«C  fek,  mlr  ahall  be  tivice  ;  for  never  more 

McM  I  to  try,  what  rash  untried  I  sought, 

Utepunofabeence  from  thy  sight.     But 

Hilh  been  the  cause,  and  wcmdnful  to  hear 

Tin  tree  is  not,  as  we  are  told,  a  tree 

Of  danger  tasted,  nor  to  eril  unknown 

Opening  the  way,  but  of  dinne  effect 

To  open  eyes,  and  make  them  gods  who  taste ; 

And  hith  beoi  tasted  such :  the  serpent  wise, 

Or  not  restrain'd  as  we,  or  not  ob^ng. 

Hath  calen  of  the  fruit ;  and  is  become, 

Not  dead,  as  we  are  tbreaten'd,  but  thenceforth   . 

Eadoed  with  human  voice  and  human  senses 

Bfawoiring  to  admiration ;  and  with  me 

Pcnaaavdy  hath  so  prerail'd,  that  I 

Hace  sbo  tasted,  and  have  also  found 

IW  effects  to  correspond ;  opener  mine  eyes 

Dim  erst,  dilated  spirits,  ampler  heart. 

And  growini^  up  to  godhead ;  which  for  thee 

Chiedy  I  sought,  without  thee  can  despisa 

For  btisB,  as  thou  hast  part,  to  me  is  bliss ; 

Tedious^  umiiar'd  with  thee,  and  odious  sooik 

Tkm  therefore  also  taste,  that  equal  lot 

May  join  us,  equal  joy,  as  equal  love ; 

Lest,  thou  noft  tasting,  difibrent  degree 

Di^otn  us,  and  I  th^  too  late  renounce 

Detey  for  thee  when  Fate  will  not  permit.** 

Ibis  Eve  with  countenance  blithe  her  story  told ; 
But  in  her  cheek  distemper  flushing  glow'd. 
On  the  other  aide,  Adam,  soon  as  he  heard 
Tbt  fatal  trespaas  done  by  Eve,  amaz'd, 
Aslonaed  stood  and  blank,  while  horrour  chill 
Ran  ttavugh  his  veins,  and  all  his  joints  relax*d ; 
Vma  his  sbck  band  the  garhmd  vmreath'd  for  Eve 
Doira  dropt,  and  all  the  iaded  roses  shed : 
apCKfalesB  he  stood  and  pale,  till  thus  at  length 
Krtt  to  hnnedf  be  inward  silence  broke. 

"Ofiuiest  of  creation,  hut  and  best 
or  an  God's  works,  creature  in  whom  ezcell'd 
Whatever  can  to  sight  or  thought  be  form*d. 
Holy,  divine,  good,  amiable,  or  sweet ! 
How  art  thou  lost !  how  on  a  sudden  lost, 
De&c*d,  deflower'd,  and  now  to  death  devote  ! 
Rsdier,  how  hast  thou  yielded  to  transgress 
The  mict  forbiddance,  how  to  viokUe 
Tke  acred  fruit  fivbidden !     Some  cursed  fraud 
Of  enemy  hath  beguil*d  thee,  yet  unknown, 
Attl  me  with  thee  hath  ruin*d;  for  with  thee 
Certam  my  resc^ution  is  to  die : 
Bom  can  I  live  without  thee  !  how  for^ 
%  sweet  copvdrae,  and  love  so  dearly  join*d. 
To  live  again  in  these  wild  woods  forlorn ! 
Shook!  God  create  another  Eve,  and  I 
Another  rib  affonl,  yet  loss  of  thee 
Wodd  never  from  my  heart :  no,  no !  I  feel 
Tbe  fink  of  Nature  draw  me:  flesh  of  flesh. 
Bone  of  my  bone  thou  art,  and  from  thy  state 
Ifiae  never  shall  be  parted,  bliss  or  woe." 

So  having  said,  as  one  from  sad  dismay 
Beeondbrted,  and  after  thoughts  d»turb*d 
Ssbmitting  to  what  seem*d  remediless. 
Thus  m  calm  nnood  his  words  to  Eve  he  tum*d. 

"  Bold  deedtfioa  bast  preaum*d,  adventurous  Eve, 
And  peril  great  proTok*d,  who  thus  hast  dar*d, 
Had  it  been  only  coveting  to  eye 
Tht  aacred  fruit,  sacred  to  Abstinence, 
Ihch  more  to  taste  it  under  ban  to  touch. 
Bat  pat  who  can  recall,  or  done  undo? 
Net  God  Omnipofeent,  nor  Fate ;  yet  so 
Bedafis  thou  shah  not  die,  perhaps  the  fact 
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Is  not  so  heinous  now,  foretasted  fruit, 

Profan'd  int  by  the  serpent,  by  hhn  first 

Made  conmion,  and  unhallow'd,  ere  our  taste : 

Nor  yet  on  him  found  deadly;  he  yet  lives; 

Lives,  as  thou  saidst,  and  gains  to  live,  as  Bfan, 

Higher  degree  of  lifo :  inducement  strong 

To  us,  as  likely  tasting  to  attain 

Fhyportional  ascent ;  wfaidi  cannot  be 

But  to  be  gods,  or  angels,  demi-gods. 

Nor  can  I  think  that  God,  Creator  wise. 

Though  threatening,  will  in  earnest  so  destroy 

Us  his  prime  creatures,  di^fled  so  high. 

Set  over  all  his  works ;  which  in  our  foil. 

For  us  crrated,  needs  with  us  must  fail. 

Dependant  made ;  so  God  shall  uncreate. 

Be  frustrate,  do,  undo,  and  bdxmr  lose ; 

Not  well  conceiv*d  of  God,  who,  though  his  power 

Creation  could  repeat,  yet  would  be  loth 

Us  to  abolish,  lest  the  adversary 

Triumph,  and  say ;  *  Fickle  their  state  whom  God 

Most  favours ;  who  can  please  him  long  ?  Me  first 

He  nun*d,  now  Mankind  ;  whom  wUl  lie  next?* 

Matter  of  acorn,  not  to  be  given  the  foe. 

However  I  with  thee  have  fix*d  my  lot. 

Certain  to  undergo  like  doom:  if  death 

Consort  with  thee,  death  is  to  me  as  lifo ; 

So  forcible  within  my  heart  I  feel 

The  bond  of  Nature  draw  me  to  my  own  ; 

My  own  in  thee,  for  what  thou  art  is  mine ; 

Our  state  cannot  be  sever*d ;  we  are  one. 

One  flesh ;  to  lose  Aee  were  to  lose  myself.** 

So  Adam ;  and  thus  Eve  to  liim  replied, 
««  O  glorious  trial  of  exceeding  love. 
Illustrious  evidence,  example  high ! 
Engaging  me  to  emulate ;  but,  short 
Of  thy  perfection,  how  shall  I  attain, 
Adam?  from  whose  dear  side  I  boast  me  sprung. 
And  gladly  of  our  union  hear  thee  speak. 
One  heart,  one  soul  in  both ;  whereof  good  proof 
This  day  afibrds,  declaring  thee  resolv'd, 
Rather  than  death,  or  aught  than  death  more  dread. 
Shall  separate  us,  link*d  in  love  so  dear. 
To  undergo  with  me  one  gjuilt,  one  crime, 
If  any  be,  of  tasting  this  fair  fruit ; 
Whose  virtue,  (for  of  good  still  good  proceeds; 
Direct,  or  by  occasion,)  hath  presented 
This  happy  trial  of  thy  love,  which  else 
So  eminently  never  had  been  known. 
Were  it  I  thought  death  menac'd  would  ensue 
This  my  attempt,  I  would  sustain  alone 
The  worst,  and  not  persuade  thee,  rather  die 
Deserted,  than  oblige  thee  with  a  foct  ^ 
Pernicious  to  thy  peace;  chiefly,  assur'd 
Remarkably  so  bte  of  thy  so  true, 
So  faithful,  love  unequaird :  but  I  feel 
Far  othervidse  the  event ;  not  death,  but  Kfo 
Augmented,  open'd  eyes,  new  hopes,  new  joys, 
Taste  so  divine,  that  wl»t  of  sweet  before 
Hath  touch'd  my  sense,  flat^eems  to  this,  and  harsh. 
On  my  experience,  Adam,  freely  taste,       ^ 
And  fear  of  death  deliver  to  the  winds." 

So  saying,  she  embrac*d  him,  and  for  joy 
Tenderly  wept ;  much  won,  that  he  his  love 
Had  so  ennobled,  as  of  choice  to  incur 
Divine  displeasure  for  her  sake,  or  death. 
In  recompense  (for  such  compliance  bad 
Such  recompense  best  merits)  from  the  bough 
She  gave  him  of  that  feir  enticing  fruit 
With  liberal  hand :  he  scrupled  not  to  eat, 
Affainst  his  better  knowledge,;  not  decetv'd, 
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But  fondly  OTerooiiM  with  feoMle  dlianii. 

Earth  trembled  from  her  entrails,  as  again 

In  pangs ;  and  Nature  gave  a  second  groan ; 

Sky  lour*d;  and,  muttering  thunder,  some  sad  drops 

Wept  at  completing  of  the  mortal  sin 

Origuial :  .while  Adam  took  no  thought, 

Eating  his  fill :  nor  Eve  to  iterate 

Her  former  trespa<e  fear'd,  the  more  to  sooth 

Him  with  lier  lov'd  sodety  ;  that  now, 

As  with  new  wine  intoxicated  both. 

They  swim  in  mirtli,  and  fiincy  that  they  feel 

Divinity  witliin  ihem  breeding  wings, 

Whcrewitii  to  scorn  the  Earth  :  hut  that  false  fruit 

Far  other  operation  first  displayed. 

Carnal  desire  inflaming :  he  on  Eve 

Began  to  cast  lascivious  eyes ;  she  him 

As  wantonly  repaid ;  in  lust  they  bum  : 

Till  Adam  thus  *gan  Eve  to  dalliance  move. 

<<  Eve,  now  I  sec  thou  art  exact  of  taste, 
And  elegant,  of  sapience  no  small  part ; 
Since  to  each  meaning  savour  we  apply 
And  palate  call  judicious ;  I  the  praise 
Yield  thee,  so  well  this  day  thou  hast  purvey'd. 
Much  pleasure  we  have  loist,  while  we  abstain'd 
From  this  delightful  fruit,  nor  known  till  now 
True  relish,  tastmg ;  if  such  pleasure  be 
In  things  to  us  forbidd*n,  it  might  be  wish*d. 
For  this  one  tree  had  been  forbidden  ten. 
But  come,  so  well  rcfresh'd,  now  let  us  play. 
As  meet  is,  after  such  delicious  fare  ; 
For  never  did  thy  beauty,  since  the  day 
I  saw  thee  first  and  wedded  thee,  adom'd 
With  all  perfections,  so  inflame  my  sense 
Witli  ardour  to  enjoy  thee,  fairer  now 
Than  ever :  bounty  of  this  virtuous  tree  !** 

So  said  he,  and  forbore  not  glance  or  toy 
Of  amorous  intent ;  well  understood 
Of  Eve,  whose  eye  darted  contagious  fire. 
Her  hand  he  seix*d ;  and  to  a  shady  bank. 
Thick  ovcr-head  with  verdant  roof  imbowcr'd. 
He  led  her  nothing  loth  ;  flowers  were  the  couch, 
Pansies,  and  violets,  and  asphodel. 
And  hyacipths ;  Earth's  freshest  softest  lap. 
There  they  their  fill  of  love  and  love*s  disport 
Took  largely,  of  their  mutual  guilt  the  seal. 
The  solace  of  their  sin :  till  dewy  sleep 
Oppress*d  them,  ivearied  with  their  amorous  play. 
Soon  as  the  force  of  that  fallacious  fruit. 
That  with  exhihu«ting  irapour  bland 
About  theur  spirits  h^  play'd,  and  inmost  powers 
Made  err^  was  now  exhal*d ;  and  grosser  sleeps 
Bred  of  unkindly  fumes,  with  conscious  dreams 
Encurober'd,  now  had  Icfk  them  ;  up  they  rose 
As  from  unrest ;  and,  each  the  other  viewing. 
Soon  found  their  eyes  hoiw  open*d,  and  their  minds 
How  darken*d :  innocence,  that  as  a  v&l 
Had  shadow*d  them  ftom  knowing  ill,  was  gone ; 
Just  confidence,  and  native  righteousness, 
And  honour,  from  about  them,  naked  left 
To  guilty  shame ;  he  covered,  but  his  robe 
Uncovered  more.     So  rose  the  Danite  strong, 
Herculean  Samson,  from  the  harloUlap 
Of  Fhilist&m  Dalilah,  and  wak'd 
Shorn  of  his  strength,  they  destitute  and  bare 
Of  all  their  virtue :  silent,  and  in  face 
Confounded,  long  they  sat,  as  strucken  mute : 
7111  Adam,  though  not  less  than  Eve  abash*d. 
At  letigth  gave  utterance  to  these  words  constrained. 

"  O  Eve,  in  evil  hour  thou  didst  give  ear 
To  that  false  wonn^  of  whomsoever  taught 


To  coimtarfieit  raan*s  voice ;  true  in  our  fell. 

False  in  our  promisM  rising ;  since  our  eyes 

Open*d  we  find  indeed,  and  find  we  know 

Both  good  and  evil ;  good  lost,  and  evil  got ; 

Bad  fruit  of  knowledge ;  if  this  be  to  know ; 

WTiich  leaves  us  naked  thus,  of  honour  void, 

Of  innocence,  of  fidth,  of  purity. 

Our  wonted  ornaments  now  soil'd  and  stain'd. 

And  in  our  faces  evident  the  signs 

Of  foul  concupiscence ;  whence  evil  store 

Even  sliome,  the  last  of  evils ;  of  the  first 

Be  sure  then.  —  How  shall  I  bdiold  the  face 

Henceforth  of  God  or  angel,  erst  witli  joy 

And  rapture  so  oft  beheld  ?    Those  heavenly  shapes 

Will  dazzle  now  this  earthly  witli  their  blazo 

Insufferably  bright.     O  !  might  I  here 

In  solitude  live  savage ;  in  some  glade 

Obscur*d,  where  hi^est  woods,  impenetrable 

To  star  or  sun-light,  spread  Aeir  umbrage  broad 

And  brown  as  evening :  cover  me,  ye  pines ! 

Ye  cedars,  with  innumerable  boughs 

Hide  me,  where  I  may  never  see  them  more !  — 

But  let  us  now,  as  in  bad  plight,  devise 

Wliat  best  may  for  the  present  serve  to  hide 

Tlie  parts  of  each  from  other,  that  seem  most 

To  sliamc  obnoxious,  and  unseemliest  seen; 

Some  tree,  whose  broad  smooth  leaves  togetliersew'd. 

And  girded  on  our  loins,  may  cover  round 

ThotiC  middle  parts ;  that  this  new  coiner,  Shame, 

Tlicrc  sit  not,  and  reproach  us  as  unclean.'* 

So  counseird  he,  and  both  together  went 
Into  the  thickest  wood ;  there  soon  they  chose 
The  fig-tree ;  not  that  kind  for  fruit  renown'd. 
But  such  as  at  this  day,  to  Indians  known. 
In  Malabar  or  Decan  spreads  her  arms 
Branching  so  broad  and  long,  that  in  the  ground 
The  bended  twigs  take  root,  and  daughters  grow 
About  the  mother  tree,  a  pillar*d  shade 
High  over-arch*d,  and  echoing  walks  between : 
There  ofl  the  Indian  herdsman,  shunning  heat. 
Shelters  in  cool,  and  tends  his  pasturing  herds 
At  loop-holes  cut  through  thickest  shade:  those 

leaves 
Hiey  gather'd,  broad  as  Amazonian  targe ; 
And,  with  what  skill  they  had,  together  sew*d. 
To  gird  theur  waist ;  vain  covering,  if  to  hide 
Their  guilt  and  dreaded  shame  !  O,  how  unlike 
To  that  first  naked  glory !     Such  of  late 
Columbus  foimd  the  American,  te  girt 
With  feather'd  cincture ;  naked  else,  and  wild 
Among  the  trees  on  isles  and  woody  shores,     [part 
Thus  fene*d,  and,  as  they  thought,  their  shame  in 
Covcr*d,  but  not  at  rest  or  ease  of  noind. 
They  sat  them  down  to  weep  ;  nor  only  tears 
Bain*d  at  their  eyes,  but  high  winds  worse  within 
Began  to  rise,  high  passions,  anger,  hate. 
Mistrust,  su^don,  discord ;  and  shook  sore 
Thdr  inward  state  of  mind,  calm  region  once 
And  full  of  peace,  now  tost  and  tuibulent : 
For  Understanding  rul'd  not,  and  the  Will 
Heard  not  her  lore  ;  both  in  subjection  now 
To  Sensual  Appetite,  who  from  beneath 
Usurping  over  sovran  Reason  claim*d 
Superior  sway :  from  thus  distemper'd  breast, 
Adam,  estranged  m  look  and  altered  style 
Speech  intermitted  thus  to  Eve  renewed.         [staid 

"  Would  thou  hadst  hearkened  to  my  words,  and 
With  rac,  as  I  besought  thee,  when  that  strange 
Desire  of  wandering,  this  unhappy  mom, 
I  know  not  whence  possessed  thee ;  we  bad  then 
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n'd  idD  hippy ;  net,  ai  now,  tepoil'd 
or  all  our  good ;  iliui*d,  iMked,  mberable ! 
Let  none  hencelbrth  seek  ncedleai  cnue  to 
TW  fiibb  tliej  owe ;  wben  emiestly  ^mj  seek' 
Sacfa  pnoi,  condttde,  tbej  then  begin  to  fiuL" 

lb  wfaom,  soon  moT'd  with  touch  of  bkme,  thus 
Eve. 
**  What  woeda  bare  paaa'd  thy  lips,  Adam  aevefe ! 
Inpnt'st  tfaoa  that  to  my  defimlt,  or  will 
Of  wandering  as  thou  call'st  it,  which  who  knows 
Bat  mi^it  as  HI  have  happen*d  thou  being  by, 
Or  to  t^rself  perhaps?     Hadst  thou  been  there, 
Or  here  the  attempt,  thou  couldst  not  have  discem'd 
Aaod  in  tlie  serpent,  speaking  as  be  spake ; 
No  ground  of  eimiity  between  us  known, 
Why  faeiiiould  mean  me  ill,  or  sedc  to  harm. 
Was  I  to  have  never  parted  from  thy  side? 
As  good  have  grown  there  still  a  lifeless  rib. 
Bci^g  as  I  am,  why  didst  not  thou,  the  head, 
CaaDmand  nne  absolutely  not  to  go, 
Going  into  such  danger,  as  thou  saidst? 
Too  facile  then,  thou  didst  not  much  gainsay ; 
Kay,  didst  permit,  approve,  and  fair  dismiss. 
Haiht  tfaou  been  firm  and  fix*d  in  diy  dissent, 
Neither  had  I  transgress'd,  nor  thou  with  me.** 

To  whom,  then  first  incens*d,  Adam  replied. 
"Is  this  the  love,  is  this  the  recompense 
Of  mine  to  thee,  ingratefiil  Eve !  £zpress*d 
IswiataWr^  when  thou  wert  lost,  not  I; 
Wha  aigfat  have  liv*d,  and  joy*d  immortal  bliss, 
Tet  wiUmgly  chose  rather  death  with  thee? 
Aad  am  I  now  upbraided  as  the  cause 
Of  thy  transgressing  ?     Not  enough  severe, 
It  seems,  in  thy  restraint :  what  could  I  more  ? 
I  wsm'd  thee,  I  admonish'd  thee,  foretold 
The  dai^er,  and  the  lurking  enemy 
TkiA  lay  in  wait ;  beyond  &a  had  been  force ; 
Aad  farce  upon  free-will  hath  here  no  place. 
Bat  confidence  then  bore  thee  on ;  secure 
Eidar  to  meet:  no  danger,  or  to  find 
Miitcr  of  ciorious  trial ;  and  perhaps 
I  also  cnr'd,  in  overmuch  admiring 
Whatseem'd  m  thee  so  perfect,  that  I  thought 
No  cril  durst  attempt  thee ;  but  I  rue 
Ikst  cfTOur  now,  which  is  become  my  crime, 
Aad  tfaou  die  accuser.     Thus  it  shall  befall 
Him,  wbo^  to  worth  in  women  overtrusting, 
Leii  her  vrill  rule :  restraint  she  will  not  brook  ; 
Aad,  kft  to  herad^  if  evil  thence  ensue, 
8ke  first  hia  weak  indulgence  will  accuse.*' 

TWm  they  in  mutual  accusation  spent 
Ihe  firnitkaa  hooia,  but  neither  self-condemning, 
Aad  of  their  vain  cont^  appear'd  no  end. 


BookX. 

The  ArgitmenU 

iaa's  snosgression  known;  the  guaidian-angels 
fiissiii  Faradiae,  and  return  up  to  Heaven  to 
qipiote  their  vigilance,  and  are  approved ;  God 
iT*"»*"g  that  the  entrance  of  Satan  could 
aat  be  by  them  prevented.  He  sends  his  Son 
to  judge  the  transgressors,  who  descends  and 
pfci  sentmca  accordingly ;  then  in  pity  clothes 
Ihcm  botfa^  and  re-ascoids.  Sin  and  Death,  I 
■Oiag  till  then  at  the  gates  of  Hell,  by  ^^on-  I 
denuB  sympathy  feeling  the  success  of  Satan 
ia  Ais  Mvr  world,  and  the  Sm  by  Bian  there ' 


committed,  resolve  to  sit  no  longer  confined 
in  Hell,  but  to  follow  Satan  their  £«  up  to  the 
place  of  Man:  to  make  the  way  easier  fhxn 
Hdl  to  this  world  to  and  fro^  they  pave  a  broad 
highway  or  bridge  over  Chaos,  according  to  the 
track  that  Satan  first  made;  then,  preparing  for 
Earth,  they  meet  him,  proud  of  his  success,  re- 
turning to  Hell ;  their  mutual  gratulation.  Satan 
arrives  at  Pandemonium,  in  fiUl  assembly  relates 
with  boasting  his  success  against  Man ;  tnatead 
of  applause  is  entertained  with  a  general  hiss  by 
all  his  audience,  transformed  with  himself  also 
suddenly  into  serpents  according  to  his  doom 
given  in  Paradise ;  then,  deluded  with  a  show  of 
the  forbidden  tree  springing  up  before  them,  they, 
greedily  reaching  to  take  of  the  fruit,  chew  dint 
and  bitter  ashes.  The  proceedings  of  Sin  and 
Death ;  God  foretels  the  final  victory  of  his  Son 
over  them,  and  the  renewing  of  all  things ;  but 
for  the  present,  commands  his  angels  to  make 
several  alterations  in  the  Heavens  and  dements. 
Adam,  more  and  more  perceiving  his  fallen  con- 
dition, heavily  bewails,  refects  the  condolement 
of  Eve;  she  persists,  and  at  length  appeases  him : 
then,  to  evade  the  cxaw  likdy  to  fall  on  then-  off- 
spring,  proposes  to  Adam  violent  ways,  which 
he  approves  not ;  but,  conceiving  better  hope, 
puts  her  in  mind  of  the  late  promise  made  than, 
that  her  seed  should  be  revenged  on  the  serpent ; 
and  exhorts  her  with  him  to  seek  peace  of  the 
offended  Deity,  by  repentance  and  supplication. 

Mkanwhiuc  the  heinous  and  despitefbl  act 

Of  Satan  done  in  Paradise  ;  and  how 

He,  in  the  serpent,  had  perverted  Eve, 

Her  husband  she,  to  taste  the  fiUal  fruit, 

Was  known  in  Heaven ;  for  what  can  'scape  die  eye 

Of  God  all-seeing,  or  deceive  his  heart 

Omnisdent  ?  who,  in  all  things  wise  and  just, 

Hinder*d  not  Satan  to  attempt  the  mind 

Of  Man,  with  strength  entire,  and  free-will,  arm*d  ^ 

Complete  to  have  discover'd  and  repuk'd 

Whatever  wiles  of  foe  or  seeming  friend. 

For  still  they  knew,  and  ought  to  have  still  re- 

•  member'd, 
Tlie  high  injunction,  not  to  taste  that  fruit. 
Whoever  tempted  ;  which  they  not  obeying 
Incurr'd  (what  could  they  less?)  the  pendty ; 
And,  manifold  in  sin,  d^erv*d  to  fall. 
Up  into  Heaven  from  Paradise  in  haste 
The  angelic  guards  ascend,  mute,  and  sad. 
For  Man;  for  of  his  state  by  thb  they  knew. 
Much  wondering  how  the  subtle  fiend  had  storn 
Entrance  unseen.     Soon  as  the  unwelcome  news 
F^rom  Earth  arrived  at  Heaven-gate,  displeased 
All  were  who  heard ;  dim  sadness  did  not  spare 
That  time  cdestial  visages,  yet,  miz'd 
With  pity,  violated  not  their  bliss. 
About  die  new-arriv*d,  in  multitudes 
The  ethoed  people  ran,  to  hear  and  know 
How  all  befdl :  they  towards  the  throne  supreme. 
Accountable,  made  haste,  to  make  appear 
With  righteous  plea  their  utmost  vi^lance, 
And  ea^  approv*d ;  when  the  Most  High 
Etemd  Father,  fVom  his  secret  doud  ^ 
Amidst,  in  thunder  utter*d  thus  biff  voice. 

«  Asaembled  angels,  and  ye  powers  retum*d 
FVom  unsuccessful  charge,  be  not  dismay  *d. 
Nor  troubled  at  these  tidings  fhnn  the  Earth 
Which  your  sincerest  care  could  not  prevent, 
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Faf^dold  to  nldy  whd  would  oomc  to 

When  firat  this  tempter  croM*d  the  gulf  from  Hdl. 

I  told  ye  then  he  abould  prerail,  ana  speed 

On  his  ImkI  emmd ;  Man  should  be  scduc'd, 

And  flattered  out  of  all,  bcUeiring  lies 

Against  hb  Maker;  no  decree  or  mine 

Concurring  to  necessitate  his  &11, 

Or  touch  with  lightest  moment  of  impiilse 

His  free-will,  to  her  own  inclining  left 

In  eren  scale.     But  frdrn  he  is ;  and  now 

What  rests,  but  that  the  mortal  sentence  pass 

On  his  transgression,— death  denounc'd  that  day? 

Which  he  presumes  already  vain  and  Toid, 

Because  not  yet  inflicted,  as  he  fear*d, 

By  some  immediate  stroke ;  but  soon  shall  find 

Fotbearance  no  acquittance,  ere  day  end. 

Justice  shall  not  return  as  bounty  sooni*d. 

But  whom  send  I  to  judge  them  ?  whom  but  thee. 

Vicegerent  Son  ?     To  thee  I  have  transferr'd 

All  judgment,  wliether  in  Heaven,  or  Earth,  or  Hell. 

Easy  it  may  be  seen  that  I  intend 

Mercy  colleague  with  justice,  sending  thee 

Man's  friend,  his  Mediator,  his  design'd 

Both  ransom  and  Redeemer  voluntary, 

And  destin'd  Man  himself  to  judge  Man  fairn." 

So  spake  the  Father ;  and,  unfdding  bright 
Toward  the  right  hand  his  glory,  on  the  Son 
Blas*d  forth  unclouded  deity :  he  full 
Resplendent  all  his  Father  manifest 
Ex|mB*d,  and  thus  divinely  answer*d  mild. 

**  Father  Eternal,  thine  is  to  decree ; 
Mine,  both  in  Heaven  and  Earth,  to  do  thy  will 
Supreme ;  that  thou  in  mc,  thy  Son  belov*d, 
May'st  ever  rest  well  pleas*d.     I  go  to  judge 
On  Earth  these  thy  transgressors ;  but  thou  know'st, 
Whoever  judg*d,  the  vrorst  on  me  must  lights 
When  time  shall  be ;  for  so  I  undertook 
Before  thee;  and,  not  repenting,  this  obtain 
Of  right,  that  I  mi^  mitigate  their  doom 
On  me  deriv*d ;  yet  I  shall  temper  so 
Justice  with  mercy,  as  may  illustrate  most 
Them  fully  satisfled,  and  thee  appease. 
Attendance  none  shall  need,  nor  train,  where  none 
Are  to  behold  the  judgment,  but  the  judg'd. 
Those  two;  the  third  best  absent  is  condemned, 
Convict  by  fliglit,  and  rebel  to  all  law  : 
Conviction  to  the  serpent  none  belongs.** 

Unis  saying,  fitmi  his  radiant  seat  be  rose 
Of  high  collateral  glory.  Him  thrones,  and  powers, 
Princedoms,  and  dominations  ministrant. 
Accompanied  to  Heaven-gate ;  from  whence 
Eden,  and  all  the  coast,  in  prospect  ky. 
Down  he  descended  straight;  the  speed  of  gods 
Time  counts  not,   though  with  svriftest  minutes 

wing'd. 
Now  was  the  Sun  in  western  cadence  low 
From  noon,  and  gentle  airs,  due  at  their  hour, 
Tofrui  the  Earth  now  wak*d,  and  usher  in 
The  evening  cool ;  when  he,  frtmi  wrath  more  cool, 
Came  the  mild  judge,  and  intercessor  both. 
To  sentence  filan :  the  voice  of  God  they  heard 
Now  walking  in  the  garden,  by  soft  winds    [heard, 
Brought  to  their  ears,  while  day  dcclin*d;  they 
And  from  his  presence  hid  themselves  among 
The  thickest  trees,  both  man  and  wife ;  till  God, 
Approaching,  thus  to  Adam  caird  aloud. 

**  Where  art  thou,  Adam,  wont  with  joy  to  meet 
My  coming  seen  far  off?    I  miss  thee  here, 
Not  pleas*d,  thus  entertain*d  with  solitude. 
Where  obvious  duty  ere  while  appaar*d  unsought : 


Or  come  I  kss  oooipicuoiu»  or  what  cfaaagc 
Absents  thee,  or  what  cbyioe  detain  ?  —  Cooie 
forth!**  [lint 

He  came ;  and  with  hun  Eve,  more  loth,  tboush 
To  offend ;  discountenanc*d  both,  and disoompos'd; 
Love  was  not  in  their  looks,  either  to  God, 
Or  to  each  other ;  but  apparent  guilt. 
And  shame,  and  perturbation,  and  despair. 
Anger,  and  obstinacy,  and  hate,  and  guile. 
WlMnoe  Adam,  fidtering  long,  thus  answcr'd  brief. 

«  I  heard  thee  in  the  garden,  and  of  thy  voice 
Afraid,  being  naked,  hid  myself**     To  whom 
Tlic  gracious  Judge  without  revile  replied.   [Icar*d, 

<*  My  voice  thou  oft  hast  heard,  and  hast  not 
But  still  nnoic'd;  how  is  it  now  become 
So  dreadful  to  thee?    That  tho\i  art  naked,  who 
Hath  told  thee  ?     Hast  thou  eaten  of  the  tree. 
Whereof  I  gave  thee  charge  thou  shouldst  not  cat  ?** 

To  whom  thus  Adam  sore  beset  replied. 
**  O  Heaven!  in  evil  strait  thb  day  I  stand 
Before  my  judge ;  either  to  undergo 
Myself  the  total  crime,  or  to  accuse 
My  other  self,  the  partner  of  my  liie ; 
Whose  failing,  while  her  faith  to  me  remains, 
I  should  conceal,  and  not  expose  to  blame 
By  my  comfdaint :  but  strict  necessity 
Subdues  me,  and  calamitous  constraint ; 
Lest  on  my  head  both  sin  and  punishment, 
However  insupportable,  be  all 
Dcvolv  *d ;  thoiwh  should  I  hold  my  peace,  yet  thou 
Wouldst  easily  detect  what  I  conceaL  — 
Hiis  woman,  whom  thou  mad*st  to  be  my  helpy 
And  gav*8t  me  as  thy  perfect  gif^  so  good, 
So  fit,  so  acceptable,  so  divine, 
Tliat  from  her  hand  I  could  suspect  no  ill. 
And  what  she  did,  whatever  in  itself. 
Her  doing  seem*d  to  justify  the  deed ; 
She  gave  me  of  the  tree,  and  I  did  eaL' 

To  whom  the  Sovran  IVesence  thus  re|died. 
**  Was  she  thy  God,  that  her  thou  didst  obey 
Before  his  voice  ?  or  vras  she  made  thy  guide, 
Superior,  or  but  equal,  that  to  her 
Hiou  didst  resign  thy  manhood,  and  the  pUce 
Wherein  God  set  thee  above  her  made  of  thee^ 
And  for  thee,  whose  perfection  far  excell'd 
Hers  in  all  real  dignity  ?     Adom*d 
She  was  indeed,  and  lovely,  to  attract 
lliy  love,  not  thy  subfection ;  and  her  gifb 
Were  such,  as  under  government  well  seem*d  ; 
Unseemly  to  bear  mk ;  vrhich  vras  thy  part 
And  person,  hadst  thou  known  thyself  aright.** 

So  havir^  said,  he  thus  to  Eve  in  few. 
"  Say, woman,  what  is  this  vrhich  thou  hast  done ?*' 

To  whom  sad  Eve,  with  shame  nigh  overwhefan'dy 
Confessing  soon,  yet  not  before  her  judge 
Bold  or  loquacious,  thus  abaah'd  replied. 
**  Ilie  serpent  me  beguil*d,  and  I  did  eat.*' 

Which  when  the  Lord  God  heard,  vrithout  delay 
To  judgment  he  proceeded  on  the  accus*d 
Serpent,  though  brute ;  unable  to  tramicr 
The  guilt  on  him,  who  noade  him  instrument 
Of  mischief,  and  polluted  from  the  end 
Of  hb  creation ;  justly  then  accurs'd. 
As  ritiated  in  nature :  more  to  know 
Conccm*d  not  Man,  (since  he  no  further  knew,) 
Nor  alter*d  his  offence ;  yet  God  at  last 
To  Satan  first  in  sin  hb  doom  applied, 
Hiough  in  mysterious  terms,  judg*d  as  then  best : 
And  on  the  serpent  thus  his  curse  let  fall. 
^  Bcoauac  thoa  hast  done  this,  thou  art  accursld 
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AbOT*  all  cattk^  cKh  beast  of  the  fidd ; 

l^KHi  tiiy  beUj  grov^ing  thou  dnlt  go. 

And  aust  shall  eat  all  the  days  of  tfay  lift. 

Bccwem  thee  and  the  woman  I  will  put 

Eamity,  and  between  thine  and  her  seed ; 

flfr  teed  ahaU  brain  thj  head,  thou  bruiae  Ub  bed." 

80  qiake  this  onMde,  then  verified 
When  Jieiii%  son  of  Mary,  second  £Te, 
flnr  Satan  fiill,  like  li^^tning,  down  fiom  HeaTen, 
Mice  of  the  air;  then,  rising  finom  his  grave 
fl^d  princqMlities  and  powers,  triumph'd 
In  spen  show  ;  and,  widi  ascension  bngfat, 
GipdviQr  led  captive  dvough  the  air, 
llieieafanitself  of  Satan,  long  iisurp*d ; 
Whom  be  shall  tread  at  last  under  our  fieet ; 
Ef^  he,  who  now  foretold  his  fatal  bruise : 
And  to  die  woman  thus  his  sentence  tum*d. 

<*T1i7  sotnyw  I  will  greatly  muhiply 
B7  thy  concepliop ;  children  thou  shalt  bring 
In  MROw  finlh ;  and  to  thy  husband's  will 
Tbine  shaD  submit ;  be  over  thee  shall  rule." 

Ob  Adam  last  tfaiis  judgment  he  pronounc'd. 
*  Becaose  tlioa  hast  heariLen'd  to  the  voice  of  thy 

win^ 
And  tttai  of  the  tree,  concerning  which 
I  ekatlVl  thee,  saying,  'Thou  shalt  not  eat  thereof:* 
Cnii'd  is  the  grotindfor  thy  sake ;  thou  in  sorrow 
Shsk  est  thetwi;  all  the  di^s  of  tl^  life ; 
Hums  also  and  thistles  it  shall  bring  thee  forth 
UsMd ;  and  thoo  ahalt  eat  the  heib  of  the  field ; 
h  the  sweat  of  thy  lace  shah  thou  eat  bread, 
TO  liion  return  unto  the  ground ;  for  thou 
Oat  of  the  ground  wast  tuen,  know  thy  birth, 
^  dost  thou  art,  and  shalt  to  dust  return.*' 

Ss  jntfe'd  he  Man,  both  judge  and  saviour  sent; 
Asd  themstant  stroke  of  death,  denounc*d  that  day, 
Bonor'd  tar  off;  then,  pitying  bow  they  stood 
BefaeUm  naked  to  the  air,  that  now 
Matt  sofler  cbaiwe,  disdain 'd  not  to  begin 
IWacdwth  the  fofin  of  servant  to  assume ; 
As  when  he  washed  his  servants*  feet ;  so  now. 
As  btfacr  of  his  family,  he  clad 
TWir  nakedness  vrith  skins  of  beasts,  or  slain, 
Orsstfae  sndie  with  youthftil  coat  repaid ; 
Aad  tfaooght  not  much  to  dotfae  his  enemies : 
Nor  be  their  outward  only  with  the  skins 
Of  hearts,  hot  invrard  nakedneas,  much  more 
Oppnbrioos,  with  his  robe  of  righteousness 
Anting,  cover'd  firosn  his  Father's  sight. 
Toknn  with  swift  ascent  he  up  return  d, 
iMoUftblissfol  bosom  reaasum*d 
In  ghxy,  as  of  old;  to  htm  appeaa'd, 
AH,  tiangh  all^nowing,  what  had  pass'd  with  Man 
BttooBied,  mixing  intercession  sweet.  [Earth, 

^icamdiile,  ere  thns  was  sinn'd  and  jodg'd  on 
^■hm  die  gates  of  Hell  sat  Sin  and  De«th, 
Iscooaterview  within  the  gates,  that  now 
^*^  open  wide^  belching  outrageous  flame 
Fv  into  Chaos,  since  the  fiend  pass'd  through, 
&i opening;  who  thns  now  to  Death  began. 

"  0  SOB,  why  ait  we  here  each  other  riewinic 
^f I  vhile  Saten,  our  great  author,  thrives 
Is  other  woiids,  and  happier  seat  provides 
^  Bs,  Ub  oflspring  dear  ?  It  cannot  be 
^te  success  attends  him;  if  mishap, 
^  Ais  he  had  retnm'd,  with  fury  driven 
%  lis  sfeagers;  since  no  place  tike  this       * 
^  fit  fais  punisfament,  or  their  revenge. 
^^^^^iab  I  fed  new  strength  within  me  rise, 


Beyond  this- deep :  whatever  draws  me  on. 
Or  sympathy,  or  some  connatural  foree^ 
PoWerM  at  greatest  distance  to  unite. 
With  secret  amity,  things  of  like  kind. 
By  secRtest  oonvcyaace.     Thou,  my  shade 
Inseparable,  must  with  me  along: 
For  Death  from  Sin  no  power  can  1 
But,  lest  the  difficulty  of  passing  back 
Stay  his  return  periu^  over  thu  gulf 
Impassable,  impervious ;  let  us  try 
Adventurous  work,  yet  to  thy  power  and  mine 
Not  unagreeable,  to  found  a  path 
Over  this  main  from  Hell  to  that  new  world. 
Where  Satan  now  prevails;  a  monument 
Of  merit  high  to  aU  the  infornal  host. 
Easing  their  passage  hence,  for  intercourse. 
Or  transmigration,  aa  their  lot  shall  lead. 
Nor  can  I  miss  the  way,  so  strongly  drawn 
By  this  new-folt  attraction  and  insdnct." 

Whom  thus  the  meagre  shadow  answer'd  soon. 
«  Go  whither  Fate,  and  indinadon  strong. 
Leads  thee ;  I  shall  not  lag  behind,  nor  err 
The  way,  thou  leading ;  such  a  scent  I  draw 
Of  carnage,  prey  innumerable,  and  taste 
The  savour  cf  death  from  all  things  there  that  live : 
Nor  shall  I  to  the  work  thou  enterpcisest 
Be  wanting,  but  afifbrd  thee  equal  aid." 

So  saying,  with  delight  he  snuff*d  the  smell 
Of  mortsl  change  on  Earth.     As  when  a  flobk 
Of  ravenous  fowl,  though  many  a  league  remote. 
Against  the  day  of  batde,  to  a  field. 
Where  armies  lie  encamp'd,  come  flying,  lur'd 
With  scent  of  living  carcasses  design'd 
For  death,  the  following  day,  in  bloody  fight : 
So  scented  the  grim  feature,  and  uptum'd 
His  nostril  wid£  into  the  murky  air ; 
Sagacious  of  his  quarry  from  so  fiur. 
Hien  both  from  out  Hell-gates,  into  the  waste  • 
Wide  anarchy  of  Chaos,  dunp  and  dark,       [gree^) 
Flew  diverse;  and  widi  power  (their  power  was 
Hovering  upon  the  waters,  what  they  met 
Solid  or  slimy,  as  in  raging  sea 
Tost  up  and  down,  together  crouded  drove. 
From  each  side  shoaling  towards  the  mouth  of  Hdl; 
As  when  two  polar  winds,  blowing  adverse 
Upon  the  Cronian  sea,  together  dnve 
Mountains  of  ice,  that  stop  the  imagin'd  way 
Beyond  Ptetsora  eastward,  to  the  rich 
Cathaian  coast     The  aggregated  soil 
Death  with  his  mace  peinfic,  cdd  and  dry, 
As  with  a  trident  smote,  and  fiz'd  as  firm 
As  Delos,  floadng  once ;  the  rest  hu  look 
Bound  with  Gorgonian  rigour  not  to  move  ; 
And  widi  Asphaltic  slime,  broad  as  the  gate. 
Deep  to  die  roots  of  Hell  die  gather'd  beach 
They  fiuten'd,  and  the  mole  immense  wrought  on 
Over  the  foaming  deep  hiffh-arch'd,  a  bridge 
Of  length  prodigious,  joinmg  to  the  wall 
Immoveable  of  diis  now  fencdess  worid. 
Forfeit  to  Death ;  from  hence  a  passage  broad. 
Smooth,  easy,  inoffensive,  down  to  HdL 
So,  if  great  things  to  smdl  may  be  oompar'd, 
Xerxes,  the  liboly  of  Greece  to  yoke. 
From  Susa,  his  Memnonian  palace  high, 
Came  to  the  sea ;  and,  over  Hellespont 
Bridging  his  way,  Europe  with  Aria  join'd. 
And  scoui^'d  with  many  a  stroke  the  indignant 

waves. 
Now  had  they  brought  the  work  by  wondrous  art 
Pontificd,  a  ridge  5t  pendant  rock,  # 
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Over  the  vex*d  abyss,  following  the  track 
Of  Satan  to  tlic  self-same  place  wlierc  he 
First  lighted  from  his  wing,  and  landed  safe 
From  out  of  Chaos,  to  the  outside  bore 
Of  this  round  world :  with  pins  of  adamant 
And  chains  they  made  all  fast,  too  fast  they  made 
And  durable !  And  now  in  little  space 
The  confines  met  of  empyrdan  Heaven, 
And  iji  this  world ;  and,  on  the  left  hand.  Hell 
'^^th  long  reach  interpos*d ;  three  several  ways 
In  sight,  to  each  of  these  three  places  le(L 
And  now  their  way  to  Earth  they  had  descried, 
To  Paradise  first  tending ;  when,  behold ! 
Satan,  in  likeness  of  an  angel  bright. 
Betwixt  the  Centaur  and  the  Scorpion  steering 
His  zenith,  while  the  Sun  in  Aries  rose : 
Disguis'd  he  came  ;  but  those  his  children  dear 
Hieir  parent  soon  discerned,  though  in  disguise. 
He,  after  Eve  seduc*d,  unminded  slunk 
Into  the  wood  fast  by ;  and,  changing  shape, 
To  observe  the  sequel,  saw  his  guileful  act 
By  Eve,  though  all  unweeting,  seconded 
Upon  her  husband  ;  saw  their  shame  that  sought 
^ain  covertures ;  but  when  he  saw  descend 
The  Son  of  God  to  judge  them,  terrified 
He  fled ;  not  hoping  to  escape,  but  shun 
Hie  present ;  fearing,  guilty,  what  his  wTath 
Might  suddenly  inflict ;  that  past,  retum'd 
By  night,  and  listening  where  the  hapless  pair 
Sat  in  their  sad  discourse,  and  varioits  plaint, 
Hicnce  gather*d  his  own  doom ;  which  understood 
Not  instant,  but  of  future  time,  with  joy 
And  tidings  fraught,  to  Hell  he  now  retumM ; 
And  at  the  brink  of  Chaos,  near  the  foot 
Of  this  new  wondrous  pontificc,  unhop*d 
Met,  who  to  meet  him  came,  his  offspring  dear 
Great  joy  was  at  their  meeting,  and  at  sight 
Of  that  stupendous  bridge  his  joy  incrcas'd. 
Long  he  admiring  stood,  till  Sn«  his  fair 
Enchanting  daughter,  thus  the  silence  broken 
**  O  parent,  these  are  thy  magnific  deeds, 
TTiy  trophies !  which  thou  view*st  as  not  tliine  own ; 
Hiou  art  tbdr  author,  and  prime  architect : 
For  I  no  sooner  in  my  heart  divin'd, 
My  heart,  which  by  a  secret  harmony 
Still  moves  with  thine,  join*d  in  connexion  sweet, 
Tliat  thou  on  Earth  hadst  prosper'd,  which  thy  looks 
Now  also  evidence,  but  straight  I  felt, 
Hiough  distant  from  thee  worlds  between,  yet  felt 
That  I  must  after  thee,  with  thb  thy  son ; 
Such  fatal  consequence  unites  us  three ; 
Hell  could  no  longer  hold  us  in  our  bounds, 
Nor  this  unvoyageable  gulf  obscure 
Detain  from  following  tliy  illustrious  track : 
Thou  hMt  achiev*d  our  liberty,  confin*d 
Within  Hell-gates  till  now ;  thou  us  impower*d 
To  fortify  thus  far,  and  overlay. 
With  this  portentous  bridge,  the  dark  abyss. 
Thine  now  Is  all  this  world  ;  thy  virtue  hath  won 
What  thy  hands  builded  not ;  thy  wisdom  gain*d 
With  odds  what  war  hath  lost,  and  fully  aveng'd 
Otur  foil  in  Heaven ;  here  tliou  shalt  monarch  reign, 
lliere  didst  not ;  there  let  him  still  victor  sway, 
As  battle  hath  adjudg'd  ;  ftam  this  new  world 
Retiring,  by  his  own  doom  alienated ; 
And  henceforth  monarchy  with  thee  divide 
Of  all  things,  parted  by  the  empyreal  bounds, 
His  quadrature,  from  thy  orbicular  world ; 
Or  try  thee  now  more  dangerous  to  his  throne.'* 
Whom  thus  the  prince  of  darkness  answcr'd  glad. 


«  Fair  daugfatefy  and  thou  son  and  grand-child  both  ; 

High  proof  ye  now  have  given  to  be  the  race 

Of  Satan,  (for  I  glory  in  the  name. 

Antagonist  <]£  Heaven's  Almighty  King,) 

Amply  have  merited  of  me,  of  all 

llie  infernal  empire,  that  so  near  Heaven's  door 

lYiumphal  with  triumphal  act  have  met. 

Mine,  with  this  glorious  work ;  and  made  one  realm. 

Hell  and  this  world,  one  realm,  one  continent 

Of  easy  thoroughfare.     TTierefore,  while  I 

Descend  through  darkness,  on  your  rood  witli  ease. 

To  my  associate  powers,  them  to  acquaint 

With  these  successes,  "and  with  them  rejoice ; 

You  two  this  way,  among  these  numerous  orbs^ 

All  yours,  right  down  to  Paradise  descend  ; 

There  dwell,  and  reign  in  bliss ;  thence  on  the  Earth 

Dominion  exercise  and  in  the  air. 

Chiefly  on  man,  sole  lord  of  all  declar'd ; 

Him  first  make  sure  your  thrall,  and  lastly  kilL 

My  substitutes  I  send  ye,  and  create 

Plenipotent  on  Earth,  of  matchless  might 

Issuing  from  me :  on  your  joint  vigour  now 

My  hold  of  tliis  new  kingdom  all  depends, 

Through  Sin  to  Death  expos'd  by  my  exploit. 

If  your  joint  power  prevail,  the  affairs  of  Hell 

No  detriment  need  fear ;  fp,  and  be  strong  !'* 

So  saying  he  dlsmiss*d  them ;  they  with  speed 
Tiicir  course  through  thickest  constellations  held, 
Sjireading  their  bone ;  the  blasted  stars  look*d  wan, 
And  planets,  planet-struck,  real  eclipse 
Tlien  suffered.     ITie  other  way  Satan,  went  down 
'ilic  causey  to  Hcll-gate :  on  either  side 
Disparted  Chaos  over  built  exclaim'd. 
And  witli  rebounding  surge  the  bars  aasail'd, 
Tliat  scora'd  his  indignation :  through  the  gate. 
Wide  open  and  ungiuu^ed,  Satan  pass'd, 
And  all  about  found  desolate ;  for  those^ 
Appointed  to  sit  there,  had  left  their  charge. 
Flown  to  the  upper  world  ;  the  rest  were  all 
Far  to  the  inland  retir'd,  about  the  waDa 
Of  Pandemonium  ;  city  and  proud  seat 
Of  Lucifer,  so  by  allusion  call'd 
Of  that  bright  star  to  Satan  paragon'd ; 
Hiere  kept  their  watch  the  legions,  while  tlie  g^nd 
In  council  sat,  solicitous  what  chance 
Might  intercept  their  emperor  sent ;  so  he 
Departing  gave  command,  and  they  observ'd. 
As  when  the  Tartar  from  his  Russian  foe. 
By  Astracan,  over  the  snowy  plains. 
Retires ;  or  Bactrian  Sophi,  from  the  horns 
Of  Turkish  crescent,  leaves  all  waste  beyond 
Tlie  realm  of  Aladule,  in  his  retreat 
To  Tauris  or  Casbeen :  so  these,  the  late 
Heaven-banish'd  host,  left  desert  utmost  Hell 
Many  a  dark  league,  reduc'd  in  careftd  watch 
Round  tbdr  metropolis ;  and  now  expecting 
Each  hour  their  great  adventurer,  from  the  search 
Of  foreign  worlds ;  he  through  the  midst  unmark'd. 
In  show  plebeian  angel  militane 
Of  lowest  order,  pass'd ;  and  fitmi  the  door 
Of  that  Plutonian  hall,  invisible 
Ascended  his  high  throne ;  which,  under  state 
Of  richest  texture  spread,  at  the  upper  end 
Was  plac'd  in  regal  lustre.     Down  a  while 
He  sat,  and  round  about  him  saw,  unseen : 
At  last,  as  frtnn  a  cloud,  his  fulgent  head 
And  shape  star-bright  appear'd,  or  brighter ;  cIacI 
With  what  permissive  glory  since  his  fall 
Was  left  him,  or  false  glitter :  all  amaa'd 
At  that  8&  sudden  blaze,  the  Stygian  throng 
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Bent  their  aspect,  and  whom  they  wishM  beheld. 
Their  mighty  chief  returned :  loud  woh  the  acclaim : 
Forth  niah*d  in  haste  the  great  consulting  peers, 
Rata'd  from  their  dark  divan,  and  with  like  joy 
Congratulant  approach*d  him ;  wljo  with  hand 
SHence,  and  with  these  words,  attention  won. 
**  Thrones,    dominations,   princedoms,    virtues, 


For  in  po«esaioa  such,  not  only  of  right, 
I  call  ye,  and  declare  ye  now ;  retum*d 
Smcemfnl  beyond  hope,  to  lead  ye  forth 
Tmunpliant  out  of  tins  infernal  pit 
Aboounable,  accurs'd,  the  home  of  woe, 
And  dmageon  of  our  tyrant :  now  possess. 
As  kvds,  a  qiacious  world,  to  our  native  Heaven 
Uttle  inferior,  by  my  adventure  h&rd 
With  peril  great  achieved.     Long  were  to  tell 
What  I  have  done ;  what  suffer'd ;  with  what  pain 
ToyagM  tfa*  unreal,  vast,  unbounded  deep 
Of  honrible  confusion ;  over  which 
By  Sm  and  Death  a  broad  way  now  is  pav*d 
To  expedite  your  glorious  march ;  but  I 
Tail*d  out  my  uncouth  passage,  forc'd  to  ride 
TW  untractable  abyss,  plung*d  in  the  womb 
Of  onariginal  Night  and  Chaos  wild ; 
'nsty  jealous  of  their  secrets,  fiercely  oppos'd 
My  joum^  strange,  with  clamorous  uproar 
Froiatiag  Fate  supreme ;  thence  how  I  found 
Hie  new  created  world,  which  fiune  in  Heaven 
Long  had  foretold,  a  fabric  wonderfid 
Of  absolute  perfection  !  therein  Man 
Fhc'd  in  a  PSaradise^  by  our  exile 
Jfade  happy :  him  by  fraud  I  have  seduc*d 
Fnm  his  Creator ;  and,  the  more  to  increase 
Tour  wonder,  with  an  apple ;  lie,  thereat 
OAnded,  worth  your  laughter !  hath  given  up 
Bach  his  beloved  Man  and  all  his  world, 
To  Sin  and  Death  a  prey,  and  so  to  us, 
Wilhoat  our  haicard,  labour,  or  alarm ; 
To  lange  in,  and  to  dwell,  and  over  Man 
To  rale,  as  over  all  he  should  have  niPcL 
ThK  is,  me  also  he  hath  judg*d,  or  rather 
3ie  DOC,  but  the  brute  serpent  in  whose  sliape 
Mas  I  deceiT*d :  that  which  to  me  belongs 
Is  emnttj,  vrfucfa  he  vnll  put  between 
lie  «id  mankind ;  I  am  to  bruise  his  heel ; 
Hii  seed,  when  is  not  set,  shall  bruise  my  head  : 
A  world  who  would  not  purchase  with  a  bruise, 
Or  math  more  grievous  pain? — Ye  have  the  ac- 
count 
OTbj  performance :  what  remains,  ye  gods, 
fitat  up,  and  enter  now  into  full  bliss  ?" 

So  having  said,  a  wliile  he  stood,  expecting 
Thrir  univeml  shout  and  high  applause. 
To  ill  his  car ;  when,  contrary,  he  hears 
On  an  mde%  from  innumerable  tongues, 
A  (Ssaial  uniiwrsal  hiss,  the  sound 
Of  poMic  soom  ;  he  wonder*d,  but  not  long 
Had  kisuie,  wondering  at  himself  now  more ; 
His  visage  drawn  he  felt  to  sharp  and  spare ; 
His  mam  dung  to  his  ribs ;  his  legs  entwining 
Esdi  other,  till  aupphmtcd  down  he  fell 
A  imstiuus  aerpent  on  his  belly  prone, 
Idactaat,  bat  in  vain ;  a  greater  power 
Sow  nd*d  htm,  punish*d  in  the  shape  he  sinn'd, 
Aeeonfing  to  his  doom  :  he  would  have  spoke, 
B«  Usi  for  bias  returned  with  forked  tongue 
To  faked  tongue ;  far  now  were  all  transformM 
Aikt,  to  serpents  all,  as  accessories 
ToUiboldriot:  dreadful  was  the  din 


Of  hissing  through  the  hall,  tluck  swarming  now 
With  complicated  monsters  head  and  tail, 
Scorpion,  and  asp,  and  amphisba.*nn  dire, 
Cerastes  horn*d,  hydrus,  and  elops  drear. 
And  dipsas ;  (not  so  thick  swarmM  once  the  soil 
;  Bedropt  with  blood  of  Gorgon,  or  the  isle 
I  Opliiusa,)  but  still  greatest  he  the  midst, 
;  Now  dragon  grown,  larger  than  whom  the  Sun 
I  Engender'd  in  the  Pythian  vale  or  slime, 

I'  Huge  Python,  and  his  power  no  less  he  seem'd 
Above  the  rest  still  to  retain ;  they  all 
Him  foUow'd,  issuing  forth  to  the  open  field, 
f  Where  all  yet  left  of  that  revolted  rout, 
I  Heaven-fairn,  in  station  stood  or  just  array ; 
[  Sublime  with  expcctadon  when  to  see 

In  triumph  issuing  forth  tlieir  glorious  diief ; 
.  They  saw,  but  other  sight  instc«id  !  a  caoud 
j  Of  ugly  serpents ;  horrour  on  them  fell, 
I  And  horrid  sympathy  ;  for,  what  they  saw,    [arms, 
i  They  felt  themselves,   now  changing ;  down  their 
Down  fell  both  spear  and  shield ;  down  tliey  as  fast ; 
And  the  dire  bias  renewed,  and  the  dire  fonn 
Catch*d,  by  contagion ;  like  in  punishment,  [meant, 
As  in  their  crime.     Thus  was  the  applause  they 
Tum*d  to  exploding  hiss,  triumph  to  shame   [stood 
Cast  on  tliemselves  from  their  own  mouths.     There 
i  A  grove  hard  by,  ^rung  up  widi  this  tlieir  change. 
His  will  wlio  reigns  above,  to  aggravate 
Hicir  penance,  laden  with  fair  miit,  like  that 
Which  grew  in  Paradise,  the  bait  of  £vc 
Us*d  by  the  tempter :  on  that  prospect  strange 
Their  earnest  eyes  they  fix*d,  imagining 
For  one  forbidden  tree  a  multitude 
Now  ris*n,  to  work  them  further  woe  or  siiamc ; 
Yet,  parch*d  with  scalding  thirst  and  hunger  fierce, 
Though  to  delude  them  sent,  could  not  abstain ; 
But  on  they  rolled  in  heaps,  and,  up  the  trees 
Climbing,  sat  thicker  than  the  snaky  locks 
'Ibat  currd  Megaera :  greedily  they  pluck*d 
The  fruitage  fiiir  to  sight,  like  tliat  M'hich  grew 
Near  that  bituminous  lake  where  Sodom  fiain'd : 
Hiis  more  delusive,  not  the  touch,  but  taste 
Deceived :  they,  fondly  thinking  to  allay 
Their  appetite  with  gust,  instead  of  fruit 
Chcw'd  bitter  ashes,  which  the  offended  taste 
With  spattering  noise  rejected :  oft  they  assay  M, 
Hunger  and  thirst  constraining ;  drugged  as  oft. 
With  hatefuUest  disrelish  writh'd  their  jaws. 
With  soot  and  cinders  fillM ;  so  oft  tliey  fell 
Into  tlie  same  illusion,  not  as  Man  [pIoguM 

Whom  they  triumph*d  once  laps'd.  Tlius  were  tJicy 
And  worn  with  famine,  long  and  ceaseless  liiss. 
Till  their  lost  shape,  permitted,  they  rcswn'd ; 
Yearly  ei^oin*d,  some  say,  to  undergo. 
This  annual  hmnbling  certain  number'd  days, 
To  dasli  their  pride,  and  joy,  for  Man  seduc'd. 
However,  some  tradition  they  dispersed 
Among  the  Heathen,  of  their  purchase  got. 
And  fabled  how  tlie  serpent,  whom  they  cairO 
Ophion,  with  Eurynome,  the  wide- 
Encroaching  Eve  perhaps,  had  first  the  rule 
Of  high  Olympus ;  thence  by  Saturn  driven 
And  Ops,  ere  yet  Dictiean  Jove  was  bom. 

Meanwhile  in  Paradise  the  hellish  pair 
Too  soon  arriy'd ;  Sin,  there  in  power  before^ 
Once  actual ;  now  in  body,  and  to  dwell 
Habitual  habitant ;  behind  her  Death, 
Close  following  pace  for  pace,   not  mounted  yet 
On  liis  pale  horse :  to  whom  Sin  thus  began. 
«  Second  of  Satan  sprung,  all-conquering  Death ! 
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Whattliink'st  thou  of  our  empiro  novr,  though  eun'd 
With  trarel  diffioult,  not  better  far  [watch, 

Than  still  at   Hdl*s  dark  threshold  to  hare  sat 
UnnamM,  undreaded,  and  thyself  half-stanr'd?** 

Whom  thus  die  Siii4>om  monster  answer*d  soon. 
«  To  me,  who  with  eternal  famine  pine, 
Alike  is  Hell,  or  P^uadise,  or  Heaven ; 
There  best,  wbare  most  with  ravine  I  may  meet ; 
Which  here,  though  plenteous,  all  too  little  seems 
To  stuff  this  maw,  tins  vast  unhide-bound  corps.*' 

To  whom  the  incestuous  mother  thus  replied. 
"  Thou  therefore  on  these  herbs,  and  fruits,  and 

flowers, 
Feed  first ;  on  each  beast  next,  and  fish  and  fowl ; 
No  homely  morsels !  and  whatever  thing 
The  sithe  of  Time  mows  down,  devour  unspar*d ; 
Till  I,  in  Bfan  residing,  through  the  race. 
His  thoughts,  his  looks,  words,  actions,  ah  Infect ; 
And  season  him  thy  lart  and  sweetest  prey.*' 

This  said,  they  both  betook  them  several  ways, 
Both  to  destroy,  or  unimmortal  make 
All  kinds,  and  for  destruction  to  mature 
Sooner  or  later ;  which  the  Almighty  seeing, 
From  his  transcendent  seat  the  saints  among, 
To  those  bright  orders  uttered  thus  his  voice. 

«  See,  with  what  heat  these  dogs  of  Hell  advance 
To  waste  and  havoc  yonder  frorlS,  which  I 
So  fair  and  good  crated ;  and  had  still 
Kept  in  that  state,  had  not  the  folly  of  Man 
Let  in  these  wasteful  furies,  who  impute 
FoUy  to  me ;  so  doth  the  prince  of  Hell 
And  hb  adherents,  that  with  so  much  ease 
I  suffer  them  to  enter  and  possess 
A  place  so  heavenly :  and,  conniving,  seem 
To  gratify  my  scornful  enemies. 
That  laugh,  as  if,  transported  with  some  fit 
Of  passion,  I  to  them  had  quitted  all. 
At  random  yielded  up  to  their  misrule ; 
And  know  not  that  I  call'd,  and  drew  them  thither. 
My  Hellhounds,  to  lick  up  the  draff  and  filth 
Which  Man's  polluting  sin  with  taint  hath  shed 
On  what  was  pure ;  tm  cramm'd  and  gorg'd,  nigh 

burst 
With  suck'd  and  glutted  offal,  at  one  sling 
Of  thy  victorious  arm,  well  pleasing  Son, 
Both  Sin,  and  Death,  and  yawning  Grave,  at  last, 
Through  Chaos  hurl'd,  obstruct  the  mouth  of  Hell 
For  ever,  and  seal  up  his  ravenous  jaws.  [pure 

Hien  Heaven  and  Earth  rencw'd  shall  be  made 
To  sanctity,  that  shall  receive  no  stain : 
Till  then,  the  curse  pronounc'd  on  both  precedes." 

He  ended,  and  the  heavenly  audience  loud 
Sung  Halleluiah,  as  the  sound  of  seas. 
Through  multitude  that  sung:  «  Just  are  thy  ways, 
Righteous  are  thy  decrees  on  all  thy  works ; 
Who  can  extenuate  thee  ?    Next,  to  the  Son, 
Destin'd  Restorer  of  mankind,  by  whom 
New  Heaven  and  Earth  shall  to  the  ages  rise. 
Or  down  from  Heaven  descend."  —  Such  was  their 

song; 
While  the  Creator,  calling  fordi  by  name 
Ifis  mighty  angels,  gave  tiien^  several  chaivc, 
As  sorted  best  with  present  things.     The  &in 
Had  first  his  precept  so  to  move,  so  shine, 
As  might  afi^  the  Earth  with  cold  and  heat 
Scarce  tolerable,  and  from  the  north  to  call 
Decrepit  winter ;  from  the  south  to  bring 
Solstitial  summer's  heat     To  the  blanc  Moon 
Her  office  they  prescribed ;  to  the  other  five 
Hieir  planetaiy  motions,  and  aspects, 


In  sextile,  square,  and  trine,  and  opposite. 
Of  noxious  eifficacy,  and  when  to  join 
In  synod  unbenign ;  and  taught  the  fix'd 
Their  influence  malignant  when  to  shower. 
Which  of  them  rising  with  the  Sun,  or  falling, 
Should  prove  tempestuous ;  to  the  winds  they  aet 
Tlieir  comers,  when  with  Muster  to  confound 
Sea,  air,  and  shore ;  the  thunder  when  to  roll 
With  terrour  through  the  dark  aereal  halL 
Some  say  he  bid  his  angels  turn  ascanse 
The  poles  of  Earth,  twice  ten  degrees  and  more, 
FVom  the  Sun's  axle ;  they  with  labour  push'd 
Oblique  the  centric  globe :  some  say,  the  Sun 
Was  bid  turn  reins  from  the  equinoctial  rood 
Like  distant  breadth  to  Taurus  with  the  seven 
Atlantic  Sisters,  and  the  Spartan  Twins, 
Up  to  the  tropic  Crab :  thence  down  amain 
By  Leo^  and  the  Virgin,  and  the  Scales, 
As  deep  as  Capricorn ;  to  bring  in  change 
Of  seasons  to  each  clime ;  else  had  the  spring 
Perpetual  smil'd  on  Earth  with  vemant  flow'rs. 
Equal  in  days  and  nights,  except  to  those 
Beyond  the  polar  circles ;  to  them  day 
Had  unbenighted  shone,  while  the  low  Sun, 
To  recompense  his  distance,  in  their  sight 
Had  rounded  still  the  horizon,  and  not  known 
Or  east  or  west ;  which  had  fc^id  the  snow 
From  cold  Estotiland,  and  south  as  far 
Beneath  Magellan.     At  that  tasted  fruit 
The  Sun,  as  from  Thy^stean  banquet,  tum*d 
His  course  intended ;  else,  how  had  the  world 
Inhabited,  thouf^  sinless,  more  than  now. 
Avoided  pinching  cold  and  scorching  heat?    [duc'd 
These  changes  in  the  Heavens,  tiiough  slow,   pro- 
Like  change  on  sea  and  land ;  sideral  blast, 
Vapour,  and  mist,  and  exhalation  hot, 
Corrupt  and  pestilent :  now,  from  the  north 
Of  Norumb^;a,  and  the  Samoed  shore. 
Bursting  their  brazen  dungeon,  arm'd  with  ice. 
And  snow,  and  hail,  and  stormy  gust  and  flaw, 
Boreas,  and  Ciedas,  and  Arge^  loud. 
And  Thrascias,  rend  the  woods,  and  seas  upturn  ; 
With  adverse  blast  upturns  them  fhnn  the  south 
Notus,  and  Afer  black  with  thunderous  clouds 
From  Senraliona ;  thwart  of  these,  as  fierce. 
Forth  rush  the  Lihrant  and  the  Ponent  winds, 
Eurus  and  Zephyr,  with  their  lateral  noise, 
Sirocco  and  Libecclno.     Thus  began 
Outrage  from  lifeless  things ;  but  Discord  first. 
Daughter  of  Sin,  among  the  irrational 
Death  introduc'd,  through  fierce  antipathy : 
Beast  now  with  beast  'gan  war,  and  fowl  with  fowl, 
And  fish  with  fish :  to  graze  the  herb  all  leaving, 
Devour'd  each  other ;  nor  stood  much  in  awe 
Of  Man,  but  fled  him  :  or,  with  countenance  grim, 
Glar'd  on  him  passing.     These  were  from  witliout 
The  growing  miseries,  which  Adam  saw 
Already  in  part,  though  hid  in  gloomiest  shade. 
To  sorrow  abandon'd,  but  worse  felt  within ; 
And,  in  a  troubled  sea  of  passion  tost. 
Thus  to  disburden  sought  with  sad  complaint 

«  O  miserable  of  happy!     Is  this  the  end 
Of  this  new  glorious  world,  and  me  so  late 
The  glory  of  that  glory,  who  now  become 
Accurs'd,  of  blessed  ?  hide  me  from  the  face 
Of  God,  whom  to  behold  was  then  my  hei^it 
Of  happiness !  — •  Yet  well,  if  here  would  end 
The  misery ;  I  deserv'd  it,  and  would  bear 
My  own  deservinss ;  but  this  will  not  serve : 
All  that  I  eat  or  drink,  or  shall  beget. 
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Is  propigsied  curse,     O  voice,  once  heard 

DeUglitfiiJIj,  Incretue  and  mvUipltf; 

Nov  death  to  henr !  for  what  can  I  racrease. 

Or  multiply,  but  runes  on  my  head  ? 

Who  of  all  ages  to  succeed,  but,  feeling 

Hk  evil  on  him  brought  by  me,  will  curse 

My  head  ?    Ill  lare  our  ancestor  impure. 

For  tliB  we  may  thank  Adam !  but  his  thanks 

^lU  be  the  execration :  so,  beddes 

Mine  own  that  bide  upon  me,  all  from  me 

Sail  with  a  fierce  reflux  on  me  rebound ; 

Oa  me,  as  on  th»r  natural  centre,  light 

Hewy,  though  in  their  place.     O  fleeting  joys 

or  Puadise,  dear  bought  with  lasting  woes ! 

Did  1  request  thee.  Maker,  from  my  clay 

TomouU  me  Bfan  ?     Did  I  solicit  thee 

F^  darknen  to  promote  me,  or  here  place 

la  tfais  delicious  garden  ?     As  my  will 

Conattr*d  not  to  my  being,  it  were  but  right 

And  equal  to  reduce  me  to  my  dust ; 

Dcsigus  to  resign  and  render  back 

AH  I  RceiT*d ;  unable  to  perform 

IV  *0nis  too  hard,  by  which  I  was  to  hold 

IWpNxl  I  sought  noc     To  the  loss  of  that, 

Snfiaeit  penalty,  why  hast  thou  added 

Hie  sense  of  endless  woes  ?     Inexplicable 

TV  justice  seems;  yet,  to  say  truth,  too  late 

1 4w  contest ;  then  should  have  been  refused 

HBse  tenni^  whaterer,  when  tliey  were  proposed : 

1W  £dst  accept  them  :  wilt  thou  enjoy  the  good, 

Then  eiva  the  conditions  ?  and,  thou^  God 

Ifade  thee  without  thy  leave,  what  if  thy  son 

hore^sobedient;  and,  reprov*d,  retort, 

'  WWefiane  didtt  thou  beget  me  ?  I  sought  it  not  :* 

W<«kht  thou  admit  for  his  contempt  of  thee 

Tlat  pnod  excuse  ?  yet  him  not  thy  election, 

But  Datual  necessity,  begot. 

vadnsde  thee  of  choice  his  own,  and  of  his  own 

Tosene  him ;  thy  reward  was  of  his  grace ; 

%pBnidmient  then  justly  is  at  his  will. 

Kita^  fijr  I  submit ;  his  doom  is  feir, 

j*j4irt  I  am,  and  shall  to  dust  return : 

2T*«ne  hour  whenever  !     Why  deUys 

%ksnd  to  execute  what  his  decree 

WdoBtlasday?     Why  do  I  overiive ? 

]p7^  I  mock*d  with  death,  and  lengthen^  out 

Tsdwhleaspain  ?  How  gladly  would  I  meet 

J^JJ"!^  my  sentence,  aiKl  be  earth 

**?"We !    How  ^aA  would  lay  me  down 

Asiamy  aiodier*s  lap  !     There  I  should  rest 

J*  «teq>  secure ;  his  dreadful  voice  no  more 

woaldtiuoderinmy  ears;  no  fear  of  worse 

^  Be,  and  to  my  offflfiring,  would  torment  me 

^^xmSL  expectation.     Yet  one  doubt 

J**»«»estin,lestaU  Icannotdie; 

J*J**  pore  breath  of  life,  the  spirit  of  Man 

tJ"*  God  inapir'd,  cannot  together  perish 

J^tt^ewpoiealdod:  then,  in  the  grave, 

2"  *■  •■•  other  dismal  place,  who  knows 

«*J<isn  die  a  living  death?     O  thought 

JJj™ii,iftn»!     Yet  why?    It  was  but  breath 

«jfc4atainn'd;  what  dies  but  what  had  life 

**■■?    The  bodv  properly  hath  neither. 

j'^fflwiihalldie;  let  this  appease 

2'*<^  since  human  reach  no  fiirtber  knows. 

^JboQ^lhe  Laid  of  aU  be  infinite, 

"•wirthalao?    Be  it,  Bfan  is  not  so, 

**J»tddoomU     How  can  he  exercise 

fwiOicnt  cad  on  Man,  whom  death  must  end? 

^A  be  lake  dealhieK  death?  That  were  to  make 


Strange  contradictioii,  which  to  God  himself 
Impossible  is  held ;  as  argument 
Of  weakness,  not  of  power.     Will  he  draw  out. 
For  anffer*s  sake,  finite  to  infinite. 
In  punish*d  Man,  to  satisfy  his  rigom*, 
Satisfied  never  ?     That  were  to  extend 
His  sentence  beyond  dust  and  Nature's  law : 
By  which  all  causes  else,  according  still 
To  die  reception  of  their  matter,  act ; 
Not  to  the  extent  of  their  own  sphere.     But  say 
Tliat  death  be  not  one  stroke,  as  I  suppos'd. 
Bereaving  sense,  but  endless  misery 
From  this  day  onward ;  which  I  feel  begun 
Both  in  me,  and  without  me  ;  and  so  lut 
To  perpetuity :  —  Ay  me !  that  fear 
Comes  thundering  bock  with  dreadAil  revolution 
On  my  defenceless  head ;  both  Death  and  I 
Are  found  eternal,  and  incorporate  both ; 
Nor  I  on  my  part  single ;  in  me  all 
j  Posterity  stands  curs*d :  fair  patrimony 
Tliat  I  must  leave  ye,  sons !  O,  were  I  able 
To  waste  it  all  myself,  and  leave  ye  none ! 
So  disinherited,  how  would  you  bless 
Me,  now  your  curse !  Ah,  why  should  all  mankind 
For  one  man's  fiuilt,  thus  guiltless  be  condemn*d, 
If  guiltless  ?  But  from  me  what  can  proceed. 
But  all  corrupt ;  both  mind  and  will  deprav*d 
Not  to  do  only,  but  to  will  die  same 
With  me?  How  can  they  then  acquitted  stand 
In  sight  of  God  ?  Him,  after  all  disputes, 
Forc'd  I  absolve :  all  my  evasions  vain. 
And  reasonings,  though  through  mazes,  lead  me  still 
But  to  my  own  conviction :  first  and  last 
On  me,  me  only,  as  the  source  and  spring 
Of  all  corruption,  all  the  blame  lights  due ; 
So  might  the  wrath !  fond  wish !  couldst  thou  support 
Hiat  burden,  heavier  than  the  Earth  to  bear ; 
Than  all  the  world  much  heavier,  though  divided 
Wltli  that  bad  woman?  Thus,  what  thou  desir'st. 
And  what  thou  fear'st,  alike  destroys  all  hope 
Of  refuge,  and  concludes  thee  mismdile 
Beyond  all  past  example  and  future ; 
To  Satan  only  like  both  crime  and  doom. 

0  Conscience !  into  what  abyss  of  fears 

And  honours  hast  thou  driven  me ;  out  of  which 

1  find  no  way,  from  deep  to  deeper  plung'd  !** 
Thus  Adiun  to  himself  lamented  loud. 

Through  the  still  night ;  not  now,  as  ere  Man  foil, 

Wholesome,  and  cool,  and  mild,  but  with  black  air 

Accompanied ;  with  damps,  and  dreadful  gloom ; 

Which  to  his  evil  conscience  represented 

All  things  with  double  terrour :  on  the  ground 

Outstretched  be  ky,  on  the  cold  ground ;  and  oft 

Curs*d  his  creation ;  Death  as  oil  accused 

Of  tardy  execution,  since  denounced 

The  day  of  his  offence.  **  Why  comes  not  Death,** 

Said  he,  "  vrith  one  thrice-acceptable  stroke 

To  end  me  ?  Shall  Truth  fail  to  keep  her  word. 

Justice  Divine  not  hasten  to  be  just  ? 

But  Death  comes  not  at  call ;  Jusdcc  Divine 

Mends  not  her  slowest  pace  for  prayers  or  cries. 

O  woods,  O  fountains,  hillocks,  dales,  and  bowers ! 

With  other  echo  late  I  taught  your  shades 

To  answer,  and  resound  far  other  song.'*<^ 

Whom  thus  afflicted  when  sad  Eve  beheld 

Desolate  where  she  sat,  approaching  qigh. 

Soft  words  to  his  fierce  passion  she  asaay'd : 

But  her  with  stem  regard  he  thus  repell*d. 

*<  Out  of  my  sight,  thou  serpent !  That  name  best 
Befits  thee  widi  hmi  leagued,  thyself  as  fidae 
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And  hateAil ;  nodiiiig  wants,  but  that  thy  shape, 

like  his,  and  colour  serpentine,  may  show 

Hiy  inward  fraud ;  to  warn  all  creatures  finom  thee 

Henceforth ;  lest  that  too  heavenly  fonn,  pretended 

To  hellish  falsehood,  snare  them  !  But  for  thee 

I  had  persisted  happy ;  had  not  thy  pride 

And  wanderiog  vanity,  when  least  was  safe, 

^ected  my  forewarning,  and  disdain'd 

Not  to  be  trusted ;  longing  to  be  seen, 

Hiougfa  by  the  Devil  himself;  him  overweening 

To  ovcr-rcadi ;  but,  with  the  serpent  meeting, 

Fool'd  and  beguil'd ;  by  bim  tliou,  I  by  thee, 

To  trust  thee  from  my  side ;  imagin*d  wise, 

Constant,  mature,  proof  against  all  assaults ; 

And  understood  not  all  was  but  a  show, 

Rather  than  solid  virtue  ;  all  but  a  rib 

Crooked  by  nature,  bent,  as  now  appears. 

More  to  the  part  sinister,  from  me  drawn ; 

Well  if  tlirown  out,  as  supernumerary 

To  my  just  number  found.     ()  !  why  did  God, 

Creator  wise,  that  peopled  liighest  Heaven 

With  spirits  masculine,  create  at  last 

This  novelty  on  Eartli,  this  fair  defect 

Of  Nature,  and  not  fill  the  world  at  once 

Witli  men,  as  angels,  without  feminine ; 

Or  find  some  other  way  to  generate 

Mankind?  Tills  mischief  had  not  then  befalPn, 

And  more  that  shall  befall ;  innumerable 

Disturbances  on  Earth  through  female  snares, 

And  straight  conjunction  with  this  sex  :  for  eitlicr 

He  never  sliall  find  out  fit  mate,  but  such 

As  some  misfortune  brings  him,  or  mistake ; 

Or  whom  he  wishes  most  shall  seldom  gain 

Through  lier  perverseness,  but  shall  see  her  gain*d 

By  a  for  worse ;  or,  if  she  love,  withheld 

By  parents ;  or  his  happiest  choice  too  late 

Shall  meet,  already  link*d  and  wedlock-bound 

To  a  fell  adversary,  his  hate  or  shame  ; 

Winch  infinite  calami^  shall  cause 

To  human  life,  and  household  peace  confound.** 

He  added  not,  and  from  her  tum'd ;  but  Eve, 
Not  so  repuls*d,  with  tears  that  ceased  not  flowing 
And  tresses  all  disorder*d,  at  his  feet 
Fell  humble ;  and,  embracing  them,  besought 
His  peace,  and  thus  proceeded  in  her  plaint. 

"  Forsake  me  not  thus,  Adam  !  witness  Heaven 
What  love  sincere,  and  reverence  in  my  heart 
I  bear  thee,  and  unweeting  have  offended. 
Unhappily  deceiv*d  !  Thy  suppliant 
I  beg,  and  clasp  thy  knees ;  bereave  me  not. 
Whereon  I  live,  thy  gentle  looks,  thy  aid, 
Hiy  counsel,  in  this  uttermost  distress. 
My  only  strength  and  stay :  forlorn  of  thee. 
Whither  shall  I  betake  me,  where  subsist  ? 
While  yet  we  live,  scarce  one  short  hour  perhaps, 
Between  us  two  let  there  be  peace ;  both  joining. 
As  join*d  in  injuries,  one  enmity 
Against  a  foe  by  doom  express  assign*d  us, 
That  cruel  serpent :  on  me  exercise  not 
Thy  hatred  for  this  misery  beiall*n ; 
On  me  already  lost,  me  than  thyself 
More  miserable  !     Both  have  sinn*d ;  but  thou 
Against  God  only  ;  I  against  God  and  thee ; 
And  to  the  place  of  judgment  will  return. 
There  with  my  crimes  imp6rtune  Heaven ;  that  all 
Hie  sentence,  firom  thy  head  remov*d,  may  light 
On  me,  sole  cause  to  thee  of  all  this  woe ; 
Me,  me  only,  just  object  of  his  ire  !** 

Sbe  ended  weeping ;  and  her  lowly  plight, 
Inunoiveable,  till  peace  obtain*d  from  fitult 


Acknowledg'd  and  deplor*d,  in  Adam  wrought- 
Commlaeratian:  soon  his  lieart  relented 
Towards  her,  his  life  so  late,  and  sole  delight. 
Now  at  his  feet  submissive  in  distress ; 
Creature  so  fair  his  reconcilement  seeking, 
His  counsel,  whom  she  had  displeas'd,  his  aid  : 
As  one  disarm*d,  his  anger  all  he  lost. 
And  thus  with  peaceful  words  uprai8*d  her  soon. 

**  Unwary,  and  too  desirous,  as  before. 
So  now  of  what  thou  know'st  not,  who  desir*st 
The  punishment  aU  on  thyself;  alas ! 
Bear  thine  own  first,  ill  able  to  sustain 
His  full  wrath,  whose  thou  feePst  as  yet  least  part. 
And  my  displeasure  bear*st  so  ill.     If  prayers 
Could  alter  high  decrees,  I  to  that  plaos 
Would  speed  before  tliee,  and  be  louder  heard. 
That  on  my  head  all  might  be  visited  ; 
TTiy  frailty  and  infirmer  sex  forgiven. 
To  me  committed,  and  by  me  expos'd. 
But  rise ;  -^let  us  no  more  contend,  nor  blame 
Each  other,  blam*d  enough  elsewhere ;  but  strive 
In  offices  of  love,  how  we  may  lighten 
Eacli  other's  burthen,  in  our  sliare  uf  woe ; 
Since  this  day*8  death  denounc*d,  if  aught  I  see. 
Will  prove  no  sudden,  but  a  slow  poc'd,  evil ; 
A  long  day's  dying  to  augment  our  pain 
And  to  our  seed  (O  hapless  seed  !)  deriv'd.*' 

To  whom  thus  Eve,  recovering  heart,  rrplicd. 
**  Adorn,  by  sad  experiment  I  know 
How  little  weight  my  words  with  thee  can  find. 
Found  so  erroneous;  thence  by  just  event 
Found  MO  unfortunate:  nevertheless, 
Restor*d  by  thee,  vile  as  I  am,  to  place 
Of  new  acceptance,  hopeful  to  regain 
Thy  love,  the  sole  contentment  of  my  heart 
Living  or  dying,  from  thee  I  will  not  hide 
What  thoughts  in  my  unquiet  breast  are  risen. 
Tending  to  some  relief  of  our  extremes, 
Or  end ;  though  sharp  and  sad,  yet  tolerable. 
As  in  our  evils,  and  of  easier  choice. 
If  care  of  our  descent  perplex  us  most. 
Which  must  be  bom  to  certain  woe,  dcvoiir*d 
By  Death  at  last ;  and  miserable  it  is. 
To  be  to  others  cause  of  misery. 
Our  own  begotten,  and  of  our  loins  to  bring 
Into  this  cursed  world  a  woeftil  race, 
Tluit  after  vrretched  life  must  be  at  last 
Food  for  so  foul  a  monster ;  in  thy  power 
It  lies,  yet  ere  conception  to  prevent 
The  race  unblest,  to  being  yet  unbegot. 
Cliildless  thou  art,  childless  remain :  so  Death 
Shall  be  decciv*d  his  glut,  and  with  us  two 
Be  forc*d  to  satisfy  his  ravenous  maw. 
But  if  thou  judge  it  hard  and  difficult. 
Conversing,  looking,  loving,  to  abstain 
From  love's  due  rites,  nuptial  embraces  sweet ; 
And  with  desire  to  languish  without  hope. 
Before  the  present  object  languishing 
With  like  desire  ;  wluch  woiad  be  misery 
And  torment  less  than  none  of  what  we  dread  : 
Tlien,  both  ourselves  and  seed  at  once  to  free 
From  what  we  fear  for  both,  let  us  make  short. 
Let  us  seek  Death  ;<^or,  he  not  found,  supply 
With  our  own  hands  his  ofilice  on  ourselves: 
Why  stand  we  longer  shivering  under  fears. 
That  show  no  end  but  death,  and  have  the  power. 
Of  many  ways  to  die  the  shortest  choosing. 
Destruction  with  destruction  to  destroy  ?'*  — 

She  ended  here,  or  vehement  despair 
Broke  off  the  rest :  so  much  of  death  her  thoughts 
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Had  eotertaiii*d,  M  dy*d  hflr  cheeks  with  pd«. 
Alt  Admiy  with  such  counael  nothing  sway'd. 
To  better  bopee  his  more  attentive  mind 
Labouring  hiid  nis*d ;  and  tlras  to  Ere  replied. 

"  Eve,  tlij  contempt  of  life  and  pleasure  seen 
To  argue  in  thee  somedung  more  sublime 
And  excellent,  than  what  thy  mind  contemns ; 
But  sdf^lestruction  therefore  sought,  refutes 
That  cxceUence  thought  in  thee ;  and  impliesy 
Mot  fSbj  ooBtempt,  but  anguish  and  regret 
For  loas  of  life  and  pleanire  oyerloT*d. 
(V  if  thou  ooretdeiih,  as  utmost  end 
Of  niiaiijf,  so  thinking  to  evade 


The  penal^  pronounc*d ;  doubt  not  but  God 
Hath  wiseBer  arm*d  his  vengenil  ire,  than  so 
To  be  JbresfU'd ;  mudi  more  I  fear  lest  death. 
So  SBMcfa'd,  will  not  exempt  us  from  the  pain 
We  are  bj  doom  to  pay ;  rather,  such  acts 
Of  eontmiMcy  will  provoke  the  Highest 
T»  make  death  in  us  Uve :  then  let  us  seek 
Some  saler  resolution,  which  methinks 
I  have  in  view,  calling  to  mind  with  heed 
Ite  of  our  aentence,  that  thy  seed  shall  bruise 
Tha  serpent's  bead ;  piteous  amends !  unless 
Be  meant,  wbom  I  coijecture,  our  gnmd  foe, 
Satan ;  vrho^  in  the  serpent,  hath  rontriv*d 
Agatnai  us  this  deceit :  to  crush  his  head 
"^l^mld  be  revenge  indeed!  which  will  be  lost 
By  death  brought  on  oursdves,  or  childless  days 
Bcaolv'd,  aa  tjSoa  proposest ;  so  our  foe 
&afl  'scape  his  punishment  ordain'd,  and  we 
laalead  shall  double  ours  upon  our  heads. 
Mo  more  be  mcntion'd  then  of  violence 
ftj^aiaal  ourselves ;  and  wilfbl  barrenness, 
TSm.  cots  us  off  from  hope  ;  and  savours  only 
Hancour  and  pride^  impatience  and  despite;, 
Rtlwrtance  agsinst  God  and  his  just  yoke 
Laid  OB  our  necks.     Remember  with  what  mild 
And  gracious  temper  he  both  heard,  and  judg*d, 
Widuut  wrstfa  or  reviling ;  we  expected 
Tinii  iliaK  dissolution,  which  we  thought 
Waa  nwant  bj  death  that  day ;  when  lo !  to  thee 
Ptfas  oolj  in  child-bearing  were  foretold. 
And  bringii^  forth ;  soon  recompens'd  with  joy, 
Vrmk  of  thy  vromb :  on  me  the  curse  aslope 
Glaae'd  on  the  ground ;  with  labour  I  must  earn 
If 7  bread  ;  what  harm  ?  Idleness  had  been  worse ; 
Iff  Isboor  will  sustain  me ;  and,  lest  odd 
Or  beat  siionld  injure  us,  his  timely  care 
'Buh,  uDbesooght,  provided ;  and  his  hands 
Cktfa'd  US  unworthy,  pitying  while  he  judg'd ; 
'Bam  mod  more  if  we  pray  him,  will  his  ear 
Be  Often,  and  his  heart  to  pity  incline. 
And  teach  us  further  by  what  means  to  shun 
TW  indcBwnt  seasons,  rain,  ice,  hail,  and  snow  ? 
Which  now  the  sky,  with  various  face,  begins 
To  danr  ns  in  this  mountain  ;  while  the  winds 
Bknr  auiat  and  keen,  shattering  the  graceful  locks 
Of  these  iair  spreading  trees ;  which  bids  us  seek 
Sane  better  shroud,  some  better  warmth  to  cherish 
Otr  Vmkm  benumm'd,  ere  this  diurnal  star 
1  eaia  cidd  die  night,  how  we  his  gather'd  beams 
yeirrlrJ  siay  wSi  matter  sere  fYwient ; 
Olr,  bf  cotHsion  of  two  bodies,  grind 
The  air  ettrite  to  fire ;  as  late  the  clouds 
Tesrii^j^  or  push'd  w^  winds,  rude  in  their  shock, 
The  the  slant  lightning;    whose   thwart  flame, 
dnven  down. 


fiaAss  the  gummy  bark  of  fir  or  pine ; 
Aad  andi  e  comfortable  htfat  firom  far 


Which  might  supply  the  Son :  such  fire  to  uae^ 
And  what  may  else  be  temed^  or  cure 
To  evils  which  our  own  misdiiwls  have  wrought. 
He  will  instruct  us  prsying,  and  of  gnoe 
Beseeching  him ;  so  as  we  need  not  fear 
To  pass  conunodiously  this  life,  sustain'd 
By  him  with  many  comforts,  till  we  end 
In  dust,  our  final  rest  and  native  home. 
What  better  can  we  do^  than,  to  the  place 
Repairiitf  where  he  judg'd  us,  prostnrte  &11 
Before  hun  reverent ;  and  there  confess 
Humbly  our  fiuihs,  and  pardon  beg  ;  with  tears 
Watering  the  ground,  and  with  our  sighs  the  air 
F^vquendng,  sent  iroan  hearts  contrite,  in  sign 
Of  sorrow  unfeign'd,  and  humiliation  meek  ? 
Undoubtedly  he  will  relent,  and  turn 
FVom  his  diq>leasure  ;  in  whose  looks  serene. 
When  angry  most  he  seem'd  and  most  severe, 
What  else  but  favour,  grace,  and  mercy,  shone  ?** 

So  spake  our  fother  penitent;  nor  Eve 
Felt  less  remorse :  they,  forthwith  to  the  place 
Repairing  where  he  judg'd  them,  prostrate  fell 
Before  him  reverent ;  and  both  confess'd 
Humbly  their  ftults,  and  pardon  begg*d ;  with  tears 
Watering  the  ground,  and  with  their  sighs  the  air 
FVequenting,  sent  firom  hearts  contrite,  in  sign 
Of  sorrow  unfeign'd,  and  humiliation  meek. 


Book  XL 

The  Son  of  God  presents  to  his  Father  the  prayers 
of  our  first  parents  now  repenting,  and  inter- 
cedes for  them :  God  accepts  them,  but  declares 
that  they  must  no  longer  abide  in  Parsdise ;  sends 
Michael  with  a  band  of  cherubim  to  dispossess 
them ;  but  first  to  reveal  to  Adam  future  things : 
Michael's  coming  down.  Adam  shows  to  Eve 
certain  ominous  signs;  he  discerns  Michael's 
approach ;  goes  out  to  meet  him :  the  angel  de- 
nounces their  departure.  Eve's  lamentation. 
Adam  pleads,  but  submits ;  the  ang^  leads  him 
up  to  a  high  hill ;  sets  before  him  in  vision  what 
shall  happen  till  the  Flood* 

Thus  they,  in  lowliest  plight^  repentant  stood 
Pkayinff ;  for  firom  the  mercy-seat  above 
Prevement  grace  descen£ng  had  remov'd 
The  stony  fWnn  thdr  hearts,  and  made  new  flesh 
Regenerate  grow  instead ;  that  sighs  now  breath'd 
Unutterable ;  which  the  spirit  of  prayer 
Inspir'd,  and  wing'dfor  Heaven  with  speedier  flight 
Than  loudest  oratory :  yet  their  port 
Not  of  mean  suitors  ;  nor  important  kss 
Seem'd  tiieu-  petition,  than  when  the  ancient  pair 
In  fables  old,  less  ancient  yet  than  these, 
Deucalion  and  chaste  Fyrriia,  to  restore 
The  rsce  of  mankind  drown'd,  before  the  shrine 
Of  Themis  stood  devout.     To  Heaven  their  prayers 
Flew  up,  nor  misa'd  the  way,  by  envious  winds 
Blown  vagabond  or  fhistrate :  in  they  pass'd 
DunenaonlesB  tiurough  heavenly  doors;  then  clad 
With  incense,  where  the  golden  altar  fbm'd. 
By  their  great  Intercessor,  came^  sight 
Before  the  Father's  throne:  them  the  glad  Son 
Ptresentuig,  thus  to  intercede  b^gan.  [iprang 

«<  See,  Father,  what  first-fVuits  on  Earth   are 
From  thy  implanted  grace  in  Man  ;  these  sighs 
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And  pnytrtf  wMa  in  xtm  fpAom  ctntttf  nil  d 
With  incense,  I  thy  priett  l^ore  diee  bring ; 
Fruits  of  more  pleashig  ssnmr,  from  thy  seed 
Sown  with  contrition  in  his  heart,  than  those 
Which,  his  own  hand  manunng,  atl  the  trees 
Of  Fuadise  could  have  produc'd  ere  falFn 
Vnxn  innocence.     Now,  therefore,  bend  thine  cor 
To  supplication  ;  hear  his  sighs,  though  mute ; 
Unskilful  with  what  words  to  pray,  let  me 
Interpret  for  him ;  me,  hu  advocate 
And  propitiation ;  all  his  works  on  me, 
Good,  or  not  good,  ingraft;  my  merit  thoae 
Shall  perfect,  and  for  these  my  death  shall  pay. 
Accept  me ;  and,  in  me,  from  dtese  receive 
The  smell  of  peace  toward  mankind :  let  him  live 
Before  thee  reconcil*d,  at  least  his  days 
Number'd  though  sad ;  till  death,  his  doom,  (which  I 
To  mitigate  thus  plead,  not  to  reverse,) 
To  better  life  shall  yield  him :  where  with  me 
All  my  redeem*d  may  dwell  in  joy  and  bliss ; 
Made  one  with  me,  as  I  with  thee  am  one.** 

To  whom  Ihe  Father,  without  cloud,  serene. 
"  All  thy  riequest  for  Man,  accepted  Son, 
()btain  ;  all  thy  request  was  my  decree : 
But,  longer  in  that  Paradise  to  dwell. 
The  law  I  gave  to  Nature  him  forbids : 
Thoae  purelmmortal  elements,  that  know 
No  gnMB,  no  unharmonious  mixture  foul. 
Eject  him,  tainted  now ;  and  purge  him  oflT, 
M  a  distemper,  gross,  to  air  as  gross. 
And  mortal  food ;  aa  may  dispose  liim  best 
For  dissolution  wrought  by  sin,  that  first 
Distemper'd  all  things,  and  of  incorrupt 
Corrupted.     I,  at  ^nt,  with  two  fair  gifts 
Created  him  endow'd  ;  with  happiness, 
And  immortality :  that  fondly  lost, 
•This  other  serv'd  but  to  eternise  woe  ; 
Till  I  provided  death  :  so  death  becomes 
His  final  remedy ;  and,  after  life, 
TVied  in  sharp  tribulatioii,  and  refin*d 
By  faith  and  faithful  works,  to  second  life, 
Wak'd  in  the  renovation  of  the  just. 
Resigns  him  up  with  Heaven  and  Earth  renew*d. 
But  let  us  call  to  synod  all  the  blest, 
Ihrough  Heaven's  wide  bounds :  from  them  I  will 

not  hide 
My  judgments ;  bow  with  mankind  I  proceed. 
As  bow  with  peccant  angels  late  they  saw. 
And  in  tfadr  state,  thoi^  firm,  stood  more  con- 
firm*d«** 
He  ended,  and  the  Son  gave  signal  high 
To  the  bright  minister  that  watch*d ;  he  blew 
His  trumpet,  heard  in  Oreb  sifice  perhaps 
When  God  descended,  and  perhaps  once  more 
To  sound  at  general  doom.     Tlie  angelic  blast 
F!lL*d  all  the  regions:  firom  their  blissful  bowers 
Of  amarantine  shade,  fountam  or  spring, 
By  the  waters  of  life,  where'er  they  sat 
In  fellowshipa  of  joy,  the  sons  of  light 
Hasted,  resorting  to  the  summons  high  : 
And  took  their  seats  t  till  from  his  throne  suprema 
The  Almi(^bty  thus  pronounced  his  sovnm  wUL 

**  OaoDs,  like  one  of  us  Man  is  become 
To  know  both  good  and  evil,  since  his  taste 
Of  that  defended  fruit;  but  let  him  boast 
His  knowledfla  of  good  lost,  and  evil  got ; 
Ibppicr !  had  it  auffic'd  him  to  have  known 
Good  by  itself,  and  eva  not  at  aU. 
He  sonows  now,  repents,  and  prays  contrite. 
My  motions  in  him ;  longer  tlun  they  move, 


His  heart  I  know,  iiow  vaiiible  and  vain, 
SelfJelt     Lest  therefore  his  now  bolder  hand 
Reach  also  of  the  tree  of  life,  and  eat. 
And  live  for  ever,  dream  at  least  to  live 
For  ever,  to  remove  htm  I  decree, 
And  send  him  from  the  garden  forth  to  till 
The  -ground  whence  he  was  taken,  fitter  soil. 

«  Michael,  this  my  bebest  have  thou  in  charge : 
Take  to  thee  firom  among  the  cherubim 
Hiy  choieie  of  flaming  waniours,  lest  the  fiend. 
Or  in  btiialf  of  Man,  or  to  invade 
Vacant  possession,  some  new  trouble  raise ; 
Haste  thee,  and  from  the  Pteadise  of  God 
Without  remorse  dx^ve  out  the  sinful  pair ; 
From  hallow'd  ground  the  unholy ;  and  denounce 
To  them,  and  to  their  progeny,  fhmi  thence 
Perpetual  banishment     Yet,  lest  they  faint 
At  the  sad  sentence  rigorously  nrg*d, 
(For  I  behold  them  soften'd,  and  with  tears 
Bewailing  their  excess,)  all  terrour  hide. 
If  patienUy  thy  bidding  they  obey, 
Dismiss  them  not  disconsolate ;  reveal 
To  Adam  what  shall  come  in  ftiture  days. 
As  I  shall  thee  enlighten  ;  intermix 
My  covenant  in  the  woman's  seed  renew'd  : 
So  send  them  fbrth,  though  sorrowing,  yet  in  peace  s 
And  on  the  east  side  of  dbe  carden  place. 
Where  entrance  up  from  £&n  easiest  climbs. 
Cherubic  watch ;  and  <]£  a  sword  the  flame 
Wide-waving ;  all  approach  far  off  to  fright. 
And  guard  ^1  passage  to  the  tree  of  lifie : 
Lest  Fvadise  a  receptacle  prove 
To  spirits  foul,  and  all  my  trees  their  prey ; 
With  whose  stoKn  fruit  man  once  more  to  deludew** 

He  ceas'd ;  ibid  the  arch-angelic  power  preparM 
For  swift  descent ;  with  him  the  cohort  bright 
Of  watchful  cherubim :  four  faces  each 
Had,  like  a  double  Janus ;  all  their  shape 
Spangl^  with  eyes  more  numerous  than  thoae 
Of  Argus,  and  more  wakeful  than  to  drouse, 
Charm'd  with  Arcadian  pipe,  the  pastoral  rn^ 
Of  Hermes,  or  his  opiate  rod.     Meanwhile, 
To  re-salute  the  world  with  sacred  light, 
Leucothea  wak'd ;  and  with  fVesh  dews  erobalmM 
The  Earth ;  when  Adam  and  first  matron  Eve 
Had  ended  now  their  orisons,  and  found 
Strength  added  firom  above ;  new  hope  to  spring 
Out  St  despiOT ;  joy,  but  with  fear  yet  link'd  ; 
Which  thus  to  Eve  his  welcome  words  renewed. 

**  Eve,  easily  may  faith  admit,  that  all 
Hic  good  which  we  enjoy,  fVom  Heaven  descends ; 
But,  that  from  us  aught  should  ascend  to  Heaven 
So  prevalent  as  to  concern  the  mind 
Of  God  high-blest,  or  to  incline  his  will. 
Hard  to  bdief  may  seem ;  yet  this  will  prayer 
Or  one  short  sigh  of  human  breath,  upborne 
Even  to  the  seat  of  God.     For  since  I  sought 
By  prayer  the  offended  Deity  to  appease ; 
Kneel'd,  and  before  him  humbled  all  my  heart ; 
Methought  I  &aw  him  placable  and  mild, 
Bending  his  ear ;  persuasion  in  me  grew 
That  I  was  heard  with  favour ;  peace  retum'd 
Home  to  my  breast,  and  to  my  memory 
Hif  promise,  that  thy  seed  shall  bruise  our  foe  ; 
Which,  then  not  minded  in  dismay,  yet  now 
Aasures  me  that  the  bitterness  of  death  ^ 
Is  past,  and  we  shall  live.     Whence  hail  to  thee, 
Eve  rightly  call'd,  mother  of  all  mankind. 
Mother  of  all  things  living,  since  by  thee 

Man  is  to  live  ;  and  all  things  ¥ve  /"  *'- 
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To  whom  tbas  Ere  with  tad  demeaiknir  meek. 
**  ni-wortfay  I  such  title  should  belong 
To  me  traoflgreasor ;  who,  fbr  thee  ordain'd 
A  help,  becnae  thj  snare ;  to  roe  reproach 
Badwr  bdoogs,  distrust,  and  all  dispraise : 
But  infinite  in  pardon  was  my  judges 
Thti^  I,  who  int  brought  de«th  on  all,  am  gvac*d 
Theaomceof  lifo;  next  fiiTOurable  thou, 
Wl»  li^faly  thus  to  entitle  me  vouchsaf  *st, 
Far  other  name  descrring.     But  the  field 
To  labotnr  calls  va»  now  with  sweat  impoe'd, 
Hiougfa  after  sleepless  night;  for  see !  the  Mom, 
All  mcoocem'd  with  our  unrest,  begins 
Her  rosy  progress  smiling :  let  us  forth ; 
I  nerer  from  thy  side  henceforth  to  stray, 
Where'er  our  db7*s  work  lies,  though  now  enjoin'd 
Laborious  till  day  droop ;  wUle  here  we  dweU, 
What  can  be  toilsome  in  these  pleasant  walks  ? 
Here  let  us  lire,  tiiougfa  in  (aU*n  state,  content'* 

So  spake,  so  wtsh'd  much-humbled  Eve;  but  Fate 
Snbscrib'd  not ;  Nature  first  gare  signs,  impress'd 
On  bird,  beast,  air  ;  air  suddenly  eclips*d, 
After  short  blush  of  mom :  nigh  in  her  sight 
The  bird  of  Jove,  stoop'd  from  his  aery  tour, 
IVo  birds  of  gayest  plume  before  him  drove ; 
Dbwn  from  a  hUl  the  beast  that  reigns  in  woods, 
FSnt  fanntcr  then,  pursu'd  a  gentle  brace 
Goodliest  of  all  the  forest,  hart  and  hind 
Direct  «o  the  eastern  gate  was  bent  theh*  flight 
Adam  obacit'd,  and  with  his  eye  the  chase 
INnsuii^  not  nnmor'd,  to  Eve  thus  spake. 

**  O  Bve^  some  further  change  awaits  us  nigh, 
Wfaidi  Heaivcoy  by  these  mute  signs  in  Nature, 


Fofciunuvs  Of  ms  purpose  j  or  to  warn 
Gs  haply  too  secure,  of  oar  disdiarge 
¥iam  penalty,  because  from  death  released 
8ame  dqri ;  how  long,  and  what  till  then  our  life. 
Who  knows?  or  more  than  this,  that  we  are  dust. 
And  tfaidaer  most  return,  and  be  no  more  ? 
Wky  dae  this  double  object  in  our  sight 
Of  figbt  pursued  in  the  air,  and  o'er  the  ground. 
One  way  the  self-same  hour?  why  in  the  east 
BBrkneas  ere  day's  mid-course,  and  moming-light 
More  orient  in  yon  western  cloud,  tliat  draws 
O'er  the  Uoe  firmament  a  radiant  white. 
And  skvw  descends  with  something  heavenly 
frangfat?" 
He  crr'd  not ;  for  by  this  the  heavenly  bands 
Dana  from  a  tkj  of  jasper  lighted  now 
In  Faia^ae,  and  on  a  Idll  made  halt ; 
A  glenoua  apparition,  had  not  doubt 
Aad  Gsraal  ftar  that  day  dimm'd  Adam's  eye. 
Nat  tfwt  more  glorious,  when  the  angels  met 
Jacob  in  Ifahanaim,  where  he  saw     • 
The  field  pvrilioii'd  with  his  guardians  bright ; 
ffsr  that,  which  on  the  fiaming  mount  appear'd 
In  T>nfcefj  eovcr'd  with  a  camp  of  fire, 
Afmnat  the  Syrian  king,  who  to  surprise 
Oae  nas^  aasaasin-Hke^  had  levied  war. 
War  ■■fMnu'laim'd.     The  princdy  hierarch 
1a  tea' farigfat  stand  there  left  his  powers,  toseixe 
BBBBcaHOB  of  theorden;  he  alone, 
Xa  find  where  A&n  shelter'd,  took  his  way. 
Net  vopcfoetT'd  of  Adsm :  who  to  Eve, 
Wide  the  great  visitant  approach'd,  thus  spake. 

"  Ewe,  BOW  expect  great  tidings,  which  perhaps 
or  e»«ai  soon  detenmne,  or  impose 
New  Isivs  to  be  obsenr'd ;  for  I  descry, 
Vraa  yonder  blttng  dond  thai  veUa  the  hill. 


One  of  the  heavnily  host;  and,  |iy  hh  gall. 
None  of  the  meanest;  some  great  petsnum 
Or  of  the  thrones  above ;  audi  mijoa^ 
Invests  him  coning !  yet  not  terriUe, 
lliat  I  should  fear ;  nor  sodsbly  mUd, 
As  Raphael,  that  I  should  much  coi^de; 
But  solemn  and  sublime ;  whom  not  to  ofited. 
With  ravcrenoe  I  must  nteet,  and  thou  letiie." 

He  ended ;  and  the  arch-angel  soon  drew  nigfa, 
Not  in  his  shape  celestial,  but  m  man 
Clad  to  meet  man ;  over  hia  lucid  arras 
A  military  vest  of  purple  flow'd. 
Livelier  tlian  M elibaan,  or  the  grain 
Of  Sarra,  worn  by  kings  and  hooas  old 
In  time  of  truce ;  Iris  had  dipt  the  woof; 
His  starry  helm  unbuckled  show'd  him  prhne 
In  manhood  where  youth  ended ;  by  his  side^ 
As  in  a  ^istering  sodiac,  hung  the  sword, 
Satan's  mre  dread ;  and  in  his  hand  the  spear. 
Adam  bow'd  low ;  he,  kin^y,  from  his  state 
IncUn'd  not,  but  his  coming  thus  dedar'd. 

"  Adam,  Heaven's  high  behest  no  prefooe  ncedst 
Sufficient  that  thy  prayers  are  heard ;  and  Death, 
Then  due  by  sentence  when  thou  didst  transgress^ 
Defeated  of  his  seisure  many  days 
Given  thee  of  grace ;  wheron  thou  may*st  repent. 
And  one  bad  act  with  many  deeds  well  done 
May'st  cover :  well  may  then  thy  Lord,  appeas'd. 
Redeem  thee  quite  fitNn  Death*s  rapacioua  claim ; 
But  longer  in  this  Paradise  to  dwell 
Ftermits  not :  to  remove  thee  I  am  come. 
And  send  thee  from  the  garden  fordi  to  till 
The  ground  whence  thou  wast  taken,  fitter  soiL" 

He  added  not ;  for  Adam  at  the  news 
Heart-atrudc  with  chilling  gripe  of  sorrow  stood. 
That  all  his  senses  bound ;  Eve,  who  unseen 
Yet  all  had  heard;  with  audible  lament 
Discover'd  soon  tfie  place  of  her  retire. 

**  O  unexpected  stroke,  worse  than  of  Deathi 
Must  I  thus  leave  thee,  Pasadise?  thus  leave 
Thee,  native  soil !  these  happy  walks  and  shadesy 
Fit  haunt  of  gods  ?  where  I  had  hope  to  spenc^ 
Quiet  though  sad,  the  rebate  of  that  day 
That  must  be  mortal  to  us  both.     O  flowen^ 
That  never  will  in  other  climate  grow, 
My  early  visitation,  and  my  last 
At  even,  which  I  bred  up  with  tender  hand 
From  the  first  opening  bud,  and  gave  ye  namca ! 
Who  now  shall  rear  ye  to  the  Sa^  or  rank 
Tour  tribes,  and  water  from  the  ambrosial  fimmt  ? 
Thee  lastly,  nuptial  bower !  by  me  adom'4 
With  what  to  sight  or  smell  was  sweet !  finom  thee 
How  shall  I  part,  and  whither  wander  down 
Into  a  lower  world ;  to  this  obscure 
And  wild  ?  how  shall  we  breathe  in  other  air 
Less  pure,  accustom'd  to  immortal  firuits?" 

Whom  thus  the  angel  interrupted  mild. 
"  Lament  not,  Eve,  but  patiently  resign 
What  justly  thou  hast  lo^  nor  set  ttgr  heart. 
Thus  over-fond,  on  that  which  is  not  thine : 
Hiy  going  is  not  lonely ;  with  thee  goes 
Thy  husband ;  him  to  follow  thou  art  boundi 
Where  he  abides,  think  there  thy  native  soiL" 

Adam,  by  this  fr^om  the  cold  sudden  damp 
Recovering,  and  his  scatter'd  spirits  retum'd. 
To  Michael  thus  his  humble  words  address'd. 

'<  CelestiaJ,  whether  among  the  thrones,  or  nam'd 
Of  them  the  highest ;  for  sudi  of  shape  may  seem 
Prince  above  princes !  gently  hast  thou  told 
Thy  message,  which  rou|ht  else  in  teUiog  wound* 
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And  in  perfanning  ^nd  us ;  wluU  besides 

Of  sorrow,  and  dejection,  and  despair, 

Our  frailty  can  sustain,  thy  tidings  bring. 

Departure  from  this  h^ypy  place,  our  sweet 

Recess,  and  only  consolation  left 

Familiar  to  our  eyes !  all  places  else 

Inhospitable  appear,  and  desolate; 

Nor  knowing  us,  nor  known :  and,  if  by  prayer 

Incessant  I  could  hope  to  change  the  will 

Of  him  who  all  things  can,  I  would  not  cease 

To  weary  him  with  my  assiduous  cries : 

But  prayer  against  his  absolute  decree 

No  more  avails  than  breath  against  the  wind. 

Blown  stiiUng  back  on  him  that  breathes  it  forth :' 

Therefore  to  his  great  bidding  I  submit. 

Hiis  most  afflicts  me,  that,  departing  hence. 

As  from  his  ftce  I  shall  be  hid,  depriv'd 

Hii  blessed  countenance :  here  I  could  frequent 

With  worship  place  by  place  where  he  vouchsaf  *d 

Presence  Divine ;  and  to  my  sons  relate, 

*  On  this  mount  he  appeared ;  under  this  tree 

Stood  visible ;  among  these  pines  his  voice 

I  heard ;  here  with  him  at  this  fountain  talk*d : 

So  many  grateful  altars  I  would  rear 

Of  grassy  turf,  and  pile  up  every  stone 

Of  lustre  from  the  brook,  in  memory 

Or  monument  to  ages ;  and  thereon 

Offer  sweet-smelling  gums,  and  fruits,  and  flowers : 

In  yonder  nether  world  where  slmll  I  seek 

His  bright  appearances,  or  foot-step  trace  ? 

For  though  I  fled  him  angry,  yet,  recall*d 

To  life  prolong*d  and  promis'd  race,  I  now 

Gladly  behold  though  but  his  utmost  skirts 

Of  glory ;  and  far  off  his  steps  adore.** 

To  lAiam  thus  Michael  with  regard  benign. 
«  Adam,  thou  know*st  Heaven  his,   and  all  tiic 

Earth; 
Not  this  rock  only ;  his  Omnipresence  fills 
Land,  sea,  and  air,  and  every  kind  that  lives, 
Fomented  by  his  vurtual  power  and  warm'd : 
All  the  Earth  he  gave  thee  to  possess  and  rule. 
No  despicable  gift ;  surmise  not  then 
His  presence  to  these  narrow  bounds  confin'd 
Of  Puadise,  or  Eden :  this  had  been 
Perhaps  thy  capital  seat,  from  whence  had  spread 
All  generations ;  and  had  hither  come 
From  all  the  ends  of  the  Earth,  to  celebrate 
And  reverence  thee,  their  great  progenitor. 
But  this  pre^eminenoe  thou  hast  lost,  brought  down 
To  dwell  on  even  sround  now  with  thy  sons : 
Tet  doubt  not  but  m  vaUey,  and  in  plain, 
God  is,  as  here ;  and  will  be  found  alike 
Present ;  and  of  his  presence  many  a  sign 
Still  following  thee,  still  compassing  thee  round 
¥^th  goodness  and  paternal  love,  his  face 
Express,  and  of  his  steps  the  track  divine. 
Which  that  thou  may*st  believe,  and  be  confirm*d 
Ere  thou  from  hence  depart ;  know,  I  am  sent 
To  show  thee  what  shall  come  in  future  days 
To  thee,  and  to  thy  offkjHring  :  good  with  bad 
Expect  to  hear ;  supenud  grace  contending 
WiA  sinfulness  of  men ;  thereby  to  learn 
True  patience,  and  to  temper  joy  with  fear 
And  pious  soirow;  equally  inur*d 
By  moderation  either  state  to  bear, 
Prosperous  or  adverse :  so  shalt  thou  lead 
Safest  thy  life,  and  best  prepar'd  endure 
Ttiy  mortal  passage  when  it  comes.  —  Ascend 
Tills  hill ;  let  Eve  (for  I  have  drenched  her  eyes) 
Here  sleep  below ;  while  thou  to  foresight  wak'st ; 


As  once   thou    sdept'st,    while  she   to  life   was 
formU*' 
To  whom  thus  Adam  gratefully  replied. 
**  Ascend,  I  follow  thee,  safe  g^ide,  tlie  path 
Thou  lead'st  me ;  and  to  the  hand  of  Heaven  submit. 
However  chastening ;  to  the  evil  turn 
My  obvious  breast;  arming  to  overcome 
By  suffering,  and  earn  rest  fWmi  labour  won, 
If  so  I  may  attain.** — So  both  ascend 
In  the  visions  of  God.     It  was  a  hill. 
Of  Fkradise  the  highest ;  from  whose  top 
The  hemisphere  of  Earth,  in  clearest  ken, 
Stretch*d  out  to  the  amplest  reach  of  prospect  lay. 
Not  higher  that  hill,  nor  wider  looking  round. 
Whereon,  for  different  cause,  the  Tempter  set 
Our  second  Adam,  in  the  wilderness ; 
To  show  him  all  £arth*s  kingdoms,  and  tlieir  glory. 
His  eye  might  there  command  whoever  stood 
City  of  old  or  modem  fame,  the  seat 
Of  mightiest  empire,  from  the  destin*d  walls 
Of  Cambalu,  seat  of  Cathaian  Can, 
And  Samarchand  by  Oxus,  Temir*s  throne. 
To  Paquin  of  Sinaean  kings ;  and  thence 
To  Agra  and  Lalior  of  great  Mogul, 
DoH-n  to  the  golden  Chersonese ;  or  where 
Tlie  P»sian  in  Ecbatan  sat,  or  since 
In  Hispahan ;  or  where  the  Russian  ksar 
In  Mosco ;  or  the  sultan  in  Bizance^ 
Turchestan-bom  ;  nor  could  his  eye  not  ken 
Hie  empire  of  Negus  to  his  utmost  port 
Ercoco,  and  the  less  maritim  kings 
Mombasa,  and  Quiloa,  and  Melind, 
And  Sofala,  thought  Ophir,  to  the  realm 
Of  Congo,  and  Angola  farthest  south ; 
Or  tlicncc  from  Niger  flood  to  Atlas  mount 
The  kingdoms  of  Almansor,  Fes  and  Sus, 
Morocco,  and  Algiers,  and  Tremisen ; 
On  Europe  thence,  and  where  Rome  was  to  sway 
The  world :  in  spirit  perhi^  he  also  saw 
Rich  Mexico,  the  seat  of  Montetiime, 
And  Cusco  in  Peru,  the  richer  seat 
Of  Atabalipa ;  and  yet  unspoiPd 
Guiana,  whose  great  city  Geryon*s  sons 
Call  El  Dorado.     But  to  nobler  sights 
Michael  from  Adamts  eyes  the  film  removed. 
Which  tliat  false  fhiit  that  promis*d  clearer  siglit 
Had  bred ;  then  purg*d  with  euphrasy  and  nic 
The  visual  nerve,  for  he  had  much  to  see ; 
And  from  the  well  of  life  three  drops  instillM. 
So  deep  the  power  of  these  ingredients  pierc'd. 
Even  to  the  inmost  seat  of  mental  sisht, 
Tluit  Adam,  now  enforc*d  to  close  his  eyes, 
Sunk  down,  and  all  his  spirits  became  entranc'd  ; 
But  Iiim  the  gentle  angel  l>y  the  hand 
Soon  rais'd,  and  his  attention  thus  recall'd. 

"  Adam,  now  ope  tliine  eyes ;  and  first  bdiold 
Hie  effects,  which  thy  original  crime  hath  wtou|^ 
In  some  to  spring  fVom  thee ;  who  never  touch'd 
The  excepted  tree ;  nor  with  the  snake  oonspir'd  ; 
Nor  sinn'd  thy  sin ;  yet  fVom  that  sin  derive 
Corruption,  to  bring  forth  more  violent  deeds.* 

His  eyes  he  open*d,  and  beheld  a  field. 
Part  arable  and  tilth,  whereon  were  sheaves 

'  New  reap*d ;  the  other  part  sheep-walks  and  folds ; 

I  I'  the  midst  an  altar  as  the  land-mark  stood 
Rustic,  of  grassy  sord ;  thither  anon 
A  sweaty  reaper  from  his  tillage  brought 
First  fhiits,  the  green  ear,  and  the  yellow  sheaf, 
Uncull'd,  m  came  to  hand ;  a  shepherd  next. 
More  meek,  came  wjjh.^tf»^  gr^lfi^^^s  flock. 
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C^oicnt  and  bat;  then,  sacriiiciiig,  laid 
Tim  tnwanis  and  tiieir  fit,  with  inoeiMe  strow'd. 
On  the  deft  wood,  and  all  due  rites  performed ; 
His  offering  soon  propitious  fire  from  Heaven 
Consom'd  with  nimble  glance,  and  grateful  steam ; 
The  other's  not,  for  his  was  not  sincere; 
Whereat  he  inly  iag*d,  and,  as  they  talk'd, 
&Dote  him  into  the  midriff  with  a  stone 
niat  beat  out  Itfb!  he  feU ;  and,  deadly  pale, 
Groaa*d  out  his  soul  with  gushing  blood  effiis'd. 
Mncli  at  that  si^  was  Adua  in  his  heart 
Dimay'd,  and  thus  in  haste  to  the  angel  cried. 

"  O  teacher,  some  great  mischief  hath  befidl*n 
To  Aat  meek  man,  who  well  had  sacrificed ; 
Is  piety  thus  and  pure  derotion  paid  ?'* 

To  whom  Miduiel  thus,  he  also  mov*d,  replied. 
^  Thfie  two  are  brethren,  Adam,  and  to  come 
Out  of  thy  kins ;  the  unjust  the  just  hath  slain. 
For  envy  that  his  brother's  offering  found 
Vnm  Heaven  acceptance ;  but  the  bloody  Act 
Will  be  aveng'd ;  and  the  other's  fiiith,  approv'd, 
Lose  no  reward ;  though  here  thou  see  him  die. 
Boiling  in  dust  and  gore."     To  which  our  sire. 
**  Alas !  both  for  the  deed,  and  for  the  cause ! 
&it  have  I  now  seen  Death  ?  Is  this  the  way 
I  must  return  to  native  dust  ?  O  sight 
Of  terrour,  foul  and  ugly  to  behold. 
Horrid  to  think,  how  horrible  to  feel !" 

To  whom  thus  Michael  «  Death  thou  hast  seen 
In  his  iint  shape  on  Man ;  but  many  shapes 
Of  Death,  and  many  are  the  ways  that  lead 
Ta  his  grim  cave,  all  dismal ;  yet  to  sense 
More  terrible  at  the  entrance,  than  within. 
Sonae,  as  thoa  saw'st,  by  riolent  stroke  shall  die ; 
By  fire,  flood,  Amine,  by  intemperance  more 
la  meats  and  drinks,  which  on  the  Earth  shall  bring 
Diseases  dire,  c^  which  a  monstrous  crew 
Befere  thee  shall  appear ;  that  thou  may'st  know 
What  misery  the  inabstinence  of  Eve 
Sfasll  faring  on  men."     Immediately  a  place 
Befiare  his  eyes  appear'd,  sad,  noisome,  dark ; 
A  laaar-house  it  seem'd ;  wherein  were  hud 
Numbers  of  all  diseas'd :  all  maladies 
Of  ghastly  qiasm,  or  racking  torture,  qualms 
Of  heart-sick  agony,  all  feverous  kinds, 
Canvolsions,  epalepsies,  ^enx  catarrhs, 
Tntntine  stone  and  ulcer,  colic-pangs, 
Demoaiac  plirensy,  moping  melanc^ly, 
Aad  mooo-atruck  madness,  jpining  atrophy, 
Marasmus,  and  wide-wasting  pestilence. 
Dropsies,  and  asthmas,  and  joint-racking  rheums. 
Dire  waa  the  tossing,  deep  the  groans ;  Despair 
Tended  the  sick  busiest  firom  couch  to  couch ; 
Afid  over  them  triumphant  Death  his  dart 
Aook,  but  delay'd  to  strike,  though  oft  invok'd 
With  vows,  aa  tbdr  chief  good,  and  final  hope. 
Sg^  ao  d^brm  what  heart  of  rock  could  long 
Dry.^*d  bdiold?  Adam  could  not,  but  wept, 
IWogh  not  of  woman  bom ;  compassion  quell'd 
ffia  best  of  man,  and  gave  him  up  to  tears 
A  space,  tiU  firmer  thoughts  restrain'd  excess ; 
A«d,  scarce  recovering  words,  his  plaint  renew'd. 

"  O  miserable  mankind,  to  what  fall 
Degraded,  to  what  wretched  state  reserv'd ! 
Better  end  here  unborn.     Why  is  life  given 
To  be  tfaos  wrested  firom  us  ?  rather,  why 
ONnded  on  us  thus  ?  iriio,  if  we  knew 
What  we  receive,  would  either  not  accept 
life  qficr'd,  or  soon  beg  to  Uy  it  down ; 
Glad  to  be  so  dismiv'd  in  peace.     Can  thus 


The  image  of  God  in  Man,  created  once 
So  goodly  and  erect,  though  faulty  since^ 
To  such  unsightly  sufferings  be  debas'd 
Under  inhuman  pains  ?  Why  should  not  Man, 
Retaining  still  dirine  similitude 
In  part,  nom  such  deformities  be  firee^ 
And,  fbr  his  Maker's  image  sake,  exempt  ?" 
'*11ieir  Maker's  image^"  answer'd   Michael, 
«*then 
Fornook  them,  when  themselves  they  vilified 
To  serve  ungovem'd  Appetite ;  and  took 
Hb  image  whom  they  serv'd,  a  brutish  vioe^ 
Inductive  mainly  to  the  sin  cif  Eve. 
Therefore  so  abject  is  their  punishment, 
Disfiguring  not  God's  likeness,  but  thrir  own ; 
Or  if  his  likeness,  by  themselves  defiic'd ; 
While  they  pervert  pure  Nature's  healthAd  rules 
To  loathsome  sickness ;  worthily,  since  they 
God's  image  did  not  reverence  in  themselves." 
**  I  yield  it  just,"  said  Adam,  «and  submit 
But  is  there  yet  no  other  way,  besides 
These  painful  passages,  how  we  mi^  come 
To  death,  and  mix  with  our  connatural  dust  ?" 

**  There  is,"  said  Michael,  **  if  thou  well  observe 
The  rule  of  Not  too  much  ;  by  temperance  taught, 
In  what  thou  eat'st  and  dnnk'st;  seeking  finom 

thence 
Due  nourishment,  not  gluttonous  delight, 
Till  many  years  over  tl^  head  return : 
So  may'st  thou  live ;  till,  like  ripe  firuit,  thoa  drop 
Into  thy  mother's  lap ;  or  be  with  ease 
Gather'd,  not  harshly  pluck'd ;  for  death  mature: 
Iliis  is  Old  Age ;  but  then,  thou  must  outlive 
Thy  youdi,  thy  strength,  thy  beauty ;  which  will 

change 
To  wither'd,  weak,  and  gray ;  thy  senses  then. 
Obtuse,  all  taste  of  pleasure  must  forego, 
To  what  thou  hast ;  and,  for  the  air  of  youth, 
Hopeful  and  cheerful  in  thy  blood  will  reign 
A  melancholy  damp  of  cold  and  dry 
To  weigh  tlnr  spirits  down,  and  last  consume 
The  bahn  of  life."     To  whom  our  ancestor. 

'*  Henceforth  I  fly  not  death,  nor  would  prolong 
Life  much ;  bent  rather,  how  I  may  be  quit. 
Fairest  and  easiest  of  this  cumbrous  charge  ; 
Which  I  must  keep  till  my  appointed  day 
Of  rendering  up,  and  patiendy  attend 
My  dissolution."     Michael  replied.  [liv'st, 

"  Nor  love  thy  life,  nor  hate ;  but  what  thou 
Live  well ;  how  long,  or  short,  permit  to  Heaven: 
And  now  prepare  tfa«e  for  another  siffht" 

He  look'd,  and  saw  a  spacious  plain,  whereon 
Were  tents  of  various  hue ;  by  some,  were  herds 
Of  cattle  grszing;  others,  whence  the  sound 
Of  instruments,  that  made  melodious  chime, 
Was  heard,  of  harp  and  organ ;  and,  who  mov'd 
Their  stops  and  chords,  was  seen ;  his  volant  touch. 
Instinct  through  all  proportions,  low  and  high. 
Fled  and  pursued  transverse  the  resonant  fugue. 
In  other  part  stood  one  who»  at  the  forge 
Labouring,  two  massy  clods  of  iron  and  brass 
Had  melted,  (whether  found  where  casual  fire 
Had  wasted  woods  on  mountain  or  in  vale, 
Down  to  the  veins  of  Earth ;  thence  gliding  hot 
To  some  cave's  mouth;  or  whether  wash'd  by  stream 
From  underground ;)  the  liquid  ore  he  drain'd 
Into  fit  moulds  prepar'd ;  firom  which  he  form'd 
Rrst  his  own  tools;  then,    what  might  else  b^ 

wrought 
Fusil  or  graven  in  metal.     After  these, 
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But  on  tbe  hidier  ode,  s  diffiereiit  aurt  [seat, 

Fhxn  the  falgh  neMboarinff  hOls,  which  was  tfaesr 
Down  to  tbe  pbfai  descended ;  by  their  guise 
Just  men  they  seem*d,  and  all  their  study  bent 
To  wordiip  God  aright,  and  know  hu  woilu 
Not  hid;  nor  those  things  last,  whidi  might  presenre 
Freedom  and  peace  to  men :  they  on  the  plain 
Long  had  not  walk'd,  when  from  the  tents,  behold! 
A  bety  of  fiur  women,  richly  gay 
In  gems  and  wanton  dress ;  to  the  hafp  they  sung 
Soft  amorous  ditties,  and  in  dance  came  on : 
Tbe  men,  tfaou^^  grave,  ey*d  them ;  and  let  their 

eyes 
Rove  without  rehi ;  till,  in  Ae  amorous  net 
Fast  caught,  they  13c*d ;  and  eadi  his  likmg  diose ; 
And  now  of  love  they  treat,  till  the  eTening.4««r, 
Love's  baibinger,  appear*d ;  then,  all  in  best 
They  light  the  nuptial  torch,  and  bid  invoke 
Hymen,  then  first  to  marriage  rites  invokM : 
With  ftast  and  music  all  the  tenU  resound. 
Such  bqppy  interview,  and  fidr  event 
Of  love  and  youth  not  lost,  songs,  gailandsKAowers, 
And  charming  symphonies,  att»ch*d  the  heart 
Of  Adam,  soon  inclin*d  to  admit  delight, 
The  bent  of  nature;  which  he  thus  express'd. 

^  True  opener  of  mine  eyes,  prime  angel  blest ; 
Much  better  seems  this  vision,  and  more  hope 
Of  peaceful  days  portends,  than  those  two  past ; 
Those  were  of  hate  and  death,  or  pain  much  worse ; 
Here  Nature  seems  ftilfill*d  in  all  her  ends.'* 

To  whom  thus  Michael.  «  Judge  not  what  is  best 
By  pleasure,  though  to  nature  seeming  meet; 
Created,  as  thou  art,  to  nobler  end 
Hdy  and  pure,  confonnity  divine. 
Those  tenU  thou  saw'st  so  pleasant,  were  the  tents 
Of  wickedness,  wherein  shall  dwell  his  race 
Who  slew  his  brother ;  studious  they  appear 
Of  arts  duU  polish  life,  inventers  rare ; 
Unmindful  of  their  Maker,  though  his  spirit 
Tau^t  them;    but  they  his  gifts  acknowledge 


Yet  they  a  beauteous  offspring  shall  beget; 

For  that  fiur  female  troop  thou  saw'st,  that  seem*d 

Of  goddesses,  so  blithe,  so  smooth,  so  gay, 

Yet  empty  of  all  good  wherein  consists 

Woman's  domestic  honour  and  chief  praise ; 

Bred  only  and  complete  to  tbe  taste 

Of  lustful  appetence,  to  sing,  to  dance. 

To  dress,  and  troll  the  tongue,  and  roll  the  eya 

To  these  that  sober  race  of  men,  whose  lives 

Religious  titled  them  the  sons  of  God, 

Shall  yield  up  all  their  virtue,  all  their  fiune 

Ignobly,  to  the  trains  and  to  the  smiles 

Of  these  fidr  atheists ;  and  now  swim  in  joy. 

Ere  long  to  swim  at  large ;  and  kugh,  for  which 

The  world  ere  long  a  worid  of  tears  must  weep.'* 

To  whom  thus  Adam,  of  short  joy  bereft 
**  O  pity  and  shame,  duU  they,  who  to  live  well 
Enter'd  so  fair,  should  turn  aside  to  tread 
Fisths  indirect,  or  m  the  mid  way  faint ! 
But  stall  I  soe  the  tenour  of  man's  woe 
Hdds  on  the  same,  firom  woman  to  begin." 

"  From  man's  effeminate  slackness  it  begins," 
Said  the  angel,  <«  who  should  better  hold  his  place 
By  wisdom,  and  superior  gifb  receiv'd. 
But  now  prepare  thee  for  another  scene." 

He  look'd,  and  saw  wide  territory  spread 
Before  him,  towns,  and  rural  works  between ; 
Cities  of  men  with  lofty  gates  and  towers. 
Concourse  in  arms,  fierce  laces  threatening  wai; 


tiiants  of  mighty  bone,  and  bold  emprise ; 

Piart  wield  iSmr  arms,  part  curb  tiie  foaming  stecd» 

Single  or  in  array  of  battle  rang'd 

Both  horse  and  foot,  nor  idly  mustering  stood 

One  way  a  band  select  fVom  forage  drives 

A  herd  of  beeves,  fiur  oxen  and  fiiir  kine. 

From  a  ht  meadow  mund ;  or  fleecy  flodc. 

Ewes  and  their  bleatmg  lambs  over  the  plain. 

Their  booty;  scarce  with  lifie  the  shepherds  fly. 

But  odl  in  aid,  which  makes  a  bloody  hmy ; 

With  cruel  tournament  the  squadrons  join ; 

Where  cattle  pastur'd  late,  now  scatter*d  lies 

With  carcasses  and  arms  die  ensanguin'd  field» 

Deserted :  othen  to  a  dty  strong 

Lay  sieffe,  encamp'd ;  by  battery,  scale,  and  mine, 

Assaultmg ;  others  firom  the  wall  defend 

With  dart  and  javelin,  stones,  and  sulphurous  fire  ; 

On  each  hand  slaughter,  and  gigantic  deeds. 

In  other  part  tbe  scepter'd  hemds  call 

To  council,  in  the  city-gates ;  anon 

Gray-headed  men  and  grave,  with  worriours  mis'dp 

Assemble,  and  harangues  are  heard ;  but  soon. 

In  fiMTtious  opposition ;  till  at  last. 

Of  middle  age  one  rising,  eminent 

In  wise  deport,  spake  much  of  right  and  wrongs 

Of  justice,  of  reb'gion,  truth,  and  peace. 

And  judgment  from  above :  him  old  and  young 

Exploded,  and  had  seis'd  with  violent  hands ; 

Had  not  a  cloud  descending  snatch'd  him  thence 

Unseen  amid  the  throng :  so  violence 

IVoceeded,  and  oppression,  and  sword-kw. 

Through  all  the  plain,  and  refuge  none  was  found. 

Adam  was  all  in  tears,  and  to  his  guide 

Lamenting  tum'd  full  sad :  **0\  what  are  theac^ 

Death's  ministers,  not  men  ?  who  tlius  deal  death 

.Inhumanly  to  men,  and  multiply 

Ten  thousandfold  ^  sin  of  him  who  slew 

His  brother :  for  of  whom  such  massacre 

Make  they,  but  of  their  brethren ;  men  of  men  ? 

But  who  was  that  iust  man,  whom  had  not  Hemven 

Rescued,  had  in  his  righteousness  been  lost?" 

To  whom  thus  Michael.  '*  These  are  the  prod^Gt 
Of  those  ill-mated  marriages  thou  saw'st ;      [selves 
Where  good  with  bad  were  match'd,  who  of  tfaeoi* 
Abhor  to  join  ;  and,  by  imprudence  mix'd, 
Produce  prodigious  births  of  bod^  or  mind. 
Such  were  these  giants,  men  of  high  renown ; 
For  in  those  days  might  only  shall  be  admir*^ 
And  valour  and  heroic  virtue  call'd ; 
To  overcome  in  battle,  and  subdue 
Nations,  and  bring  home  spoils  with  infinite 
Man-slaugfater,  shall  be  held  the  highest  pitch 
Of  human  glory ;  and  for  glory  done 
Of  triumph,  to  be  styl'd  great  conquerors, 
Patrons  <^  mankind,  gods  and  sons  of  gods ; 
Destroyers  rightlier  cSl'd,  and  plagues  of  men. 
Thus  fame  shall  be  achiev'd,  renown  on  Earth ; 
And  what  most  merite  fame,  in  silence  hid. 
But  he,  the  seventh  from  thee,  whom  tliou  beheldst 
The  only  righteous  in  a  wcrld  perverse. 
And  therefore  hated,  therefore  so  beset 
With  foes,  for  daring  single  to  be  just. 
And  utter  odious  truth,  that  God  would  come 
To  judge  them  with  his  saints :  him  the  Most  High 
Rapt  in  a  balmy  cloud  with  winged  steeds 
Did,  as  thou  saw'st,  receive,  to  walk  with  God 
High  in  salvation  snd  the  climes  of  Miss, 
Exempt  fhxn  death ;  to  show  thee  what  reward 
Awaits  the  good :  the  rest  what  puni^imcnt ; 
Which  now  direct  thine  eyes  and  soon  behold.*' 
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He  look'd,  aad  hw  tlie  6ee  of  ^angia  quite 
chang'd; 
He  bfaien  throat  of  war  had  ccas'd  to  roar 
All  DOW  was  tum'd  to  joUitj  and  game, 
T«  luxury  and  riot,  feast  and  dance ; 
AUnying  or  prostituting,  as  befell, 
B^  or  adultety,  where  pamring  fyiix 
AliorM  them ;  thence  from  cups  to  dvil  broils. 
At  lei^  a  reverend  sire  among  them  came, 
And  of  their  doings  great  dislike  dedar'd 
And  testified  against  their  ways ;  he  oft 
FR^ueoted  their  MsemUies,  whereso  met, 
Triujupbs  or  festivals ;  and  to  them  preacfa'd 
CoQvcnioo  and  repentance,  as  to  souls 
Ii  prisoa,  under  judgments  imminent : 
Batall  invam:  which  when  be  saw,  he  ceas'd 
Contending^  and  remov'd  his  tents  &r  off: 
Hm,  fixxn  the  mountain  hewing  timber  tall, 
Began  to  build  a  vessel  of  huge  bulk ; 
Meuur'd  by  cubit,  length,  and  breadth,  and  height; 
Smcir'd  round  with  pitdi ;  and  in  the  side  a  dow 
CoBtm'd;  and  of  provisions  laid  in  large. 
For  insn  and  beast:  when  lo,  a  wonder  strange  ! 
Of  ereiy  beast,  and  bird,  and  insect  small, 
Cime  sevens  and  pairs;  and  enter*d  in  as  taught 
Hieir  order :  last  the  aire  and  his  three  sons, 
With  thdr  four  wives;  and  God  made  ibst  the  door. 
Meiavhile  the  soutb-wind  rose,  and»  with  black 

wings 
^'HdeJiovering,  all  the  clouds  together  drove 
fnm  under  Heaven  ;  the  hills  to  their  supply 
Vipour,  and  eihalation  dusk  and  moist, 
Snk  up  amain ;  and  now  the  thicken*d  sky 
Uwa dark  ceiling  stood ;  down  rush'd  the  rain 
^petttous ;  and  continued,  till  the  Earth 
No  more  was  seen :  the  floating  vessel  swum 
Uplifted,  and  secure  with  beaked  prow 
Rode  tilting  o*er  the  waves ;  all  dwellings  else 
Hood  ovcrwhefan'd,  and  ^bem  with  all  their  pomp 
Deep  under  water  roli'd ;  sea  cover*d  sea, 
Sn  witfaoDt  shore ;  and  in  their  palaces, 
^Vbereluxmy  late  reign'd,  sea-monsters  whelp*d 
^  stibled ;  of  mankind,  so  numerous  late, 
^  left,  in  one  small  bottom  swum  imbark*d. 
Hov  didst  thou  grieve,  then,  Adam,  to  behold 
TVend  of  all  thy  offspring,  end  so  sad, 
I^population !     Tbee  anotlier  flood. 
Of  tears  and  sorrow  a  flood,  thee  also  drown'd, 
Asd  funk  thee  as  thy  sons ;  till,  gently  rear'd 
Bj  the  angel,  on  thy  feet  thou  stood'st  at  last ; 
^^nghoanfortieas;  as  when  a  fiuher  mourns 
Hb  dBUren,aU  in  view  destroy*d  at  once ; 
AadcsRe  to  the  ang^  utter'dst  tlius  thy  plaint. 
,"  0  wions  ill  foreseen !  better  bad  I 
liv'd  ignorant  of  future !  so  had  borne 
^7  P«t  of  evil  only,  each  day's  lot 
^■ovgk  to  bear ;  those  now,  that  were  diq>ens'd 
loe  burden  of  many  ages,  <m  me  light 
Atono^  by  nay  ibveknowledge  gaining  birth 
^vttre^  t»  torment  me  ere  their  being, 
witbAoaght  that  they  must  be.     Let  no  man  seek 
wdbrtfato  be  foretold,  what  shaU  befaU 
*^« kis children  ;  evil  he  may  be  sure, 
^*^  obAst  his  foreknowing  can  prevent ; 
j^  be  the  future  evil  ^ballnoless 
^fVPcbensian  than  in  substance  feel, 
^°^  la  bear:  but  that  care  now  is  past, 
*>ftanet whom  to  warn :  those  few  escapM 
^■■^  and  anguish  will  at  last  consume, 
^"'^MNglbaivitarydeMrt:  IbMihope 


When  vioknee  vras  oeas'd,  and  war  on  Earth, 

All  wottki  havethea  gone  well ;  peace  would  have 

crown'd 
With  length  of  happy  di^  the  race  of  Man ; 
But  I  wasfiur  deceived ;  for  now  I  see 
Peace  to  corrupt  no  less  than  war  to  waste 
How  comes  it  thus?  unfold,  celestial  guide. 
And  whether  here  the  race  of  Man  will  end.' 
To   whom  thus  MichaeL     **  These,  whom  last 

thou  saw*st 
In  tritunph  and  luxurious  wealth,  are  they 
First  seen  in  acts  of  prowess  eminent 
And  great  exploits,  but  of  true  virtue  void ; 
Who,  having  spilt  much  blood,  and  done  much  vrasta 
Subduing  nations,  and  achiev'd  thereby 
Fame  in  the  world,  high  titles,  and  rich  prey; 
Sliall  change  their  course  to  pleasure,  ease,  and  sloth^ 
Surfeit,  and  lust ;  till  wantonness  and  pride 
lUise  out  of  friendship  hostile  deeds  in  peace. 
The  conquer*d  also,  and  enslav*d  by  war, 
Shall,  with  their  freedom  lost,  all  virtue  lose 
And  fev  of  God ;  fromVhom  their  piety  feign'd 
In  shar^ont^  of  battle  found  no  aid 
Against  invaders ;  therefore,  cool'd  in  zeal, 
Hienceforth  shall  practise  how  to  live  secure^ 
Worldly  or  dissolute,  on  what  their  lords 
Shall  leave  them  to  enjoy ;  for  the  Earth  shall  bear 
More  than  enough,  that  temperance  may  be  tried : 
So  all  shall  turn  degenetate,  all  deprav'd ; 
Justice  and  temperance,  truth  and  fidth,  forgot ; 
One  num  except,  the  only  son  of  light 
In  a  dark  age,  against  example  good. 
Against  allurement,  custom,  and  a  world 
oSended:  fearless  of  reproach  and  scom^ 
Or  riolencei,  he  of  their  adcked  ways 
Shall  them  admonish ;  and  befote  them  set 
The  paths  of  lighteotuneas,  how  much  more  safe 
And  full  of  peace ;  denouncing  wrath  to  come 
On  their  impenitence ;  and  shall  return 
Of  them  derided,  but  of  God  observed 
The  one  just  man  alive;  by  hb  command 
Shall  build  a  wondrous  ark,  aa  thou  befaeldat, 
To  save  himself,  and  household,  from  amidst 
A  world  devote  to  universal  wrack. 
No  sooner  he,  with  them  of  man  and  beast 
Select  for  life,  shall  in  the  ark  be  lodgM, 
And  shelterM  round ;  but  all  the  cataracts 
Of  Heaven  set  open  on  the  Earth  shall  pour 
Rain,  day  and  night;  all  fountains  of  the  deep. 
Broke  up,  shall  heave  the  ocean  to  usurp 
Beyond  all  bounds ;  till  inundation  rise 
Above  the  highest  hills :  then  shall  this  mount 
Of  Paradise  by  might  of  waves  be  mov*d 
Out  of  his  place,  push'd  by  the  homed  flood. 
With  all  his  verdure^poil'd,  and  trees  adrift, 
Down  the  great  river  to  the  opening  gulf. 
And  there  take  root  an  ishmd  salt  and  bare. 
The  haunt  of  seals,  and  ores,  and  sea-mews*  cUmg  t 
To  teadi  thee  that  God  attributes  to  place 
No  sanctity,  if  none  be  thither  brought 
By  men  who  there  frequent,  or  therein  dwell. 
And  now,  what  further  shall  ensue,  behold.** 

He  look'd,  and  saw  the  ark  hull  on  the  flood. 
Which  now  abated ;  for  the  clouds  were  fled. 
Driven  by  a  keen  north-wind,  that,  blowing  dry. 
Wrinkled  the  face  of  delug<^  aa  decay'd ; 
And  the  dear  Sun  on  his  vride  watery  j^ass 
Gas*d  hot,  and  of  the  fresh  vrave  largely  drew, 
As  afWr  thirst ;  which  made  their  flowing  shrink 
From  itanduig  lake  to  tripping  ebl),  that  Slolt 
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WHh  Mft  fixR  towards  tlM  d00p;  wlio  now  ]iid  itopi 
Ifis  iluioeii  as  the  Heafen  his  windows  shut. 
The  aik  no  more  now  floats,  but  seems  on  ground^ 
Fast  on  the  top  of  some  hi^moimtain  fix*cL 
And  now  the  tops  of  hills,  as  rocks,  appear; 
With  damour  thence  tfae^rspid  currents  drive, 
Towards  the  retreating  sea,  their  furious  tide. 
Forthwith  from  out  the  ark  a  raven  flie% 
And  aftor  him,  the  surer  mffMengcr, 
A  dore  sent  Ibrthpnce  and. i^gain  $o  spy 
Green  tree  or  ground,  whereon  his  foo^  may  light : 
Hie  second  time  returning,  in  his  biU 
\n  oliTe4eaf  he  brings,  |Mcific  sign : 
Anon  dry  ground  appearB,  and  fivm  his  aik 
The  ancient  sire  .descends,  with  |J1  his  liain : 
Itai  with  jupiUHked  Jnnds,  .and  eyes  devout, 
Gnteftd  to  Heaven,  over  his  head  beholds 
A  dewy  doud,  and  in  the  doud  a  bow 
Gmspicuous  with  three  listed  colours  gay. 
Betokening  peace  from  God,  and  covenant  new. 
Whereat  the  heart  of  Adam,  erst  so  sad, 
Gready  ngoic*d ;  and  thus  his  joy  broke  forth. 

**  O  thou,  who  future  things  canst  reprAnt 
As  present*  Mavenly  instructor'  I  revive 
At  thb  ]ast  sight ;  asBur*d  that  Man  shall  live. 
With  all  the  creatures,  and  their  seed  preserve. 
Far  less  I  now  lament  for  one  whole  world 
Of  wicked  sons  destroy'd,  than  I  r^ce 
For  pne  man  found  so  perfect,  and  so  just. 
That  God  vouchsafes  to  raise  another  world 
FVom  him,  and  all  his  anger  to  forget       [Heaven 
But  Mj,  what  mean  those  coloured  stnwks   in 
Distended,  as  the  brow  of  God  appeas'd? 
Or  serve  they,  asa  flowery  verge,  to  bind 
The  fluid  skirts  of  that  same  watery  cloud. 
Lest  it  again  dissolve,  and  shower  the  Earth?** 

To  whom  the  arch-angeL     **  Dextrously  thou 
aim*st; 
So  willingly  doth  God  remit  his  ire, 
T1iou|^  late  repenting  him  of  Man  depmv*d ; 
Griev*d  at  his  heart,  when  looking  down  he  saw 
Hie  whole  £arth  fiU'd  with  violence,  and  all  flesh 
Corrupting  each  their  way ;  yet,  those  ranov'd. 
Such  grace  shall  one  just  man  find  in  his  sight, 
That  he  relents,  not  to  blot  out  mankind ; 
And  makes  a  covenant  never  to  destroy 
The  Earth  again  by  flood;  nor  let  the  sea 
Surpass  his  Umnds ;  nor  rain  to  drown  the  world, 
With  man  therdn  or  beast ;  but,  when  he  brings 
Over  the  Ear^  a  ^loud,  will  therehi  set 
His  triple-colour*d  boF>  whereon  to  look. 
And  call  to  mind  hb  covenant :  da^  and  ni^it. 
Seed-time  and  harvest,  heat  and  lioary  frost. 
Shall  hold  their  course ;  till  fire  purge  all  things  new. 
Both  Heaven  and  Earth,  wheMi  the  just  shall 
dwelt** 


Book  XII. 

The  Argumeni. 

Hie  angei  Midiael  continues,  from  the  floods  to 
relate  what  shall  succeed ;  then,  in  the  mention 
of  Abrsham,  comes  by  degrees  to  explain,  who 
that  seed  of  the  woman  siudl  be,  which  was  pro- 
mised Adam  and  Eve  in  the  Fall;  his  incarnation, 
death,  resurrection,  and  ascension ;  the  state  of 
the  diurch  till  his  second  coming.  Adam, 
greatly  satisfied  and  reccmfofted  by  tbcM  r^ 


BoosXIL 


be   IhU    with 

Midiad;  wiikena  Eve,  who  all  thisvrhfle  had 
slept,  but  with  flentle  drsama  composrH  to  quieu 
nessofmindandsubmisaoB.  Michad  in  either 
hand  leads  them  out  of  Fkradise,  the  fiery  swos^d 
waving  behind  them,  and  the  Qwrubim  taking 
their  stations  to  guard  the  place. 

As  one  who  in  his  journey  bates  at  noon, 

Though  bent  on  q>eed;  so  here  the  arcfa-angd 

paus*d 
Betwixt  the  world  destroy*d  and  world  restored. 
If  Adam  aught  perh^w  might  interpose ; 
Then,  with  transition  sweet,  new  speech  resumes. 

**  Tlius  thou  hast  seen  one  world  begin,  and  eodi 
And  Man,  as  from  a  second  stock,  proceed. 
Much  thou  hast  yet  to  see ;  but  I  percdve 
Thy  mortal  sight  to  fail :  objects  divine 
Must  needs  impair  and  weary  human  sense : 
Henceforth  what  is  to  come  I  will  rebite ; 
Thou  therefore  give  due  audience,  and  attend. 

«  This  second  source  of  men,  while  yet  but  few. 
And  while  the  dread  of  judgment  past  remains 
Fresh  in  their  minds,  fearing  the  Deity, 
With  some  regard  to  what  is  just  and  right 
Shall  lead  their  lives,  and  multiply  apace ; 
Labouring  the  soil,  and  reaping  plenteous  crop^ 
Com,  wine,  and  oil ;  and,  firom  the  herd  or  flock. 
Oft  sacrificing  bullock,  lamb,  or  kid, 
With  large  wine-offerings  pour'd,  and  sacred  frnst. 
Shall  spend  their  days  in  joy  unblam*d ;  and  dwdl 
Long  tune  in  peace^  by  families  and  ttibe*, 
Under  paternal  rule :  till  one  shdl  rise 
Of  proud  ambitious  heart ;  who^  not  content 
With  fair  equality,  fraternal  state. 
Will  arrogate  dominion  undeserv*d 
Over  his  brethren,  and  quite  dispossess 
Concord  and  law  of  nature  from  the  Earth ; 
Hunting  (and  men  not  beasts  shall  be  his  game) 
With  war,  and  hostile  snare,  such  as  refuse 
Sutrjection  to  his  empire  tyrannous: 
A  mighty  hunter  thence  he  khall  be  styPd 
Before  the  Lord;  as  in  despite  of  Heaven, 
Or  fitmi  Heaven,  claiming  second  sovranty  ; 
And  from  rebellion  shall  derive  his  name, 
Tbouffh  of  rebdlion  others  he  accuse. 
He  with  a  crew,  wliom  like  ambition  joins 
With  him  or  under  him  to  tyrannise. 
Marching  from  Eden  towards  the  west,  shaU  iiiid 
The  plain,  wherein  a  black  bituminous  gurge 
Boils  out  from  under  ground,  the  mouth  of  Hell : 
Of  brick,  and  of  that  stuff,  they  cast  to  build 
A  dty  and  tower,  whose  top  may  reach  to  Hesnroi ; 
And  get  themsdves  a  name ;  iMt,  far  dispers'd 
In  foreign  lands,  thdr  memory  b^  lost ; 
Regardless  whether  good  or  evil  fiune. 
But  God,  who  oft  docends  to  visit  men 
Unseen,  and  through  their  habitations  walks 
To  mark  their  doii^  them  beholding  soon. 
Comes  down  to  see  their  dty,  ere  the  tower 
Obstruct  Heaven-towers ;  and  in  derision  sets 
Upon  their  tongues  a  various  qpirit,  to  rase 
Quite  out  their  native  language ;  and,  instead^ 
To  sow  a  jangling  noise  of  words  unknown : 
Forthwith  a  hideous  gabble  rises  loud. 
Among  the  builders ;  each  to  other  calls 
Not  understood ;  till  hoarse,  and  all  in  rsge^ 
As  mock*d  they  stonn:    great  laughter  waa  hi 

Heaven, 
And  looking  down,  to  see  the  hubbub  ttrangc» 
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And  bnr  the  dfai :  tbat  wm  tte  boOdiiig  kft 
SidMaknu,  aad  the  work  Oot^ution  nani'd.*' 

Whereto  tbns  Adno,  Ihtfaeiiy  diapleeft'd. 
**  O  caccniile  Mn  !  m  to  aspire 
jttgpe  hie  btHhren ;  to  famudf  aenimiiig 
Aacheeitj  «iiip*d,  from  God  not  given : 
He  geve  ve  onfy  ever  beesly  fiih,  fowl, 
DdnnioB  idieoliito ;  theft  i%ht  we  hold 
By  hie  Amaftioii ;  but  man  over  men 
He  amde  not  kid ;  such  title  to  himeelf 
I  left  from  hitmen  free* 
r  Ids  encroachment  piood 
ataj%  not  on  man  ;  to  God  his  tower  intnids 
geye  aand  defiance:  wretched  man!  whet  food 
Wm  he  conrejr  up  thither,  to  sustein 
ffiflMdf  and  his  resh  army;  where  thin  eir 
Above  tibe  doads  will  pine  his  entrails  gross, 
And  fianUi  him  orbraad^  if  not  of  bread?** 

T»  whom  thus  Miched.     «  Justly  thou  abhonr*8t 
Thsft  soBt  who  on  die  quiet  state  of  men 
9aA  trooble  brooght,  aiibcting  to  subdue 
BelioMi  liberty ;  yet  know  withal, 
Smee  Ay  original  bpse,  true  liberty 
b  kat,  which  always  with  right  reeson  dwells 
Tbinn'd,  aad  from  her  hath  no  dividual  being : 
I  man  obecur'd,  or  not  obey*d, 


,  catch  the  government 
nam  rcaaon';  and  to  servitude  reduce 
MsB,  tiH  then  free.     Therefore,  since  he  permits 
Vidm  bbnedf  unworthy  powcn  to  reign 
Ofcr  free  leaeon,  God,  in  judgment  just, 
Mjects  faim  from  without  to  violent  lonb ; 
Ifhe  eft  as  undeservedly  enthrsll 
His  oBtward  freedom :  tyranny  must  be ; 
Ihoogh  to  the  tyrant  thoreby  no-excuse. 
Tet  sometimes  nations  will  decline  so  low 
¥nm  virtue,  which  is  reason,  that  no  wrong, 
Bat  jostioe,  and  some  frtal  curse  annex*d, 
Oqwivcs  them  of  their  outward  liberty ; 
IWir  iawanllast :  witness  die  irreverent  son 
Offan^io  built  the  ark;  who,  for  the  shame 
Dboe  to  bis  hoher,  heard  thb  heavy  curse, 
Armmi^mvanUt  on  his  vicious  race. 
That  wm  tbh  ktter,  as  the  former  world, 
SnU  tend  from  bad  to  worse;  till  God  at  hat, 
Wearied  with  their  iniquities,  withdraw 
W§  presence  from  anumg  them,  and  avert 
ffis  holy  eyes;  resolving  from  thenceforth 
To  leave  tliem  to  their  own  polluted  ways ; 
And  one  peculiar  nation  to  select 
Vkera  all  dae  rest,  of  whom  to  be  invok*d, 
A  natioii  from  one  fiutfaful  man  to  springe 
Wm  OB  this  side  Euphrates  yet  residing, 
BradupiBidoUwoTsiitp:  O,  that  men 
(Omst  tboa  believe  ?)  should  be  so  stupid  grown, 
While  yet  the  patriardi  liv*d,  who  *scap'd  the  flood, 
As  to  fwsafcf  the  living  God,  and  fall 
To  w^isship  their  own  work  in  wood  and  stone 
¥pr  gioim !  Tet  hmi  God  the  Most  Hij^  vouchsafes 
To  cbD  by  vision,  from  his  fiither's  hotue, 
Wk  kiadred,  and  frlse  gods,  into  a  land 
'Which  he  wfll  siiowfaim;  and  from  him  will  raise 
A  aaghty  nation ;  and  upon  him  shower 
Ms  benediction  so,  that  In  his  seed 
Al  — lions  shall  be  blest:  be  straight  obeys ; 
Vet  knowing  to  what  land,  yet  firm  believes : 
IseeUa,  but  thon  canst  not,  with  what  frith 
Belcsfves  Us  gods,  his  fiien^  and  native  soil, 
"•  Tf  fMilin  niMfiiii  now  die  ford 


To  Haran ;  after  him  a  eumbioas  train 
Of  herds  and  flocks,  and  numerous  servitude ; 
Not  wandering  poor,  but  trustinff  all  his  wealth 
y^hh  God,  w£>  call*d  him,  in  a  hmd  unknown. 
Canaan  be  now  attains  ;  I  see  his  toits 
FStch*d  shout  Sechem,  and  the  neighbouring  plain 
Of  Moreh  ;  there  by  promise  be  receives 
Gift  to  his  progeny  of  all  that  bnd, 
Rom  Hamatfi  northward  to  the  desertsouth; 
nniings  by  their  names  I  call,  though  yet  unnamM ;) 
From  Hermon  east  to  the  great  weston  sea; 
Mount  Hermon,  yonder  sea ;  each  place  behold 
In  prospect,  as  I  point  them;  on  the  shore 
Mount  Carmel ;  here,  the  double-ibunted  streani, 
Jordan,  true  limit  eastward ;  but  his  sons 
Shall  dwell  to  Senir,  that  long  ridge  of  hills. 
Hiis  ponder,  that  all  nations  of  the  Earth 
Shall  in  his  seed  be  blessed :  by  that  seed 
Is  meant  thy  great  Deliverer,  who  shall  bruise 
Hie  serpent's  head ;  whereof  to  thee  anon 
Plainlier  shall  be  reveal*d.     This  patriarch  bles^ 
Whom  frhhful  Abraham  due  time  shall  call, 
A  son,  ancRf  his  son  a  grand-^diild,  leaves  ; 
like  him  in  frith,  in  wisdom,  and  renown : 
Hie  grand-child,  with  twdve  sons  increas*d,  departs 
From  Canaan,  to  a  land  hereafter  call*d 
Egypt,  divided  by  the  river  Nile ; 
See  where  it  flows,  disgorging  at  seven  mouths 
Into  the  sea :  to  sojourn  in  £at  land 
I  He  comes,  invited  by  a  younger  son 
In  time  of  dearth  i  a  son,  whose  worthy  deeds 
Raise  him  to  be  the  second  in  that  realm 
Of  Pharaoh :  there  he  dies,  and  leaves  his  race 
Growing  into  a  nation;  and,  now  grown. 
Suspected  to  a  sequent  king,  who  seeks 
To  stop  their  overgrowth,  as  inmate  guests    [skives 
Too  numerous ;  whence  of  guests  hie  makes  them 
Inhospitably,  and  kilb  their  infrnt  males : 
THI  by  two  brethren,  (these  two  brethren  call 
Moses  and  Aaron,)  sent  from  God  to  claim 
His  people  from  enthralment,  they  return 
With  glory,  and  spoil,  back  to  thrir  promis'd  land. 
But  fst,  the  lawless  tyrant,  who  denies 
To  know  theur  God,  or  message  to  regard. 
Must  be  compeird  by  signs  and  judgments  dire ; 
To  blood  undied  the  rivers  must  be  tum*d ; 
FVogs,  lice,  and  flies,  must  all  bis  palace  fill 
With  loath*d  intrusion,  and  till  all  the  land  ; 
His  cattle  must  of  rot  and  murren  die ; 
Botches  and  blains  must  sll  his  flesh  emboss, 
And  all  his  people ;  thunder  mix*d  with  baO, 
Hail  mix*d  with  fire,  must  rend  the  Egyptian  sky. 
And  wheel  on  the  Earth,  devouring  whoe  it  rolls; 
What  it  devours  not,  herb,  or  fruit,  or  grain, 
A  darksome  cloud  <^  locusts  swarming  down 
Must  eat,  and  on  the  ground  leave  nodiing  green ; 
Darkness  must  overshadow  all  his  bounds, 
Fdpable  darkness,  and  blot  out  three  days ; 
Last,  with  one  midnight-stroke,  all  the  first-born 
Of  Egypt  must  lie  dead*     Thus  with  ten  wounds 
The  nver-dragon  tam*d  at  length  submits 
To  let  his  sojourners  depart,  and  oft 
Humbles  his  stubborn  heart ;  but  still,  as  ice 
More  harden*d  after  thaw ;  tOl,  in  his  rage 
Pursuing  whom  he  late  dismiss'd,  the  sea 
Swallows  him  with  his  host ;  but  them  lets  pass^- 
As  on  dry  land,  between  two  crystal  walls; 
Aw*d  by  the  rod  of  Moses  so  to  stand 
I  Divide^  till  his  rescued  gain  their  shore : 
I  Such  wondroiu  power  God  to  his  saint  wiH  lend* 
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Though  present  hi  his  ftngd ;  who  ^nll  go 
Before  tfaem  hi  a  doud,  and  pillar  of  fire ; 
By  day  a  cloud,  bj  night  a  pillar  of  fire ; 
To  guide  them  in  their  journey,  and  remove 
Behind  them,  while  the  obdurate  king  pursues : 
All  night  he  will  pursue ;  but  his  approach 
Darkness  defends  between  tfll  morning  watch ; 
Then  through  the  fiery  pillar,  and  the  cloud, 
God  looking  forth  will  trouble  all  his  host, 
And  craze  tilieir  chariot- wheels :  when  by  command 
Moses  once  more  his  potent  rod  extends 
Over  the  sea ;  the  sea  his  rod  obeys ;  * 

On  their  embattled  ranks  the  waves  return, 
And  overwhelm  their  vrar :  the  race  elect 
Safe  towards  Canaan  from  the  shore  advance 
Hirough  the  wild  desert,  not  tiie  readiest  way ; 
Lest,  entering  on  the  Canaanite  alarm*d. 
War  terrify  tfaem  inexpert,  and  fear 
Return  them  back  to  Egypt,  choosing  rather 
Inglorious  life  with  servitude ;  for  life 
To  noble  and  ignoble  is  more  sweet 
Untrain'd  in  arms,  where  rashness  lcad^|||K>t  on. 
Hiis  also  shall  they  gain  by  their  delay 
In  the  wide  wilderness  ;  there  they  shall  found 
Hicir  government,  and  their  great  senate  choose 
Tlmmgh  the  twelve  tribes,  to  rule  by  laws  ordain*d: 
God  from  the  mount  of  Sinai,  whose  gray  top 
Shall  tremble,  he  descending,  will  himself 
In  thunder,  lightning,  and  loud  trumpets*  sound. 
Ordain  them  laws ;  part,  such  as  appertain 
To  civil  justice ;  part,  religious  rites 
Of  sacrifice;  informing  tliem,  by  types 
And  shadows,  of  that  destin*d  Setxl  to  bruise 
The  serpent,  by  what  means  he  shall  achieve 
Mankind's  deliverance.     But  the  voice  of  God 
To  mortal  ear  is  dreadful :  they  beseech 
That  Moses  might  report  to  them  his  will. 
And  terrour  cease ;  he  grants  what  they  besought. 
Instructed  tlaat  to  God  is  no  access, 
Without  mediator,  whose  high  office  now 
Moses  in  figure  bears ;  to  introduce 
One  greater,  of  whose  day  he  sliall  foretell. 
And  all  the  prophets  in  their  age  tlie  times 
Of  great  Messiah  shall  sing.    "Dius,  laws  and  rights 
Establisli'd,  such  delight  hatli  God  in  men 
Obedient  to  his  will,  that  Jie  vouchsafes 
Among  tfaem  to  set  up  his  tabernacle ; 
Hie  Holy  One  with  mortal  men  to  dwoU : 
By  his  prescript  a  sanctuary  is  fhun*d 
Of  cedar,  overlaid  with  gold ;  therein 
An  ark,  and  in  the  ark  his  testimony. 
The  records  of  his  covenant ;  over  these 
A  mercy-seat  of  gold,  between  the  wings 
Of  two  bright  cherul:dm ;  before  him  bum 
Seven  lamps  as  in  a  zodiac  representing 
Tlie  heavenly  fires ;  over  the  tent  a  cloud 
Shall  rest  by  day,  a  fiery  gleam  by  night ; 
Save  when  they  journey,  and  at  length  they  come, 
Conducted  by  his  angel,  to  the  land 
Fhmiis*d  to  Abralunn  and  his  seed :  —  tlic  rest 
Were  long  to  tell ;  how  many  battles  fought ; 
How  many  kings  destroyed ;  and  kingdoms  won ; 
Or  how  the  Sun  shall  in  mid  Heaven  stand  still 
A  day  entire,  and  night's  due  course  adjourn, 
Man's  voice  commanding,  '  Sun,  in  Gibcon  stand 
And  thou.  Moon,  in  the  vale  of  Aialon, 
Till  Israel  overcome!'  so  call  the  third 
Vrom  Abraham,  son  of  Isaac;  and  from  liim 
Hit  whole  descent,  who  thus  shall  Canaan  win/' 
Here  Adam  interpos'd.    "  O  sent  from  Ht^Tcn, 


Enligfatener  of  my  dhrkness,  gradons  tiiinga 
Thou  hast  rereal'd ;  those  diiefiy,  whidi  concern 
Just  Abraham  and  his  seed :  now  first  I  &id 
Mine  eyes  true-opening,  and  my  heart  much  eas*d  • 
Erewhile  perplex'd  wi&  tiioughts,  what  would  b& 


Of  me  and  all  mankind :  but  now  I  see 
His  day,  in  whom  all  natieos  shall  be  Uest ; 
Favour  unmerited  by  me,  who  sought 
Foibidden  knovriedge  by  forindden  means. 
This  yet  I  apprehend  not,  why  to  those  , 
Among  whom  God  will  deign  to  dwell  on  Earth 
So  many  and  so  various  laws  are  given 
So  many  laws  argue  so  many  fins 
Among  them  ;  how  can  God  with  such  resido  T' 

To  whom  thus  MichaeL    **  Doain  not  but  tiMi  lia 
Will  reign  among  them,  as  of  thee  begot ; 
And  therefere  was  law  given  them,  to  evince 
Hieir  natural  prarity,  ^  stirring  up 
Sin  against  hiw  to  fight :  that  when  they  see 
Law  can  discover  sin,  but  not  remove^ 
Save  by  those  shadowy  expiations  weak. 
Hie  blood  of  bulls  and  goats,  they  may  condiule 
Some  blood  more  predous  must  be  paid  for  OMm  ^ 
Just  for  unjust ;  that  in  such  righteousness 
To  them  by  feith  unputed,  they  may  find 
Justification  towards  God,  and  peace 
Of  Gonsdence;  which  the  law li^ ceremoniei 
Cannot  appease :  nor  man  the  moral  part 
Perform ;  and,  not  performing,  cannot  live. 
So  law  appears  imperfect ;  and  but  given 
With  purpose  to  resign  them,  in  fiill  timc^ 
Up  to  a  better  covenant ;  disdplin'd 
From  shadowy  types  to  truth ;  feom  flesh  to  ipirit ; 
FVom  imposition  of  strict  laws  to  ftee 
Acceptance  of  large  grace ;  from  servile  few 
To  filial :  works  of  law  to  works  of  feitfa. 
And  therefore  shall  not  Moses,  though  of  God 
Highly  bdov'd,  bdng  but  the  minister 
Of  law,  his  people  info  Canaan  lead ; 
But  Joshua,  whom  the  Gentiles  Jesus  call. 
His  name  and  ofiSce  bearing,  who  shall  quell 
Hie  advcrsary-serpent,  and  bring  back 
Through  the  world's  wilderness  long-wander'd  i 
Safe  to  eternal  Fkradise  of  rest 
Meanwhile  they,  in  their  eartlily  Canaan  plac'd. 
Long  time  sliall  dwell  and  prosper,  but  trtien  an 
National  interrupt  thdr  public  peace. 
Provoking  God  to  raise  them  enemies ; 
From  whom  as  oft  he  soves  them  penitent 
By  judges  first,  then  under  kings ;  c^  whom 
The  second,  both  for  piety  renown'd 
And  puissant  deeds,  a  promise  shall  recdve 
Irrevocable,  that  his  regal  throne  * 
For  ever  shall  endure ;  the  like  shall  sing 
All  prophecy,  that  of  the  royal  stock  ' 
Of  David  (so  I  name  this  lung)  shall  rise 
A  son,  the  woman's  seed  to  thee  foretold, 
Foretold  to  Abraham,  as  in  whom  shall  trust 
All  nations ;  and  to  kings  foretold,  of  kings 
'Hie  last;  for  of  his  rdgn  shall  be  no  end. 
But  first,  a  long  succession  must  ensue ; 
And  his  next  son,  for  wealth  and  wisdom  fim'i^ 
The  douded  ark  of  God,  till  then  in  tents 
Wandering,  shall  in  a  glorious  temple  < 
Such  follow  him,  as  shall  be  register'd 
Part  good,  part  bad ;  of  bad  the  longer  icroU; 
Whose  foul  idolatries,  and  other  feulta 
Hcap'd  to  the  popular  sum,  wfll  so  incense 
-God,  as  to  leave  them,  and  uipote  Jtbtir  ImmI^ 
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Hior  dljr,  his  (tmpH  and  his  tely  arky 
Wiib  tU  iiis  acred  thlngi,  a  acorn  and  prey 
To  Ibt  proud  dty,  whose  hi^  waUs  thou  aaw'sk 
Leftia  coaftnon ;  Babykm  thence  caU*d. 
line  in  capdvitj  he  lets  them  diPell 
1W  space  of  seventj  yean ;  then  brings  them  back, 
Bitmbeiing  money,  and  his  covenant  sworn 
To  Dmd,  atabKah'd  as  the  days  of  Heaven. 
Bcioni'dftom  Babylon  by  leave  of  kings 
Unrloidt,  whom  God  dispos*d,  the  house  of  God 
Hkjt  fint  re-ediiy  ;  and  for  a  while 
li  mom  estate  live  moderate ;  till  grown 
Is  vtthh  and  multitude,  ftctious  they  grow : 
But  int  mong  tl^e  priests  dissention  springs, 
Men  viw  attend  the  altar,  and  should  most 
EMfeMonr peace:  their  strife  pollution  brings 
Upon  the  temple  itself:  at  last  they  seise 
Ikaccpcre,  and  regard  not  David's  sons; 
Tim  lose  it  to  a  stranger,  that  the  true 
AsoNaed  kmg  Measiah  might  be  bom 
ftn^dofhisr^;  yet  at  his  birth  a  star, 
Uwen  before  in  Heaven,  proclaims  him  come ; 
And  gddes  the  eastern  sages,  who  inquire 
Hii  plsee,  to  oflTer  incense,  myrrh,  and  gold : 
His  place  of  birth  a  solemn  angel  tells 
ToBople  shepherds,  keeping  watch  by  night ; 
TVy  gladly  thither  haste,  and  by  a  quire 
Orat|ttidroo*d  angeb  hear  his  carol  sung. 
A  firgia  is  his  mother,  but  his  sire 
Ik  power  of  die  Most  H^ :  he  shall  ascend 
Ik  throae  hereditary,  and  bound  his  reign 
Vkh  Earth's  wide  bounds,    his  glory  with  the 
Heavens.'* 

fteBs'd,  discemtng  Adam  with  such  joy 
Sachng'd,  as  had  like  grief  been  dew'd  in  tears, 
^Mhoot  dtt  vent  of  words ;  which  these  lie  breath'd. 

"0  prophet  of  glad  tidings,  finisher 
Of  ntnott  hope !  now  clear  I  understand       [vain ; 
]^  oft  my  steadiest  thoughts  have  searched  in 
^  mar  great  Expectation  should  be  call'd 
««d  of  woman  :  virgin  mother,  Imil, 
^  io  the  kwe  of  Henven ;  yet  ftxmi  my  loins 
™  Ash  proceed,  and  ftom  thy  womb  the  Son 
JfGod  Most  High;  so  God  with  man  unites. 
Mmnist  the  serpent  now  his  capital  bruise 
|^P«  with  mortal  pain  :  say  where  and  when 
"Wight,  what  stroke  shall  bruise  the  rictor's 

,       »^"  [flght. 

To  vfaom  thus  Michael.     ««  Dream  not  of  thebr 
jwrftduel,  or  the  local  wounds 
j^Jodorbeel:  not  therefore  joins  the  Son 
5™*wd  to  godhead,  vrith  more  strength  to  foil 
•Vw«By ;  nor  so  is  overcome 
Jf»» 'tose  &11  from  Heaven,  a  deadlier  bruise, 
^Wed,  not  to  give  thee  diy  death's  wound : 
J**^  who  comes  thy  Saviour,  shall  recure^ 
j**^dertroying  Satan,  but  his  works 
J||K  Md  in  tfiy  seed :  nor  can  this  be 
^^  fullllii^  that  vrhich  thou  didst  want, 
*w»ace  to  the  Uiw  of  God,  hnpoft'd 
!J*padt]r  of  death,  and  suffering  death; 
J*  |«w»hy  to  diy  transgression  due, 
^*we  to  theifs  which  out  of  thine  will  grow : 
*^can  high  Justice  rest  appaid. 
2«^of  God  esact  he  sliall  Ailfil 
*J*Jy obedience  and  by  love,  though  love 
*^*Wil  im  law ;  tliy  puniiiimcnt 
!r  ""A  eadure,  by  coming  in  the  iksh 

{J*  »!P«B«hlid  INe,  and  cursed  dcnUi ; 

"<°°««ignietodl  who  shaU  believe 


In  hb  raJnmpdon;  aad  that  his  obedience. 

Imputed,  baoomes  theirs  by  faith ;  liismcrits 

To  save  them,  not  their  own,  though  legal,  works. 

For  this  he  shall  live  hated,  be  blas))liem'd, 

Seis'd  on  by  force,  judg'd,  and  to  death  condcmn'd 

A  shameful  and  accurs'd,  nail'd  to  the  cross 

By  his  own  nation  ;  slain  for  bringing  life : 

But  to  the  cross  he  nails  thy  enemies. 

The  law  that  is  against  thee,  and  the  sins 

Of  all  mankind  with  him  there  crucified. 

Never  to  hurt  them  more  who  rightly  trust 

In  thb  his  satis&ction  :  so  he  dies. 

But  soon  revives ;  Death  over  him  no  power 

Shall  long  usurp :  ere  the  third  dawning  light 

Return,  the  stars  of  morn  sliall  see  him  rise 

Out  of  his  grave,  fresh  as  the  dawning  light, 

Thy  ransom  paid,  which  man  from  death  redeems^ 

His  death  for  man,  as  many  as  oflTcr'd  life 

Neglect  not,  and  the  benefit  embrace 

By  faith  not  void  of  works :  this  God-like  act 

Annuls  thy  doom,  the  death  thou  should'st  liava 

.died. 
In  sin  for  ever  lost  from  life ;  this  act 
Shall  bruise  the  head  of  Satan,  crush  his  strength. 
Defeating  Sin  and  Death,  his  tn'o  main  arms ; 
And  fix  far  deeper  in  his  head  their  stings 
Than  temporal  death  sliall  bruise  tlie  victor's  heel. 
Or  thdrs  whom  he  redeems ;  a  death,  like  sleepy 
A  gentle  wafling  to  immortal  life. 
Nor  after  resurrection  shall  he  stay 
Longer  on  Earth,  than  certain  times  to  appear 
To  lus  disciples,  men  who  in  his  life 
Still  follow'd  him ;  to  them  shall  leave  in  chaige 
To  teach  all  nations  what  of  him  they  leam'd 
And  his  salvation ;  them  who  shall  believe 
Baptizing  in  the  profluent  stream,  the  sign 
Of  vrashing  them  from  guilt  of  sin  to  life 
Pure,  and  in  mind  prepar'd,  if  so  befidl. 
For  death,  like  that  which  tlie  Redeemer  died. 
All  nations  tliey  shall  teach ;  for,  fhmi  that  day, 
Not  only  to  the  sons  of  Abraham's  loins 
Salvation  shall  be  preach'd,  but  to  the  sons 
Of  Abraham's  faidi  wherever  tlirough  the  world ; 
So  in  his  seed  all  nations  shall  be  blest 
Hien  to  the  Heaven  of  Heavens  he  shall  ascend 
With  victory  triumpliing  through  the  air 
Over  his  foes  and  thine ;  there  shall  surprise 
The  serpent,  prince  of  air,  and  drag  in  chains 
Through  all  Ids  realm,  and  there  confounded  leave  ; 
Then  enter  into  glory,  and  resume 
His  seat  at  God's  right  hand,  exalted  high 
Above  all  names  in  Heaven ;  and  thence  shall  come, 
"When  diis  world's  dissolution  shall  be  ripe. 
With  glory  and  power  to  judge  both  quick  and  dead; 
To  judge  the  unfiuthful  dead,  but  to  reward 
His  faithful,  and  receive  them  into  bliss. 
Whether  in  Heaven  or  Earth ;  for  then  the  Earth 
Shall  all  be  Fanufise,  finr  happier  pUus 
Than  this  of  Eden,  and  far  happier  days." 

So  spake  the  arch-angel  Michael ;  then  iiaus'd. 
As  at  the  world's  great  period ;  and  our  sire. 
Replete  with  joy  and  wonder,  thus  replied. 

*'  O  Goodness  infinite !  Goodness  immense! 
That  all  this  good  of  evil  shall  produce. 
And  evil  turn  to  good ;  more  wonderful 
Than  that  wliich  by  creation  fint  brought  forth 
Light  out  of  darkness !     Full  of  doubt  I  stand, 
Whether  I  should  repent  me  now  of  sin 
By  me  done,  and  occasion'd ;  or  njoicc      [spring ; 
Mudi  more,  that  much  more  ^goodtheroof  shall 
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To  Ood  more  glory,  more  good-vrfll  to  men 
From  God,  and  over  wrath  grace  shall  abound. 
But  say,  if  our  Ddiverer  up  to  Heaven 
Must  re-ascend,  what  will  betide  the  few 
His  faithful,  left  among  the  unfaithful  herd. 
The  enemies  of  truth  ?     Who  then  shall  guide 
His  people^  who  defend?     Will  they  not  deal 
Worse  with  his  followers  than  with  him  they  dealt  ?** 
«  Be  sure  they  will,**  said  the  angel ;  *«  but  from 
Heaven 
He  to  his  own  a  Comforter  will  send. 
The  promise  of  the  Father,  who  shall  dwell 
His  l^irit  within  them ;  and  the  law  of  fiuth, 
Woriung  through  love,  upon  their  hearts  shall  write. 
To  guide  them  in  all  truth  :  and  also  arm 
Wi£  spiritual  armour,  able  to  resist 
Satan's  assaults,  and  quench  his  fiery  darts; 
What  man  can  do  against  them,  notafraid« 
Though  to  the  death ;  against  such  crueltiea 
With  inward  consolations  recompens*d, 
And  oft  supported  so  as  shall  amaze 
Hieir  proudest  persecutors ;  for  the  Spuit, 
Pour*d  first  on  hb  Apostles,  whom  he  sends 
To  evangdize  the  nations,  dien  on  all 
Baptiz*d,  shall  them  with  wondrous  gifts  endue 
To  speak  all  tongues,  and  do  all  miiades, 
As  did  their  Lord  before  them.     Thus  they  win 
Greatnumbertof  each  nation  to  receive        [length 
With  JOT  the  tidings  brought  from   Heaven:  at 
Thar  mmistry  perfoim'd,  and  race  well  run. 
Their  doctrine  and  their  story  written  left, 
llicy  die ;  but  in  their  room,  as  they  forewarn. 
Wolves  shall  succeed  for  teachers,  grievous  wolves, 
Who  all  the  sacred  mysteries  of  Heaven 
To  their  own  vile  advantages  shall  turn 
Of  lucre  and  ambition ;  and  the  truth 
With  superstitions  and  traditions  taint. 
Left  only  in  those  written  records  pure, 
Though  not  but  by  the  Spirit  understood. 
Then  shall  they  sc«k  to  avail  themselves  of  names, 
Places,  and  tides,  and  with  these  to  join 
Secular  power ;  though  feigning  stUl  to  act 
By  spiritual,  to  themselves  appropriating 
The  Spirit  of  God,  promis*d  aUke,  and  given 
To  all  believers ;  and,  from  that  pretence. 
Spiritual  laws  bv  carnal  power  shall  force 
On  every  conscience ;  laws  which  none  shall  find 
heR,  them  inroll'd,  or  what  the  spirit  within 
Shall  on  the  heart  engrave.     What  will  they  then 
But  force  the  Spirit  of  grace  itself  and  bind 
Hb  consort  Liberty  ?  what,  but  unbuild 
Hb  living  temples,  built  by  faith  to  stand, 
Their  own  fiuth,  not  another's?  for,  on  Earth, 
Who  against  faith  and  conscience  era  be  heard 
Infallible  ?  yet  many  will  presume : 
Whence  heavy  persecution  shall  arise 
On  all,  who  in  the  worship  persevere 
Of  spirit  and  truth ;  the  re^  far  greater  part, 
Will  deem  in  outward  rites  and  specious  forms 
Religion  satisfied;  Truth  shall  retire 
Bestuck  with  slanderous  darts,  and  works  of  faith 
Rarely  be  found ;  so  shall  the  world  go  on, 
To  flood  malignant,  to  bad  men  benign ; 
Un&r  her  own  weight  groaning ;  till  the  day 
Appear  of  respiration  to  the  just. 
And  vengeance  to  the  wicked,  at  return 
Of  him  so  lately  promb'd  to  thy  aid, 
The  woman's  Seed ;  obscurely  then  foretold. 
Now  amplier  known  thy  Saviour  and  thy  Lord ; 
Last,  in  the  clouds,  from  Heaven  to  be  reveal'd 


In  glory  of  the  FWlfaer,  to  dbsolve 
Satan  with  fab  perverted  worid ;  then  raise 
FVom  the  oonflagrant  mass,  purg'd  and  refin'd. 
New  Heavens,  new  Earth,  ages  of  endless  date. 
Founded  in  righteousness,  and  peace,  and  Urm ; 
To  bring  forth  fruits,  joy,  and  eternal  bUas.*' 

He  ended ;  and  thus  Adam  last  replied. 
«  How  soon  hath  thy  prediction,  seer  Uesi^ 
Measur'd  thb  transient  worid,  the  race  of  timc^ 
Till  time  stand  fix*d  !  Beyond  b  all  abyss. 
Eternity,  whose  end  no  eye  can  reach. 
Greatly  instructed  I  shall  hence  depart ; 
Greatly  in  peace  of  thought ;  and  have  my  fill 
Of  knowledge  what  thb  vessel  can  contain  ; 
Beyond  which  was  my  fdly  to  aspire. 
Henceforth  I  learn,  that  to  obey  b  best. 
And  love  with  fear  the  only  God ;  to  walk 
As  in  hb  presence ;  ever  to  observe 
Hb  providence ;  and  on  him  sole  depend, 
Merciful  over  all  fab  works,  witfa  flood 
Still  overcoming  evil,  and  by  smaU 
Accomplishing  great  things,  by  things  deem'd  i 
Subverting  workUy  strong,  and  worldly  wise 
By  simply  meek :  that  sufiering  for  truth's  aake 
Is  fortitude  to  highest  victory, 
And,  to  the  faithful,  deatfa,  the  gate  of  life  ; 
Taught  this  by  hb  example,  vrhom  I  now 
Acknowledge  my  Redecsner  ever  blest.'* 

To  whom  thus  also  the  angel  last  replied. 
"  Tlib  faaving  leam'd,  thou  faast  attain'd  the  sum 
Of  wisdom ;  hope  no  higher,  though  all  the  slan 
Thou  knew'st  by  name,  and  all  the  ethereal  powef% 
All  secrets  of  the  deep,  all  Nature's  wofks. 
Or  works  of  God  in  Heaven,  air,  earth,  or  hb. 
And  all  the  riches  of  this  world  enjoy'<bt, 
And  all  the  rule^  one  empire ;  only  add 
Deeds  to  thy  knowledge  answerable ;  add  fiuti^ 
Add  virtue,  patience,  temperance ;  tM  lovc^ 
By  name  to  come  call'd  charity,  the  soul 
Of  all  the  rest :  then  wilt  thou  not  be  loth 
To  leave  tfab  Paradise,  but  shalt  poesess 
A  paradise  within  thee,  happier  fiw.  — 
Let  us  defend  now  therefore  firom  thb  top 
Of  speculation ;  for  the  hour  precise 
Exacts  our  parting  hence ;  and  see !  the  guards^ 
By  me  encamp'd  on  yonder  hiU,  ^xp^ 
Their  motion ;  at  whose  front  a  flaming  sword. 
In  signal  of  remove,  vraves  fiercely  round : 
We  may  no  longer  stay :  go,  waken  Eve ; 
Her  also  I  witfa  gently  dreams  have  calm'd  ^ 
Portending  good,  and  all  her  qurits  oompos'd 
To  meek  submission :  thou,  at  season  fit, 
Let  ber  witfa  thee  partake  what  thou  hast  heard  ; 
Chiefly,  what  may  concern  her  faith  to  know. 
Hie  great  deliverance  by  her  seed  to  come 
(For  by  the  woman's  seed)  on  all  mankind : 
That  ye  may  live,  which  will  be  many  days, 
Both  in  one  faith  unanimous,  though  sad. 
With  cause  for  evib  past ;  yet  much  more  cfaeer'd 
With  meditation  on  the  faappy  end.** 

He  ended,  and  tfaey  both  descend  the  hill; 
Descended,  Adam  to  the  bower,  where  Eve  ^ 
Lay  sleeping,  ran  before :  but  found  her  wak'd  ; 
And  tfaus  with  words  not  sad  she  him  receiv'd.^ 

"  Whence  thou  retum'st,  and  whither  went*st»  X 
know ; 
For  God  b  also  in  sleep ;  and  dreams  advise. 
Which  he  hath  sent  propitious,  some  groat  good 
Presaging,  since  with  sorrow  and  heart's  distrcaa 
Wearied  I  fell  asleep ;  but^now  lead  na  j 
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iBBMiiBodri^;  with  tiwe  to  go. 

If  to  ittqr  here ;  without  thee  here  to  stay, 

Iftofoheiiceiiiiwflliiig;  thou  tome 

Alt  aU  tiangs  under  Heaven,  all  places  thou, 

Wl»  far  my  witful  crime  art  baniahM  hence. 

Has  forther  comolatioii  yet  tecure 

I  ovrj  hence ;  dwogh  all  by  me  is  lost, 

floch  finour  I  unworthy  am  TouchsaTd, 

Bf  BKthe  promis*d  Seed  shall  all  restore." 

Soipake  our  mother  Eve ;  and  Adam  heard 
Wd  pleBs*d,  but  answer*d  not :  for  now,  too  nigh 
TW  sidkangd  stood ;  and  from  the  other  hiU 
To  tWr  fix*d  station,  all  in  bright  array 
The  chcrabim  descended ;  on  the  ground 
Gliding  metsorous,  as  eventng-mist 
Bii*n  ftem  a  river  o'er  the  marish  glides,    . 
Aad  gadiers  ground  fiwt  at  the  labourer*8  heel 
"  1  returning.     High  in  fWmt  advanc'd 

'  I'd  sword  of  God  before  them  bUu^dy 
i  ss  a  comet ;  which  with  torrid  heat, 
Aadtsponras  the  Libyan  air  adust, 
Bc^  to  psrch  that  temperate  clime ;  whereat 
In  dtfav  band  the  hastening  angel  anight 
Ow  Bagging  parents,  and  to  the  eastern  gate 
Led  tlMm  dira^  and  down  the  cliff  as  &st 
Tsdtt  nljected  plain ;  then  disappeared. 
IW  lodong  back,  all  the  eastern  side  beheld 
Of  niadise^  so  late  their  happy  seat, 
Wsred  over  by  that  flaming  brand;  the  gate 
Viib  dresdfnl  faces  throng'd,  and  fiery  arms : 
9mft  natiDal  tears  they  dropt,  but  wip*d  them  soon ; 
IW  wwrld  was  all  before  them,  where  to  choose 
TkA  place  of  rest,  and  Fkxmdence  their  guide : 
Tkif,  hod  in  hand,  with  wandering  steps  and  slowy 
HMogii  Eden  took  their  solitary  way. 
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Book  I. 

The  Argument, 

1W  adgset  proposed.  Invocation  of  the  Holy 
%irit— The  poem  cypens  with  John  baptising  at 
iIk  liver  Jordan.  Jesus  coming  there  is  baptised; 
adiistterted,  by  the  descent  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
ad  by  s  voice  from  Heaven,  to  be  the  Son  of 
Oei  Sstan,  who  is  present,  upon  this  imme- 
dhkly  lies  up  into  the  regions  of  the  air :  where, 
—"Boning  his  infernal  council,  he  ao^uaints 
iW  with  his  apprehensions  that  Jesus  is  that 
wdof  the  Woman,  destined  to  destroy  all  dieir 
P0*er,  sad  points  out  to  them  the  immediate 
^^toAj  of  bringing  the  matter  to  proof,  and  of 
'''^■VtiBg,  by  snares  and  fraud,  to  counteract 
ad  deieat  the  person,  from  whom  they  have  so 
■Mb  10  dread.  This  office  he  offers  himself  to 
"•^'Jeke ;  and,  his  offer  being  accepted,  sets  out 
^^CBlnprise.  — In  the  meantime  God,  in  the 
'"B^y  of  holy  angels,  declares  that  he  has  given 
|V  Ui  Son  to  be  tempted  by  Satan ;  but  foretels 
«!  dw  tempter  shall  be  completely  defeated  by 
"*:«-Qpon  which  the  angels  sing  a  hymn  of 
^■fhi  Jesus  is  led  up  l^  the  Spirit  into  the 
^*— ««>  while  he  is  meditating  on  the  com- 
**"— tat  of  his  great  office  of  Saviour  of  man- 
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PuTBung  his  meditations  he  narratee^  in 
a  soliloquy,  what  divine  and  philanthropic  im- 
pulses he  had  felt  from  his  early  youth,  and  how 
his  mother  Mary,  on  perceiving  these  dispositions 
in  him,  had  acquainted  him  with  the  circumstances 
of  his  birth,  and  informed  him  that  he  was  no 
less  a  person  than  the  Son  of  God ;  to  which  he 
adds  what  his  ovm  inquiries  and  reflections  had 
supplied  in  confirmation  of  this  great  truth,  and 
particularly  dwells  on  the  recent  attestation  of  it 
at  the  river  Jordan.  Our  Lord  passes  forty  days, 
bating,  in  the  wilderness,  where  the  wild  beaists 
become  mild  and  harmless  in  his  presence.  Satan 
now  appears  under  the  form  of  an  old  peasanjt ; 
and  enters  into  discourse  vrith  our  Lord,  wonder* 
ing  what  could  have  brought  him  alone  into  so 
dangerous  a  place,  and  at  the  same  time  professing 
to  recognise  him  for  the  person  lately  acknow- 
ledged by  John,  at  the  river  Jordan,  to  be  the  Son 
of  God.  Jesus  briefly  replies.  Satan  rejoins 
vrith  a  description  of  the  difficulty  of  supporting 
life  in  the  wilderness ;  and  entreats  Jesus,  if  be 
be  really  the  Son  of  God,  to  manifest  his  divine 
power,  by  changiog  some  of  the  stones  into  bread. 
Jesus  reproves  him,  and  at  the  same  time  tells 
him  tliat  he  knows  who  he  is.  Satan  instantly 
avows  himself,  and  offers  an  artful  apology  for 
himself  and  his  -conduct.  Our  blened  Lord 
severely  rqwimands  him,  and  refutes  every  part 
of  his  justification.  Satan,  with  much  semblance 
of  humility,  still  endeavours  to  justify  himself; 
and.  professing  his  admiration  dT  Jesus  and  hia 
r^ard  for  virtue,  requests  to  be  permitted  at  a 
future  time  to  hnr  more  of  his  conversation ;  but 
is  answered,  that  this  must  be  as  be  sliall  find  per- 
missioh  from  above.  Satan  then  disappears,  and 
the  book  doses  vrith  a  jhort  description  of  night 
coming  on  in  the  desett. 

I,  WHO  ere  while  the  happy  garden  sung 
By  one  man*s  disobedience  lost,  now  sing 
Reoover'd  Paradise  to  all  mankind, 
By  one  man's  firm  obedience  fully  tried 
Through  all  temptation,  and  the  tempter  foil'd 
In  all  his  vriles,  defeated  and  repuls'd. 
And  Eden  rais'd  in  the  waste  wilderness. 

Thou  Spirit,  who  ledst  this  glorious  eremite 
Into  the  desert,  his  rictorious  field. 
Against  the  spiritual  foe,  and  brought'st  him  thence 
By  proof  the  undoubted  Son  of  God,  inspire. 
As  thou  art  wont,  my  prompted  songi  else  mute. 
And  bear  through   height   or  depth  of  Nature's 

bounds. 
With  prosperous  vring  full  summ'd,  to  tell  of  deeds 
Above  heroic,  though  in  secret  done. 
And  unrecorded  left  through  many  an  age ; 
Worthy  to  have  not  remain'd  so  long  unsung. 

Now  had  the  great  prodaimer,  with  a  voice 
More  awful  than  the  sound  of  trumpet,  cried 
Repentance,  and  Heaven's  kingdom  nigh  at  hand 
To  all  baptiz'd :  to  his  great  baptism  flock'd 
With  awe  the  regions  round,  and  vrith  them  cam* 
From  Nasareth  the  son  of  Joseph  deem'd 
To  the  flood  Jordan ;  came,  as  then  obscure, 
Unmark'd,  unknown ;  but  him  the  Baptist  soon 
Descried,  dirinely  wam'd,  and  witness  bore 
As  to  his  worthier,  and  would  have  resign'd 
To  him  his  heavenly  office ;  nor  was  long 
His  witness  unconfirm'd :  on  him  baptiz'd 
ileaven  open'd,  and  in  likeness  of  a  dove 
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Hie  spirit  deseended,  wfaDe  the  FMier*s  voice 
FVom  Heaven  pioDoaiic*d  him  his  beloved  Son. 
Hwt  heard  the  adverursr,  who,  roving  stUl 
Aboot  the  world,  at  that  aiiembly  £am*d 
Would  not  be  last,  and,  with  the  voice  divine 
"Sigh  thunder-struck,  the  exalted  man,  to  whom 
Such  high  attest  was  given,  a  whQe  survey'd 
With  wonder ;  then,  with  envy  fWiught  and  rage^ 
Flies  to  his  place,  nor  rests,  but  in  mid  air 
To  council  summons  all  his  mighty  peers, 
Within  thidc  clouds  and  dark  ten-fold  involv*d, 
A  gloomy  consistory ;  and  then  amidst. 
With  looks  aghast  and  sad,  he  thus  bespake. 

**  O  ancient  powers  of  air,  and  this  wide  world, 
(For  much  more  willingly  I  mention  air, 
This  our  old  conquest,  than  remember  Hdl, 
Our  hated  habitation,)  well  ye  know 
How  many  ages,  as  ihe  years  of  men. 
This  universe  we  have  possess'd,  and  rul'd. 
In  manner  at  our  will,  the  aflfkirs  of  Earth, 
Since  Adam  and  his  fkdle  consort  Eve 
IxMt  Paradise,  deceiv*d  by  me ;  though  since 
With  dread  attending  when  that  fiital  wound 
Shall  be  inflicted  by  the  seed  of  Eve 
Upon  my  head.     Long  the  decrees  of  Heaven 
Delay,  for  longest  time  to  him  is  sbor^ ; 
And  now,  too  soon  for  us,  the  circling  hours 
TTiis  dreaded  time  have  compass'd,  wherein  we 
Must  bide  the  stroke  of  that  long.threaten*d  wound, 
(At  leist  if  so  we  can,  and  by  the  head 
Broken  be  not  intended  all  our  power 
To  be  infring'd,  our  freedom  and  our  being 
In  this  fiur  empire  won  of  Earth  and  air,) 
For  this  ill  news  I  bring,  the  woman's  seed 
Destin'd  to  this,  is  late  of  woman  bom. 
His  birth  to  our  just  fear  gave  no  small  cause : 
But  hb  growth  now  to  youth's  full  flower  displaying 
All  virtue,  grace,  and  wisdom  to  achieve 
lYiings  highest,  greatest  multiplies  my  fear 
Before  him  a  great  prophet,  to  proclaim 
His  cominff,  is  sent  harbinger,  who  all 
Invites,  and  in  the  consecrated  stream 
Pretends  to  wash  off  sin,  and  fit  them,  so 
Purified,  to  receive  him  pure,  or  rather 
To  do  him  honour  as  their  king :  all  come. 
And  he  himself  among  them  was  baptii'd ; 
Not  thence  to  be  more  pure,  but  to  receive 
Tlie  testimony  of  Heaven,  that  who  he  is 
ITienceforth  the  nations  may  not  doubt ;  I  saw 
The  prophet  do  him  reverence ;  on  him,  rising 
Out  of  the  water.  Heaven  above  the  clouds 
Unfiold  her  crystal  doors :  thence  on  his  head 
A  perfect  dove  descend,  (whato'er  it  meant,) 
Aod  out  of  Heaven  the  sovran  voice  I  heaid, 
*  This  is  my  Son  belov'd,  in  him  am  pleas'd.' 
His  mother  then  is  mortal,  but  his  Sire 
He  who  obtains  the  monarchy  of  Heaven  : 
And  what  will  he  not  do  to  advjmce  his  Son  ? 
His  first-begot  we  know,  and  sore  have  felt, 
When  Ids  fierce  thunder  drove  us  to  the  deep : 
Who  this  is  we  must  learn,  for  Man  he  seems 
In  all  his  lineaments,  though  in  his  face 
Hie  glimpses  of  his  fiither's  glory  shine. 
Te  see  our  danger  on  the  utmost  edge 
Of  hazard,  whidi  admits  no  long  debate. 
But  must  witii  something  sudden  be  oppos'd, 
(Not  force,  but  well-couch'd  fraud,  well- woven 

snaresy) 
Ere  in  the  head  of  nations  he  appear. 
Their  king,  their  leader,  and  supreme  on  Earth. 


I,  when  no  other  diint»  soW  vndenook 

The  dismal  expeditioato  find  out 

And  ruin  Adam ;  and  the  exploit  per£brm*d 

Successfully :  a  calmer  voyage  now 

Will  waft  me ;  and  the  way,  found  prosperous  o«ice. 

Induces  best  to  hope  of  like  success." 

He  ended,  and  his  words  impression  left 
Of  much  amasement  to  the  infomal  crew, 
Distracted,  and  surpiis'd  with  deep  dismay 
At  thew  Slid  tidings ;  but  no  time  was  th^ 
.  For  long  indulgence  to  their  fears  or  grief; 
I  Unanimous  they  all  commit  the  care 
And  management  of  this  main  enterprise 
To  him,  their  great  dictator,  whose  attempt 
At  first  against  mankind  so  well  had  tfarivM 
In  Adam  s  overthrow,  and  led  their  march 
From  Hell's  deep-vaulted  den  to  dwell  in  ligfad* 
Regents,  and  potentates,  and  kings,  yea  gods» 
Of  many  a  pleasant  realm  and  province  wide. 
So  to  the  coast  of  Jordan  he  directs 
His  easy  steps,  girded  with  snaky  wiles,. 
Where  he  might  likeliest  find  this  new-dedar*!]* 
This  Man  of  men,  attested  Son  of  God, 
Temptation  and  all  guile  on  him  to  try ; 
So  to  subvert  whom  he  suspected  rais'd 
To  end  his  reign  on  Earth,  so  long  ei^'d  : 
But,  contrary,  unweeting  he  ftxlfilTd 
The  purpos'd  council,  pre-ordain*d  and  fix'd. 
Of  the  Most  High ;  who,  in  foil  firequence  bright 
Of  angels,  thus  to  Gabrid  smiling  spake. 

"  Gabriel,  this  day  by  proof  tliou  shalt  behold. 
Thou  and  all  angels  conversant  on  Earth 
With  man  or  men's  affairs,  how  I  begin 
To  veriiy  that  solemn  message,  late 
On  whidi  I  sent  thee  to  the  virgin  pure 
In  Galilee,  that  she  should  bear  a  son. 
Great  in  renown,  and  call'd  the  Son  of  God  ; 
Then  told'st  her,  doubting  how  these  things  could  be 
To  her  a  virgin,  that  on  her  should  come 
The  Holy  Ghost,  and  the  power  of  the  Highest 
O'ershadow  her.     Thb  man,  bom  and  now  up. 

grown. 
To  show  him  worthy  of  his  birth  divine 
And  high  prediction,  henceforth  I  expose 
To  Satan ;  let  him  tempt,  and  now  assay 
His  utmost  subtlety,  because  be  boasts 
And  vaunts  of  his  great  cunning  to  the  throng 
Of  his  apostacy :  he  might  have  learnt 
Less  overweening,  since  he  fail'd  in  Job^ 
Whose  constant  perseverance  overcame 
Whate'er  his  cruel  malice  could  invent. 
He  now  shall  know  I  can  produce  a  roan. 
Of  female  seed,  for  abler  to  resist 
All  his  solicitations,  and  at  length 
All  his  vast  force,  and  drive  him  back  to  Hell  i 
Winning,  by  conquest,  what  the  first  man  loaly 
By  foUacy  surpris'd.     But  first  I  mean 
To  exercise  him  in  the  wilderness ; 
There  he  shall  first  lay  down  the  rudiments 
Of  lus  great  warfare,  ere  I  send  him  forth 
To  conquer  Sin  and  Death,  the  two  grand  foes^ 
By  humiliation  and  strong  sufibrance : 
His  weakness  shall  o'ercome  Satanic  sUwgtIi 
And  all  the  world,  and  mass  of  sinfol  flesh, 
That  all  the  angels  and  ethereal  powers, 
They  now,  and  men  hereafter,  may  disoBrn, 
From  what  consummate  virtue  I  have  chose 
This  perfect  man,  by  merit  call'd  my  Son, 
To  earn  salvation  for  the  tons  of  men." 

So  spake  the  Eternal  FaUier,  and  all  Heavea 
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Aduffii^  stood  a  tpoco»  tIkMi  tnto  hymns 
Bunt  Mi,  and  in  cdesdai  measum  niov*d, 
CSrdinf  the  throne  and  ainghig,  while  the  hand 
Song  iHtb  the  voice,  and  this  ^  argpiment. 
*  Vkbarf  and  triumph  to  the  Son  of  God, 
Nov  cntouig  fait  gfeat  duel,  not  of  arms, 
Bat  to  Tuqush  by  wisdom  hellish  wiles ! 
Hk  Fatlier  knows  the  Son ;  therefore  securtf 
YcBtoiei  fab  filial  -rirtue,  though  untried, 
ApSaA  wfaste'er  may  tempt,  whate*er  seduce, 
ADnic,  or  terrify,  or  undermine. 
Be  frttstrtfe,  aU  ye  stratagems  of  Hell, 
And,  devilisfa  marhinations,  come  to  naught  f* 

Sd  tfaey  in  Heaven  thdr  odes  and  vigils  tun*d : 
Ibinwfafle  the  Son  of  God,  who  yet  some  days 
IMA  m  Bethabara,  where  John  baptis'd, 
Miflog,  and  much  revolving  in  his  breast, 
Hov  best  the  migh^  work  he  mi|^t  begin 
Of  Strioitr  to  mankind,  and  whidi  way  iirst 
Mluii  his  God-like  office  now  mature, 
Ooe  dij  forth  walk'd  alone,  the  Spirit  leading 
Asd  Ui  deep  thoughts,  the  better  to  converse 
With  idtitade,  tin,  far  from  track  of  men, 
Tkogfat  following  thought,  and  step  by  step  led  on, 
He  cnter'd  now  the  bordering  desert  wild, 
Aod,  with  dark  shades  and  rocks  environ*d  round, 
Hii  holy  meditations  thus  pursued. 

"  0,  what  a  multitude  of  thoughts  at  once 
Amkened  in  me  swarm,t  while  I  consider 
y^  finom  within  I  feel  myself,  and  hear 
Wbt  from  without  comes  often  to  my  ears, 
m  fliting  with  my  present  state  compar*d  ! 
^Vhn  I  was  yet  a  child,  no  childish  play 
Tome  VIS  pleasing ;  all  my  mind  was  set 
SffioB  to  learn  and  know,  and  thence  to  do 
?htt  migfat  be  public  ^ood ;  myself  I  thought 
Bora  to  tiiat  end,  bom  to  promote  all  truth, 
An  righteous  things :  tbeiiefore,  above  my  years, 
1W  In  of  God  I  read,  and  found  it  swee^ 
^fadi  it  my  wfade  delight,  and  in  it  grew 
To  ndi  Infection,  that,  ere  yet  my  age 
Rs^measiir'd  twice  six  years,  at  our  great  feast 
I    I  vat  into  the  temple,  there  to  hear 
!    IW  teacben  of  our  law,  and  to  propose 
I    '^migfat  improve  my  knowledge  or  their  own ; 
Aid  was  adisir*d  by  all :  yet  this  not  all 
Tovliicfa  my  ^nrit  aspir*d ;  victorious  deeds 
^"d  in  my  heart,  heroic  acts ;  one  while 
Torciaielsael  from  tfie  Roman  yoke, 
IWa  to  (obdue  and  quell,  o*er  all  the  Earth, 
^we  Tiolcnce  and  proud  tyrannic  power, 
TBtnthwere  freed,  and  equity  restor'd  : 
Tk  hdd  it  more  humane,  more  heavenly,  first 
%  vinung  trords  to  conquer  willing  hearts, 
^  Bike  persuasion  do  die  work  of  fear ; 
^leK  to  try,  and  teach  the  erring  soul, 
SptwflfoBy  misdoing,  but  unaware 
jy^;  Aie  stubborn  only  to  subdue. 
J*  pomag  thoughts  my  mother  soon  perceiving, 
By  wonis  at  times  cast  forth,  inly  rejoic'd, 
^  aid  to  me  apart,  *  High  are  thy  thoughts, 
1^  *n>,bQt  oomish  tbem,  and  let  them  soar 
To*ht  hdgfat  sacred  virtue  and  true  worth 
^  vim  dmn,  though  above  example  high  ; 
l^'J'^le*  deeds  ezpreas  thy  matchless  sire, 
SJI™^!  fhou  art  no  son  of  mortal  man ; 
?*^»«ft  esteem  thee  low  of  parentage, 
^  ■*»  ii  the  Eternal  King  who  rules 
r|^"*  and  Earth,  angels  and  sons  of  men ; 
Aiwaii,    f     ^  Q^  tareUAd  thy  birth 


Conceiv'd  In  me  a  rirgin;  ho  fiaictold, 

Hkni  should*st  be  great,  and  sit  on  David*s  throne. 

And  of  thy  kingdom  there  should  be  no  end. 

At  thy  nativity,  a  glorious  quire 

Of  angels,  in  the  fields  of  Bethlehem,  sung 

To  shepho^  walching  at  dieur  folds  by  night, 

And  t<^  them  the  Messiah  now  was  bom. 

Where  they  might  see  him,  and  to  thee  they  came, 

Diracted  to  the  manger  where  thou  lay'st. 

For  in  the  inn  was  left  no  better  room : 

A  star,  not  seen  before,  in  Heaven  appearing, 

Guided  the  vrise  men  thither  iVom  the  east, 

To  honour  thee  with  incense,  myrrh,  and  gdd ; 

By  whose  bright  course  led  on  they  found  tlie  place. 

Affirming  it  Say  star,  new.graven  in  Heaven, 

By  vi^ch  they  knew  the  king  of  Israel  bom. 

Just  Simeon  and  prophetic  Anna,  wam*d 

By  vision,  found  thee  in  the  temple,  and  spake, 

Before  the  akar  and  the  vested  priest. 

Like  things  of  thee  to  all  that  present  stood.*^* 

lliis  having  heard,  straight  I  again  revolv'd 

Hie  law  and  prophets,  searching  what  was  writ 

Concerning  the  Messiah,  to  our  scribes 

Known  partly,  and  soon  found,  of  whom  they  spake 

I  am ;  this  chiefly,  that  my  way  must  lie 

llirough  many  a  hard  assay,  even  to  the  death. 

Ere  'I  the  promis*d  kingdom  can  attain. 

Or  work  redemption  for  mankind,  whose  sins 

Full  weight  must  be  transferred  upon  my  head. 

Yet,  neither  thus  dishearten'd  or  dismay'd. 

The  time  prefix'd  I  v^ted ;  when  behold 

The  Baptist,  (of  whose  birth  I  oft  had  heard, 

Not  knew  t^  sight,)  now  come,  who  was  to  come 

Before  Mesaah,  and  his  way  prepare ! 

I,  as  all  others,  to  his  baptism  came. 

Which  I  believ'd  was  from  above ;  but  he 

Straight  knew  me,  and  with  loudest  voice  proclaim  *d 

Me  him,  (for  it  was  shovm  him  so  fix)m  Heaven,) 

Me  him,  whose  harbinger  he  was ;  and  first 

Refus'd  on  me  his  baptism  to  confer, 

As  much  his  greater,  and  was  hardly  won : 

But,  as  I  rose  out  of  the  laring  stream. 

Heaven  opened  her  eternal  doors,  from  whence 

Hie  Spirit  descended  on  me  like  a  dove  ; 

And  last,  the  sum  of  all,  my  Father's  voice, 

Audibly  heard  from  Heaven,  pronounc*d  mc  lu's, 

'  Me  his  beloved  Son,  in  whom  alone 

He  was  well  pleas*d  ;*  by  which  I  knew  the  time 

Now  full,  that  I  no  more  should  live  obscure. 

But  openly  begin,  as  best  becomes. 

The  authority  which  I  deriv*d  from  Heaven. 

And  now  by  some  strong  motion  I  am  led 

Into  this  wilderness,  to  what  intent 

I  learn  not  yet ;  perhaps  I  need  not  know. 

For  what  concerns  my  knowledge  God  reveals.** 

So  spake  our  Morning-star,  ^en  in  his  rise> 
And,  looking  round,  on  every  side  beheld 
A  patiiless  desert,  dusk  vrith  horrid  shades ; 
TTie  way  he  came  not  having  mark*d,  return 
Was  difficult,  by  human  steps  untrod ; 
And  he  still  on  was  led,  but  vrith  such  tiioughts 
Accompanied  of  things  past  and  to  come 
Lodg*d  in  his  breast,  as  well  might  recommend 
Such  solitude  before  choicest  soaety. 
Full  forty  days  he  pass*d,  whether  on  hill 
Sometimes,  anon  on  shady  vale,  each  night 
Under  the  covert  of  some  ancient  oak. 
Or  cedar,  to  defend  him  fr^m  the  dew. 
Or  harbour*d  in  one  cave,  is  not  reveal'd ; 
Nor  tasted  human  food,  nor  hiuuper  felt      . 
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TmUgmdtcfmMi;  kuDger'd  then  al  kit 
Among  wild  beasts :  they  at  his  sight  grew  mild. 
Nor  sleeping  him  nor  waking  harm*d ;  his  walk 
Hie  fiery  serpent  fled  and  noxious  worm. 
The  lion  and  fierce  tiger  gUr'd  aloof. 
But  now  an  aged  man  in  rural  weeds, 
Following,  as  seem'd,  the  quest  of  some  stray  ewe, 
Or  wither*d  sticks  to  gather,  which  might  serve 
Against  a  winter*s  day,  when  winds  blow  keen. 
To  warm  him  wet  retum'd  from  field  at  ere. 
He  saw  approach,  who  first  with  curious  eye 
Perus*d  lum,  then  with  words  thus  utter*d  spake. 
"  Sir,  what  ill  chance  hath  brought  thee  to  this 

place 
So  far  from  path  or  road  of  men,  who  pass 
In  troop  or  caravan?  for  single  none 
Durst  ever,  who  retum'd,  am.  dropt  not  here 
His  carcase,  pin*d  with  hunger  and  with  drought. 
I  ask  the  rather,  and  the  more  admire. 
For  that  to  me  thou  seem'st  the  Man,  whom  late 
Our  new  baptising  prophet  at  the  ford 
Of  Jordan  lionour*d  so»  and  call'd  thee  Son 
Of  God :  I  saw  and  heard,  for  we  sometimes 
Who  dwell  this  wild,  constraint  by  want,  come 

forth 
To  town  or  viUafre  nigh,  ^nighest  is  far,) 
'Where  aught  we  hear,  ana  curious  are  to  hear. 
What  happens  new ;  fiune  also  finds  us  out** 
To  whom  the  Son  of  God.     «  Who  brought  me 

hither, 
WiU  bring  me  hence ;  no  other  guide  I  seek." 

**  By  miracle  he  may,**  replied  the  swain ; 
**  What  other  way  I  see  not ;  for  we  here 
live  on  tough  roots  and  stubs,  to  thirst  inur'd 
More  than  &  camel,  and  to  drink  go  far, 
Men  to  much  misery  and  hardship  bom : 
But,  if  thou  be  the  Son  of  God,  command 
Hiat  out  of  these  hard  stones  be  made  thee  bread. 
So  sfaalt  thou  save  thsrself,  and  us  relieve 
With  fbod,  whereof  we  wretched  seldom  taste.'* 

He  ended,  and  the  Son  of  God  replied. 
**  Hiink'st  thou  such  force  in  bread?     Is  it  not 

written, 
(For  I  discern  thee  other  than  thou  seem*st) 
*  Man  lives  not  by  bread  only,  but  each  word 
IVooeeding  from  the  mouth  of  God,  who  fed 
Our  fiuhers  here  with  manna  ?'  in  the  mount 
Moses  was  forty  days,  nor  eat,  nor  drank ; 
And  forty  days  Elijah,  without  food, 
Wander'd  this  banen  waste :  the  same  I  now  : 
Why  dost  thou  then  suggest  to  roe  distrust, 
Knowing  who  I  am,  asl  know  who  thou  art  ?** 
Whom  thus  answer*d  the  arch-fiend,  now  undis- 

guis*d. 
**  *T!s  true  I  am  that  Spirit  unfbrtunatc, 
Who,  leagu'd  with  millions  more  in  rash  revolt. 
Kept  not  my  happy  station,  but  was  driven 
With  them  from  bliss  to  the  bottomless  deep, 
Tet  to  that  hideous  place  not  so  confin*d 
By  rigour  unconniving,  but  that  oft. 
Leaving  my  dolorous  prison,  I  enjoy 
Large  liberty  to  round  this  globe  of  earth, 
Or  range  in  the  air;  nor  ihmi  the   Heaven  of 

Heavens 
Hath  he  excluded  my  resort  sometimes. 
I  came  among  the  sons  of  God,  when  he 
Gave  up  into  my  hands  Ussean  Job 
To  prove  him,  and  illustrate  his  high  worth ; 
And,  when  to  all  his  angeb  he  propos'd 
To  (famw  the  proud  king  Ahab  into  fVaud 


Hiat  he  might  fidl  in  Ramoth,  tfaay  i 

I  undertook  that  office,  and  the  toneues 

Of  all  his  flattering  propheto  ^libb*d  with  liea 

To  his  destruction,  as  I  had  m  charge ; 

For  what  he  bids  I  da     Though  I  have  loat 

Much  lustre  of  my  native  brighmess,  lost 

To  be  belov*d  of  God,  I  have  not  lost 

To  love,  at  least  contemplate  and  admire^ 

Wliat  I  see  excellent  in  good,  or  fair. 

Or  virtuous ;  I  should  so  have  lost  all  sense : 

What  can  then  be  less  in  me  than  desire 

To  see  thee  and  approach  thee,  whom  I  know 

Declar*d  the  Son  of  God,  to  hear  attent 

Thy  wisdom,  and  behold  thy  God-like  deeda? 

Men  generally  think  me  much  a  foe 

To  all  mankind :  why  should  I  ?  they  to  me 

Never  did  wrong  or  violence ;  by  them 

I  lost  not  what  I  lost,  rather  by  them 

I  gain*d  what  I  have  ^|ain*d,  and  with  them  dwell. 

Copartner  in  these  regions  of  the  worid. 

If  not  disposer ;  lend  them  oft  my  aid. 

Oft  my  advice  by  presages  and  signs, 

And  answers,  oracles,  portents,  and  dreama^ 

Whereby  they  may  direct  their  future  life^ 

Envy  they  say  excites  me,  thus  to  gain 

Companions  of  my  misery  and  woe. 

At  first  it  may  be ;  but,  long  since  with  woe 

Nearer  acquainted,  now  I  feel,  by  proof, 

Tliat  fellowship  in  pain  divides  not  smart, 

Nor  lightens  aught  each  man*s  peculiar  load. 

Small  consolation  then,  were  man  adioin*d  :   [Man 

This  wounds  me  most,  (what  can  it  leas  ?}    that 

Man  fidl*n  shall  be  restord,  I  never  more.** 

To  whom  our  Saviour  sternly  thus  replied. 
"  Deservedly  thou  griev*st,  compo6*d  of  lies 
From  the  banning,  and  in  lies  wilt  end ; 
Who  boast'st  release  from  Hell,  and  leave  to  ocme 
Into  the  Heaven  of  Heavens :  thou  com*st  indeed 
As  a  poor  miserable  captive  thrall 
Comes  to  the  pUu«  where  he  befbre  had  sat 
Amons  the  prime  in  splendour,  now  depos*d» 
Ejecteid,  emptied,  gas*d,  unpitied,  shunn'd, 
A  spectacle  of  ruin,  or  of  scorn. 
To  all  the  host  of  Heaven :  the  happy  place 
Imparts  to  thee  no  happiness,  no  joy, 
Rather  inflames  thy  torment :  representing 
Lost  bliss,  to  thee  no  more  communicable. 
So  never  more  in  Hell  than  when  in  Heaven. 
But  thou  art  serviceable  to  Heaven*s  King. 
Wilt  thou  impute  to  obedience  what  thy  fnr 
Extorts,  or  pleasure  to  do  ill  excites? 
What  but  thy  malice  mov*d  thee  to  misdeeni 
Of  righteous  Job,  then  cruelly  to  afflict  him 
With  all  inflictions  ?  but  his  patience  won. 
The  other  service  was  thy  chosen  task. 
To  be  a  liar  in  Ibur  hundred  mouths 
For  lying  b  thy  sustenance,  thy  food. 
Tet  thou  pretend*8t  to  truth ;  all  oracles 
By  thee  are  given,  and  what  confi»s'd  more  tnse 
Among  the  nations  ?  that  hath  been  thy  craft. 
By  mixing  somewhat  true  to  vent  more  lies. 
But  what  have  been  thy  answers,  what  but  datk» 
Ambiguous,  and  with  double  tense  deluding. 
Which  they  who  ask'd  have  seldom  understood^ 
And  not  well  understood  as  good  not  known  ? 
Who  ever  by  consulting  at  tl^  shrine 
Retum*d  the  wiser,  or  the  more  instruct. 
To  fly  or  follow  what  oonoem*d  him  moat, 
And  run  not  sooner  to  hb  fiital  snare  ? 
For  God  hath  justly  given  the  nations  up 
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To  ffay  dehwons ;  jvuOy,  rioc*  diey  fell 

UoImnm:  tntty  when  his  piurpose  is 

JkaMMkg  them  to  declare  his  providence 

To  thee  notknown,  whence  hast  thou  then  thy  truth, 

But  finom  iom,  or  his  angels  president 

In  every  prorince,  who»  themsehres  disdaining 

T»  approach  thy  temples,  giv^  thee  in  command 

What,  to  the  smallest  tittle,  thou  sfaalt  say 

To  thy  adorers?     Ihou,  with  trembling  fear^ 

Or  like  a  &wning  parasite,  obey*st : 

Then  to  thysdf  ascrib*st  the  truth  foretold. 

JBut  tfaiatlqr  glory  shall  be  soon  retrencfa'd) 

No  move  sfaalt  thou  by  oracling  abuse 

IW  Gentiles;  henceforth  orades  are  ceas'd. 

And  tfaou  DO  more  with  pomp  and  sacrifice 

flialt  be  inquir*d  at  Delfdios,  or  daewtore ; 

At  least  in  vain,  lor  they  shall  find  thee  mute. 

Ood  hath  now  sent  his  liTinff  oracle 

Imo  the  world  to  teach  his  final  will, 

And  sends  his  Spirit  of  TVuth  henceforth  to  dwell 

In  pious  hearts^  an  inward  oracle 

To  all  truth  requisite  for  mep  to  know.** 

80  spoke  our  SsTiour,  but  the  subtle  fiend, 
Thon^  inly  stung  with  anger  and  disdain, 
TMssfinblfd^  and  £is  answer  smooth  retum'd. 
*  Wwrply  thou  hast  insisted  on  rebuke, 
And  iirg*d  me  with  hard  doings,  which  not  will 
But  miaery  hath  wrested  from  me.     Where 
XaaOy  canst  tfaon  find  one  miserable. 
And  not  cnfiMrc*d  oft-dmes  to  part  from  truth. 
If  it  nHj  stand  him  more  in  stead  to  lie, 
hj  and  nnaay,  fSogn,  flatter,  or  abjure  ? 
But  tliOB  art  i^ac'd  above  me,  thou  art  Lord ; 
Vnm  thee  I  can,  and  must  submiss,  endure, 
Cbadt«  or  reproof,  and  glad  to  *scape  so  quit. 
Hani  are  the  ways  of  IVuth,  and  rouffh  to  walk, 
taoothon  the  tongue  discours*d,  pleasmg  tothe  ear, 
And  tnneable  as  sylvan  pipe  or  song ; 
Vhat  wonder  then  if  I  delight  to  bear 
Her  £ctatca  from  thy  nuMith?     Most  men  admire 
Tktne,  who  fidlow  not  her  lore :  permit  me 
To  bear  thee  when  I  come,  Tsince  no  man  comes,) 
And  talk  at  least,  though  I  despair  to  attain. 
Hfef  Fadier,  who  is  holy,  wise,  and  pure, 
Saicts  tbe  hypocrite  or  atheous  priest 
Ta  tnad  bb  aacred  courts,  and  minister 
Atimf  kas  altar,  handling  holy  things, 
Atafing  or  vowing :  and  vouchsaTd  his  voice 
Xa  Balaam  reprobate,  a  prophet  yet 
In^sr^d :  disdain  not  sudi  access  to  me.*' 

To  wfaotn  oar  Saviour,  with  unalter'd  brow : 
*"  Hiy  eosning  hither,  though  I  know  thy  scope, 
I  hid  not,  or  forbid  ;  do  as  thou  find*st 
Funiisaiun  from  above ;  thou  canst  not  more.* 

He  added  not ;  and  Satan,  bowing  low 
IBs  gray  ifiasimulation,  disappear'd 
Into  lUn  nir  diffus'd :  for  now  began 
Night  with  bar  sullen  wings  to  double-shade 
IWdaaert;  fowk  in  their  day-nests  were  couch*d ; 
And  now  wrild  beasts  came  forth  the  woods  to  roam. 


Book  II. 

TkejhgumaU. 

i|iK»  of  Jesos,  uneasy  at  his  lon^  absence, 
amongst  themselves  concerning  it.    Mary 
MM  vent  to  her  matp«^«>  anxiety :  in  the 
at  which  she  recapitulates  many  dr. 


cumstances  respecting  the  birth  and  early  life  or 
her  son.—  Satan  again  meets  his  infernal  coundl, 
reports  the  bad  success  of  his  first  temptation  of 
our  blessed  Lord,  and  calb  upon  them  for 
oounsd  and  aisistance.  Belial  proposes  the 
tempting  of  Jesus  with  women.  Satan  rebukes 
Belial  for  his  dissoluteness,  charging  on  him  all 
the  profligacy  of  that  kind  ascribed  by  the  poeta 
to  the  heathen  gods,  and  rejects  his  proposal  as 
in  no  respect  likdy  to  succeed.  Satan  then 
suggests  other  modes  of  temptation,  particu* 
la^  proposing  to  avail  himself  of  the  circum- 
stance of  our  Lord's  hun^ring;  and,  taking 
a  band  of  chosen  spirits  with  Imn,  returns  to 
resume  his  enterprise,  •i— Jesus  hungers  in  the 
desert.  —  Night  comes  on  ;  the  manner  in  which 
our  Saviour  passes  the  lUgfat  is  described.— 
Morning  advances.  —  Satan  again  appears  to 
Jesus,  and,  after  expressing  wonder  that  be 
should  be  so  entirdy  neglect^  in  tbe  wilderness, 
where  others  had  been  miraculously  fed,  tempta 
him  with  a  sumptuous  banquet  of  the  most  luxu- 
rious kind.  Thb  he  rejects,  and  the  banquet 
vanishes.  —  Satan,  finding  our  Lord  not  to  be 
assailed  on  tbe  ground  of  appetite,  tempts  him 
again  by  oflTering  him  ridies,  as  the  means  of 
acquiring  power:  this  Jesus  also  rejects,  pro> 
dudng  many  instances  of  great  actions  per* 
fonned  by  persons  under  virtuous  poverty,  and 
specifying  tlie  danger  of  riches,  and  the  cares  and^ 
pains  inseparable  from  power  and  greatness. 

MsAMWHiLi  the  new.baptis*d,  who  vet  remain'd 
At  Jordan  with  the  Baptist,  and  had  seen 
Him  whom  they  heard  so  Ute  expressly  call'd 
Jesus  Messiah,  Son  of  God  dedar'd. 
And  on  that  high  authority  had  believ*d. 
And  with  him  talk'd,  and  with  him  lodg'd ;  I  mean 
Andrew  and  Simon,  famous  after  known, 
"With  odiers,  though  in  Holy  Writ  not  nam'd ; 
Now  missing  him,  their  joy  so  lately  found, 
(So  latdy  found,  and  so  abruptly  gone,) 
Began  to  doubt,  and  doubted  many  days, 
And,  as  the  days  increas'd,  increas'd  thdr  doubt. 
Sometimes  they  thought  he  might  be  only  stiown. 
And  for  a  time  caught  up  to  God,  as  once 
Moses  was  in  the  mount  and  missing  long, 
And  the  great  Thisbite,  who  on  fiery  wheels 
Rode  up  to  Heaven,  yet  once  again  to  come : 
Hierefore,  as  those  young  prophets  then  with  care 
Sought  lost  Elijah,  so  in  each  pUce  these 
Nigh  to  Bethabara ;  in  Jericho 
Tlie  dty  of  palms,  ^non,  and  Salem  old, 
Madunnis,  and  each  town  or  dty  wall'd 
On  this  side  the  broad  lake  Genesaret, 
Or  in  PeraM ;  but  retum'd  in  vain. 
Then  on  the  bank  of  Jordan,  bj  a  creek 
Where  winds  with  reeds  and  osiers  whispering  play. 
Plain  fishermen,  (no  greater  men  them  call,) 
dose  in  a  cottage  low  tocether  got, 
Thdr  unexpected  loss  and  plaints  outbreath'd. 
'<  Alas,  from  what  high  hope  to  what  rehq>se 
Unlook*d  for  are  we  falrn !  our  eyes  beheld 
Messiah  certainly  now  come,  so  long 
Expected  of  our  fiithers:  we  have  heard 
His  words,  his  wisdom  fUll  of  grace  and  truth; 
Now,  now,  for  sure,  deliverance  is  at  hand* 
The  kingdom  shall  to  Israd  be  restor*d ; 
Thus  we  rcjdc'd,  but  soon  our  joy  is  tum*d 
Into  perplexity  and  new  amate : 

Digitizld  by  Google 


114 


MILTON. 


Boor  11. 


For  whither  U  he  gone,  what  accident 

Hath  rapt  him  from  us  ?  will  he  now  retire 

AfWr  a{ipearBnce,  and  again  prolong 

Our  expectation  ?  God  of  Israel, 

Send  thy  Messiah  forth,  the  time  is  come ; 

Behold  the  kings  of  the  Earth,  how  they  oppress 

Hiy  chosen ;  to  what  height  their  power  unjust 

Hiey  hare  exalted,  and  behind  than  cast 

All  fear  of  thee ;  arise,  and  vindicate 

Tliy  glory ;  free  thy  people  from  their  yoke. 

But  let  us  wait ;  thus  fiir  he  hath  perfbrm*d, 

Sent  his  anointed,  and  to  us  reveal*d  him, 

By  his  great  prophet,  pointed  at  and  shown 

In  public,  and  with  hun  we  have  convers'd ; 

Let  us  be  glad  of  this,  and  all  our  fears 

Lay  on  his  providence ;  he  will  not  fail. 

Nor  will  withdraw  him  now,  nor  will  recall. 

Mock  us  with  his  blest  sight,  then  snatch  him  hence ; 

Soon  we  shall  see  our  hope,  our  joy,  return.** 

Hius  they,  out  of  their  plaints,  new  hope  resume 
To  find  whom  at  the  first  they  found  unsought : 
But,  to  his  mother  Mary,  when  she  saw 
Others  retum*d  from  baptism,  not  her  son, 
Nor  left  at  Jordan,  tiding  of  him  none,         [pure, 
Within  her  breast  thou^^  calm,  her  breast  though 
Motherly  cares  and  fears  got  head,  and  rais*d 
Some  troubled  thoughts,  which  she  in  sighs  thus  clad. 

**  O,  what  avails  me  now  that  honour  high 
To  have  conceiv*d  of  God,  or  that  salute, 
*  Hail  highly  favour 'd  among  women  bkst!* 
'While  I  to  sorrows  am  no  less  advanc*d. 
And  fi»rs  as  eminent,  above  the  lot 
Of  other  women,  by  the  birth  I  bore ; 
In  such  a  season  bom,  when  scarce  a  shed 
Could  be  obtain*d  to  shelter  him  or  me 
From  the  bleak  air ;  a  stable  was  our  warmth, 
A  manger  his ;  yet  soon  enforc*d  to  fiy, 
Tlience  into  Egypt,  till  the  murderous  king 
Were  dead,  who  sought  his  life,  and  missing  filFd 
With  infimt  blood  the  streets  of  Bethlehem ; 
IProm  Egypt  home  retum*d,  in  Nazareth 
Hath  been  our  dwelling  many  years ;  his  lifis 
Private,  unactive,  calm,  contemplative. 
Little  suspicious  to  any  king ;  but  now 
Full  grown  to  man,  acknoidedg'd,  as  I  hear, 
By  John  the  Baptist,  and  in  public  shown, 
Son  own*d  firom  Heaven  by  his  Father's  voice, 
I  look*d  for  some  mat  change ;  to  honour  ?  no^ 
But  trouble,  as  old  Simeon  plain  foretold. 
That  to  the  fidl  and  rising  he  should  be 
Of  many  in  Israel,  and  to  a  sign 
Spoken  against,  that  through  my  very  soul 
A  sword  shall  pierce :  this  is  my  favour'd  lot. 
My  exaltation  to  afflictions  high ; 
Afflicted  I  may  be,  it  seems,  and  blest*, 
I  will  not  argue  that,  nor  will  repine. 
But  where  ddays  he  now  ?  some  great  intent 
Conceals  him:  when  twelve  years  he  scarce  had 

seen, 
I  lost  him,  but  so  found,  as  well  I  saw 
He  could  not  lose  himself,  but  went  about 
His  Father's  business ;  what  he  meant  I  mus*d. 
Since  understand ;  much  more  his  absence  now 
Hius  long  to  some  great  purpose  he  obscures. 
But  I  to  wait  with  patience  am  inur*d ; 
My  heart  hath  been  a  store-house  long  of  things 
And  sayings  laid  up,  portending  strange  events.** 

Thus  Mary,  pondering  oft,  and  oft  to  mind 
Recalling  what  remarkably  had  pass'd 
Since  first  her  salutation  heard,  with  thoughts 


Meekly  compos*d  awaited  the  fUftUing : 
Hie  while  her  son,  tracing  the  desert  vdld. 
Sole,  but  with  holiest  meditations  fed. 
Into  himself  descended,  and  at  once 
All  his  great  work  to  come  before  him  set ; 
How  to  begin,  how  to  acconqtlish  bert 
His  end  of  being  on  £arth,  and  miauon  high  : 
For  Satan,  with  sly  preiace  to  return. 
Had  left  him  vacant,  and  with  speed  was  gone 
Up  to  the  middle  region  of  tfaidc  air. 
Where  all  his  potentates  in  council  sat; 
ThCTe,  without  sign  of  boast,  or  sign  of  joy, 
Solicitous  and  blank,  he  thus  began.  [thrones ; 

*<  Princes,    Heaven*s     ancient   sons,    ethereal 
Demonian  spirits  now,  from  the  clement 
Each  of  his  reign  allotted,  rigfatlier  calPd 
Powers  of  fire,  air,  water,  and  earth  beneath, 
(So  may  we  hdd  our  place  and  these  mild  scats 
Without  new  trouble,)  such  an  enemy 
Is  risen  to  invade  us,  who  no  less 
Threatens  than  our  expulsion  down  to  Hdl ; 
I,  as  I  undertook,  and  with  the  vote 
Consenting  in  full  frequence  was  impower'd. 
Have  found  hun,  view*d  him,  tasted  him ;  but  find 
Far  other  labour  to  be  undeigone 
Than  when  I  dealt  with  Adam,  first  of  men, 
Though  Adam  by  his  wife's  allurement  fell. 
However  to  this  man  inferiour  fiu* ; 
If  he  be  man  by  mother's  side,  at  Iwist 
With  more  than  human  gifts  fVom  Heaven  ad<nn'd. 
Perfections  absolute,  graces  divine, 
And  amplitude  of  mind  to  greatest  deedx 
Therefore  I  am  retum'd,  lest  confidence 
Of  my  success  with  Eve  in  Paradise 
Deceive  ye  to  persuasion  over-sure 
Of  like  succeeding  here :   I  summon  all 
Rather  to  be  in  r^idiness,  with  hand 
Or  counsel  to  assist ;  lest  I,  who  erst 
Thought  none  my  equal,  now  be  over-matd^'d,'* 

So  spake  the  old  serpent,  doubting  *  and  finom  all 
With  clamour  was  assured  their  utmost  aid 
At  Ids  command :  when  firom  amidst  them  roae 
Belial,  the  dlssolutest  spirit  that  fell, 
The  sensuallest,  and,  after  Asmodai, 
The  fieshliest  incubus ;  and  thus  advis'd. 

«  Set  women  in  his  eye,  and  in  his  vralk. 
Among  daughters  of  men  the  fairest  found : 
Many  are  in  each  region  passing  fair 
As  the  noon  sky :  more  like  to  goddesses 
Than  mortal  creatures,  graceful  and  discreet. 
Expert  in  amorous  arts,  enchanting  tongues 
Persuasive,  virgin  majesty  with  mild 
And  sweet  allay'd,  yet  tenrible  to  approach, 
Skill'd  to  retire,  and,  in  retiring,  draw 
Hearts  alter  them,  tangled  in  amorous  nets. 
Such  object  hath  tiie  power  to  soften  and  tame 
Severest  temper,  smooth  the  rugged'st  brow 
Enerve,  and  with  voluptuous  hope  dissolve, 
Draw  out  with  credulous  desire,  and  lead 
At  will  the  manliest,  resolutest  breast, 
As  the  magnetic  hardest  iron  draws. 
Women,  when  nothing  else,  beguil'd  the  heart 
Of  wisest  Solomon,  and  made  him  build. 
And  made  him  bow,  to  the  gods  of  his  wives." 
To  whom  quick  answer  Satan  thus  retum'd, 
"  Belial,  in  much  uneven  scale  thou  weigh'st 
All  others  by  thyself;  because  of  old 
Hiou  thyself  doat'dst  on  womankind,  admiring 
Their  shape,  their  colour,  and  attractive  grace. 
None  are,  thou  think'st,  but  token  with  such  tovs. 
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Before  the  flood  tboo  with  thy  lusty  crew, 
Arise  titled  sons  of  God,  roamiiig  the  Earth, 
Gnt  wanton  eyes  on  the  dttigfatere  of  men. 
And  coupled  with  them,  and  begot  a  race. 
Have  we  not  seen,  or  by  relation  heard. 
In  courts  and  regal  chambers  bow  thou  lurk'st, 
la  wood  or  grove,  by  mossy  ^untain  side, 
In  valley  or  green  meadow,  to  way-lay 
Some  beauty  rare,  Calisto,  Clymene, 
Diphne,  or  Semele,  Antiopa, 
Or  Amymone^  Syrinx,  many  more 
Tao  Un^  then  h^st  thy  scapes  on  names  ador'd, 
ApoOo;,  Neptune,  Jupiter,  or  Psn, 
Satyr,  or  Faun,  or  Sylvan?     But  these  haunts 
I>ri%fat  not  all ;  among  the  sons  of  men. 
How  many  have  with  a  smOe  made  small  account 
Of  Beauty  and  her  lures,  easily  scom*d 
AU  bar  aiwauUi,  on  worthier  things  intent ! 
Boncmber  that  Pellean  conqueror, 
A  yoBlli,  how  all  the  beauties  of  the  East 
He  sli^rtly  mir'd,  and  slightly  orerpass'd ; 
How  ha,  suraam'd  of  Africa,  dismissed, 
Ib  Us  prime  youth,  the  fair  Iberian  maid. 
Fsr  Solomon,  he  Uv^d  at  ease,  and  full 
Orhononr,  wealth,  high  fan,  aim'd  not  beyond 
ngber  design  than  to  enjoy  his  state ; 
Tkanee  to  the  bait  of  women  layexpos'd: 
Art  he^  whom  we  attempt,  is  wiser  ftr 
IhsB  Solomon,  of  more  ezahcd  mind, 
lUe  and  sec  wholly  on  the  accomplishment 
or  pcaleat  things.     What  woman  will  you  find, 
Thwigh  of  tins  age  the  wonder  and  the  fame, 
Oa  whom  his  leisure  will  Touchsafe  an  eye 
or  imd  desire  ?    Or  should  she,  confident. 
Am  sitting  queen  ador*d  on  Beauty's  throne, 
^fwid  with  an  her  winning  charms  begirt 
lb  miniMji,  as  the  zone  of  Venus  once 
3Viinghit  that  eflbcton  Jove,  so  fables  tell ; 
**      waoid  one  look  firom  his  nugestic  brow, 
I  as  <»  the  top  of  Virtue's  hill, 
amenanoe  her  despis*d,  and  put  to  rout 
Afi  her  anay ;  her  fbmale  pride  deject, 
Ortmn  to  rererent  awe!  for  Beauty  stands 
la  ifas  aduiiiation  only  of  weak  minds 
Led  cspcivv ;  cease  to  admire,  and  all  her  plumes 
Fsffl  flat,  and  shrink  into  a  trivial  toy, 
At  avcry  sodden  slighting  quite  abash'd. 
IWivAaa  widi  manner  objects  we  must  try 
His  conatBBcy ;  with  sudi  as  have  more  show 
or  wortfa,  of  honour,  giory,  and  popular  praise, 
Bar%i,  wbcreun  greatest  men  have  oftest  wreck'd ; 
<V  that  which  only  seems  to  satisfy 
LawfU  deaiies  of  nature,  not  beyond ; 
Aad  mem  I  know  he  hungers,  where  no  food 
Is  to  be  fimnd,  in  the  wide  wilderness  : 
Tkt  rcsl  fonmrit  to  me ;  I  shsll  let  pass 
Ha  advantace,  and  his  htreugth  as  oft  assav.'* 

Ha  eaaa*d,  and  heard  their  grant  in  loud  acclaim ; 
Than  fatthwith  to  him  takes  a  diosen  band 
Of  yiiia,  l&cst  to  himself  in  guile. 
To  be  at  band,  and  at  his  beck  appear, 
ifcaaaa  were  to  unfold  some  active  scene 
Of  wioas  persons,  each  to  know  his  part: 
IWb  to  iIm  desert  lakes  with  these  his  flight; 
lirkac,siil]fHnn  shade  to  shade,  the  Son  of  God 
AAsr  iotty  days  fiudng  had  remain'd, 


_  flng  fbvt,  and  to  himself  thus  said. 
VhcM  w^  this  end  ?  four  times  ten  days  IVe 
pas-a 
Wsnderii^  thai  woody  maae,  and  human  food 


Nortaslsd,  nor  had  appetite;  thatfhst 
To  virtue  I  impute  not,  or  count  part 
Ofwhat  Isufl^here;  if  nature  need  not. 
Or  God  support  nature  without  repast 
Though  needing,  what  praise  is  it  to  endure  ? 
But  now  I  feel  I  hunger,  which  declares 
Nature  hath  need  of  what  she  asks ;  yet  God 
Can  satisfy  that  need  some  other  way. 
Though  hunger  still  remain :  so  it  remain 
Without  this  body's  wasting,  I  content  me. 
And  from  the  sting  of  fiunine  fear  no  harm  ; 
Nor  mind  it,  fed  with  better  thoughts,  that  feed 
Me  hungering  more  to  do  my  Fadier's  will.** 

It  was  the  hour  of  night,  when  thus  the  Son 
Conunun*d  in  silent  walk,  then  laid  him  down 
Under  the  hoqpitable  covert  nigh 
Of  trees  thick  interwoven ;  there  he  slept, 
And  dream*d,  as  appetite  is  wont  to  dream. 
Of  meats  and  drinks,  nature's  refreshment  sweet  t 
Him  thought,  he  by  the  brook  of  Cberith  stood. 
And  saw  the  ravens  with  their  homy  beaks 
Food  to  Elijah  bringing,  even  and  room,    [brought : 
Though  ravenous,  tau^  to  abstain  from  what  they 
He  saw  the  prophet  also,  how  he  fled 
Into  the  desert,  and  how  there  he  slept 
Under  a  juniper ;  then  how  awak*d 
He  found  his  supper  on  the  coals  prepar'd. 
And  by  the  angel  was  bid  rise  and  eiU, 
And  eat  the  second  time  after  repose, 
The  strength  whereof  sufiic'd  him  fbrty  days: 
Sometimes  that  with  Elijah  he  partook. 
Or  as  a  guest  with  Darnel  at  his  pulse. 
Thus  wore  out  night ;  and  now  die  herald  lark 
Lef^  his  ground-nest,  high  towering  to  descry 
The  Mora*8  approach,  and  greet  her  with  his  song : 
As  lightly  fhim  his  grassy  couch  up  rose 
Our  Saviour,  and  fiHind  all  was  but  a  dream ; 
Foisting  he  went  to  sleep,  and  fasting  wak*d. 
Up  to  a  hill  anon  his  steps  he  rear'd. 
From  whose  high  top  to  ken  the  prospect  round, 
If  cottage  were  in  view,  sheep-cote,  or  herd ; 
But  cottage,  herd,  or  dieep-cote,  none  he  saw ; 
Only  in  a  bottom  saw  a  pleasant  grove, 
With  chant  of  tuneful  birds  resounding  loud  r 
Thither  he  bent  his  way,  detennin*d  there 
To  rest  at  noon,  and  enter*d  soon  the  shade 
High-roof 'd,  and  walks  beneath,  and  alleys  brown. 
That  opened  in  the  midst  a  woody  scene; 
Nature*s  own  work  it  seem'd  (Nature  taught  Art) 
And,  to  a  superstitious  eye,  the  haunt  [round, 

Of  wood-gods  and  wood-nymphs:    he  view'd  it 
When  suddenly  a  man  before  him  stood ; 
Not  rustic  as  before,  but  seemlier  chkl. 
As  one  in  dty,  or  court,  or  palace  bred. 
And  with  fair  speech  these  words  to  him  address'd. 

«  With  granted  leave  ofildeus  I  return, 
But  much  more  wonder  that  the  Son  of  God 
In  this  wUd  solitude  so  long  should  bide, 
Of  all  things  destitute  ;  and,  well  I  know 
Not  without  hunger.     Others  of  some  note, 
As  story  tells,  have  trod  this  wilderness; 
The  fugitive  bond-woman,  with  her  son 
Out-cast  Nebaioth,  yet  found  here  relief 
By  a  providing  angd ;  all  the  race 
Of  Israel  here  had  famish'd,  had  not  God 
Rain'd  from  Heaven  manna  ;  and  that  prophet  bold. 
Native  of  Thebes,  wandering  here  was  fed 
Twice  by  a  voice  inviting  him  to  eat : 
Of  thee  these  forty  days  none  hath  regard 
Forty  and  more  deserted  here  indeed. "iC 
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To  whom  thus  JeMis.     «  What  ooiicliid*9t  thoii 
hence? 
Thej  all  had  need  ;  I,  as  thOu  aeest,  hare  none.** 

'<  How  hast  thou  hunger  then  ?'*     Satan  replied. 
*<  Tell  me,  if  food  were  now  before  thee  set, 
Would'st  thou  not  eat?'*— ««  Thereafter  as  I  Uke 
The  giver,*'  answer*d  Jesus.     <*  Why  should  that 
Cause  thy  refiisal  ?**  said  the  subtle  fiend. 
**  Hast  thou  not  right  to  all  created  things  ? 
Owe  not  all  creatures  by  just  right  to  thee 
Duty  and  senrice,  nor  to  stay  till  bid, 
But  tender  all  theur  power  ?  Nor  mention  I 
Meats  by  the  law  unclean,  or  offer'd  first 
To  idols,  those  young  Daniel  could  refuse ; 
Nor  proflfer'd  by  an  enemy,  though  who 
Would  scruple  that,  with  want  oppress'd  ?  Behold, 
Nature  ashBin*d,  or,  better  to  express, 
IVoubled,  that  thou  8hould*st  hunger,  hath  purvey*d 
From  all  the  elements  her  choicest  store, 
To  treat  thee,  as  beseems,  and  as  her  Lord, 
With  honour :  only  deign  to  sit  and  eat.** 

He  spake  no  dream ;  for,  as  his  words  had  end> 
Our  Saviour  lifting  up  his  eyes  beheld. 
In  ample  wpmcB  u^Let  the  broadest  shade, 
A  table  richly  spread,  in  regal  mode. 
With  dishes  pil'd,  and  meats  of  noblest  sort 
And  savour ;  beasts  of  chase,  or  fowl  of  game. 
In  pastry  built,  or  from  the  spit,  or  boil'd, 
Gris-amber-steam'd ;  all  fish,  from  sea  or  shore, 
FVeshet  or  purling  brook,  of  shell  or  fin. 
And  ezquisitest  name,  for  which  was  drained 
Pontus,  and  Lucrine  bay,  and  Afric  coast. 
(Alas,  how  simply,  to  these  cates  compar'd, 
Was  that  crude  apple  that  diverted  Eve !) 
And  at  a  stately  side4>oard,  by  the  wine 
Hiat  fragrant  smell  difibs'd,  in  order  stood 
Tail  stripling  youths  rich  clad,  of  fairer  hue 
Than  Oanymed  or  Hylas ;  distant  more 
Under  the  trees  now  tripp*d,  now  solemn  stood, 
Nymphs  of  Diana's  tram,  and  Naiades 
With  fhiits  and  flowers  firom  Amalthea's  hom» 
And  ladies  of  the  Hesperides,  that  seem'd 
Fairer  than  feign'd  of  old,  or  fabled  since 
Of  fiiery  damwels,  met  in  forest  wide 
By  knights  of  Logres,  or  of  Lyones, 
Lancelot,  or  Pelleas,  or  Pellenore. 
And  all  the  while  htfmonious  airs  were  heard 
Of  chiming  strings,  or  charming  pipes;  and  winds 
Of  gentlest  gale  Arabian  odours  fann'd 
From  their  soft  wings,  and  Flora's  earliest  smells. 
Such  was  the  splen£Hir ;  and  the  tempter  now 
His  invitation  earnestly  renew'd. 

^  What  doubts  the  Son  of  God  to  sit  and  eat? 
These  are  not  fhiits  forbidd'n ;  no  interdict 
Defends  the  touching  of  these  viands  pure ; 
Hieir  taste  no  knowledge  works,  at  least  of  evil) 
But  life  iveserves,  destroys  life's  enemy, 
Hunger,  with  sweet  restorative  delight 
All  these  are  spuits  of  air,  and  woods,  and  springs. 
Thy  gentle  ministers,  who  come  to  pay 
Thee  homage,  and  acknowledge  thee  their  Lord : 
VOiatdoubt^stthoUySonof  God?  Sitdownandeat** 

To  whom  thus  Jesus  temperately  replied. 
**  Said*st  thou  not  that  to  all  things  I  had  right? 
And  who  withholds  my  power  that  right  to  use  ? 
Shall  I  receive  by  sift  what  of  my  own. 
When  and  where  l&es  me  best,  I  can  command  ? 
I  can  at  will,  doubt  not,  as  soon  as  thou. 
Command  a  table  in  this  wilderness. 
And  call  swift  flights  of  angels  ministrant 


Anray*d  in  glory  on  my  cup  to  attend  : 

Why  should*st  thou  then  obtrude  this  diligence^ 

In  vain,  where  no  acceptance  it  can  find  ? 

And  with  my  hunger  what  hast  thou  to  do  ? 

Thy  pompous  deUcacies  I  contemn, 

Anid  count  thy  specious  gifts  no  gifts,  but  guiles.*' 
To  whom  tlius  answer'd  Satan  maleoontent. 

**  That  I  have  also  power  to  give,  thou  seest ; 

If  of  that  power  I  bring  thee  voluntary 

What  I  might  have  bertow'd  on  whom  I  pleos'd* 

And  rather  opportunely  in  this  place 

Chose  to  impart  to  thy  apparent  need. 

Why  should'st  thou  not  accept  it  ?  but  I  see 

What  I  can  do  or  offer  is  suspect : 

Of  these  things  others  quickly  will  dispose,       [tlnl 

Whose  pains  have  eam'd  the  far.fet  spoil.**     >Vith 

Both  table  and  provision  vanished  quite 

With  sound  of  harpies'  wings  and  talons  heard : 

Only  the  imp6rtune  tempter  still  remain'd. 

And  with  these  words  his  temptation  pursued. 
«  By  hunger,  that  each  other  creature  tames» 

Thou  art  not  to  be  harm'd,  therefore  not  mov*d  ; 

Tliy  temperance  invincible  besides. 

For  no  allurement  yields  to  appetite ; 

And  all  thy  heart  is  set  on  high  designs. 

High  actions :  but  wherewith  to  be  achiev'd  ? 

Great  acts  require  great  means  of  enterprise ; 

Thou  art  unknown,  unfriended,  low  of  birtfa, 

A  carpenter  thy  faUier  known,  thyself 
Bred  up  in  poverty  and  straits  at  home, 

Lost  in  a  daert  here  and  hungar4iit : 

Which  way,  or  from  what  hope,  dost  thou  aspire 

To  greatness?  whence  authority  deriv'st  ? 

What  followers,  what  retinue  canst  thou  gain. 

Or  at  thy  heels  the  dixzy  multitude, 

Longer  than  thou  canst  feed  them  on  thy  cost? 

Money  brings  honour,  friends,  conquest,  and  renlma: 

What  rais'd  Antipater  the  Edomite, 

And  his  son  Herod  plac'd  on  Judah's  throne^ 

Thy  throne,  but  gold  that  got  him  puissant  friends  ? 

Therefore,  if  at  great  things  thou  would'ttt  arrive* 

Get  riches  first,  get  wealth,  and  treasure  hemp^ 

Not  difficult,  if  thou  hearken  to  me : 

Riches  are  mine,  fortune  is  in  my  hand ; 

They  whom  I  favour  thrive  in  wealth  amain. 

While  virtue,  valour,  wisdom,  sit  in  want.** 

To  whom  thus  Jesus  patiently  replied. 
**  Yet  wealth,  without  these  three,  is  impotent 
To  gain  dominion,  or  to  keep  it  gain'd. 
Witness  those  ancient  empires  of  the  Karth, 
In  height  of  all  their  flowing  wealth  dis8olv*d  t 
But  men  endued  with  these  have  oft  attain'd 
In  lowest  poverty  to  highest  deeds ; 
Gideon,  and  Jephtha,  imd  the  shepherd  lad. 
Whose  offspring  on  the  throne  of  Judah  sat 
So  many  ages,  and  shall  yet  r^ain 
That  seat,  and  reign  in  Israel  without  end. 
Among  the  Heathen,  (for  throughout  the  world 
To  me  is  not  unknown  what  hath  been  done 
Worthy  of  memorial,)  canst  thou  not  remember 
Qjuintius,  Fabridus,  Curius,  Regulus? 
For  I  esteem  those  names  of  men  so  poor. 
Who  could  do  mighty  things,  and  could  contexxm 
Riches,  though  offer'd  from  the  lumd  of  kings. 
And  what  in  me  seems  wanting,  but  that  I 
May  also  in  this  poverty  as  soon 
Accomplish  what  they  did,  perhaps  and  more  ? 
Extol  not  riches  then,  the  toil  of  fools. 
The  wise  man's  cumbrance,  if  not  snare ; 
To  slacken  Virtue,  and  abate  her  ed^^ 
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Ulan  prompt  her  to  do  aught  may  merH  praue. 

What  if  widk  like  avenioii  I  reject 

Bicfaes  and  realms  2  yet  not  for  that  a  crown, 

Gdden  m  show,  is  but  a  wreath  of  thorns,' 

firings  dangers,  troubles,  cares,  and  sleepless  ni^ts, 

To  hiin  irfao  wears  the  regal  diadem. 

When  on  his  shoulders  esich  man's  burden  lies ; 

For  therein  stands  the  office  of  a  kin^ 

His  honour,  virtue,  merit,  and  chief  praise. 

Hat  (or  the  public  all  this  weight  he  bears. 

Tet  he,  who  reigns  within  himself,  and  rules 

IWooa,  desbes,  and  fears,  is  more  a  king ; 

Wlacfa  every  wise  and  virtuous  man  attains ; 

And  who  attains  not,  ill  aspires  to  rule 

Goes  of  men,  or  headstrong  multitudes, 

Sobject  himself  to  anarchy  within, 

Or  lawIcsB  passions  in  him,  which  he  serves. 

But  to  guide  nations  in  tlie  way  of  troth 

Bjr  nving  doctrine,  and  from  errour  lead 

To  know,  and  knowing  worship  God  aright, 

Is  jnet  more  kingly  ;  this  attracts  tlie  soul. 

Governs  the  inner  man,  the  nobler  part ; 

Vut  other  o*er  the  body  only  reigns. 

And  oft  by  force,  which,  to  a  generous  mind, 

So  nigning,  can  be  no  sincere  delight. 

Beside^  to  give  a  kingdom  hath  been  thought 

Greater  and  nobler  done,  and  to  lay  down 

Far  more  magnanimous,  than  to  assume. 

RidKs  are  needless  then,  both  for  themselves. 

And  for  thy  reason  why  they  should  be  sought, 

To  glin  a  sceptre,  oftest  better  iniss'd.** 


Book  IlL 

Tke  ^rgumati, 

Sitan,  b  a  speech  of  much  flattering  commenda- 
tioB,  endeavours  to  awaken  in  Jesus  a  passion  for 
glory,  by  particularising  various  instances  of  con- 
fwits  achieved,  and  great  actions  performed,  by 
persons  at  an  early  period  of  life.  Our  Lord 
Rplies,  by  showing  the  vanity  of  worldly  fame^ 
aad  the  improper  means  by  which  it  is  generally 
ittained ;  iad  contrasts  vrith  it  the  true  glory  of 
xdig^Nis  patience  and  virtuous  wisdom,  as  exem- 
plified m  the  character  of  Job.  Satan  justifies 
Ifae  hfe  at  gkry  iWmi  the  example  of  God  him- 
adf,  who  requires  it  from  all  his  creatures.  Jesus 
detects  the  fallacy  of  this  argument,  by  showing 
(^  as  goodness  b  the  true  ground  on  whidi 
glo^  is  <hie  to  the  great  Creator  of  all  things, 
ddttl  man  can  have  no  right  whatever  to  it.  — 
S>tan  then  nigea  our  Lord  respecting  his  claim 
to  Ae  throne  of  David ;  he  teUs  hhn  that  the 
^iogdom  of  Judea,  being  at  that  time  a  province 
of  Home,  cannot  be  got  possession  of  without 
■nch  personal  exertion  on  his  part,  and  presses 
Ub  to  lose  no  time  in  beginning  to  reign.  Jesus 
icfai  hmi  to  the  time  allotted  for  this,  as  for  all 
other  tilings ;  and,  after  intimating  somewhat  re- 
■peeting  his  own  previous  sufferings,  asks  Satan, 
vfagr  he  dwuld  be  so  solicitous  for  the  exaltation 
tf  oae,  whose  rising  wa$  destined  to  be  his  fall. 
^tm  replies,  that  his  own  desperate  state,  by  ex- 
diding  an  hope,  leaves  little  room  for  fear ;  and 
^  as  his  own  punishment  was  equally  doom^ 
^is  not  interested  m  preventing  the  reign  of 
■ti  from  whose  apparent  benevolence  he  might 
"^  hope  for  som^  interference  in  his  favour. 


—  Satan sdll  pursues  his  fbrmer  incitements;  and, 
supposing  that  the  seeming  reluctance  of  Jesus  to 
be  ^us  advanced  might  arise  from  his  being  un- 
acquainted with  the  world  and  its  glories,  conveys 
him  to  the  summit  of  a  high  mountain,  and  from 
thence  shows  liun  most  of  the  kingdoms  of  A^ 
psrticuliurly  pointing  out  to  Ids  notice  some  extra- 
ordinary inilitary  preparations  of  the  Parthians  to 
resist  the  incursions  of  the  Scythians.  He  then 
informs  our  Lord,  that  he  showed  him  thb  pur- 
posely that  he  might  see  how  necessary  military 
exertions  are  to  retain  the  possession  of  kingdoms, 
as  well  as  to  subdue  them  at  first,  and  advises  him 
to  consider  how  impossible  it  was  to  maintsin 
Aidea  against  two  such  powerful  nei^ibours  as 
the  Roinuis  and  F^urthians,  and  how  necesssry  it 
would  be  to  form  an  alliance  vrith  one  or  other  of 
them.  At  the  same  time  he  recommenda,  and 
engages  to  secure  to  him,  that  of  the  Parthians ; 
and  tells  him  that  by  this  means  his  power  will  be 
defended  from  any  thing  that  Rome  or  Caesar 
might  attempt  against  it,  and  that  he  will  be  able 
to  extend  his  glory  wide,  and  especially  to  accom- 
plish, what  was  particularly  necessary  to  make  the 
throne  of  Judea  really  the  throne  of  David,  the 
deliverance  and  restoration  of  the  ten  tribes,  still 
in  a  state  of  captirity.  Jesus,  having  briefly 
noticed  tlie  vanity  of  military  efforts  and  the 
weakness  of  the  arm  of  flesh,  says,  that  when  the 
time  comes  for  his  ascending  his  allotted  throne 
he  shall  not  be  slack :  he  remarks  on  Satan's  extra- 
ordinary zeal  for  the  deliverance  of  the  Israelites, 
to  whom  he  had  always  showed  himself  an  enemy, 
and  declares  their  servitude  to  be  the  consequence 
of  tiieir  idolatry ;  but  adds,  that  at  a  future  time 
it  may  perhiqM  please  God  to  recall  them,  and 
restore  them  to  their  liberty  and  native  land. 

So  spake  tiie  Son  of  God ;  and  Satan  stood 
A  while,  as  mute,  confounded  what  to  say 
What  to  reply,  confuted,  and  convinced 
Of  his  weak  arguing  and  fallacious  drift ; 
At  length,  collecting  all  hb  serpent  wiles, 
With  soothing  words  renew'd,  him  thus  accosta. 
**  I  see  thou  know'st  what  is  of  use  to  know. 
What  best  to  say  canst  say,  to  do  canst  do  $ 
Thy  actions  to  tiiy  words  accord,  thy  words 
To  thy  large  heart  give  utterance  due,  thy  heart 
Contains  of  good,  vrise,  ju&t,  the  perfect  shiq>e. 
Should  kings  and  nations  from  thy  mouth  consult^ 
Thy  counsd  would  be  as  the  oracle 
Urim  and  Tliummim,  those  oraculous  gems 
On  Aaron*s  breast ;  or  tongue  of  seers  old, 
Infallible :  or  wert  thou  sought  to  deeds 
That  might  require  the  array  of  war,  thy  skill 
Of  conduct  would  be  such,  that  all  the  workl 
Could  not  sustain  thy  prowess,  or  subsist 
In  battle,  though  against  thy  few  in  arms. 
Tliese  God-like  virtues,  wherefore  dost  thou  hkl^ 
Affecting  private  life,  or  more  obscure 
In  savage  wilderness?  wherefore  deprive 
All  Earth  her  wonder  at  thy  acts,  thyself 
TTie  fame  and  glory,  plory  the  reward 
That  sole  excites  to  high  attempts,  the  flame 
Of  most  erected  spirits,  most  temper'd  pure 
Ethereal,  who  all  pleasures  else  despise. 
All  treasures  and  all  gain  esteem  as  dross. 
And  dignities  and  powers  all  but  the  highest  ? 
Thy  years  are  ripe,  and  over-ripe ;  the  son 
Of  MacMlonian  Philip  had  ere  these 

Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


118 


MILTON. 


Book  III. 


Won  Auc,  and  the  dmme  of  Cynii  held 
At  his  diapoM ;  younc  Sdpio  had  brought  down 
The  Carthaginian  pride ;  young  Pompey,  quell'd 
The  Pontic  king,  and  in  tri6m^  had  rode. 
Yet  years,  and  to  ripe  years  judgment  mature, 
Qntoch  not  the  thint  of  glory,  but  augment. 
Great  Julius,  whom  now  all  the  woiid  admires. 
Hie  more  he  grew  in  years,  the  more  inflam'd 
With  glOTy,  wept  that  he  had  liv'd  so  long 
Inglorious :  but  thou  yet  art  not  too  late." 

To  whom  our  Saviour  calmly  tlius  replied. 
"  Thou  neither  dost  persuade  me  to  seek  wealth 
For  emphne's  sake,  nor  empire  to  affect 
For  glory's  sake,  by  all  thy  ailment 
For  what  is  glory  but  the  blaze  of  fame. 
Hie  people's  praise,  if  always  praise  unmix*d  ? 
And  what  the  people  but  a  herd  confus'd, 
A  miscellaneous  rabble,  who  extol 
Tilings  vulgar,  and  well  weigh*d,  scarce  worth  the 

praise? 
Th^  praise,  and  they  admire,  they  know  not  what. 
And  know  not  whom,  but  as  one  leads  the  other ; 
And  what  delight  to  be  by  such  extoU'd, 
To  live  upon  their  tongues,  and  be  their  talk. 
Of  whom  to  be  disprais'd  were  no  small  praise  ? 
His  lot  who  dares  be  singularly  good. 
The  intelligent  among  them  and  the  wise 
Are  few,  and  glory  scarce  of  few  is  rais*d. 
This  is  true  glory  and  renown,  when  God, 
Looking  on  the  Earth,  with  approbation  marks 
The  just  man,  and  divulges  him  through  Heaven 
To  all  his  angel%  who  with  true  applause 
Recount  hu  praises :  thus  he  did  to  Job, 
When  io  extend  his  fame  through  Heaven  and  Earth, 
As  thou  to  tiiy  reproach  may*8t  well  remember, 
He  ask'd  thee,  <  Hast  thou  seen  ray  servant  Job  ?* 
Famous  he  was  in  Heaven,  on  Earth  less  known ; 
Where  glory  is  fidse  glory,  attributed 
To  things  not  glorious,  men  not  worthy  of  fame. 
They  err,  who  count  it  glorious  to  subdue 
By  conquest  far  and  wide,  to  over-run 
Large  countries,  and  in  field  great  battles  win. 
Great  cities  by  assault :  what  do  these  worthies, 
But  rob  and  spoil,  bum,  slaughter,  and  enslave 
Peaceable  nations,  neighbouring,  or  remote. 
Made  captive,  yet  deserring  freedom  more  ^ 
Than  those  their  conquerors,  who  leave  behind 
Nothing  but  ruin  wheresoe*er  they  rove. 
And  all  the  flourishing  works  of  peace  destroy ; 
Then  swell  with  pride,  and  must  be  titled  Gods, 
Great  Benefactors  of  mankind.  Deliverers, 
Wonhipt  with  temple,  priest,  and  sacrifice  ? 
One  is  the  son  of  Jove,  of  Mars  the  other ; 
Till  conqueror  Death  discover  them  scarce  men. 
Rolling  in  brutish  vices,  and  deformed. 
Violent  or  shamefHil  death  their  due  reward. 
But  if  there  be  in  glory  aught  of  good. 
It  may  by  means  far  different  be  attain'd. 
Without  ambition,  war,  or  violence ; 
By  deeds  of  peace,  by  wisdom  eminent. 
By  patience,  temperance :   I  mention  still 
Hun,  whom  thy  wrongs,  with  saintly  patience  borne. 
Made  famous  in  a  land  and  times  obscure ; 
"Who  names  not  now  with  honour  patient  Job  ? 
Poor  Socrates,  (who  next  more  memorable  ?) 
By  what  he  taught,  and  suffer'd  for  so  doing, 
For  truth's  sake  suffering  death,  unjust,  lives  now 
Equal  in  f^e  to  proudest  conquerors. 
Yet  if  for  fiune  and  glory  aught  be  done, 
Aught  suffer*d  ;  if  younff  African  for  fame 
I    His  wasted  country  freedfrom  Punic  rage ; 


The  deed  becomes  unprais^d,  the  man  al  least, 

And  loses,  though  but  verbal,  his  reward. 

Shall  I  seek  glory  then,  as  vain  men  secfk, 

Oti  not  diMerv'd  ?  I  seek  not  mine,  but  Ids 

¥^  sent  me ;  and  thereby  witness  whence  I  am.** 

To  whom  the  tempter  murmuring  thus  replied. 
<<  Think  not  so  slight  of  glory  ;  therein  least 
Resembling  tiiy  great  Father :  he  seeks  glory. 
And  for  his  glory  all  things  made,  all  things 
Orders  and  governs ;  nor  content  in  Heaven 
By  all  his  angels  glorified,  requires 
Glory  firom  men,  from  all  men,  good  or  bad. 
Wise  or  unwise,  no  difference,  no  exemption ; 
Above  all  sacrifice,  or  hallow'd  gift. 
Glory  he  requires,  and  glory  he  receives,    ' 
Promiscuous  from  all  nations,  Jew  or  Greek, 
Or  barbarous,  nor  exception  hath  dcclar'd ; 
From  us,  his  foes  pronounc'd,  glory  he  exacts.** 

To  whom  our  Saviour  fervently  replied. 
''  And  reason  ;  since  his  word  all  things  produced 
Though  diiefly  not  for  glory  as  prime  end. 
But  to  show  forth  his  goodness,  and  impart 
His  good  communicable  to  every  soul 
Freely ;  of  wliom  what  could  he  less  expect 
Tlian  glory  and  benediction,  that  is,  thanks, 
Tlie  slightest,  easiest,  readiest  recompense 
From  them  who  could  return  him  nothing  else, 
And,  not  returning  that,  would  likeliest  render 
Contempt  instead,  dishonour,  obloquy  ? 
Hard  recompense,  unsuitable  return 
For  so  much  good,  so  much  beneficence! 
But  why  should  man  seek  gloiTy,  who  of  his  own 
Hath  nothing,  and  to  whom  nothing  belongs^ 
But  condemnation,  ignominy,  and  shame? 
Who  for  so  many  benefits  receiv'd, 
Tum'd  recreant  to  God,  ingrate  and  false^ 
And  so  of  all  true  good  himself  despoil'd ; 
Yet,  sacrilegious,  to  himself  would  take 
Tliat -which  to  God  alone  of  right  belongs : 
Yet  so  much  bounty  is  in  God,  such  grace. 
That  who  advance  his  glory,  not  their  own, 
Them  he  himself  to  glory  will  advance." 

So  spake  the  Son  of  God ;  and  here  again 
Satan  had  not  to  answer,  but  stood  struck 
With  guilt  of  his  own  sin  ;  for  he  himself, 
Insatiable  o£  glory,  had  lost  all ; 
Yet  of  another  plea  bethought  him  soon. 

"  Of  glory,  as  thou  wilt,"  said  he,  "  so  deem  ; 
Worth  or  not  worth  the  seeking,  let  it  pass. 
But  to  a  kingdom  thou  art  bom,  ordain'd 
To  sit  upon  tliy  father  David's  throne. 
By  mother's  side  thy  father;  though  thy  right 
Be  now  in  powerful  hands,  that  will  not  part 
Elasily  from  possession  won  with  arms : 
Judaea  now  and  all  the  Promis'd  Land^ 
Reduc'd  a  province  under  Roman  yoke, 
Obeys  Tiberius ;  nor  is  always  rul'd 
With  temperate  sway  ;  oft  have  they  riolated 
The  temple,  oft  the  law,  with  foul  afifhmts, 
Abominations  rather,  as  did  once 
Antiochus :  and  think 'st  thou  to  r^ain 
Thy  right,  by  sitting  still,  or  thus  retiring  ? 
So  did  not  Maccabeus :  he  indeed 
Uetir'd  unto  the  desert,  but  with  arms ; 
And  o'er  a  mighty  king  so  oft  prevail'd, 
That  by  strong  hand  his  family  obtain'd,    [usurp*cl» 
Tliou^  priests,   the  crown,  and   David's  tlirooe 
With  Modin  and  her  suburbs  once  content. 
If  kingdom  move  thee  not,  let  move  thee  seal 
And  (hity ;  and  seal  and  duty  are  not  alow, 
But  on  occasion's  fb^l^^^^atchful  wait  ;^ 


BoosUL 

IkjtfaemMl 

Zed  oTtiiy  firther*8  houae,  duty  to  free 

Tbj  coonby  from  her  heatlifln  servitude. 

&>  Aah  dxNi  best  fiilfil,  best  verify 

Hk  propheli  old,  who  sung  thy  endless  rags ; 

Hie  h^ipicr  reigii,  the  aooner  it  begins : 

BdgB  then ;  what  canst  thoB  better  do  the  while  ?" 

To  whom  oar  Saviour  answer  thus  retum'd. 
**  All  tfaings  are  best  ftilfill'd  in  their  due  time ; 
And  time  there  is  for  all  things,  Truth  hath  said. 
If  of  my  re^  prophetic  writ  hath  told, 
Timt  it  diall  never  end,  so,  when  begin. 
The  Father  m  his  purpose  hath  decided ; 
He  m  whose  hand  all  times  and  seasons  rdl. 
Whst  if  be  hath  decreed  that  I  shall  first 
Be  tried  in  humble  state,  and  things  adverse, 
By  tribdatiooa,  injuries,  insdlts, 
ConteniptB,  and  scorns,  and  snares,  and  violence, 
Suflcring,  libstaining,  quietly  expecting, 
WidHRit  distrust  or  «ioubt,  that  he  may  know 
Whst  I  can  suffer,  how  obey  ?  Who  best 
CiB  miier,  best  can  do;  best  reign,  who  first 
WeD  hath  obey*d ;  just  trial,  ere  I  merit 
Ify  fishation  wiUiout  change  or  end. 
Bat  what  oonoemB  it  thee,  when  I  begin 
H ]r  creriasting  Idngdom  ?  Why  art  thou 
Solicitoas?  Wliat  moves  thy  inquisition ? 
Knov'st  thou  not  that  my  rising  is  thy  &11, 
And  my  promotion  will  be  thy  destruction  ?** 

To  whom  the  tempter,  inly  rack'd,  replied. 
*  Let  that  come  when  it  comes ;  all  hope  is  lost 
Of  ny  reception  into  grace :  what  worse? 
For  where  no  hope  is  kf^  is  left  no  fear : 
If  d»e  be  worse,  the  expectation  more 
Of  worse  tonnents  me  dian  the  feeling  can. 
I  voold  be  at  the  worst :  wont  is  my  port, 
Mj  haibour,  and  my  ultimate  repose ; 
Xbe  end  I  would  attain,  my  final  good. 
Ky  cmnr  was  my  errour,  and  my  crime 
Mj  crime ;  whatever,  for  itself  condenm'd ; 
Asd  wiD  alike  be  ptinish*d,  whether  thou 
Bd^  or  icign  not ;  though  to  that  gentle  brow 
^ViDii^  could  I  fly,  and  hope  thy  reign, 
fnm  that  pbdd  asp^  and  meek  regard, 
Site  than  aggravate  my  evil  state, 
Wwld  Hand  between  me  and  thy  Father's  ire, 
(Vhoie  ire  I  dread  more  than  the  fixe  of  HelC) 
Adielter,andakindof  shading  cool 
IttopoBition,  aa  a  summer's  cloud. 
If  I  then  to  the  worrt  that  can  be  haste, 
^nove  thy  leet  so  slow  to  what  is  best, 
Hippieai,  bodi  to  thyself  and  all  the  world, 
|W^oQ,  who  worthiest  art,  should'st  be  their  kmg? 
^%s  thou  linger'st,  in  deep  thoughts  detain'd 
2^  the  enterprise  so  hasardous  and  Ugh ; 
|J[*OBder;  for,  tlwagh  in  thee  be  united 
JJ^  of  perfection  can  in  man  be  found, 
wlmman  nature  can  receive,  consider. 
Thy  Eft  hat],  y^  |,gQ|  private,  most  part  q>ent 
|tk«e,  scarce  view'd  the  Galilean  towns, 
«•*  once  a  year  Jerusalem,  few  days*  [serve  ? 

J^  Mjoura ;  and  what  thence  could'st  thou  ob- 
g^^wM  thou  hadst  not  seen,  much  less  her  glory, 
J^Ott,  and  monardis,  and  their  radiant  courts, 
■«  icfaool  of  best  experience,  quickest  insight 
l«aQ  Aongs  that  to  greatest  actions  lead 
,  nncxperienc'd,  will  be  ever 


PARADISE  REGAINED. 


119 


^•'•Wi  and  loth ;  with  novice  modesty, 
l^*^^«ho,  seeking  asses,  found  a  kingdom,) 
"''•■'•ie,  nohardy,  unadventurous : 


But  I  will  bring  thea  where  thou  soon  afaak  qnit 

Tbooe  rudiments,  and  aee  before  thine  eyes 

The  monarchies  of  the  Earth,  their  pomp  and  state; 

Sufficient  introduction  to  inform 

Thee,  of  thyself  so  apt,  in  regpd  arts, 

And  regal  mysteries ;  that  ^m  mi^'st  know 

How  their  bat  opposition  to  withstand.'*         [took 

With  that,  (such  power  was  given  him  then,)  he 
The  Son  of  God  up  to  a  mountain  high. 
It  was  a  mountain  at  whose  verdant  feet 
A  spacious  plain,  outstretch'd  in  circuit  wide. 
Lay  pleasant ;  from  his  side  two  rivers  flow'c^ 
TIk  one  winding,  the  otiber  straig^  and  left  between 
Fair  champaign  with  less  rivers  interven'd, 
Tlien  meeting  join'd  thdr  tribute  to  the  sea : 
Fertile  of  com  the  glebe,  of  oil,  and  wine ;   [hills ; 
With  herds  the  pastures  throng'd,  with  flocks  the 
Huge  cities  and  high-tower'd,  that  well  might  seem 
The  seats  of  mightieat  monarchs ;  and  so  large 
Hie  prospect  was,  that  here  and  there  was  room 
For  barren  desert,  fountainlese  and  diy. 
To  this  high  mountain-top  the  tempter  brought 
Our  Saviour,  and  new  train  of  words  began. 

"  Well  have  we  speeded,  and  o'er  hill  and  dalc^ 
Forest  and  field  and  flood,  temples  and  towers, 
Cut  shorter  many  a  league ;  here  tiwu  behold'it 
Assyria,  and  her  empire's  ancient  bounds, 
Araxes  and  the  Caspian  lake ;  thence  on 
As  far  as  Indus  east,  Euphrates  west. 
And  oft  beyond :  to  south  the  Persian  bay. 
And,  inaccessible,  the  Arabian  drought : 
Here  Nineveh,  of  length  within  her  wall 
Several  days*  journey,  built  by  Ninus  old. 
Of  that  first  golden  monarchy  the  seat, 
And  seat  of  Salmahassar,  wIkmc  success 
Israel  in  long  captivity  still  mourns ; 
There  Babylon,  the  wonder  of  all  tonguei^ 
As  ancient,  but  rebuilt  by  him  who  twice 
Judah  and  all  thy  &ther  David's  house 
Led  captive,  and  Jerusalem  laid  waste. 
Till  Cyrus  set  them  free ;  Persepolis, 
His  city,  there  thou  seest,  and  Bactra  theve  ; 
Ecbatana  her  structure  vast  there  shows, 
And  Hecatompylos  her  hundred  gates ; 
There  Susa  by  Choaspes,  amber  stream. 
The  drink  of  none  but  kings:  of  later  fame^ 
Built  by  Emathian  or  by  Parthian  hands, 
The  great  Seleuda,  Nisibis,  and  there 
Artaxata,  Teredon,  Ctesiphon, 
Timing  with  easy  eye^  thou  may'st  behcdd. 
All  these  the  Pardiian  (now  some  ages  past 
By  great  Arsaces  led,  who  foun^d  first 
That  empire)  under  his  dominion  holds. 
From  the  luxurious  kings  of  Antioch  won. 
And  just  in  time  thou  com'st  to  have  a  view 
Of  his  great  power ;  for  now  the  Ptarthian  king 
In  Ctesiphon  hath  gather'd  all  his  hoot 
Against  the  Scythian,  whose  incursions  wild 
Have  wasted  Sogdiana ;  to  her  aid 
He  marches  now  in  ha^ ;  see,  though  from  fiur. 
His  thousands,  in  what  martial  equipage 
They  issue  forth,  sted  bows  and  shafts  tfaehr  amu^ 
Of  equal  dread  in  flight,  or  in  pursuit ; 
All  horsemen,  in  which  fight  they  most  excel ; 
See  how  in  warlike  muster  they  appear. 
In  rhombs,  and  wedges,  and  half-moons,  and  wings*** 

He  look*d,  and  saw  what  numbers  numberkss 
The  city  gates  out-pour'd,  light-armed  troops, 
In  coats  of  mail  and  military  pride ; 
In  mail  their  horses  clad,  yet  fleet  and  strong, 
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Frwiciiig  their  riden  bore,  the  flower  and  ofaaioe 

Of  many  provinces  from  bound  to  bound ; 

VrcBSi  Arachmna,  irom  Candaor^ast, 

And  Margiana  to  the  Hyrcanian  cliffii 

Of  Caucasus,  and  dark  Iberian  dales ; 

From  Atropatia  and  the  neighbouring  plains 

Of  Adiabene,  Media,  and  the  south 

Of  Susiana,  to  Balsara's  haven. 

He  saw  them  in  their  forms  of  battle  rang*d,    [shot 

How  quick  they  wheePd,  and  flying  bc&nd  them 

Sharp  sleet  of  arrowy  showers  against  the  hco 

Of  their  pursuers,  and  overcame  by  flight ; 

The  field  all  inm  cast  a  gleaming  brown : 

Nor  wanted  douds  of  foot,  nor  on  each  horn 

Cuiraaneis  all  in  steel  for  standing  fight. 

Chariots,  or  elephants  iador^d  widi  towers 

Of  archers ;  nor  of  labouring  pioneers 

A  multitude,  widi  spades  and  axes  ann*d 

To  lay  hills  plain,  fell  woods,  or  valleys  fill. 

Or  where  plain  was  raise  hill,  or  overlay 

With  bridges  rivers  proud,  as  with  a  yoke ; 

Mules  aftor  theses  camels  and  dromedaries. 

And  waggons,  firaugbt  with  iitensils  of  war. 

$uch  forces  met  not,  nor  so  wide  a  camp, 

When  Agrican  with  all  his  northern  powers 

Besieg*d  Albracca,  as  romances  tell, , 

Hie  dty  of  Gallaphrone,  from  whence  to  win 

The  fiiirest  of  her  sex  Angdica, 

His  daughter,  sought  by  many  prowest  knights. 

Both  Ppvnim,  aad  the  peers  ef  Charlemain. 

Such  and  so  numerous  was  their  chivalry : 

At  sight  whereof  the  fiend  yet  more  presum*d. 

And  to  (»ur  Saviour  thus  his  words  renew'd. 

"  Hiat  thou  may'st  know  I  seek  not  to  engage 
Thy  virtue^  and  not  every  way  secure 
On  no  slight  grounds  thy  safety ;  hear  and  mark. 
To  what  end  I  have  brought  thee  hither,  and  shown 
All  this  fair  sight :  thy  kingdom,  though  foretold 
By  prophet  or  by  •ngel»  unless  thou 
Endeavour,  ta  thy  father  David  did. 
Thou  never  sbalt  obtain ;  prediction  still 
In  all  {things,  and  all  men,  supposes  means ; 
Without  means  iis*d,  what  it  predicts  revokes. 
But,  say  thou  wert  possess'd  of  David*s  throne, 
By  free  consent  of  all,  none  opposite, 
Samaritan  or  Jew :  how  could'st  thou  hope 
Long  to  enjoy  it,  quiet  and  secure, 
Between  two  such  endodng  enemies, 
Roman  and  Parthian  ?     Therefore  one  of  these 
Thou  must  make  sure  thy  own ;  the  Parthian  first 
By  my  advice,  as  nearer,  and  of  late 
Found  able  by  invasion  to  annoy 
Thy  countzy,  and  captive  lead  away  her  kings, 
Antigonus  and  old  Hyrcanus,  bound, 
Maugre  the  Roman :  it  shall  be  my  task 
To  render  thee  the  Parthian  at  dispose, 
Choose  which  thou  ivilt,  by  conquest  or  by  league : 
By  him  thou  shait  regain,  without  him  not. 
That  which  alone  can  truly  re-install  thee 
In  David*s  royal  seat,  his  true  successor, 
Deliveranoe  of  thy  brethren,  those  ten  tribes, 
Wh9M  offibpring  in  his  territory  yet  serve. 
In  Habor,  and  among  the  Medes  dispersM : 
Ten  sons  of  Jacob,  two  of  Joseph,  lo^ 
Thus  long  from  Israd,  serving,  as  of  old 
lUr  Uahen  in  the  land  of  Egypt  serv*d, . 
This  offer  sets  before  thee  to  &iver. 
These  if  from  servitude  thou  shalt  restore 
To  their  inheritance,  then,  nor  tOl  then. 
Thou  on  the  throne  of  I>ivid  in  full  glory. 


From  Egypt  to  Euphrates,  and  beyond, 

Shalt  reign,  and  Ronie  or  Gnsar  not  need  fear.'* 

To  whom  our  Saviour  answer 'd  thus,  unmav*d. 
"  Much  ostentation  vain  of  fleshy  arm 
And  fragile  arms,  much  instrument  of  war. 
Long  in  preparing,  soon  to  nothing  brought. 
Before  mine  eyes  thou  hast  set;  md  in  my  ear. 
Vented  mnch  policy,  and  projects  deep 
Of  enemies,  of  aids,  battles  and  leagues. 
Plausible  to  tiie  world,  to  me  worth  nought. 
Means  I  must  use,  thou  say'st,  prediction 
Will  unprcdict,  and  fail  me  of  die  throne : 
My  time,  I  told  thee,  (and  that  thne  for  thee 
Were  better  fiuthest  off,)  is  not  yet  come: 
When  that  comes,  think  not  thou  to  find  me  slaek 
On  my  part  aught  endeavouring,  or  to  need 
Hy  politic  maxims,  or  that  cumbersome 
Luggage  of  war  there  shown  me,  argument 
Of  human  weakness  rather  than  of  strength. 
My  brethren,  as  thou  caU*st  them,  those  ten  tribes 
I  must  deliver,  if  I  mean  to  reign 
David*s  true  heir,  and  his  full  sceptre  sway 
To  just  extent  over  all  Israd's  sons. 
But  whence  to  thee  this  seal  ?     Where  was  it  then 
For  Israel,  or  for  David,  or  his  throne^ 
When  tliou  stood*8t  up  his  tempter  to  the  pride 
Of  numbering  Israel,  which  cost  the  lives 
Of  threescore  and  ten  thousand  Israelites 
By  three  days*  pestilence?     Such  was  thy  seal 
To  Israel  then;  the  same  that  now  to  me ! 
As  for  those  captive  tribes,  themselves  were  tfaej 
Who  wrought  their  own  captirity,  fell  off 
From  God  to  worship  cdves,  the  ddties 
Of  Egypt,  Baal  next  and  Ashtaroth, 
And  dl  the  idolatries  of  heathen  round. 
Besides  thdr  other  worse  than  heathenish  Crimea  ; 
Nor  in  the  land  of  their  captirity 
Humbled  themselves,  or  penitent  besought 
The  God  of  thdr  forefiuhers ;  but  so  died 
Impenitent,  and  left  a  race  behind 
Like  to  themselves,  distinguishable  scarce 
FVom  Gentiles,  but  by  drcumcision  vain ; 
And  God  with  idols  in  thdr  worship  joined. 
Should  I  of  these  the  liberty  regard, 
Who,  freed,  as  to  thdr  andent  patrimony, 
Unhumbied,  unrepentant,  unreform'd. 
Headlong  would  follow ;  and  to  their  gods  perhapa 
Of  Bethel  and  of  Dan?     No;  let  them  serve 
Thdr  enemies,  who  serve  idols  with  God. 
Yet  he  at  length,  (time  to  himself  best  known,) 
Remembering  Abraham,  by  some  wonderous  call 
May  bring  them  back,  repentant  and  sincere. 
And  at  their  passing  cleave  the  Assyrian  flood. 
While  to  their  native  land  with  joy  they  haste ; 
As  the  Red  Sea  and  Jordan  once  he  defl. 
When  to  the  Promis*d  Land  their  fathers  paa8*d  ; 
To  bis  due  time  and  proridence  I  leave  them." 

So  spake  IsraePs  true  kinff,  and  to  the  fiend 
Made  answer  meet,  that  made  void  his  wiles. 
So  fares  it,  when  vrith  truth  fidsefaood  contends. 


Book  IV. 

The  ArgwnenU 

Satan,  penisting  in  the  temptation  of  our  Lor^ 
shows  him  imperial  Rome  in  its  greatest  pooip 
and  splendour,  as  a  power  which,  he  probatdj 
would  prefer  before  tluit  of  the  Parthians;  and 
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Irib  him  tlait  Im  ought  willi  Um  grettcit  esM 
expel  TilMriii9»  restore  the  Romans  to  their 
liwrtj,  and  make  himself  master  not  only  of 
Am  Roman  Empire,  but  by  so  doing  of  the 
irfaole  woHd,  and  indusiTely  of  the  throne  of' 
Dimd.  Our  Loid,  in  reply,  expresses  his  con- 
tsBpt  of  grandeur  and  worldly  power,  notices 
the  luxury,  vanity,  and  profligacy  of  the  Ro- 
naaa^  decfauring  bow  little  they  merited  to  be 
nmanad  to  that  liberty,  winch  they  had  lost 
by  tfaeb  misconduct,  and  briefly  refers  to  the 
greatnesi  of  his  own  future  kingdom.  Satan, 
BOW  ikipeiaUi,  to  enhance  the  value  of  his  prof. 
fcred  fpftB»  prolesees  that  the  only  temu^  on 
which  he  wOl  bestow  them,  are  our  Saviour's 
ftiliBg  down  and  worshipping  him.  Our  Lord 
iffprf  ■<■!  a  firm  but  temperate  indignation  at 
anch  a  proposition,  and  rebukes  the  tempter 
by  the  title  of  *'  Satan  for  ever  damned.'*  Sa- 
te%  aimshfd,  attempts  to  justify  himself:  he 
then  asHiinwai  a  new  ground  of  temptation, 
and  proposing  to  Jesus  the  intellectual  gratifi- 
cations of  vrisdom  and  knowledge,  points  out 
to  him  the  celebrated  seat  ot  ancient  learning, 
Athens,  its  schools,  and  odier  various  resorts 
of  learned  teadmrs  and  dieir  disciples;  ac- 
the  view  with  a  highly-finished 
n  the  Grecian  musicians,  poets, 
and  philosophers  of  the  different  sects, 
replies,  by  showing  the  vanity  and  in- 
of  the  boosted  heathen  philosophy; 
relcanB  to  the  music,  poetry,  eloquence 
aid  didsKtic  policy  of  the  Gredu,  those  of 
die  in^sred  Hebrew  vrriters.  Satan,  irritated 
at  the  lUHure  of  all  his  attempts,  upbraids  the 
of  our  Saviour  in  rejecting  his 
and,  having  in  ridicule  of  lus  expected 
Ibretold  the  sufferings  that  our  Lord 
«as  to  undergo,  carries  him  back  into  the 
wildemesB,  and  leaves  him  there.  Night  comes 
SB :  Sat  ITT  raises  a  tremendous  storm,  and 
or  to  alarm  Jesus  with  fiightful 
,  aoMi  torifie  threatening  spectres ;  which, 
r,  have  no  effect  upon  him.  A  calm, 
bright,  beantifbl  morning  succeeds  to  the  hor- 
laon  of  the  nighL  Satan  again  presents  him- 
setf  to  our  blessed  Lord,  and,  from  noticins  the 
AwB  of  the  preceding  night  as  pointed  chiefly  at 
kin,  takes  occasion  once  more  to  insult  him 
vidi  an  aeeoant  of  the  sufferings  which  he  was 
eatssnl^r  to  undergo.  This  only  draws  from  our 
Lord  a  brief  rebuke.  Satan,  now  at  the  height 
of  las  desperation,  confesses  that  he  had  fire- 
^QCBtiy  watched  Jesus  from  his  birth,  purposely 
•o  dmjow  if  be  was  the  true  Messiah ;  and,  col- 
Isdiagfram  what  passed  at  the  river  Jordan  that 
he  most  probaldy  was  so,  he  had  from  that  time 
dy  fdlowed  him,  in  hopes  of  gain- 
;  advantage  over  him,  vrhich  would  most 
ly  prove  that  he  was  not  really  that 
IKvine  Fersoo  destined  to  be  his  *<firtal  enemy.** 
In  this  be  ncknowlec^es  that  he  has  hitherto 
csapletdy  fhfled;  but  still  determines  to  make 
«K  flsote  trial  of  him.  Accordingly  he  conveys 
IsBi  to  die  Tcmole  at  Jerusalem,  and,  placing 
Um  oo  a  painted  eminence,  requires  him  to  prove 
Us  dniaity  either  by  standing  there,  or  casting 
taanilfdown  with  safety.  Omr  Lord  reproves  the 
tcmplcr,  and  at  the  same  time  manifests  his  own 
dniiii^  by  landing  on  this  dangerous  point 
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Satan,  amaasd  and  ier rifled,  fnetantly  fii^s ;  and 
repairs  to  his  inftrnal  compeers  to  rdate  the  bad 
success  of  his  enterprise.  Angels  in  the  mean 
time  convey  imr  biased  Lord  to  a  beautiful  val- 
ley,  and,  while  they  minister  to  him  a  repast  6f 
celestial  food,  celebrate  his  victory  in  a  triumpli. 
ant  hymn. 

PxaPLix*n  and  traulded  at  his  bad  success 
The  tempter  stood,  nor  had  what  to  reply, 
Diacover'd  in  his  firaud,  thrown  from  his  hope 
So  oft,  and  the  persuasive  rhetoric 
lliat  s]eek*d  hb  tongue^  and  won  so  much  on  Eve : 
So  little  here,  nay  lost ;  but  Eve  was  Eve  : 
This  far  his  over-match,  who,  sdf-deceiv*d 
And  rash,  before-hand  had  no  better  w<»gli*d 
Tlie  strength  he  was  to  cope  with,  or  his  own  : 
But  as  a  man,  who  had  been  matchless  held 
In  cunning,  over-reach*d  where  least  he  thought, 
To  salve  hu  credit,  and  for  every  spite, 
Still  will  be  tempting  him  who  foils  him  still, 
And  never  cease,  tfaoueh  to  his  shame  the  more ; 
Or  as  a  swarm  of  flies  m  vintage  time. 
About  the  wine-press  where  sweet  must  is  pour*d. 
Beat  off*,  returns  as  oft  with  humming  somid ; 
Or  surging  waves  against  a  solid  rock, 
Though  all  to  shivers  dash*d,  the  assault  renew 
(Vain  battery  !)  and  in  firoth  or  bubbles  end ; 
So  Satan,  whom  repulse  upon  repulse 
Met  ever,  and  to  shameful  silence  brought, 
Yet  gives  not  o*er,  though  desperate  of  sucxrcss. 
And  his  vain  importunity  pursues. 
He  brought  our  Saviour  to  the  western  side 
Of  that  high  mountain,  whence  he  might  behold 
Another  plain,  long,  but  in  breadth  not  wide, 
Wash*d  by  the  southern  sea,  and,  on  the  north. 
To  equal  lensth  back*d  with  a  ridge  of  hills   [men, 
Huit  screen*d  the  fruits  of  the  earth,  and  seats  of 
FVom  cold  Septentrion  blast ;  thence  in  the  midst 
Divided  by  a  river,  of  whose  banks 
On  each  side  an  imperial  city  stood, 
With  towers  and  temples  proudly  elevate 
On  seven  small  hills,  with  palaces  adom*d, 
Porches,  and  theatres,  baths,  aqueducts, 
Statues,  and  trophies,  and  triumphal  arcs, 
Gardens,  and  groves,  presented  to  his  eyes. 
Above  the  hei^  of  mountains  interpo8*d  : 
(By  what  strange  paraUax,  or  optic  skill 
Of  vision,  multiplied  through  air,  or  glass 
Of  telescope,  were  curious  to  inquire  :) 
And  now  the  tempter  thus  his  silence  broke. 
**  The  city  which  thou  seest,  no  other  deem 
llian  great  and  glorious  Rome,  queen  of  tlie  Eortli, 
So  fitf  renown*d,  and  vrith  the  spdls  enricii'd 
Of  nadons ;  there  the  Capitol  thou  seest, 
Above  the  rest  lifting  his  stately  head 
On  the  Tarpeian  rock,  her  citadel 
Impregnate ;  and  there  mount  Palatine 
The  imperial  palace,  compass  huge  and  high 
The  structure,  skill  of  noblest  architects, 
V^th  gilded  battlements  conspicuous  fiu*. 
Turrets,  and  terraces,  and  glittering  ^ires : 
Many  a  figdr  edifice  besides,  more  like 
Houses  of  gods,  (so  well  I  have  dispo6*d 
My  aery  microscope,)  thou  may*st  behold. 
Outside  and  inside  both,  pillars  and  roofi^ 
Carv*d  work,  the  hand  of  fam'd  artificers. 
In  cedar,  marble,  ivory,  or  gold. 
Thence  to  the  gates  cast  round  thine  eye,  and  see 
What  conflux  issuing  fordi,  or  entering  i^ 
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Hasting,  or  on  return,  in  robes  of  stale, 

Lictors  and  rods,  the  ensigns  of  tiieir  power. 

Legions  and  cohorts,  turms  of  horse  and  wings : 

Or  embassies  from  rcigions  far  remote. 

In  Tarious  habits,  on  the  Appian  road, 

Or  on  the  Emih'an ;  some  from  farthest  south, 

Syene,  and  where  the  shadow  both  way  falls, 

Meroe,  Nilotic  isle ;  and,  more  to  west, 

Tlie  realm  of  Bocchus  to  the  Black-moor  sea ; 

From  the  Asian  kings,  and  Parthian  among  these ; 

From  India  and  the  golden  Chersonese,  ' 

And  utmost  Indian  ule  Taprobane, 

Dusk  faces  with  white  silken  turbans  wreath*d ; 

From  Gallia,  Gades,  and  the  Britisli  west ; 

Germans,  ami  Scytldans,  and  Sarmatians,  north 

Beyond  Danubius  to  the  Tauric  pool. 

All  nations  now  to  Rome  obedience  pay ; 

To  Rome*s  great  emperor,  whose  wide  domain, 

In  ample  territory,  wealth,  and  power. 

Civility  of  manners,  arts  and  arms. 

And  long  renown,  thou  justly  mayst  prefer 

Before  the  Parthian.     Tliese  two  thrones  except, 

The  rest  are  barbarous,  and  scarce  worth  the  sight, 

Shar*d  among  petty  kings  too  ieur  removed ; 

These  having  shown  thee,  I  have  shown  thee  all 

The  kingdoms  of  the  world,  and  all  their  glory. 

This  emperor  bath  no  son,  and  now  is  old. 

Old  and  lascivious^  and  from  Rome  retired 

To  Caprea,  an  ishuid  small,  but  strong. 

On  the  Campanian  shore,  with  purpose  there 

His  horrid  lusts  in  private  to  enjoy ; 

Committing  to  a  wicked  favourite 

All  public  cares,  and  yet  of  him  suspicious; 

Hated  of  all,  and  hating.     With  what  ease. 

Endued  with  regal  virtues,  as  thou  art. 

Appearing,  and  beginning  noUe  deeds, 

Might'st  thou  expel  this  monster  from  his  tlvone. 

Now  made  a  stye,  and,  in  his  place  ascending, 

A  victor  people  free  from  servile  yoke ! 

And  with  my  help  thou  may'st ;  to  me  the  power 

Is  given,  and  by  that  right  I  give  it  thee. 

Aim  therefore  at  no  less  than  all  the  world ; 

Aim  at  the  highest :  without  the  highest  attain'd, 

Will  be  for  thee  no  sitting,  or  not  long. 

On  David*s  throne,  be  prophesied  what  wUl." 

To  whom  the  Son  of  God,  unmov'd,  replied. 
"  Nor  doth  this  grandeur  and  mi^jestic  show 
Of  luxury,  though  calPd  magnificence, 
"More  than  of  arms  before,  allure  mine  eye. 
Much  less  my  mind  ;  though  thou  should*st  add  to 

teU 
Hieir  sumptuous  gluttonies,  and  gorgeous  feasts 
On  citron  tables  or  Atlantic  stone, 
fFor  I  have  also  heard,  perhaps  have  read,) 
Tbdr  wines  of  Setia,  Cales,  and  Faleme, 
Chios,  and  Crete,  and  how  they  quaff  in  gold. 
Crystal,  and  myrrhine  cups,  embossed  wiUi  gems 
And  studs  of  peari ;  to  me  should*st  tdl,  who 

thirst 
And  hunger  still.     Then  embassies  thou  show*st 
From  nations  far  and  nigh :  what  honour  that. 
But  tedious  waste  of  time,  to  sit  and  hear 
So  many  hollow  complbnents  and  lies. 
Outlandish  flatteries?     Then  proceed^st  to  talk 
Of  the  emperor,  how  easily  subdued, 
How  gloriously :  I  shall,  thou  say^st,  expel 
A  brutish  monster ;  what  if  I  withal 
Expel  a  devil  who  first  made  him  such? 
Let  his  tonnenter  oonscicooe  find  him  out ; 


For  him  I  was  not  sent ;  nor  ytt  to  free 

Hiat  people,  victor  once,  now  vile  and  base ; 

Deservedly  made  vassal ;  who^  once  just. 

Frugal,  and  mild,  and  temperate,  conquer'd  weU, 

But  govern  ill  the  nations  under  yoke. 

Peeling  their  provinoesi,  exhanstt^  all 

By  lust  and  rapine  ;  first  ambitious  gtown 

Of  triumph,  tlMt  insulting  vanity ; 

Hien  cruel,  by  their  sports  to  blood  inured 

Of  fighting  beasts,  and  men  to  beasts  exposed  ; 

Luxurious  by  their  wealth,  and  greedier  stSl, 

And  from  the  daily  scene  effeminate. 

What  wise  and  valiant  man  would  seek  to  het 

Utese,  thus  degenerate,  by  themsdves  ensUv*d? 

Or  could  of  inward  slaves  make  outward  free  ? 

Know  therefore,  when  my  season  comes  to  sit 

On  David*s  throne,  it  shall  be  like  a  tree 

Spreading  and  overshadowing  all  the  Earth  ; 

Or  as  a  stone,  that  shall  to  pieces  dash 

All  monarchies  besides  thrmighout  the  woild ; 

And  of  my  kingdom  there  sludl  be  no  end : 

Means  there  shall  be  to  this ;  but  what  the  mum. 

Is  not  for  thee  to  know,  nor  me  to  tell.'* 

To  whom  the  tempter,  impudent,  replied. 
*<  I  see  all  offers  made  by  me  bow  slight 
Thou  valuest,  because  offer'd,  and  reject*8t : 
Nothing  will  please  the  difficult  and  nice. 
Or  nothing  more  than  still  to  contradict : ' 
On  the  other  side  know  also  thou,  that  I 
On  what  I  ofibr  set  as  high  esteem. 
Nor  what  I  part  with  mean  to  give  for  noogfat ; 
All  these,  which  in  a  moment  £ou  bebold'st. 
The  kingdoms  of  the  world,  to  thee  I  give, 
(For,  given  to  me,  I  give  to  whom  I  fSeasc^) 
No  trifle ;  yet  with  this  reserve,  not  else. 
On  this  condition,  if  thou  wilt  foil  down, 
And  worship  me  as  thy  superior  lord, 

i Easily  done,)  and  hold  them  all  of  me ; 
''or  what  can  less  so  great  a  gift  deserve  ?** 

Whom  thus  our  Saviour  answered  with  dnidai& 
*<  I  never  lik*d  thy  talk,  thy  offers. less ; 
Now  both  abhor,  since  thou  hast  dar*d  to  utter 
Tlie  abominable  terms,  impious  condition  : 
But  I  endure  the  time,  till  which  expir*d 
Tliou  hast  permission  on  me.     It  is  written,    [ship 
Hie  first  of  all  commandments,  *  Thou  sbiilt  wor- 
Hie  Lord  thy  God,  and  only  him  shalt  serve  ;* 
And  dar'st  thou  to  the  Son  of  God  propound 
To  worship  thee  accurs*d  ?  now  more  accurs*d 
For  this  attempt,  bolder  than  that  on  Eve, 
And  more  blaqihimous ;  which  expect  to  rue. 
The  kingdoms  of  the  world  to  thee  were  gircn  ? 
Permittml  rather,  and  by  thee  usnrp*d ; 
Other  donation  none  thou  canst  produce. 
If  given,  by  whom  but  by  the  King  of  kingl^ 
God  over  all  supreme  ?    If  given  to  thec^ 
By  thee  how  foirly  is  the  giver  now 
Repaid !    But  gratitude  in  thee  is  lost 
Long  since.     Wert  thou  so  void  of  fear  or  aluune. 
As  offer  them  to  me,  the  Son  of  God? 
To  roe  my  own,  on  such  abhorred  pact, 
That  I  fiill  down  and  worship  thee  as  God  ? 
Get  thee  behind  me ;  plain  thou  now  appe«r*«i 
That  Evil-one,  Satan  for  ever  damnU" 

To  whom  the  fiend,  with  fear  abash'd,  replied. 
«  Be  not  so  sore  ofiTended,  Son  of  God, 
Though  sons  of  God  both  angels  are  and  mtta. 
If  I,  to  try  whether  in  huher  sort 
Than  tliese  thou  bear*st  £at  title,  have  propoa^d 
What  both  from  men  aQdraUffelsvI^jrccetvc, 
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TeCrucfas  Oc  fifc^  aoy  floody  bbA  on  flie  £n11v 

NadoBs  beode  fkom  all  the  qiiarter*d  windi, 

God  of  this  world  invok'd,  and  worid  benea& : 

Who  tfaen  tbou  art,  whooe  oomuig  is  foretold 

To  me  moat  fttal,  me  it  most  conGenis ; 

Hk  trial  hath  indoma^d  tbee  no  way, 

Ratker  more  booonr  left  and  more  esteem ; 

SCe  Boagfat  advamag'd,  nuasing  what  I  aim'd. 

Therefore  kt  pass,  as  they  are  tranaitoiy, 

The  kingdoms  of  this  wcnid;  I  shall  no  more 

Adfiae  tliee  ;  gain  them  as  thou  canst,  or  not 

And  tixm  thjraelf  seem'st  otherwise  indin'd 

Than  to  a.  worldly  crown ;  addicted  more 

To  cuntgniplation  and  profound  dispute. 

Am  by  that  early  action  may  be  judg*d, 

When,  aHpping  from  thy  mother's  eye^  tiioa  went'st 

Akme  into  the  temple,  there  wast  found 

Amoog  the  gravest  rabfaies,  disputant 

On  pomlB  and  questions  fitting  Moses*  chair,  [man, 

Teachii^  not  tao^     The  childhood  shows  the 

As  wHtm  atla%g  sfaows  thc  day :  be  &mous  then 

By  wisdom ;  as  thy  empire  must  extend. 

So  let  extend  tfay  mind  o'er  all  the  world 

la  knowledge^  all  things  in  it  comprehend. 

AH  kmomkBOg^  is  not  oonch*d  in  Moses'  law, 

Hie  Pentateuch,  or  what  the  prophets  wrote ; 

The  GcntUcs  also  know,  and  write,  and  teach 

To  aihniratiaay  led  by  Nature's  hgfat, 

Amd  with  the  Gentiles  much  tbou  mustoonverBe, 

lofisg  them  by  persuasion,  as  thou  mean'st ; 

'WuhmA  their  learning,  how  wilt  thou  with  them. 

Or  they  with  diee,  hdkl  conversation  meet? 

Hoir  wib  thou  reason  witli  them,  how  refute 

Hxir  idolisnw^  traditions,  paradoxes  ? 

Erronr  by  his  own  aims  is  best  evinc'd. 

Look  oooe  more,  ere  we  leave  this  specular  mount 

Wotiwd,  mndi  nearer  by  soutb-West,  behold 

Whereon  the  JSgean  shore  a  dty  stands, 

Bmk  noblj,  pore  the  air,  and  lii^the  soil ; 

AihBBB»  the  eye  of  Greece^  mother  of  arts 

Aad  eioqnence,  native  to  famous  wits 

O^hoqntable,  in  her  sweet  recess, 

G^or  suburban,  studious  walks  and  shades. 

9tt  ifaav  the  olive  grove  of  Academe, 

Fliao's  letiiement,  where  the  Attic  bird 

TdBs  her  thick-warbled  notes  the  summer  long; 

Ihse  ionrery  hill  Hymettus,  with  the  sound 

Of  bees'  radnstrious  murmur,  oft  invites 

To  stodiosss  musing ;  there  Ilissus  rolls 

Hii  whispaing  stream :  within  the  walls,  then  view 

The  ichoola  of  ancient  sages ;  his  who  bred 

Qnai,  Alexaaier  to  subdue  die  world, 

Lfoenm  tfaerci,  and  painted  Stoa  next : 

Thsedmlttfaioa  hear  and  learn  the  secret  power 

Of  hvuMBy,  in  tones  and  numbeis  hit 

By  voice  or  hand;  and  various-measur'd  verse, 

MLeSmk  duorma  and  Dorian  lyric  odes 

Aad  hn^  vrfao  gave  them  breath,  but  higher  sung, 

Bind  MpirngffnPB,  dience  Homer  call'd. 

Whose  poem  Pbodms  chaDeng'd  far  his  own  : 

IWace  what  die  lofty  grave  tragedians  taught 

laChorasor  Jambir,  teachers  best 

Ofnnral  prudence,  with  delight  receiv'd 

Ik  brief  aenteocions  preoq>tB,  while  they  treat 

Offitte,  aad  chance^  and  chuige  in  human  life, 

S|^  sdaoDB  and  h^  passions  best  describing : 

Ihnaoe  to  the  finnons  orators  repair, 

tham  ancient,  wfaoae  resistless  c^uence 

Wielded  at  wiQ  Hmt  fierce  democrade, 

I  and  fbhnin'd  over  Oieeoe 


To  Maoedon  and  Artaxerxes'  throne : 
To  sage  Philosophy  next  lend  thine  ear. 
From  Heaven  descended  to  the  low-roof  *d  house 
Of  Socrates ;  see  there  his  tenement, 
Whom  well  inspir*d  the  oracle  pronounc'd 
Wisest  of  men ;  from  whose  mouth  issued  forth 
Mellifluous  streams,  that  water'd  all  the  schools 
Of  academics  old  and  new,  with  those 
Sumamed  Peripatetics,  and  the  sect 
Epicurean,  and  the  Stoic  severe ; 
These  here  revolve,  or,  as  thou  lik'st,  at  home, 
Till  time  mature  thee  to  a  Idngdora's  weight ; 
These  rules  will  render  thee  a  king  complete 
Within  thyself,  much  more  with  empire  join'd.** 

To  whom  our  Saviour  sagely  thus  replied. 
«  Think  not  but  that  I  know  these  things,  or  diink 
I  know  them  not ;  not  therefore  am  I  ^rt 
Of  knowing  what  I  ought :  he,  who  receives 
Light  firom  above,  from  the  fountain  of  light, 
No  other  doctrine  needs,  though  granted  true ; 
But  these  are  folse,  or  little  else  but  dreams, 
Conjectures,  fancies,  built  on  nothing  firm. 
The  first  and  wisest  of  them  all  profess'd 
To  know  this  only,  diat  he  nothing  knew ; 
The  next  to  fiibling  fell,  and  smooth  conceits ; 
A  third  sort  doubted  all  things,  though  plain  sense  ; 
Others  in  virtue  plac'd  felicity, 
But  virtue  joined  with  riches  and  long  lifo ; 
In  corporal  pleasure  he,  and  careless  ease ; 
The  Stoic  last  in  philosophic  pride. 
By  him  call'd  virtue ;  and  his  virtuous  man. 
Wise,  perfect  in  himself,  and  all  possessing 
Equal  to  God,  oft  shames  not  to  prefer, 
As  fearing  God  nor  man,  contemning  all 
Wealth,  pleasure,  pain  or  torment,  death  and  life. 
Which,  when  he  l&ts,  he  leaves,  or  boasts  he  can. 
For  all  his  tedious  talk  is  but  vain  boast. 
Or  subde  shifts  conviction  to  evade. 
Alas !  what  can  they  teadi  and  not  mislead, 
Ignorant  of  themselves,  of  God  much  more. 
And  how  the  world  began,  and  how  man  fc^l 
D^raded  by  himself,  on  grace  depending  ? 
Much  of  the  soul  they  talk,  but  all  awry. 
And  in  themselves  s^  virtue ;  and  to  diemselves 
All  glory  arrogate,  to  God  give  none ; 
Rather  accuse  him  under  uaual  names, 
Fortune  and  Fate,  as  one  regardless  quite 
Of  mortal  dungs^     Who  thmfore  seeks  in  these 
TVue  wisdom,  finds  her  not ;  or,  by  delusion, 
Far  worse,  her  false  resemblance  only  meets, 
An  empty  cloud.     However,  many  books. 
Wise  men  have  said,  are  wearisome ;  who  reads 
Incessandy,  and  to  his  reading  brings  not 
A  spirit  and  judgment  equal  or  superior, 
(And  what  he  brings  what  needs  he  elsewhere  seek  ?) 
Uncertain  and  unMtded  still  remains, 
Deep  vers'd  in  books,  and  shallow  in  himself. 
Crude  or  intoxicate,  collecting  toys 
And  trifles  for  choice  matters,  worth  a  sponge ; 
As  children  gathering  pebbles  on  die  shinre. 
Or,  if  I  would  delight  my  private  hours 
With  music  or  with  poem,  where  so  soon 
As  in  our  nadve  language,  can  I  find 
That  solace?     AU  our  law  and  story  strew'd 
With  hymns,  our  Psalms  with  artfol  terms  inscrib'd| 
Our  Hebrew  songs  and  harps,  in  Babylon 
Huit  pleas'd  so  well  our  victor's  ear,  declare 
That  rather  Greece  from  us  these  arts  deriv'd; 
111  imitated,  vrfaile  they  loudest  sing 
Hie  vices  of  their  deities,  and  I' 
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In  fable,  hymn,  or  song,  so  penonadng 

Their  gods  ridiculous,  and  diemsekes  past  shame. 

Remove  their  swelling  epidiets,  thick  laid 

As  vami^  on  a  harlot's  cheek,  the  rest. 

Thin  sown  with  aught  of  profit  or  delight. 

Will  far  be  found  unworthy  to  compare 

With  Sion*s  son^  to  all  true  tastes  excelling, 

Where  God  is  prais*d  aright,  and  God-like  men, 

The  Holiest  of  Holies,  and  his  sayits, 

(Such  are  from.  God  inspired,  not  sudi  from  thee,) 

Unless  yth&te  moral  virtue  is  expressed 

By  light  of  Nature,  not  in  all  quite  lost 

Their  orators  thou  then  extoU*st,  as  those 

The  top  of  eloquence ;  statists  indeed. 

And  lovers  of  their  country,  as  may  seem ; 

But  herein  to  our  prophets  far  beneath, 

As  men  divinely  t-'Ught,  and  better  teaching 

The  solid  rules  of  civil  government. 

In  their  majestic  unaffected  style, 

Thaxk  all  the  oratory  of  Greece  and  Rome. 

In  them  is  plainest  taught,  and  easiest  learnt. 

What  makes  a  nation  happy,  and  keeps  it  so. 

What  ruins  kingdoms,  and  lays  cities  flat ; 

Hiese  only  with  our  law  best  form  a  king.'* 

So  spake  tlic  Son  of  God ;  but  Satan,  now 
Quite  at  a  lo«s,  ^for  all  his  darts  were  spent,) 
Thus  to  our  Saviour  with  stem  brow  replied. 

'*  Since  neither  wealth  nor  honour,  arms  nor  arts. 
Kingdom  nor  empire  pleases  thee,  nor  aught 
By  me  proposed  in  life  contemplative 
Or  active,  tended  on  by  glory  or  fame, 
What  dost  thou  in  this  world?     The  wilderness 
For  thee  is  fittest  place ;  I  found  thee  there. 
And  thither  will  return  thee  ;  yet  remember 
What  I  foretel  thee,  soon  thou  shalt  have  cause 
To  wish  thou  never  hadst  rejected,  thus 
Nicely  or  cautiously,  my  offered  aid. 
Which  would  have  set  thee  in  short  time  with  case 
On  David's  throne,  or  throne  of  all  the  world, 
Now  at  full  age,  fulness  of  time,  thy  season 
When  prophecies  of  thee  are  beat  fulfiU'd. 
Now  contrary,  if  I  read  aught  in  Heaven, 
Or  Heaven  write  aught  of  fate,  by  what  tlie  stars 
Voluminous,  or  single  characters. 
In  their  conjunction  met,  give  me  to  spell, 
Sorrows,  and  labours,  opposition,  hate 
Attend  thee,  scorns,  reproaches,  iiguries. 
Violence  and  stripes,  and  lastly  cruel  death  ; 
A  kingdom  they  portend  thee,  but  what  kingdom. 
Real  or  allegoric,  I  discern  not ; 
Nor  when ;  eternal  sure,  as  without  end, 
Without  be^ning ;  for  no  date  prefix'd 
Directs  me  m  the  starry  rubric  set." 

So  saying  he  took,  (for  still  he  knew  his  power 
Not  yet  expir'd,)  and  to  the  wilderness 
Brought  back  the  Son  of  God,  and  left  him  there, 
Feigning  to  disiq>pear.     Darkness  now  rose. 
As  day-light  sunk,  and  brought  in  lowering  night. 
Her  shadowy  ofi*spring ;  unsubstantial  both, 
Privation  mere  of  light  and  absent  day. 
Our  Saviour  meek,  and  with  untroubled  mind 
After  his  aery  jaunt,  though  hurried  sore. 
Hungry  and  cold,  betook  him  to  his  rest. 
Wherever,  under  some  conc6urse  of  shades,  [shield 
Whose  branching  arms   thick    intertwin'd  might 
FVom  dews  and  £mDps  of  night  his  shelter'd  head ; 
But,  shelter'd,  slept  in  vain ;  for  at  his  head 
llie  tempter  watch'd,  and  soon  with  ugly  dreams 
Disturb'd  his  sleep.     And  either  tropic  now 
*Gan  thunder,  and  both  ends  of  Heaven :  the  clouds, 


From  many  a  horrid  rift,  abortive  poor'd 
Fierce  rain  with  lightning  mix'd,  water  with  fire 
In  ruin  recondl'd :  nor  slept  the  winds 
Within  their  stony  caves,  but  rush'd  abroad 
FVom  the  four  hinges  of  the  world,  and  fell 
On  the  vex'd  wildmiesB,  whose  tallest  pines, 
Hiough  rooted  deep  as  high,  and  sturdiest  oaki, 
Bow'd  their  stiff  necks,  Icwden  with  stormy  bUnta 
Or  torn  up  sheer.     Ill  wast  thou  shrouded  then, 
O  patient  son  of  God,  yet  only  stood'st 
Unshaken  !     Nor  yet  staid  the  terrour  there  ; 
Infernal  ghosts  and  helliah  furies  round     [shridc'd, 
Environ'd  thee,  some  howl'd,  some  yell'd,   aome 
Some  bent  at  thee  their  fiery  darts,  while  thou 
Sat'st  unappall'd  in  calm  and  sinless  peace ! 
Thus  pass'd  the  night -so  foul,  till  Morning  Uax 
Came  forth,  with  pilgrim  steps,  in  amice  gray  ; 
Who  with  her  radiant  finger  still'd  the  roar 
Of  thunder,  chas'd  the  douds,  and  laid  the  winds, 
And  grisly  spectres,  which  the  fiend  had  rais'd 
To  tempt  the  Son  of  God  with  terrours  dire. 
And  now  the  Sun  with  more  effectual  beams 
Had  cheer'd  die  Uee  of  Earth,  and  dried  the  wet 
From  drooping  plant,  or  dropping  tree ;  tlie  bird% 
Who  all  things  now  behold  more  fresh  and  green. 
After  a  night  of  storm  so  ruinous, 
Clear*d  up  their  choicest  notes  in  bush  and  spn^. 
To  gratulate  the  sweet  return  of  mom. 
Nor  yet,  amidst  this  joy  and  brightest  mom. 
Was  absent,  after  all  lus  mischi^  done. 
The  prince  of  darkness  ;*glad  would  also  aeenn 
Of  this  fair  change,  and  to  our  Saviour  came  ; 
Yet  with  no  new  derice,  (they •all  were  spent,) 
Rather  by  this  hb  last  affront  resolv'd. 
Desperate  of  better  course,  to  vent  his  rage 
And  mad  despite  to  be  so  oft  repell'd. 
Him  walking  on  a  sunny  hill  he  found, 
Back'd  on  t^  north  and  west  by  a  thick  wocnI  ; 
Out  of  the  wood  he  starts  in  wonted  shape. 
And  in  a  careless  mood  thus  to  him  said. 

*'  Fair  morning  yet  betides  thee.  Son  of  God, 
After  a  dismal  night :    I  heard  the  wrack. 
As  earth  and  sky  would  mingle ;  but  myself  [tfaem 
Was  distant ;  and  these  flaws,  though  moitBls  leer 
As  dangerous  to  the  pillar'd  frame  <^  HeaTen, 
Or  to  the  Earth's  dark  basis  underneath. 
Are  to  the  main  as  inconsiderable 
And  harmless,  if  not  wholesome,  as  a  snceae 
To  man's  less  universe,  and  soon  are  gone  ; 
Yet,  as  being  oft-times  noxious  where  they  light 
On  man,  bc«st,  plant,  wasteful  and  turbulent. 
Like  turbulendes  in  the  a^[airs  of  men. 
Over  whose  heads  thcgr  roar,  and  seem  to  point. 
They  oft  fore-signify  and  threaten  ill : 
This  tempest  at  this  desert  most  was  bent ; 
Of  men  at  thee,  for  only  thou  here  dwell'st. 
Did  I  not  teU  thee,  if  tfaou  didst  reject 
The  perfect  season  offered  with  my  aid 
To  win  thy  destin'd  seat,  but  wilt  prolong 
All  to  the  push  of  fate,  pursue  thy  way 
Of  gaining  Darid's  throne,  no  man  knows  when. 
For  both  ^  when  and  how  is  no  where  told  ? 
Thou  shalt  be  what  thou  art  ordain'd,  no  doubt  ; 
For  angds  have  prodaim'd  it,  but  concealing 
The  time  and  means.     Each  act  is  rightliest  done 
Not  when  it  must,  but  when  it  may  be  best : 
If  thou  observe  not  this,  be  sure  to  find. 
What  I  foretold  thee,  many  a  hard  assay 
Of  dange^^  and  adversities,  and  pains, 
Ere  thou  of  Israel's  sceptre  get  fast  ly>ld; 
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WhcKof  thk  omiiioiis  night,  thittdosM  tbeeromd, 

So  many  terroun,  Toices,  prodigies, 

May  warn  thee,  as  a  sure  for&*going  sign.** 

So  talk*d  he,  while  the  Son  of  God  went  on 
And  tfaid  not,  but  in  brief  him  answered  thus : 

**  Me  worse  than  wet  thou  find*8t  not;  other  harm 
tkime  tarours,  which  thou  speak'stof,  did  me  none ; 
I  never  fear*d  they  oould,  though  noising  loud 
And  threatening  high :  wlwt  they  can  do  as  signs 
Betokening,  or  ill-boding,  I  contemn 
As  false  portents,  not  sent  from  God,  but  thee; 
Who,  knowmg  I  shall  reign  past  thy  preventing, 
Otornd'st  thy  ofier*d  aid,  that  I,  accepting. 
At  least  might  seem  to  hold  all  power  of  thee, 
Amfaitioas  spirit !  and  wouldst  be  thought  my  God; 
And  storm*st  refus*d,  thinking  to  terrify 
MetotfaywiU!  desist,  (thou  art  discem*d 
And  toO'st  in  vain,)  nor  me  in  vain  molest.'* 

To  whom  the  firad,  now  swoln  with  lage,  replied. 
"  Then  hear,  O  son  of  David,  ▼irgui4>orn, 
For  son  of  God  to  me  is  yet  hi  dmibt ; 
or  the  Messiah  I  had  heard  Ibretold 
By  all  die  prophets ;  of  thy  birth  at  lensth, 
AnoonncM  by  Gabriel,  with  the  first  I  knew. 
And  of  the  angelic  song  in  Bethlehem  field. 
Oik  thy  birth-night  that  sung  thee  Saviour  bom. 
From  chat  time  seldom  hare  I  ceas'd  to  eye 
Iliy  inlancy,  thy  childhood,  and  thy  youth. 
Illy  manhood  last,  though  yet  in  private  bred ; 
Tm  at  the  lord  of  Jordan,  whither  all 
Vloek  to  the  Baptist,  I,  among  the  rest, 
QWiagfa  not  to  be  baptb'd,)  by  voice  from  Heaven 
~*      1  thee  pronounc*d  the  Son  of  God  belov*d. 
I  I  thought  thee  worth  my  nearer  view 
rer  scrutiny,  that  I  might  learn 
hk  wiMft  degree  or  meaning  thou  art  Gall*d 
the  Soo  of  God ;  which  besrs  no  single  sense. 
Urn  Son  of  God  I  also  am,  or  was ; 
And  if  I  was,  I  am ;  relation  stands; 
AM  mca  are  sons  of  God ;  yet  thee  I  thought 
'  t  respect  for  higher  so  deckr'd  : 

!  I  watch*d  tliy  footsteps  from  thathour, 
v'd  thee  still  on  to  this  waste  wild ; 
,  by  all  best  conjectures,  I  collect 
t  art  to  be  my  fittm  enemy : 
Gaod  reason  then,  if  I  beforeJiand  seek 
To  nadentand  my  adversary,  who 
And  what  he  is ;  his  wisdom,  power,  intent : 
Bf  pari  or  composition,  truce  or  league. 
To  win  him,  or  win  from  him  what  I  can  : 
And  opportunity  I  here  have  had 
To  try  thee,  sift  thee,  and  confess  have  found  thee 
ftaof  against  all  temptation,  as  a  rock 
Of  adamant,  and,  as  a  centre,  firm : 
To  te  utmost  of  mere  man  both  wise  and  good, 
Rot  more ;  for  honours,  riches,  kingdoms,  glory. 
Hate  been  before  contemn'd,  and  may  again. 
iWrrfiore,  to  know  what  more  thou  art  than  man, 
Wofftfa  naming  Son  of  God  by  voice  from  Heaven, 
Aaodier  method  I  must  now  begin.** 

80  saying  he  caught  him  up,  and,  without  wing 
Of  bsppogrif,  bore  through  the  air  sublime. 
Over  the  wilderness  and  o'er  the  plain, 
TH  nndrmeath  them  (kir  Jerusalem, 
The  holy  dty,  lifted  high  her  towers, 
Aad  Ugber  yet  the  glonous  temple  rcar*d 
Hsr  pSai,  fiv  off  appearing  like  a  mount 
Of  slihaater,  topt  witli  golden  spires : 
^Wa  en  the  highest  pinnacle,  he  set 
The  In  of  God :  and  added  thus  in  scorn. 


"  Hiere  stand,  if  thou  wilt  stand ;  to  staM  upright 
Will  ask  thee  skUl ;  I  to  thy  Father*s  house  [best : 
Have  brought  thee,  and  highest  plac'd :  highest  ii 
Now  show  thv  progeny ;  if  not  to  stand. 
Cast  thyself  down ;  safely,  if  Son  of  God  : 
For  it  is  written,  '  He  will  give  command 
Concerning  thee  to  his  angels,  in  their  hands 
They  shall  up-lift  thee,  lest  at  any  time 
Thou  chance  to  dash  thy  foot  against  a  stone.  '* 

To  whom  thus  Jesus :  "  Also  it  is  written, 
'  Tempt  not  the  Lord  thy  God.*  **  He  said,  and 

stood: 
But  Satan,  smitten  with  amaxemenf,{ieU. 
As  when  £arth*s  son  Antirus,  (to  compare 
Small  things  with  greatest,)  in  Irassa  strove 
With  Jove*s  Alddes,  and,  oft  foil'd,  still  rose. 
Receiving  from  his  mother  Earth  new  strength. 
Fresh  from  his  fidl,  and  fiercer  grapple  join*d, 
Huottled  at  length  in  the  air,  expv'd  and  fiell ; 
So^  after  many  a  foil,  the  tempter  proud. 
Renewing  freth  assaults,  amidst  his  pride^ 
Fell  whence  he  stood  to  see  his  victor  fall : 
And  as  that  Theban  monster,  that  propos*d 
Her  riddle,  and  him  who  solv*d  it  not  devour*d, 
'Iliat  once  found  out  and  8olv*d,  for  grief  and  spite 
Cast  herself  headlong  from  the  Ismem'an  steep ; 
So,  struck  with  dread  and  anguish,  fell  the  fiend* 
And  to  his  crew,  that  sat  consulting,  brought 
(Joyless  triumphals  of  his  hop*d  success,) 
Ruin,  and  desperation,  and  dismay. 
Who  durst  so  proudly  tempt  the  Son  of  God. 
So  Satan  fell ;  and  straight  a  fiery  globe 
Of  angels  on  full  sail  of  wing  flew  nigh, 
Who  on  their  plumy  vans  receiv*d  him  soft 
From  his  uneasy  station,  and  upbore. 
As  on  a  floating  couch,  through  the  blithe  air  ; 
Then,  in  a  flowery  valley,  set  him  down 
On  a  green  bank,  and  set  before  him  ^read 
A  table  of  celestial  food,  divine 
Ambrosial  fruits,  fetch*d  from  the  tree  of  life^ 
And,  from  the  fount  of  life,  ambrosial  drink. 
That  soon  reftesh*d  him  wearied,  and  repair*d 
What  hunger,  if  aught  hunger,  had  impair'd, 
Or  thirst ;  and,  as  be  fed,  angelic  quires 
Sung  heavenlv  anthems  of  his  victory 
Over  temptation  and  the  tempter  proud* 

**  Thie  unage  of  the  Father ;  whether  thron*d 
In  the  bosom  of  bliss,  and  light  of  light 
Conceiving,  or,  remote  fnnn  Heaven,  enshrin'd 
In  fleshly  tabernacle,  and  human  form. 
Wandering  the  wilderness ;  wliatever  place. 
Habit,  or  state,  or  motion,  still  expressing 
Hie  Son  of  God,  with  God-like  force  endued 
Against  the  attempter  of  thy  Father*s  throne. 
And  thief  of  Paradise !  him  long  of  old 
Hiou  didst  debel,  and  down  from  Heaven  cast 
With  all  his  army  ;  now  thou  hast  aveng*d 
Supplanted  Adam,  and,  by  vanquishing 
Temptation,  hast  regain*d  lost  Paradise, 
And  frustrated  the  conquest  fraudulent.  ^ 
He  never  more  henceforth  will  dare  set  foot 
In  Paradise  to  tempt;  his  snares  are  broke : 
For,  though  that  seat  of  earthly  bliss  be  ftUrd, 
A  fairer  Paradise  is  founded  now 
For  Adam  and  his  chosen  sons,  whom  thou, 
A  Saviour,  art  come  down  to  re^install. 
Where  they  shall  dwell  secure,  when  time  shall  bt^ 
Of  tempter  and  temptation  without  fear. 
But  thou,  infernal  serpent!  shaltnot  long 
Rule  in  the  clouds  like  an  autumnal  star, 
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Or  ligfatnliig,  thou  diflhftU  fhim  He«vel^  trad  dcmn 
Under  his  ftet :  for  proof,  ere  this  thou  hetu 
Thy  wound,  (jet  not  thj  last  and  dtadtiest  wound,} 
By  this  rqwlse  receiT'd,  and  hold'st  in  Hell 
No  triumph :  in  all  her  gates  Abaddon  rues 
Thy  bold  attempt.     Henafter  learn  with  awe 
To  dread  the  Son  of  God :  he,  all  unarm'd. 
Shall  chase  thee,  with  the  terrour  of  his  voice, 
FVom  iSbf  demoniac  holds,  possession  foul, 
Thee  and  thy  legions :  yelling  they  shall  fly. 
And  beg  to  hide  them  in  a  hc^  of  swine, 
Lest  he  command  them  down  into  the  deep, 
Bound,  and  to  torment  sent  before  their  time.  •— 
Hail,  Son  of  the  Most  High,  heir  of  both  worlds, 
QueUer  of  Satan !  on  thy  glorious  work 
Now  enter ;  and  begin  to  save  mankind.** 

Thus  they  the  Son  of  God,  our  Saviour  meek, 
Sung  victor,  and,  from  heavenly  feast  refreshed. 
Brought  on  his  way  with  joy ;  he,  unobserv'd. 
Home  to  his  mother's  bouse  private  retum*d. 
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SAMSON  AGONISTES, 

A  DftAMAXIC  POBM. 

Akutot.  B>et,    cap.  6. 
Tfyifiia  fuf^n^tf  Wfd^Wf  nnihumft  x,  r.  A. 

IVigcedia  est  imitatio  acdonis  sens,  &c  per  miseri- 
cordiam  et  metum  perfidens  talium  aflfectuum 
lustradonem. 

Of  that  tort  of  Dramatic  Poem  which  u  oaUed 
Tragedy. 

TRAGEDY,  as  it  was  anciently  composed,  hadi 
been  ever  held  die  gravest,  mondest,  and  most 
profitable  of  all  other  poems:  therefore  said  by 
Aristotle  to  be  of  power  by  raising  pity  and  fear, 
or  terrour,  to  purge  the  mind  of  those  and  such 
like  passions,  that  is,  to  temper  and  reduce 
them  to  just  measure  with  a  kind  of  delight, 
stirred  up  by  reading  or  seeing  those  passions 
well  imitated.  Nor  is  Nature  wanting  in  her 
own  effects  to  make  good  his  assertion :  for  so,  in 
physic,  things  of  m^uicholic  hue  and  quality  are 
used  against  melancholy,  wur  against  sour,  salt 
to  remofe  salt  humours.  Hence  philosophers 
and  other  gravest  writers,  as  Ocero,  Plutarch, 
and  others,  frequently  cite  out  of  tragic  poets, 
both  to  adorn  and  illustrate  their  discourse.  The 
Apostle  Paul  himself  thou^t  it  not  unworthy 
to  insert  averse  of  Euripides  into  the  text  of 
Holy  Scripture,  1  Cor.  xv.  33. ;  and  Paraeus, 
commenting  on  the  Revelation,  divides  the  whole 
book  as  a  tragedy,  into  acts  distinguished  each 
by  a  chorus  <^  hcmvenly  harpings  and  song  be- 
tween. Heretofore  men  in  higl^st  dignity  have 
laboured  not  a  little  to  be  thought  alue  to  com- 
pose a  tragedy.  Of  that  honour  Dionysius  the 
dder  was  no  less  ambitious,  than  before  of  his 
attaining  to  the  tyranny.  Augustus  Cosar  also 
had  be^n  his  Ajax,  but  unable  to  please  his 
own  judgment  with  what  he  had  begun,  left  it 
unfinuheo.     Seneca,  the  philosopher,  is   by  some 


tfaeuglit  Ae  author  of  those  tragedies  (at  least  the 
best  of  them)  that  go  under  that  name.  Gregorr 
Narianxen,  a  &titor  of  the  church,  thought  U 
not  unbeseeming  the  sanctity  of  his  person  to 
write  a  tragedy,  which  is  entitled  Christ  suffering. 
This  is  mentioned  to  vindicate  tragedy  fivm  the 
small  esteem,  or  rather  infamy,  which  in  the 
account  of  many  it  undegrgoes  at  this  day  with 
other  common  interiudes  ;  happening,  throogfa 
the  poet's  errour  of  intermixing  comic  stuff  with 
traffic  sadnete  and  gravity ;  or  introducing  trivial 
and  vulgar  persons,  which  by  all  judicious  hath 
been  counted  absurd;  and  brought  in  without 
discretion,  corruptly  to  gratify  the  people.  And 
though  ancient  tragedy  use  no  prologue,  yet  usin^ 
sometimes,  in  case  of  self-defence,  or  explanation, 
that  which  Martial  calls  an  epistle  ;  in  bdialf 
of  this  tragedy  coming  forth  af^  the  ancient 
manner,  much  different  from  what  among  us 
passes  for  best,  thus  much  belbre-hand  majr 
be  epistled ;  that  Chorus  is  here  introduced  afbr 
the  Greek  manner,  not  ancient  only  but  modem, 
and  still  in  use  among  the  Italians.  In  the  model- 
ling therefbre  of  this  poem,  with  good  reason, 
the  ancients  and  Italians  are  rather  followed, 
as  of  much  more  authority  and  £une.  Tlie 
measure  of  verae  used  in  the  Chorus  is  of  all 
sorts,  called  by  the  Greeks  Monostrophic,  or  rather 
Apolelymenon,  without  regard  had  to  Strophe, 
Antistrophe,  or  Epode,  which  were  a  kind  of 
stanias  framed  only  for  the  music,  then  med 
with  the  Chorus  that  sung;  not  essential  to  the 
poon,  and  therefore  not  material ;  or,  being 
divided  into  stanxas  or  pauses^  they  may  be  callra 
Allaostropha.  Division  into  act  and  scene  re- 
ferring  chiefly  to  the  stage  (to  which  this  work 
never  was  intended)  is  here  omitted. 

It  sufllces  if  the  whole  drama  be  fbund  not 
produced  beyond  the  fifth  act.  Of  the  style  and 
uniformity,  and  that  commonly  called  the  plot, 
whether  intricate  or  explicit,  which  is  nodui^ 
indeed  but  such  economy,  or  disposition  of  the 
fable  as  may  stand  best  with  verdmilitude  and 
decorum ;  they  only  will  best  judge  who  are  not 
unacquainted  with  ^schylus,  Sop^xrles,  and  Eu- 
ripides, the  three  tragic  poets  unequalled  yet  by 
any,  and  the  best  rule  to  all  who  endeavour  to 
write  tragedy.  The  circumscription  of  tim^ 
wherein  the  whole  drama  begins  and  ends,  is  ao- 
cording  to  ancient  rule,'  and  best  example,  within 
the  space  of  twenty-four  hours. 

The  ArgitmenL 

Samson,  made  captive,  bUnd,  and  now  in  tbe 
prison  at  Gaza,  there  to  labour  as  in  a  com- 
mon worichouse,  on  a  festival  day,  in  tbe  ge- 
neral cessation  from  labour,  comes  fortii  into 
the  open  air,  to  a  place  nigh,  somewhat  retired, 
there  to  sit  a  while  and  bemoan  his  condition. 
Where  he  happens  at  length  to  be  visited  by- 
certain  friends  and  equals  of  his  tribe,  wfaicfa 
makes  tiie  Chorus,  who  seek  to  comfort  him 
what  they  can ;  then  by  his  old  father  Manoah, 
who  endeavours  the  like,  and  withal  tells  him 
his  purpose  to  procure  his  liberty  by  ransom  ; 
lastly,  tiiat  this  feast  was  proclaimed  by  the  Phi- 
listines as  a  day  of  thanksgiving  for  their  de- 
liverance from  ^  hands  of  Sanuon,  which  yet 
more  troubles  him.    Manoah  then  departs  to 
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pttMBcute  his  endetvour  with  the  Fhiliiline  lords 
for  Samson's  redemption ;  who  in  the  mean 
wfaik  is  Tisited  bj  other  persons ;  and  lastly  by  a 
pabUc  officer  to  require  his  coming  to  the  feast 
haSon  the  lords  and  people,  to  play  or  show  his 
strength  in  their  presence;  he  at  first  refiiaes, 
dismissing  the  public  officer  with  absolute  de- 
nial to  come;  at  length,  persuaded  inwardly 
that  this  was  from  God,  he  yields  to  go  along 
with  him,  who  came  now  the  second  time  witfi 
great  tfareatenings  to  fetch  him:  the  Chorus 
yet  remaining  on  the  place,  Manoah  returns  full 
of  joyful  hope,  to  procure  ere  long  his  son's 
dehwance :  in  the  midst  of  which  <S6Course  an 
Hebrew  comes  in  haste,  confusedly  at  firsti^  and 
afterward  more  distinctly,  relating  the  catastrophe, 
^diaot  Sanwon  had  done  to  the  Philistines,  and 
by  accident  to  himself;  wherewith  the  tragedy 
ends. 


THK   PIKSOKS. 

SAiisoir. 

Maxoab,  the  father  of  Samson. 
DALOAyfais  wife. 
HuaAmA  of  Gath. 
F9b&c  Officer. 


Choms  of  Banites. 

Hie  Scene  befisre  the  Prison  in  Gaxa. 


Samsoh,  [Attendant  leading  him.] 

A  umx  onward  lend  thy  guiding  hand 

To  these  dark  steps,  a  little  further  on ; 

Far  yonder  bank  hath  choice  of  sun  or  shade: 

Thtn  I  am  wont  to  sit,  when  any  chance 

Bcfieves  me  finom  my  task  of  servile  toil, 

Daily  In  tiie  conmion  prison  else  enjoin'd  me, 

Wbse  I,  a  prisoner  chain*d,  scarce  freely  draw 

Tkt  war  impriaon*d  also,  close  and  damp, 

UawhaieMme  dnnigfat :  but  here  I  feel  amends, 

TWbrendiaf  Hcaiven  fresh  blowing,  pure  andsweet 

With  dcy-ipring  bom ;  here  leave  me  to  respire.  -— 

Has  daj  •  solemn  feast  the  people  hold 

Ts  Da^gn  dieir  sea-idd,  and  forbid 

Ldnrioos  woAs ;  unwillingly  this  rest 

lUr  superstition  yields  me ;  hence  with  leave 

Bsiahig  from  the  popular  noise,  I  seek 

His  onfreqaented  place  to  find  some  ease^ 

£iM  tDdie  body  some,  none  to  the  mind 

fum  rcatkaa  tixMigfats,  that,  like  a  deadly  swarm 

Of  fumets  arm*d,  no  sooner  found  alone, 

Jkd  nah  upon  me  thronging,  and  present 

Ibei  past,  what  once  I  was^  and  what  am  now. 

0,  whocfbre  was  my  birth  from  Heaven  foretold 

"^ioe  by  an  nngel,  who  at  last  in  sight 

Of  both  my  parents  all  in  flames  ascended 

Aoo  off  the  altar,  where  an  offering  bum*d, 

As  n  a  ficfy  oQlnmn  diarioting 

ffii  GoiL>like  presence,  and  from  some  great  act 

Or  bcneit  reveal'd  to  Abraham's  race  ? 

Whf  was  my  breeding  order'd  and  prescrib'd 

As  «f  a  person  separate  to  Grod, 

l^esgB*d  fior  great  exploits ;  if  I  must  die 

^ctny^dpcaptiv'd,  and  both  my  eyes  put  out, 

ICi^  of  my  enemies  the  scorn  and  gaze ; 


To  grind  in  brazen  letters  under  task        [sti'ength» 

With  this   Heaven-gifled  strength?     O  glorious 

Put  to  the  labour  of  a  beast,  debas'd 

Lower  than  bond-slave  !     Promise  was  that  I 

Should  Israel  from  Philistian  yoke  deliver ; 

Ask  for  this  great  deliverer  now,  and  find  hun 

Eyeless  in  Gaza  at  the  mill  with  slaves. 

Himself  in  bonds  under  Philistian  yoke  : 

Yet  stay,  let  me  not  rashly  call  in  doubt 

Divine  prediction ;  what  if  all  foretold 

Had  been  fulfill'd  but  through  mine  own  default. 

Whom  have  I  to  complain  or  but  myself? 

Who  this  high  gift  of  strength  committed  to  me^ 

In  vriiat  part  iMf'd,  how  eaalj  bereft  me^ 

Under  the  seal  of  silence  could  not  keep. 

But  weakly  to  a  woman  must  reveal  it, 

O'ercome  with  importunity  and  tears. 

O  impotence  of  mind,  in  body  strong ! 

But  what  is  strength  without  a  double  share 

Of  wisdom?  vast,  unwieldy,  buxdensome, 

Proudly  secure,  yet  liable  to  frll 

By  wed^est  subtleties,  not  made  to  rule, 

But  to  subserve  where  wisdom  bears  command ! 

God,  when  he  gave  me  strength,  to  show  withal 

How  slight  the  gift  was,  hung  it  in  my  hair. 

But  peace,  I  must  not  q[uarrd  with  the  will 

Of  highest  dispensation,  which  herein 

Haply  had  ends  above  my  reach  to  know : 

Suffices  that  to  me  strength  is  my  bane. 

And  proves  the  source  of  all  my  miseries ; 

So  many,  and  so  huge,  that  each  apart 

Would  ask  a  life  to  wail ;  but  chief  of  all, 

O  loss  of  sight,  of  thee  I  most  complain ! 

Blind  among  enemies,  O  worse  thsn  chains. 

Dungeon,  or  beggary,  or  decrepit  age  ! 

Light,  the  prime  work  of  God,  to  me  is  extinct. 

And  all  her  various  objects  of  delight 

Annull'd,  which  might  in  part  my  grief  have  eaa'd» 

Inferior  to  the  vilest  now  become 

Of  man  or  worm ;  the  vilest  here  excel  me ; 

lliey  creep,  yet  see  ;  I,  dark  in  light,  expos'd 

To  daily  fraud,  contempt,  abuse,  and  wrong. 

Within  doors,  or  without,  still  as  a  fool. 

In  power  of  others,  never  in  my  own ; 

Scarce  half  I  seem  to  live,  dead  more  than  half. 

O  dark,  dark,  dark,  amid  the  blase  of  noon, 

Irrecoverably  dark,  total  eclipse 

Without  all  hope  of  day ! 

O  first  created  Beam,  and  thou  great  Word, 

*'  Let  there  be  light,  and  light  was  over  all ;" 

Why  am  I  thus  bereav'd  thy  prime  decree  ! 

The  Sun  to  me  is  dark 

And  silent  as  the  Moon, 

When  she  deserts  the  night. 

Hid  in  her  vacant  interlunar  cave. 

Since  light  so  necessary  is  to  life. 

And  almost  life  itself,  if  it  be  true 

That  light  is  in  the  soul. 

She  all  in  every  part ;  why  was  the  sight 

To  such  a  tender  ball  as  the  eye  confined. 

So  obvious  and  so  easy  to  be  quench*d  ? 

And  not,  as  feeling,  through  ail  parts  diffus'd. 

That  she  might  look  at  will  through  every  pore  ? 

Then  had  I  not  been  thus  exil'd  fh>m  light, 

As  in  the  land  of  daricness,  yet  in  light. 

To  live  a  life  half  dead,  a  living  deiUh, 

And  buried ;  but,  O  yet  more  miserable ! 

MjTself  my  sepulchre,  a  moving  grave ; 

Buried,  yet  not  exempt. 

By  privilege  of  death  and  burial 
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From  worst  of  other  erils,  pains  and  wrongs ; 
'  But  made  hereby  obnoxious  more 
To  all  the  miseries  of  life. 
Life  in  captivity 
Among  inhuman  foes. 

But  who  are  these  ?  for  with  joint  pace  I  bear 
The  tread  of  many  feet  steering  this  way ; 
Peihaps  my  enemies,  who  come  to  stare 
At  my  affliction,  and  perhaps  to  insult, 
Hieir  daily  practice  to  afflict  me  more. 

[Enter  Cuoaus.] 

Gut,  This,  this  is  he;  softly  a  while^ 
Let  us  not  break  in  upon  him  : 
O  change  beyond  report,  thought,  or  belief! 
See  bow  he  Ues  at  random,  carelessly  diffus'd, 
With  languished  head  unpropt, 
As  one  past  hope,  abandon'd. 
And  by  hfanself  given  over  ; 
In  slavish  habit,  ill-fitted  weeds 
0*er-woni  and  soil*d ; 

Or  do  my  eyes  misrepresent  ?     Can  this  be  he. 
That  heroic,  that  renown'd. 
Irresistible  Samson  ?  whom  unarm'd     [withstand ; 
No  strength  of  man,  or  fiercest  wild  beast,  could 
Who  tore  the  lion,  as  the  lion  tears  the  kid : 
Ran  on  embattled  armies  clad  in  ux>n ; 
And,  weaponless  himself, 
Bfade  arms  ridiculous,  useless  tiie  forgery 
Of  bnsen  shield  and  spear,  the  hammcr*d  cuirass, 
Chalybean  temper'd  steel,  and  frock  of  mail 
Adamant^an  proof? 
But  safest  he  who  stood  aloof, 
When  insupportably  his  foot  advanc*d. 
In  scorn  of  their  proud  arms  and  warlike  tools, 
Spum'd  them  to  death  by  troops.     The  bold  As- 

calonite 
Fled  firom  his  lion  ramp ;  old  warriours  tum*d 
Their  pbited  backs  under  his  he^> 
Or,  groveling,  soil'd  their  crested  helmets  in  the  dust 
Then  with  what  trivial  weapon  came  to  hand, 
Tlie  jaw  of  a  dead  ass,  his  sword  of  bone, 
A  thousand  fore-skins  fell,  the  flower  of  FUesdne, 
In  Ramath-lechi,  fiunous  to  this  day.  [bore 

Then  by  main  force  pull*d  up,  and  on  his  shoulders 
The  gates  of  Aisa,  post,  and  massy  bar. 
Up  to  the  hill  by  Hebron,  seat  of  giants  old, 
No  journey  of  a  sabbath^y,  and  loaded  so ; 
Like  whom  the  Gentiles  feign  to  bear  up  Heaven. 
Which  shall  I  first  bewail, 
Tl^  bondage  or  lost  sigh^ 
Prison  within  prison 
Inseparably  dark  ? 

Thou  art  become  (O  worst  imprisonment !) 
The  dungeon  of  thjrself ;  thy  soul,  [plain) 

(Which  men  et^oymg  sight  oft  without  cause  com- 
Imprison'd  now  indeed. 
In  real  darkness  of  the  body  dwells, 
Shut  up  from  outward  light 
To  incorporate  with  gloomy  night ; 
For  inward  light,  alas ! 
Pats  forth  no  visual  beam. 
O  mirror  of  our  fickle  state. 
Since  man  on  Earth  unparaUePd ! 
The  rarer  thy  example  stands, 
By  how  much  finom  the  top  of  wonderous  glory, 
Strongest  of  mortal  men, 
To  lowest  pitch  of  abject  fortune  thou  art  fallen. 
For  Urn  I  reckon  not  in  high  estate 
Whom  long  descent  of  birth. 


Or  the  sphane  of  fortune,  raises ; 

But  thee  whose  strength,  while  virtue  was  her  mate, 

Mi^  have  subdued  the  Earth, 

Umversally  crown*d  with  highest  praises.  [air 

Samt,  I  hear  the  sound  of  words ;  their  sense  the 
Dissolves  unjointed  ere  it  reach  my  ear. 

Ckor.  He  speaks,  let  us  draw  nigh.  —  Match- 
less in  might, 
The  glory  late  of  Israel,  now  the  grief; 
We  come,  thy  friends  and  ndg^ibours  not  unknown. 
From  Eshtaol  and  Zora*8  fruitful  vale. 
To  visit  or  bewail  thee ;  or,  if  better. 
Counsel  or  consolation  we  may  bring. 
Salve  to  thy  sores ;  apt  words  have  power  ta  awage 
The  tumours  of  a  troubled  mind. 
And  are  as  bslm  to  fester*d  wounds.  [leam 

Sams*  Your  coming,  friends,  rerives  me ;  for  I 
Now  of  my  own  experience,  not  by  talk. 
How  counterfeit  a  coin  they  are  who  friends 
Bear  in  their  superscription,  (of  the  most 
I  would  be  understood ;)  in  prosperous  days 
Hiey  swarm,  but  in  adverse  withdraw  their  beaid. 
Not  to  be  found,  though  sought.  Ye  see,  O  friends. 
How  many  evils  have  endos'd  me  round : 
Yet  that  which  was  the  worst  now  least  afflicts  me^ 
Blindness ;  for  had  I  sight,  confused  with  shome^ 
How  could  I  once  look  up  or  heave  the  head. 
Who,  like  a  foolish  pilot,  have  shipwreck*d 
My  vessel  trusted  to  me  from  above, 
Gloriously  rigg'd ;  and  for  a  word,  a  tear. 
Fool!  have  dBvulg*d  the  secret  gift  of  God 
To  a  deceitful  woman  ?  tell  me,  friends, 
Am  I  not  sung  and  proverb'd  for  a  fool 
In  every  street  ?  do  they  not  say,  how  well 
Are  come  upon  him  his  deserts  ?  yet  why  ? 
Immeasurable  strength  they  might  behold 
In  me^  of  wisdom  nothing  more  than  mean ; 
lliis  with  the  other  should,  at  least,  have  pair*il. 
These  two,  proportion'd  ill,  drove  me  transverse. 

Cfior,  Tax  not  divine  disposal ;  wisest  men 
Have  err*d,  and  by  bad  women  been  deceiVd  ; 
And  shall  again,  pretend  they  ne*cr  so  wise. 
Deject  not  then  so  overmuch  tliysel^ 
Who  hast  of  sorrow  tliy  full  load  besides : 
Yet  truth  to  say,  I  oft  have  heard  men  wonder 
Why  thou  shouldst  wed  Philistian  women  rather 
Than  of  thine  own  tribe  fairer,  or  as  fair, 
At  least  of  thy  own  nation,  and  as  noble. 

Sams.  The  first  I  saw  at  Timna,  and  she  ploRs*d 
Me,  not  my  parents,  that  I  sought  to  wed 
Tlie  daughter  of  an  infidel :  they  knew  not 
Tliat  what  I  motion*d  was  of  God;  I  knew 
FVom  intimate  impulse,  and  therefore  urg*d 
The  marriage  on*;  that  by  occasion  hence 
I  might  begin  Israel's  deliverance. 
The  work  to  which  I  was  divinely  call*d. 
She  proring  fidse,  the  next  I  took  to  wife 
(O  that  I  never  had !  fond  wish  too  bte,) 
Was  in  die  vale  of  Sorec,  Dalik, 
That  q>edous  monster,  my  accomplish'd  snare. 
I  thought  it  lawful  from  my  former  act. 
And  the  same  end ;  still  watching  to  oppress 
Israel's  oppressors :  of  what  now  I  sul^ 
She  was  not  the  prime  cause,  but  I  mysdf,    [ncas ! ) 
Who,  vanquish*d  with  a  peid  of  words,  (O  ^ 
Gave  up  my  fort  of  silence  to  a  woman. 

Chor,  In  seeking  just  occasion  to  provoke 
The  Philistine,  thy  country's  enemy. 
Thou  never  wast  amiss,  I  bear  thee  witness : 
Yet  Israel  still  serves  with  all  hi^  sons. 
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'Hat  fiiult  r  takeiiot  on  me,  bOt  transfer 
<^  Itftel*s  governors  and  beads  of  tribes,^ 
Kfka,  seeing  those  great  acts  which  God  had  done 
Sngij  by  me  against  their  conquerors 
Aeknowiedg'd  not,  or  not  at  all  considered, 
Ddivcrance  offered :  I  on  the  other  side 
Wd  no  ambition  to  commend  my  deeds ;       [doer : 
Tbc  deeds  tfaemselTes,  though  mute,  spoke  loud  the 
But  tbey  persisted  deaf,  and  would  not  seem 
To  ooant  them  things  worth  notice,  till  at  length 
Ibeir  lords,  the  Philistines,  with  gather'd  powers 
Entered  Jmlea  sedcing  me,  who  then 
Safe  to  the  rock  of  Etham  was  retir*d ; 
Not  iying,  but  fore-casting  in  what  place 
To  set  upon  them,  what  a^antagM  best : 
Meanwhile  the  men  of  Judah,  to  prevent 
The  harass  of  their  land,  beset  me  round ; 
I  wilUngly  on  some  conditions  came 
Into  their  hands,  and  they  as  gladly  yield  me 
To  the  unconcumcis'd  a  wdcome  prey,         [threads 
Bound  with  two  cords;    but  cords  to  me  were 
ToDcfa'd  with  the  flame :  on  their  whole  host  I  flew 
Uiaarmd,  and  with  a  trivial  weapon  feird 
Tbeir  choicest  youth;  they  only  liv'd  who  fled. 
Had  Jodah  that  day  join*d,  or  one  whole  tribe, 
Tbej  had  by  this  possess'd  the  towers  of  Gath, 
And  lorded  over  them  whom  they  now  serve : 
But  what  more  oft,  in  nations  grown  corrupt, 
And  by  tiicir  vices  brought  to  servitude, 
TWn  to  lo^  bondage  more  than  liberty. 
Bondage  vrith  ease  than  strenuous  liberty ; 
And  to  despiae,  or  envy,  or  suspect 
Whooi  God  hath  of  his  i^edal  &vour  rais*d 
At  their  deliverer?  if  he  aught  begin. 
How  fiv^uent  to  desert  him,  and  at  last 
To  heap  mgvatitDde  on  worthiest  deeds ! 

Okor.  Thy  words  to  my  remembrance  bring 
Haw  Soceoth  and  the  fort  of  Penuel 
Their  great  deliverer  contemn*d. 
The  xnatcfalesa  Gideon,  in  pursuit 
Of  Madian  and  her  vanqui$h*d  kings : 
And  bow  ingiateiul  Ephraim 
Had  dealt  with  Jephtha,  who  by  argument. 
Hoc  vroTK  than  by  his  shield  and  spear 
Defended  Israel  from  the  Ammonite, 
Hid  not  hts  prowess  quell'd  their  pride 
la  that  aore  battle,  when  so  many  died 
WkhoDt  reprieve,  adjudg*d  to  death, 
Bbt  want  of  well  pronouncing  Shibboletlu 

Snu,  Of  such  examples  add  me  to  the  roll; 
He  eanly  indeed  mine  may  neglect, 
Bm  God*s  propos'd  deliverance  not  so. 

Ohor.  Just  are  the  ways  of  God, 
And  jnalifiabic  to  men; 
IMcss  there  be,  who  think  not  God  at  all : 
If  «iy  be,  they  walk  obscufe ; 
For  of  such  doctrine  never  was  there  school. 
But  the  heart  of  the  fool. 
And  no  man  therein  doctor  but  himself. 

Tct  more  there  be,  who  doubt  his  ways  not  just, 
As  la  his  own  edkts  found  contradicting, 
Ihea  give  the  reins  to  wandering  thought, 
Bfgiiilli  ■!  of  hb  glor/s  diminution ; 
tl^  by  their  own  perplexiticB  involv'd. 
They  twid  mor^  still  less  resolv'd, 
1^  never  ind  sell-satisCying  solution. 

Aa  if  Aey  wouhl  confine  the  Interminable^ 
And  fie  him  to  hb  own  prescript 
Who  imae  our  laws  to  bind  us»  not  himself, 
And  haft  fan  right  to  eicmpt 


Whom  10  it  pleases  him  by  choice 
From  national  obstriction,  witliout  taint 
Of  sin,  or  legal  debt ; 
For  with  hb  own  laws  he  can  best  dispense. 

He  would  not  else,  who  never  wanted  means* 
Nor,  in  respect  of  the  enemy,  just  cause, 
To  set  hb  people  free, 
Have  prompted  thb  heroic  Nazarite, 
Against  hb  vow  of  strictest  purity. 
To  seek  in  marriage  that  fallacious  bride. 
Unclean,  unchaste.  [down; 

Down,  reason,  then;   at  least  vain  reasonings. 
Though  reason  here  aver, 
Hiat  moral  verdict  quits  her  of  unclean : 
Unchaste  was  subsequent,  her  stain  not  his. 

But  see,  here  comes  tl^  reverend  sire 
With  careful  step,  locks  white  as  down. 
Old  Manoah :  advise 
Fortliwith  how  thou  ought*st  to  receive  him. 

Sams.  Ay  me !  another  inward  grief,  awak*d 
With  mentiOh  of  that  name,  renews  the  assault. 

[Enler  Makoah.] 

Mmu  Brethren  and  men  of  Dan,  for  such  ye 
seem, 
llx>ugh  in  this  uncouth  place;  if  old  respect. 
As  I  suppose,  towards  your  once  gloried  friend. 
My  son,  now  captive,  hither  hath  mform*d 
Your  younger  feet,  while  mine  cast  back  with  age 
Come  lagging  after ;  say  if  he  be  here. 

Chor.  As  signal  now  in  low  dejected  state. 
As  erst  in  highest,  behold  him  where  he  lies. 

Man-  O  miserable  change !  is  this  the  man, 
Hiat  invincible  Samson,  far  renown*d, 
Tlie  dread  of  Israel's  foes,  who  with  a  strength 
Equivalent  to  angeb  walked  their  streets. 
None  offering  fight ;  who  single  combatant 
Duell'd  their  armies  ranked  in  proud  array. 
Himself  an  army,  now  unequal  match 
To  save  himself  against  a  coward  arm*d 
At  one  spear*s  length.     O  ever-failing  trust 
In  mortal  strength !  and  oh !  what  not  in  roan 
Deceivable  and  vain  ?     Nay,  what  thing  good 
Pray*d  for,  but  of^n  proves  our  bane? 
I  pray*d  for  cliildren,  and  tliought  barrenness 
In  wedlock  a  reproach ;  I  gain*d  a  son. 
And  such  a  son  as  all  men  hail'd  me  happy;  •— 
Who  would  be  now  a  fiuher  in  my  stead  ? 
O  wherefore  did  God  grant  me  my  request. 
And  as  a  blessing  with  such  pomp  adorn'd  ? 
Why  are  his  gifb  desirable,  to  tempt 
Our  earnest  prayers,  then,  given  with  solemn  hand 
As  graces,  draw  a  scorp^n^s  tul  behind  ? 
For  thb  ddd  the  angel  twice  descend  ?  Itnr.thb 
Ordain'd  thy  nurture  holy,  as  of  a  plant 
Select,  and  sacred,  glorious  for  a  while. 
Hie  miracle  of  men ;  then  in  an  hour 
Ensnar'd,  assaulted,  overcome,  led  bound. 
Thy  fbe's  derision,  captive,  poor,  and  blind. 
Into  a  dungeon  thrust,  to  work  with  sUves? 
Alas !  methinks  whom  God  hath  chosen  once 
To  worthiest  deeds,  if  be  through  frailty  err. 
He  should  not  so  o'erwhdm,  and  as  a  tluaU 
Subject  him  to  so  foul  indignities, 
Be  it  but  for  honour's  sake  of  former  deeds. 

Sams.  Appoint  not  heavenly  disposition,  father; 
Nothing  of  iJl  these  evib  hath  befSill'n  me 
But  justly ;  I  myaelf  have  brought  them  on, 
Sole  author  I,  sole  cause :  if  aught  seem  rile. 
As  vile  hath  been  my  folly,  who  have  prophan'd 
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Hie  mysterj  of  God  given  me  under  pledge 

Of  YOWf  and  have  betray'd  it  to  a  woman, 

A  Canaanite,  my  fiuthless  enemy. 

Tliis  well  I  knew,  nor  was  at  all  surpris'd. 

But  wam'd  by  oft  experience:  did  not  she 

Of  Hmna  first  betray  me,  and  reveal 

The  secret  wrested  fWmi  me  in  her  height 

Of  nuptial  love  profess'd,  carrying  it  straight 

To  than  who  haid  corrupted  her,  my  spies. 

And  rivals?    In  this  other  was  there  found 

More  fkith,  who  also  in  her  prime  of  love, 

Spousal  embraces,  vitiated  with  gold, 

Hiough  offer*d  only,  by  the  scent  conceiv*d 

Her  qmrioua  first-born,  treason  against  me  ? 

Hvice  she  assay'd  with  flattering  prayers  and  sighs, 

And  amorous  reproaches,  to  win  from  me 

My  capitsl  secret,  in  what  part  my  strength 

Lqr  stor'd,  in  what  part  summ'd,  that  she  nught  know ; 

Thiioe  I  deluded  her,  and  tum*d  to  sport 

Her  importunity,  each  time  perceiving 

How  openly,  and  with  what  impudence 

She  purpos'd  to  betray  me^  and  (which  was  worse 

Hian  undissembled  twte)  with  what  contempt 

She  sought  to  make  me  traitor  to  myself; 

Yet  tiie  fourth  time,  when,  mustering  all  her  wiles, 

With  blandish*d  pariies,  feminine  assaults, 

Tongue-batteries,  she  surceas'd  not,  day  nor  night, 

To  storm  me  over-watch*d,  and  wearied  out. 

At  times  when  men  seek  most  repose  and  rest, 

I  yielded,  and  unlock'd  her  all  my  heart. 

Who,  witfi  a  gnin  of  numbood  well  resolv'd, 

Might  easily  have  shook  off  all  her  snares : 

But  foul  effeminacy  held  me  yok*d 

Her  bond.slave ;  O  indignity,  O  blot 

To  honour  and  religion !  senrile  mind 

Rewarded  wdl  with  servile  punishment! 

The  base  degree  to  which  I  now  am  fSdl'n, 

These  rags,  this  grinding  is  not  yet  to  base 

As  was  my  former  serviSide,  ignoble^ 

Unmanly,  ignominious,  infiunous, 

IVue  slavery,  and  that  blindness  worse  than  this 

Tliat  saw  not  how  degenerately  I  serv'd. 

Man.  I  cannot  praise  thy  marriage-choices,  son. 
Rather  approved  them  not ;  but  thou  didst  plead 
Divine  impulsion  prompting  how  thou  might*st 
Find  some  occasion  to  infest  our  foes. 
I  state  not  that ;  this  I  am  sure,  our  foe» 
Found  soon  occasion  thereby  to  make  thee 
Their  captive,  and  their  triumph ;  thou  the  sooner 
Temptadon  found'st,  or  over-potent  charms, 
To  violate  the  sacred  trust  of  silence 
Deposited  within  thee ;  which  to  have  kept 
Tacit  was  in  thy  power :  true ;  and  thou  bear'st 
Enoulh,  and  more  the  burthen  of  that  fault ; 
Bitterly  hast  thou  paid,  and  still  art  paying, 
Hiat  rigid  score.     A  worse  thing  yet  remains ; 
This  day  the  Philistines  a  popular  feast 
Here  celebrate  in  Gasa ;  and  proclaim 
Great  pomp,  and  sacrifices  and  praises  loud, 
To  Dagoo,  as  their  god  who  hath  deliver*d 
Hiee,  Stmson,  bound  and  blind  into  their  hands, 
Hiem  out  of  thine,  who  slew*st  them  many  a  slain. 
So  Dagon  shall  be  magnified,  and  God, 
Besides  vrhom  is  no  G^od,  ooQipar*d  with  idols, 
Disglorified,  blaspbem*d,  and  had  in  scorn 
By  the  idolatrous  rout  amidst  their  wine ; 
Which  to  have  come  to  pass  by  means  of  thee, 
Samson,  of  all  thy  suflMngs  diink  the  heaviest. 
Of  an  reproach  the  most  with  shame  that  ever 
Could  have  befall'n  thee  and  thy  iatfaer*s  house. 


Samt.  fkther,  I  do  acknowledge  and  confess 
lliat  I  tl^  honour,  I  this  pomp,  have  brought 
To  Dagon,  and  advanced  his  praises  high 
Among  the  heathen  round  :  to  God  Iiave  brought 
Dishonour,  obloquy,  and  op*d  the  mouths 
Of  idolists,  and  atheists ;  have  brought  scandal 
To  Isrsel,  difildence  of  God,  and  doubt 
In  feeble  hearts,  propense  enough  before 
To  waver,  or  fall  off  and  join  with  idols ; 
Which  is  my  chief  affliction,  diame  and  sorrow. 
The  anguish  of  my  soul,  that  suffers  not 
Mine  eye  to  harbour  sleep,  or  thoughts  to  rest. 
This  only  hope  relieves  me,  that  the  strife 
With  me  hath  end :  all  the  contest  is  now 
*Twizt  God  and  Dagon ;  Dagon  hath  presnm'd. 
Me  overthrown,  to  enter  lists  ^ith  God, 
His  deity  comparing  and  preferring 
Before  the  God  of  Abraham.     He,  besure. 
Will  not  connive,  or  linger,  thus  provok'd. 
But  will  arise,  and  his  great  name  assert: 
Dagon  must  stoop,  and  shall  ere  long  receive 
Such  a  discomfit,  as  shall  quite  despoil  hhn 
Of  all  these  boasted  trophies  won  on  roc. 
And  with  confusion  blank  his  worshippers. 

Man*  With  cause  this  hope  relieves  thee,  and 
these  words 
I  as  a  prophecy  receive ;  for  God, 
Nothing  more  certain,  will  not  long  defer 
To  vindicate  the  glory  of  his  name 
Against  all  competition,  nor  will  long 
Endure  it  doubtful  whether  God  be  Lord, 
Or  Dagon.     But  for  thee  what  shall  be  done  ? 
Thou  must  not,  in  the  meanwhile  here  foigot. 
Lie  in  this  misersble  loathsome  plight. 
Neglected.     I  already  have  made  way 
To  some  Fhilistian  lords,  with  whom  to  treat 
About  ti^  ransom :  well  they  may  by  this 
Have  satisfied  their  utmost  of  revenge 
By  pains  and  slaveries,  worse  than  death,  inflicted 
On  thee,  who  now  no  more  canst  do  them  harm. 

Sams.    Spare  that  proposal,  father;  spare  the 
trouble 
Of  that  solicitation ;  let  me  here, 
As  I  deserve,  pay  on  my  punishment ; 
And  expiate,  if  possible,  my  crime, 
Shameful  garrulity.     To  have  revealed 
Secrets  of  men,  the  secrets  of  a  friend, 
How  heinous  had  the  fact  been,  how  deserving 
Contempt  and  scorn  of  all,  to  be  excluded 
All  friendship,  and  avoided  as  a  blab. 
The  mark  of  fool  set  on  his  front?     But  I 
God*s  counsel  have  not  kq>t,  his  holy  secret 
ftesumptuously  have  published,  impiously. 
Weakly  at  least,  and  shamefully  ;  a  sin 
That  Gentiles  in  their  parables  condemn 
To  their  abyss  and  horrid  pains  confin*d. 

Man.  Be  penitent,  and  for  thy  fault  contrite  ; 
But  act  not  in  thy  own  affliction,  son : 
Repent  the  sin ;  but,  if  the  punishment 
Thou  canst  av(^  sdf-preservation  bids; 
Or  the  execution  leave  to  high  disposal. 
And  let  another  hand,  not  thine,  exact 
Hiy  penal  forfeit  from  thyself :  perhaps 
God  will  relent,  and  quit  thee  all  his  debt ; 
Who  ever  more  approves,  and  more  accepts, 
(Best  pleas*d  with  humble  and  filial  submission,) 
Him,  who^  hnploring  mercy,  sues  for  life. 
Than  who,  self-rigorous,  chooses  death  as  due  ^ 
Which  argues  over-just,  and  self-displeased 
For  setf-offiBnce,  more  than  €»  God  offended. 

Digitized  by  LnOOQ IC 


SAMSON  AGONISTES. 


ISl 


Beyect  not  then  what  off^d  means ;  who  knows 
But  God  hath  set  before  116,  to  return  thee 
Heme  to  tfaj  ooimtry  and  his  sacred  house, 
Where  thou  may'st  bring  thy  offerings,  to  avert 
His  lurtfaa-  ire,  with  prayers  and  vows  renewM  ? 

Samum  His  pardon  I  implore ;  but  as  for  life. 
To  what  end  should  I  seek  it?  when  in  strength 
All  mortals  I  excell*d,  and  great  in  hopes 
IK^tfa  youthful  courage,  and  magnanimous  thoughts, 
Of  birth  from  Heaven  foretold,  and  high  exploits, 
Full  of  divine  instinct,  after  some  proof 
Of  acts  indeed  heroic,  far  beyond 
The  sons  of  Anak,  ftmous  now  and  blaz*d. 
Fearless  of  danger,  like  a  petty  god 
I  walk'dabout  admir'd  of  all,  and  dreaded 
On  hostile  mund,  none  daring  my  affront 
Then  swoUrn  with  pride  into  the  snare  I  fell 
Of  fiilr  fidladous  looks,  venereal  trains, 
SoAen'd  with  pleasure  and  voluptuous  life. 
At  length  to  lay  my  head  and  hallow'd  pledge 
Of  all  my  streiigth  in  the  lascivious  lap 
Of  a  deceitful  concubine,  who  shore  me 
like  a  tame  wither,  all  my  precious  fleece, 
TIkii  tum*d  me  out  ridiculous,  despoil'd, 
Sbmftn^  and  disarmM  among  mine  enemies. 

Char.  Dean  of  wine  and  all  delicious  drinks, 
Which  many  a  fiunous  vrarrior  overturns, 
Ihoa  cooldst  repress ;  nor  did  the  dancing  ruby 
^porklmg,  out-pour*d,  the  flavour,  or  the  smell, 
(h*  taste  that  cheers  the  heart  of  gods  or  men, 
Aflnre  thee  from  the  cool  crystalline  stream. 

Samt  Wherever  fountain  or  fresh  current  flowed 
AcuBSt  the  eastern  my,  translucent,  pure 
WtOk  touch  ethereal  of  Heaven's  fiery  rod,  ' 
I  drank,  from  the  clear  milky  juice  allaying 
Ttirtty  and  refi«sh*d :  nor  envied  them  the  grape 
Whose  heads  that  turbulent  liquor  fiUs  with  fumes. 

Okor,  O  madness,  to  think  use  of  strongest  wines 
And  sCrongest  drinks  our  chief  support  of  health. 
When  God  with  these  forfoidd*n  mtuie  dunce  to  rear 
His  m%hty  champion,  strong  above  compere, 
Whose  drink  was  only  frtHn  the  liquid  brook. 

Ants.   Bat  what  avaird  thb  temperance,   not 
complete 
Against  anotiier  object  more  enticing? 
What  boots  it  at  one  gate  to  make  defence, 
And  at  anoCber  to  let  in  the  foe, 
Efoninately  vanquish'd  ?-  by  which  means. 
Bow    blind,    disheartten'd,    sham'd,    disbonour'd, 

qiieD*d, 
To  what  can  I  be  useful,  wherein  serve 
Hj  nation,  and  the  woriiL  from  Heaven  impos*d, 
Bbt  to  flt  idle  on  the  household  hearth, 
A  boidciioaa  drone ;  to  visitants  a  gaie, 
Or  pided  otgect,  thne  redimdant  locks 
Bsbntious  to  no  purpose  clustering  down, 
Vain  monument  of  strength ;  till  length  of  years 
And  sedentary  numbness  erase  my  limbs 
To  a  coBteniptible  old  age  obscure  ? 
Here  rattier  let  me  drudge,  and  earn  my  bread ; 
n  vcnnin,  or  die  draflTof  servOe  food, 
^^"'imi'  me^  and  ofUinvocated  death 
&alai  the  welcome  end  of  all  my  paixia. 

ilsii.  WHt  thou  then  serve  the  Philistines  with 
tiiat  gut 

t  expressly  given  thee  to  annoy  them  ? 
r  at  faame  lie  bed-rid,  not  only  idle, 
J  unemploy'd,  with  age  outworn. 
But  God,  who  catis*d  a  fimntain  at  thy  prayer 
Fbsihe  dff7  ground  to  spring,  thy  thirst  to  allay 


After  the  brunt  of  battle,  can  as  easy 
Cause  light  again  within  thy  eyes  to  spring. 
Wherewith  to  serve  him  better  than  thou  hast ; 
And  I  persuade  me  so ;  why  else  this  strength 
Miraculous  yet  remaining  in  those  locks  ? 
His  might  continues  in  thee  not  for  nought. 
Nor  shall  his  wonderous  gifts  be  frustrate  thus. 

Sams,  All  otherwise  to  me  my  thoughts  portend. 
That  these  daric  oibs  no  more  shall  treat  with  light. 
Nor  the  other  light  of  life  continue  long. 
But  yield  to  double  darkness  nigh  at  hand : 
So  much  I  feel  my  genial  spirits  droop. 
My  hopes  all  flat,  Nature  within  me  seems 
In  all  her  functions  weary  of  herself; 
My  race  of  glory  run,  and  race  of  shame, 
And  I  shall  shortly  be  with  them  that  rest.      [ceed 

Mem.  Believe  not  these  suggestions,  which  pro- 
FWxn  anguish  of  the  mind  and  humours  black, 
lliat  mingle  with  thy  fancy.     I  however 
Must  not  omit  a  father's  timely  care 
To  prosecute  the  means  of  thy  deliverance 
By  ransom,  or  how  else :  meanwhile  be  calm. 
And  healing  words  from  these  thy  friends  admit. 

[Exit.] 

Sams.  O  that  torment  should  not  be  confin*d 
To  the  body's  wounds  and  sores. 
With  maladies  innumerable 
In  heart,  head,  breast,  and  reins; 
But  must  secret  passage  find 
To  the  inmost  mind, 
Tliere  exercise  all  his  fierce  accidents, 
And  on  her  purest  spirits  prey. 
As  on  entrails,  joints,  and  limbs. 
With  answerable  pains,  but  more  intense. 
Though  void  of  corporal  sense. 

My  griefe  not  only  pain  me 
As  a  lingering  disease. 
But,  finding  no  redress,  ferment  and  rage ; 
Nor  less  than  wounds  immedicable 
Rankle,  and  fester,  and  gangrene, 
To  blade  mortification. 

Thoughts,  my  tormentors,  arm*d  with  deadly  stings, 
Man^e  my  apprehensive  tenderest  porti^ 
Exasperate,  exulcerate,  and  raise 
Dire  inflammation,  which  no  cooling  herb 
Or  med*cinal  liquor  can  assuage. 
Nor  breath  of  vernal  air  firom  snowy  Alp^ 
Sleep  hath  forsook  and  given  me  o*er 
To  death's  benumbing  opium  as  my  only  cure : 
Tlience  faintings,  swoonings  of  de^Mur, 
And  sense  of  Heaven's  desertion. 

I  was  his  nurseling  once,  and  chmce  delij^t, 
His  destin'd  fVom  the  womb, 
Promis'd  by  heavenly  message  twice  descending. 
Under  his  special  eye 

Abstemious  I  grew  up,  and  tfariv'd  amain ; 
He  led  me  on  to  mightiest  deeds. 
Above  the  nerve  of  mortal  arm. 
Against  the  undrcumds'd,  our  enemies : 
But  now  hath  cast  me  off  as  never  known, 
And  to  those  crud  enemies, 
ynMmi  I  by  his  appointment  had  provok'd, 
Lef^  me  all  helpless,  with  the  irreparable  loss 
Of  sight,  reserv'd  aUve  to  be  repoited 
Hie  subtject  of  tfaeur  cruelty  or  scorn. 
Nor  am  I  in  the  list  of  them  thst  hope ; 
Hopeless  sie  sll  my  evils,  all  remediless : 
lliis  one  pn^er  yet  remains,  might  I  be  heard. 
No  long  petition,  speedy  death, 
-n,*  cU-e  of  .11  my  ™«^^5Kgtft5^^ 
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Cbrv  Bfany  an  the  Mjiiigt  of  the  wiee» 
In  ancient  and  in  modem  booke  inroU*d, 
Extolling  patience  as  the  truest  fortitude ; 
And  to  the  bearing  well  of  all  calamities, 
All  chances  incidents  to  man's  frail  life, 
Consolatories  writ 

With  studied  argument,  and  much  persuasion  sought 
Lenient  of  grief  and  anxious  thought : 
But  with  the  afflicted  in  his  pangs  tlieir  sound 
Little  prevails,  or  rather  seems  a  tune 
Haish,  and  of  dissonant  mood  from  his  compUunt; 
Unless  he  feel  within 
Some  source  of  consolation  from  above, 
Secret  refreshings,  that  repair  his  strength, 
And  fiunting  spuits  uphold. 

God  of  our  Others,  what  is  man ! 
That  thou  towards  him  with  hand  so  various, 
Or  might  I  say  contrarious, 
Temper'st  thj  providence  through  his  short  course. 
Not  evenly,  as  thou  rul*st 
The  angeh'c  orders,  and  inferior  creatures  mute, 
Imtional  and  brute. 

Nor  do  I  name  of  men  the  common  rout, 
Hiat,  wandering  loose  about. 
Grow  up  and  perish,  as  the  summer-fly. 
Heads  without  name  no  more  remember*d ; 
But  such  as  thou  hast  solemnly  elected, 
With  gifrs  and  graces  eminently  adom*d, 
lb  some  great  work,  thy  glory, 
And  people's  safety,  which  in  part  they  effect : 
Yet  toward  these  thus  dignified,  tliou  oft. 
Amidst  their  height  of  noon, 
Changest  thy  countenance,  and  tliy  hand,  with  no 

regard 
Of  higfaest  frivours  past 
From  thee  on  them,  or  them  to  thee  of  service. 

Nor  only  dost  degrade  them,  or  remit 
To  life  obscured,  which  were  a  fair  dismission. 
But  throw'st  them  lower  than  thou  didst  esaltthcm 

high. 
Unseemly  &lls  in  human  ejre. 
Too  grievous  for  the  trespass  or  omission ; 
Oft  leav*st  them  to  the  hostile  sword 
Of  heathen  and  pro&ne,  their  carcasses 
i       To  dogs  and  fowls  a  prey,  or  else  captiv'd ; 

Or  to  the  unjust  tribunals,  under  change  of  times. 

And  condemnation  of  the  ingratefril  multitude. 

If  these  they  *scape,  perhaps  in  poverty 

With  sickness  and  disease  thou  bow*st  them  down, 

FsinftU  diseases  and  deform'd 

In  crude  old  age ; 

Though  not  disordinate,  yet  causeless  suffering 

'Ibe  punishment  of  dissolute  days:  in  fine. 

Just,  or  uqjust,  alike  seem  misersble. 

For  oft  alike  both  come  to  evil  end. 

So  deal  not  with  this  once  thy  glorious  champion, 
Hie  image  of  thy  strengtli,  and  mighty  minister. 
What  do  I  beg?  how  hast  thou  dealt  already? 
Behold  him  in  this  state  calamitous,  and  turn 
His  labours,  tor  thou  canst,  to  peaceful  end.  •» 

But  who  is  this,  what  thing  of  sea  or  land  ? 
Female  of  sex  it  seems, 
Hiat  so  bedack'd,  ornate,  and  gay. 
Conies  this  way  sailing 
Like  a  stately  ship 
Of  Tsrsus,  bou^  fisr  the  isles 
Of  Javan  or  Gaoire 

With  all  her  bravery  on,  and  tackle  trim. 
Sails  fiird,  and  streamers  waving. 
Courted  I7  aU  the  winds  that  Imld  them  play. 


An  amber  scent  of  odorous  perfrmie 
Her  harbinger,  a  damsel  train  behind ; 
Some  rich  Philistian  matron  she  may  seem ; 
And  now  at  nearer  view,  no  other  certain 
Than  Dalila  thy  wife.  [near  me. 

Sams*  My  wife !  my  traitress :  let  her  not  come 
Chur.   Yet  on  she  moves,  now  stands  and  «7«a 
thee  fix*d. 
About  to  have  spoke;  but  now,  with  bead  declin*d. 
Like  a  fair  flower  surcharg'd  with  dew,  she  weeps^ 
And  words  address'd  seem  into  tears  dissolv'd. 
Wetting  the  borders  of  her  silken  veil : 
But  now  again  she  makes  address  to  speak. 

[Enter  Daula.] 

DaL  With  doubtful  feet  and  wavering  resolution 
I  came^  still  dreading  thy  displeasure,  Ssmson, 
Which  to  have  merited,  without  excuse, 
I  cannot  but  acknowledge ;  yet,  if  tears 
May  expiate,  (though  the  fiM^t  morejevil  drew 
In  the  perverse  event  than  I  foresaw,) 
My  penance  hath  not  slacken*d,  though  my  pardon 
No  way  assur*d.     But  conjugal  aflfection. 
Prevailing  over  feaJr  and  timorous  doubt. 
Hath  led  me  on,  desirous  to  behold 
Once  more  thy  hce,  and  know  of  thy  estate. 
If  aught  in  my  ability  may  serve 
To  lighten  what  thou  suffer'st,  and  appease 
Thy  mind  with  what  amends  is  in  my  power, 
lliough  late,  yet  in  some  part  to  recompense 
My  rash,  but  more  unfortunate,  misdeed. 

Sams.  Out,  out,  hyena!  these  are  thy  wonted  ftrts. 
And  arts  of  every  woman  false  like  thee. 
To  break  all  frdth,  all  vows,  deceive,  betray. 
Then  as  repentant  to  submit,  beseech. 
And  reconcilement  move  vrith  foign*d  remorse^ 
Confess,  and  promise  wonders  in  her  diange; 
Not  truly  penitent,  but  chief  to  try 
Her  huiftMmd,  how  far  urg*d  his  patience  bears^ 
His  virtue  or  weakness  which  way  to  assail : 
Hien  vrith  more  cautious  and  instructed  skill 
Again  transgresses,  and  again  submits ; 
Tbfit  wisest  and  best  men,  full  oft  beguU*d, 
With  goodness  principled  not  to  reject 
llie  penitent,  but  ever  to  forgive. 
Are  drawn  to  vrear  out  miserable  days. 
Entangled  vrith  a  poisonous  bosom  snake. 
If  not  by  quick  destruction  soon  cut  off. 
Ay  I  by  thee,  to  ages  an  example. 

DaL  Yet  hear  me,  Samson ;  not  that  I  endeavour 
To  lessen  or  extenuate  my  oflbnce, 
But  that  on  the  other  sid^  if  it  be  weighed 
By  itself  with  aggravations  not  surcfaarg'd, 
Or  else  vrith  just  allowance  oounterpois'd, 
I  may,  if  ponible^  thy  pardon  find 
The  easier  towards  me^  or  thy  hatred  less. 
First,  granting,  as  I  do,  it  was  a  weakness 
In  me,  but  incident  to  all  our  sex. 
Curiosity,  inquisitive,  imp6rtune. 
Of  secr^  then  with  like  infirmity 
To  publish  them,  both  common  female  faults  : 
Was  it  not  weakness  also  to  make  known 
For  hnportunity,  that  is,  for  nought. 
Wherein  consisted  all  thy  strength  and  safety? 
To  what  I  did  tlwu  show*d*st  me  first  the  wajr. 
But  I  to  enemies  revealed,  and  should  not : 
Nor  should'st  thou  have  trusted  that  to  woman's 

firaihy: 
Ere  I  to  thee,  thou  to  thyself  wast  cruel. 
Let  weakness  then  wiOi  weakness  come  to  narl«. 
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So  nttf  rdaled,  or  the  »me  of  kind. 

nime  fbtgire  mine ;  thet  men  may  cenmre  thine 

The  gender,  if  severely  thou  exact  not 

Mote  strengdi  from  me,  than  in  thyself  was  found. 

And  what  if  love,  which  thou  interpret'at  hate, 

Ihe  jealousy  of  love,  poworftil  of  sway 

In  faoman  hearts,  nor  less  in  mind  towards  thee, 

Gsns'd  what  1  did?  I  saw  thee  mutable 

Of  fimcy,  fear'd  lest  one  day  thou  won]d*st  leave  me 

As  her  at  Timna,  sought  by  all  means  thoefore 

How  to  endear,  and  Irald  thee  to  me  firmest : 

Ko  better  way  I  saw  than  by  imp6rtuning 

To  learn  thy  secrets,  get  into  my  power 

Thy  key  of  strength  tmd  safety  t  thou  wilt  say, 

Why  then  reveal*d?    I  was  assur'd  by  those 

Who  tempted  me,  that  nothing  was  d^ign*d 

Against  thee  but  safe  custody,  and  hold : 

That  made  fer  me ;  I  knew  that  liberty 

Would  draw  thee  forth  to  perilous  enterprises, 

While  I  at  home  sat  full  of  cares  and  fears, 

Wailing  tiiy  absence  in  my  widow*d  bed ; 

Here  I  should  still  enjoy  thee,  day  and  night. 

Mine  and  love's  prisoner,  not  the  Philistines', 

Whole  ID  myself,  unhacsrded  abroad, 

Fcsriess  at  home  of  partners  in  my  love. 

These  reasons  in  love's  law  have  past  for  good, 

Thooglh  fbod  and  reasonless  to  some  perhaps : 

And  love  hath  oft,  wdl  meaning,  wrought  much  woe^ 

Yet  always  pity  or  pardon  hath  obtain'd. 

Be  not  unlike  all  others,  not  austere 

As  Ibon  art  strong,  inflex9>le  as  steel. 

If  thoo  in  strength  all  mortals  dost  exceed, 

la  nnoompasaonate  anser  do  not  so. 

Sua  I    How  cunningly  the  sorceress  displays 
Her  own  transgressions,  to  upbraid  me  mine ! 
That  malice,  not  repentance,  brought  thee  hither. 
By  thia  appears :  I  gave,  thou  sajr  st,  the  example, 
I  led  the  way :  bitter  reproad),  but  true ; 
I  to  mysdf  was  ftlse  ere  thou  to  me ; 
Sadi  pardon  therefore  as  I  give  my  folly, 
Tske  to  thy  wicked  deed ;  vduch  when  thou  seest 
Impartial,  selflsevere,  inexorsbl^ 
Thoo  wilt  renounce  ^  seeking,  and  much  rather 
Coofeas  it  fbign'd:  vreakness  is  thy  excuse^ 
And  I  believe  it;  vreakness  to  resist 
tMiarian  gold;  if  vreakness  may  excuse, 
Wkst  murderer,  what  traitor,  parricide, 
laecstDons,  sacrilegious,  but  may  plead  it  ? 
AH  wickedness  is  weakness :  that  plea  therefore 
With  God  or  man  will  gain  thee  no  remission. 
Bat  love  constndn'd  thee  ;  call  it  furious  rage 
To  satiify  ^  lust :  love  seeks  to  have  love ; 
My  love  bow  could'stthou  hope,  who  took'st  the  way 
To  aase  in  me  inexpiable  hate, 
Kaowini^  aa  needs  I  must,  by  thee  betray'd  ? 
In  nan  thou  strir'st  to  cover  shame  vrith  shame^ 
0^  by  evasions  tfiy  crime  uncover'st  more. 

DdL  Since  thou  determin'st  vreakness  for  no  plea 
la  nan  or  woman,  thoush  to  thy  own  condemning, 
Hcsr  what  aasaahs  I  had,  what  snares  besides, 
Wlnt  siegea  girt  me  round,  ere  I  consented ; 
Wksch  B^gbt  have  aw'd  tiie  best  resoWd  of  men, 
The  eonstantest,  to  have  yielded  without  blama 
kwas  not  gold,  as  to  my  charge  thou  lay'st. 
That wfougfat  with  me :  tiiou  ki^'st  the  niagistnites 
Aadpfincesof  my  country  came  in  person, 
ftiKoied,  commanded,  thteaten'd,  urg'd, 
A^d  by  an  the  bonds  of  civil  duty 
Aail  aC  religion,  press'd  how  just  it  was. 
How  hanoitfabH  'm'^  glorious,  to  entrap 


A  common  enemy,  who  had  destroy  *d 

Such  numbers  of  our  nation :  and  the  priest 

Was  not  behind,  but  ever  at  my  ear, 

Breaching  how  meritorious  wi^  the  gods 

It  would  be  to  ensnare  an  irreligious 

Dishonourer  of  Dagon :  what  luid  I 

To  oppose  against  sudi  powerful  arguments? 

Only  my  love  of  thee  held  long  debate, 

And  combated  in  silence  all  these  reasons 

With  hard  cont^:  atlengdithst  grounded  maxim. 

So  rife  and  celebrsted  in  £e  mouths 

Of  wisest  men,  ^bat  to  the  public  good 

Private  reelects  must  yield,  vrith  grave  authority 

Took  fbU  possession  of  me,  and  prevail'd; 

Vutoe,  as  I  thought,  truth,  duty,  so  eijoining. 

Sams,  I  thought  where  all  thy  circling  wiles 
would  end ; 
In  feign'd  religion,  smooth  hypocrisy ! 
But  had  thy  k^  still  odiously  pretended,       [thee 
Been,  as  it  ought,  sincere,  it  would  have  tauglit 
Far  other  reasonings,  brought  forth  other  deeds. 
I,  before  all  the  daughters  of  my  tribe 
And  of  my  nation,  chose  thee  fimn  among 
My  enemies,  lov'd  thee,  as  too  well  thou  knew'st; 
Too  well ;  unbooom'd  all  my  secrets  to  thee. 
Not  out  o(  lerity,  but  overpower'd 
By  thy  request,  who  could  deny  thee  nothing: 
Yet  now  am  judg'd  an  enemy.     Why  then 
Did'st  thou  at  first  receive  me  for  thy  husband. 
Then,  as  since  then,  thy  country's  foe  profess'd  ? 
Being  once  a  wife,  for  me  thou  wast  to  leare 
Plsrents  and  country ;  nor  was  I  thebr  subject. 
Nor  under  their  protection  but  my  own. 
Thou  ipine,  not  theirs ;  if  auffht  against  my  Hfb 
Thy  country  sought  of  thee,  it  sought  unjustly, 
Against  the  law  c^  nature,  law  of  nations ; 
No  more  thy  country,  but  an  impious  crew 
Of  men  conspiring  to  uphold  their  state 
By  worse  dian  hostile  deeds,  violating  the  ends 
For  which  our  countzy  is  a  name  so  dear ; 
Not  theiefoie  to  be  obey'd.     But  zeal  moved  thee; 
To  please  thy  gods  thou  didst  it ;  gods,  unable 
To  acquit  theimelves  and  prosecute  their  foes 
But  by  ungodly  deeds,  the  contradiction 
Of  thor  ovrn  ddty,  gods  cannot  be ; 
Less  therefore  to  be  pleas'd,  obey'd  or  fear'd. 
These  fiilse  pretexts,  and  vamish'd  colours  fiu'Ung, 
Bare  in  thy  guilt,  how  foul  must  thou  appear? 

Dal,  In  argument  with  men  a  woman  ever 
Goes  by  the  worse  whatever  be  her  cause,  [breath ; 

Sams,  For  want  of  words  no  doubt,  or  lack  d 
Witness  when  I  was  worried  with  thy  peals. 

DaL  I  was  a  fool,  too  rash,  and  quite  mistaken 
In  what  I  thouffht  would  have  succeeded  best. 
Let  me  obtain  forgiveness  of  thee,  Samson ; 
Afford  me  place  to  show  what  recompense 
Towards  thee  I  intend  for  what  I  have  misdone. 
Misguided ;  only  what  remains  past  cure 
Bear  not  too  sensibly,  nor  still  insist 
To  afllict  thyself  in  vain  :  though  nght  be  lost. 
Life  yet  hath  many  solaces,  enjoy'd 
Where  other  senses  want  not  their  delights 
Athome  in  leisure  and  domestic  ease. 
Exempt  fVxnn  many  a  care  and  chance,  to  which 
£yfr«ght  exposes  daily  men  abroad. 
I  to  the  lords  will  inti^cede,  not  doubting 
Their  favourable  ear,  that  I  may  fetch  thee 
From  forth  this  loathsome  prison-house  to  abid« 
With  me,  where  my  redoubled  love  and  care 
With  nursmg  diligence,  to  me  glad  office, 
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Mi^  ercr  (end  about  thee  to  old  age, 

With  all  ddogs  grateful  cheer*d,  and  lo  supplied. 

That,  what  1^  me  thou  hast  lost,  thou  least  sbaH 


Sams.  No^no;  of  my  condition  take  no  care ; 
It  fits  not;  thou  and  I  Ipng  since  are  twain; 
Nor  think  me  so  unwary  or  accurs'd. 
To  bring  my  feet  again  into  the  snare  [trains. 

Where  once  I  hare  been  caught:  I  know  thy 
Thoi^  deariy  to  my  cost,  thy  gins,  and  toils ; 
Thy  uir  enchanted  cup,  and  warbling  charms, 
No  more  on  me  have  power  ;  their  force  is  null'd ; 
So  much  of  adder's  wisdom  I  have  leam'd. 
To  fence  my  ear  against  thy  sorceries. 
If  in  my  flower  of  youth  and  strength,  when  all  men 
Lor'd,  bonour'd,  fear'd  me,,  thou  alone  could*st 

hate  me 
Thy  husband,  slight  me^  sell  me,  and  forego  me; 
How  wottldst  thou  use  me  now,  blind,  ai^  thereby 
Deceivable,  in  most  things  as  a  child 
Helpless,  thence  easily  contemn'd  and  8com*d, 
And  last  neglected  ?  How  would*st  thou  insult. 
When  I  must  live  usurious  to  thy  will 
In  perfect  thraldom,  how  again  betray  me, 
Bearing  my  words  and  doings  to  the  \ord» 
To  glofls  upon,  and,  censuring,  frown  or  smile  ? 
Tins  jail  I  count  the  house  of  liberty 
To  tlune,  whose  doors  my  feet  shall  never  enter. 

DaL  Let  me  approach  at  least,  and  touch  thy 
hand.  [wake 

Sotmt,  Not  fer  thy  life,  lest  tierce  rememlnnance 
My  sudden  race  to  tear  thee  joint  by  joint 
At  distance  I  forgive  thee ;  go  with  that; 
Bewail  thy  felsehood,  and  tlw  pious  works 
It  hath  brought  forth  to  make  thee  memorable 
Among  illustrious  women,  faithful  wives ! 
Cherish  thy  hasten'd  widowhood  with  the  gold 
Of  matrimonial  treason !  so  lareweU. 

DaL  I  see  thou  art  implacable^  more  deaf 
To  prayers,  than  winds  and  seas ;  yet  winds  to  seas 
Are  recondl*d  at  length,  and  sea  to  shore : 
Hiy  anger,  unappeasable,  still  rages, 
Etemaftempett,  never  to  be  calm*d. 
Why  do  I  humble  thus  myself,  and,' suing 
For  peace,  reap  nothing  but  repulse  and  bate? 
Bid  go  with  evil  omen,  and  the  brand 
Of  infamy  upon  my  name  denounc*d? 
To  mix  with  thy  concernments  I  desist 
Henceforth,  nor  too  mudi  disapprove  my  own. 
Fame,  if  not  double-fac*d,  is  double-mouth'd. 
And  with  contrary  blast  proclaims  most  deeds ; 
On  both  his  wings,  one  black,  the  other  white, 
Bears  greatest  names  in  his  wild  aery  fli^dit. 
My  name  perhaps  among  the  circumcis*d 
In  Dan,  in  Judah,  and  the  bordering  tribes. 
To  all  posterity  may  stand  defem'd. 
With  malediction  mention*d,  and  the  blot 
Of  falsfhood  most  unconjugal  traduced. 
But  in  my  country,  where  I  most  desire. 
In  Ecron,  Gaza,  Asdod,  and  in  Gativ 
I  shall  be  nam'd  among  the  famousest 
Of  women,  suns  at  solemn  festivals. 
Living  and  dead  recorded,  who,  to  save 
Her  country  from  a  fierce  destroyer,  chose 
Above  the  feith  of  wedlock-bands ;  my  tomb 
With  odours  visited  and  annual  flowers ; 
Not  less  renown*d  than  in  mount  Ephraim 
Jad,  who  with  hospitable  guile 
Smote  Sbera  sleeping,  thrmigh  the  temples  nail*di 
Nor  shall  I  ooiint  itbeiiious  to  enjoy 


Hie  public  marks  of  hooour  and  ivwMfd, 

Coni^*d  upon  me,  for  the  piety 

Which  to  my  countiy  I  was  jwig'd  to  have  aboini. 

At  thb  whoever  envies  or  repines, 

I  leeve  him  to  his  lot,  and  Iflce  my  own.        [£nr.] 

Chor.  She*s  gone^  a  manifest  serpent  by  her  sting 
Discover'd  in  &  end,  till  now  oonceal*d. 

Sams.  So  let  her  go;  God  sent  her  to  debase  mc^ 
And  aggravate  my  foUy,  who  *vw«?ir>ittwt 
To  such  a  riper  his  most  sacred  trust 
Of  secresy,  my  safety,  and  my  life.  [power, 

Otor.  Yet  beauty,  though  injurious,  hath  Strang* 
After  offence  returning,  to  regain 
Love  once  po8seas*d,  nor  can  be  easily 
Repuls'd,  widiout  much  inward  passion  fdt 
And  secret  sting  of  amorous  remorse. 

Sams*  Love-quarrels  ofi  in  pleasing  concord  €1^ 
Not  wedlock^^reachery  endangering  life. 

Chor,  It  is  not  virtue,  wisdmn,  imkmr,  wit. 
Strength,  comeliness  of  shape^  or  amplest  merit» 
That  woman's  love  can  win,  or  long  inherit ; 
But  what  it  is,  hard  is  to  say. 
Harder  to  hit, 

(Which  way  soever  men  refer  it,) 
Much  like  thy  riddle^  Samson,  in  one  day 
Or  seven,  though  one  should  musing  sit. 

If  any  of  these,  or  all,  the  Timnian  bride 
Had  not  so  soon  preferr*d 
Thy  paranymph,  worthless  to  thee  computed. 
Successor  in  thy  bed. 
Nor  both  so  loosely  disallied 
Their  nuptials,  nor  this  last  so  treacherous 
Had  shorn  the  fatal  harvest  of  thy  head. 
Is  it  for  that  such  outward  ornament 
Was  lavish*d  on  their  sex,  that  inward  gifb 
Were  left  for  haste  unfiniah'd,  judgment  scanty 
Capacity  not  rais*d  to  apprehend 
Or  value  what  is  best 
In  choice,  but  oftest  to  affect  the  wrong  ? 
Or  vras  too  much  of  self-love  mix*d, 
Of  constancy  no  root  infix*d, 
Hiat  either  they  love  nothing,  or  not  long  ? 

Whatever  it  be,  to  wisest  men  and  best 
Seeming  at  first  all  heavenly  under  virgin  veil. 
Soft,  modest,  meek,  demure. 
Once  join*d,  the  contrary  she  proves,  a  thorn 
Intestme,  far  within  defensive  arms 
A  cleaving  mischief,  in  his  way  to  virtue 
Adverse  and  turbulent,  or  by  her  charms 
Draws  him  awry  enslav'd 
With  dotage,  and  his  sense  deprav'd 
To  folly  and  shameful  deeds  which  ruin  ends. 
What  i»lot  so  expert  but  needs  must  wreck 
Imbark'd  with  such  a  steers-mate  at  the  helm  ? 

Favoured  of  Heaven,  who  finds 
One  virtuous,  rarely  found, 
lliat  in  domestic  good  combines : 
Happy  that  house !  his  way  to  peace  is  smooth : 
But  virtue,  which  breaks  through  all  opposittoa^ 
And  all  temptation  can  remove. 
Most  shines,  and  most  is  accceptable  above. 

Therefore  God's  universal  law 
Gave  to  the  man  despotic  power 
Over  his  female  in  due  awe. 
Nor  from  diat  right  to  part  an  hour, 
Smile  she  or  lour : 
So  shall  he  least  confusion  draw 
On  his  whole  life,  not  sw^*d 
By  female  usurpation,  or  dismay'd. 
But  had  we  beat  retire  ?  I  tee  a  storita. 
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Fnr  dagrs  ham  oft  contnctfld  wind  and 


Ck9r,  But  this  another  kind  of  tempest  brings. 
Sams,    Be  lew  abatnifc,  my  riddling  days  are 


Cker,  hock  now  for  no  enchanting  voice,  nor  fear 
Hie  bait  of  honied  words ;  a  rougher  tongue 
Diaws  hitherwaid ;  I  know  him  by  his  stride, 
TW  giant  Harapha  of  Gath,  his  look 
Hai^faty,  as  is  his  pile  higb-built  and  proud. 
Comes  be  in  peace  ?  what  wind  hath  blown  hun 

hither 
I  less  conjecture  than  when  first  I  saw 
Tbesumptuous  Dalila  floating  this  way  : 
His  habit  carries  peace^  his  brow  defiance. 

Sams.  Or  peace,  or  not,  alike  to  me  he  comes. 

Ckar,  His  fraught  we  soon  shall  know,  he  now 
arrives. 

[Enier  Haratha.] 

Bar.  I  come  not,  Samson,  to  condole  thy  chance. 
As  these  pertiaps,  yet  wish  it  had  not  been. 
Though  for  no  friendly  intent     I  am  of  Gath ; 
Men  call  me  Hanpha,  of  stock  renown'd 
As  Og,  or  Anak,  and  the  Emims  old 
Thst  Kiriathaim  held ;  thou  know'st  me  now 
Ifdiou  at  all  art  known.     Much  I  have  heard 
Of  thy  prodigiotts  might  and  feats  perlbrm'd. 
Incredible  to  me^  in  this  displeas'd, 
Hist  I  was  never  present  on  the  jAace 
Of  diose  encounters,  where  we  ndght  have  tried 
Kscfa  other's  force  in  camp  or  listed  fidd ; 
And  now  am  come  to  see  of  whom  such  noise 
Hath  walk*d  about^  and  each  limb  to  survey, 
If  thy  appearance  answer  loud  report. 

Suns.  The  way  to  know  were  not  to  see  but  taste. 

Bar»  Dost  thou  ahreati^  single  me  ?  I  thought 
Gyves  and  the  mill  had  tamed  thee.  Othatfortune 
Rsd  brought  me  to  the  field,  where  thou  art  fam*d 
To  lave  wrought  such  wonders  with  an  ass*s  jaw ! 
I  Should  have  forc'd  thee  soon  with  other  arms, 
Or  left  thy  carcass  where  the  ass  lay  thrown: 
So  bsd  the  glory  of  prowess  been  recovered 
To  Palestine,  won  by  a  Philistine, 
F^on  the  unibreskinn*d  race,  of  whom  thou  bear'st 
Ihr  h^faest  name  for  valiant  acts ;  that  honour, 
Certsin  to  bave  won  by  mortal  duel  fiom  thee, 
I  lose^  prevented  by  thy  eyes  put  out. 

Asm.  Boast  mk  of  what  thou  would*8t  have  done^ 
but  do 
What  then  tbou  would*st ;  thou  seest  it  in  thy  hand. 

Bar.  To  combat  with  a  blind  man  I  disdain, 
Aad  tbou  hast  need  much  washing  to  be  touch'd. 

Srau.  Such  usage  as  your  honourable  lords 
Afbrd  me,  assassinated  and  betray*d. 
Who  dimt  not  with  their  whole  united  powers 
la  firiit  withstand  me  single  and  unarm'd, 
Kor  m  the  house  with  chamber-ambushes 
CleBa4ianded  durst  attack  me,  no,  not  sleeping, 
Till  diey  bad  hir'da  woman  with  their  gold 
Bnaking  her  marriage-fiuth  to  circumvent  me. 
IkRfore,  without  feign*d  shifts,  let  be  assigned 
Some  narrofw  place  endos'd,  where  sight  may  give 

thee. 
Or  latfaer  flight,  no  great  advantsge  on  me ; 
Tkea  pot  on  all  thy  gorgeous  arms,  thy  helmet 

Aad  brigandine  of  brass,  thy  broad  habergeon, 

^mtAnx  and  greves,  aad  gauntlet,  add  thy  spear, 

^ '  I  beam,  and  seven-times-folded  shield ; 


I  «ly  with  an  oaken  staff  will  meet  thee, 


And  raise  such  outcries  on  tlnr  daller'd  iron. 
Which  lon^  shall  not  withhold  me  from  thy  head. 
Tint  in  alittle  time,  while  breath  remains  thee, 
TIkhi  oft  Shalt  wish  thyself  at  Gath  to  boast 
Again  in  safety  what  thou  would*st  have  done 
To  Samson,  but  shalt  never  see  Gath  more. 
Har.  Hou  dunt  not  thus  disparage  glorious 
arms, 
Which  greatest  heroes  have  in  battle  worn. 
Their  ornament  and  safety,  had  not  spells 
And  black  enchantments,  some  magician's  art, 
Arm'd  thee  or  diarm*d  thee  strong  which  tbou 

from  Heaven 
Feign*dst  at  thy  birth,  was  given  thee  in  thy  hair. 
Where  strength  can  least  alude,  tliougfa  all  thy  hairs 
Were  brisdes  rang*d  like  those  that  ridge  the  back 
Of  chaTd  wild  boars,  or  ruffled  porcupines. 

Sams.  1  know  no  spdls,  use  no  forbidden  arts ; 
My  trust  is  in  the  living  God,  who  gave  me 
At  my  nativity  this  stroigth,  diffus'd 
No  less  through  all  my  sinews,  joints,  and  bones. 
Than  thine,  while  I  preserved  these  locks  unshorn. 
The  pledge  of  my  unviolated  vow. 
For  proof  hereof  if  Dagon  be  thy  god. 
Go  to  his  temple,  invocate  his  aid 
With  solemnest  devotion,  spread  before  him 
How  highly  it  concerns  his  glory  now 
To  frustrate  and  dissolve  thoe  magic  spells, 
Which  I  to  be  die  power  of  Israers  God 
Avow,  and  challenge  Dagon  to  the  test. 
Offering  to  combat  thee  his  champion  bold. 
With  the  utmost  of  his  Godhesd  seconded : 
Hien  thou  shalt  see,  or  rather,  to  thy  sorrow. 
Soon  feel,  whose  God  is  strongest,  thine  or  mine. 

Har.  Presume  not  on  thy  God,  whate'er  he  be ; 
Thee  he  regards  not,  owns  not,  hsihcut  off 
Quite  from  his  people,  and  deliver*d  up 
Into  thy  enemies*  hand,  permitted  them 
To  put  out  both  thine  eyes,  and  fettered  send  thee 
Into  the  common  prison,  there  to  grind 
Among  the  sUves  and  asses  thy  comriUtes, 
AsflOMfbr  nothing  else;  no  better  service 
Wi£  those  thy  boi^erous  locks,  no  worthy  i 
For  valour  to  assail,  nor  by  the  sword 
Of  noble  warrior,  so  to  stain  his  honour. 
But  by  the  barber's  razor  best  subdued. 

Sams.  All  these  indignities,  fbr  such  tliey  axe 
From  thine,  these  evils  I  deserve,  and  mors, 
Adtnowledge  diem  from  God  inflicted  on  me 
Jusdy,  yet  despair  not  of  his  final  pardon, 
Whose  ear  is  ever  open,  and  his  eye 
Gracious  to  re-admit  the  suppliant: 
In  confidence  whereof  I  once  again 
Defy  thee  to  the  trial  of  mortsl  fi^t. 
By  combat  to  decide  whose  God  is  God, 
Tliine,  or  whom  I  with  Isrsel's  sons  adore. 
Har.  Fair  honour  that  tbou  dost  thy  God,  in 
trusting 
He  will  accept  thee  to  defend  this  canae, 
A  murderer,  a  revolter,  and  a  robber ! 
Sams.  Tongue-doughty  giant,    how   dost  thou 

prove  me  these  ? 
Har.  Is  not  thy  nation  subject  to  our  lords? 
Their  magistrates  oonfess'd  it  when  they  took  thee 
As  a  league-breaker,  and  delivered  bound 
Into  our  hands :  for  hadst  thou  not  committed 
Notorious  murder  on  those  thirty  men 
At  Ascalon,  who  never  did  thee  harm. 
Then  Uke  a  robber  stripp*dst  them  of  thdr  robes? 
Tlie  FhUistines,  when  thou  hadst  broke  the  ksgue. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC  .  _ 


136 


MILTON. 


Went  up  with  aimed  powcn  tliet  only  aceking^ 
To  oCfaen  did  no  violence  nor  ipoiL 

SamM,  Among  the  daughters  of  the  Philistines 
I  chose  a  wife,  which  argued  me  no  foe ; 
And  in  your  city  held  my  nuptial  feast : 
But  3rour  ilL-meaning  pcditidan  lords. 
Under  pretence  of  ^dal  friends  and  guests, 
Appointed  to  await  me  thirty  spies, 
Who,  threatening  cruel  death,  constrain*d  the  biide 
To  wring  from  me,  and  tell  to  them,  my  secret, 
Hiat  solT*d  die  riddle  which  I  had  proposU 
When  I  perceiv'd  all  set  on  enmity. 
As  on  my  enemies,  vdiererer  chanced, 
I  us'd  hostility,  and  took  thdr  spoil. 
To  pay  my  undeiminers  in  their  coin. 
My  nation  was  subjected  to  your  lords ; 
It  was  the  force  of  conquest :  force  with  force 
Is  well  ejected  when  the  conquer*d  can. 
But  I  a  private  person,  whom  my  country 
As  a  league-breaker  gave  up  bound,  presumed 
Single  Kbellion,  and  did  hostile  acts. 
I  was  no  private,  but  a  person  rais'd         [Heaven, 
With    strength   sufficient,    and    command    fitmi 
To  free  my  country ;  if  their  servile  minds 
Me,  their  deliverer  sen^  would  not  receive. 
But  to  their  masters  gave  me  up  for  nought. 
Hie  unworthier  they ;  whence  tp  this  day  they  serve. 
I  was  tp  do  my  part  from  Heaven  assigned. 
And  had  performM  it,  if  my  known  offence 
Had  not  disabled  me^  not  all  your  force : ' 
Tliese  shifts  refuted,  answer  thy  appellant,  [tempts. 
Though  by  his  blindness  maim*d  for    high  at- 
Mlio  now  defies  tiiee  thrice  to  single  fight, 
As  a  petty  enterprise  of  small  enforce.  [roird. 

Mar.  With  thee !  a  man  condcm*d,  a  slave  en- 
Due  by  the  law  to  capital  punishment ! 
To  fight  with  thee  no  man  of  arms  will  deign. 

Sams.  Cam'st    thou  for  this,   vain  boaster,  to 
survey  me. 
To  descant  on  my  strengdi,  and  give  thy  verdict  ? 
Come  nearer ;  part  not  hence  so  slight  inform*d ; 
But  take  good  heed  my  hand  survey  not  thee. 

JETar.  O  Baal*zebub !  can  my  ears  unusM 
Hear  these  dishonours,  and  not  render  death? 

Sanu.  No  man  withholds  thee,  nothing  fitmi  thy 
hand 
Fear  I  incurable ;  bring  up  thy  van. 
My  heels  are  fettered,  but  my  fist  is  free. 

Bar.  This  insolence  otiier  kind  of  answer  fits. 

Sams,  po,  bafiied  coward !  lest  I  run  upon  thee, 
Though  in  these  chains,  bulk  without  spirit  vast, 
And  with  one  buffet  lay  thy  structure  low. 
Or  swing  thee  in  the  air,  then  dash  thee  down 
To  the  hasard  of  thy  brains  and  shatter*d  sides. 

Bar.  By  Astaroth,  ere  long  thou  shalt  lament 
These  braveries,  in  irons  loaden  on  thee.       [Exit.] 

Ch»»  His  giantship  is  gone  somewhat  oestfoU^n, 
Stalking  with  leas  unconscionable  strides, 
And  lower  looks,  but  in  a  sultry  chafe. 

Samt.  I  dread  him  not,  nor  all  his  giant-brood, 
Though  fome  divi|lge  him  fother  of  five  toaa, 
All  of  gigantic  sise,  Goliah  chief. 

Char.  He  will  directly  to  the  lords,  I  fear. 
And  with  malicious  counsel  stir  them  up 
Some  way  or  other  yet  frirther  to  ajQIict  thee,    [fight 

Sams.  He  must  allege  scnne  cause,  and  offer*d 
Will  not  dare  mention,  lest  a  question  rise 
Whether  he  durst  accept  the  offer  or  not ; 
And,  that  be  durst  not,  plain  enough  appcar*d. 
Mudi  more  aflUction  than  already  felt 


They  cannot  well  impose,  nor  I  sustain ; 

If  they  intend  advantage  of  my  laboun. 

Hie  work  of  many  hands,  which  earns  my  keeping 

With  no  small  profit  daily  to  my  owners. 

But  come  what  will,  my  deadliest  foe  will  prove 

My  speediest  friend,  by  death  to  rid  me  heitce ; 

Hie  worst  that  he  can  give  to  me  the  best. 

Yet  so  it  may  foil  out,  because  their  end 

Is  hate,  noi  help  to  me,  it  may  with  mine 

Draw  their  own  ruin  who  attempt  the  deed. 

Chor.  Oh  how  comely  it  is,  and  how  reviving 
To  the  spirits  of  just  men  long  oppreas*d ! 
When  God  into  &e  hands  of  their  deliverer 
Puts  invincible  might 

To  quell  the  mighty  of  the  Earth,  the  oppreaaoi; 
Hie  brute  and  boisterous  force  of  violent  men. 
Hardy  and  industrious  to  support 
Tyrannic  power,  but  raging  to  pursue 
The  righteous  and  all  such  as  honour  truth ; 
He  all  their  ammunition 
And  feau  of  war  defeats. 
With  plain  heroic  magnitude  of  mind 
And  i^elestial  vigour  arm*d ; 
Their  armouries  and  magasines  contemns 
Renders  them  useless ;  while 
With  winged  expedition. 
Swift  as  tlie  lightning  usance,  he  executes 
His  errand  on  the  widced,  who,  surpris'd. 
Lose  their  defence,  distracted  and  amaz*dL 

But  patience  is  more  oft  the  exercise 
Of  saints,  the  trial  of  their  fortitude. 
Making  them  each  his  own  deliverer 
And  victory  over  all 
Hiat  tyranny  or  fortune  can  inflict 
Either  of  these  is  in  thy  lot, 
Samson,  with  might  endued 
Above  the  sons  of  men ;  but  sight  bereaved 
May  chance  to  number  thee  with  those 
Whom  patience  finally  must  crown. 

This  idol's  day  hath  been  to  thee  no  day  of  rest 
Labouring  thy  mind 
More  than  the  working  day  thy  hands. 
And  yet  perhaps  more  trouble  is  behind, 
For  I  descry  this  way 
Some  other  tending ;  in  his  hand 
A  sceptre  or  quaint  staff  he  bears. 
Comes  on  amain,  speed  in  tus  look. 
By  his  habit  I  discern  him  now 
A  public  officer,  and  now  at  hand ; 
His  message  will  be  short  and  voluble. 

[Enter  Officer.] 

Of.  Hebrews,  the  prisoner  Samson  lierc  I  scdu 

Chor.  His  manacles  remark  him,  there  he  sita. 

Of.  Samson,  to  thee  our  lords  thus  bid  me  any  ; 
This  day  to  Dagon  is  a  solemn  feast. 
With  sacrifices,  triumph,  pomp,  and  games : 
Thy  strength  they  know  surpassing  human  rate. 
And  now  some  public  proof  thereof  require 
To  honour  this  great  feast,  and  great  assembly  : 
Rise  therefore  with  all  speed,  and  come  along. 
Where  I  will  see  thee  hearten'd,  and  fresh  clad. 
To  appear  as  fiu  before  the  illustrious  lords. 

Sams.  Thou  know'st  I  am  an  Hebrew,  therefcve 
tell  them. 
Our  law  forbids  at  their  religious  rites 
My  presence ;  for  that  cause  I  cannot  come. 

Cyf.  This  answer,  be  assured,  will  not  content 
them. 

Sams.  Have  they  not  sword-playera^  and  every  soct 
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OfgyHuuc  artistty  wmtlers,  riden,  mimeny 
Jagicn,  and  danoera,  antics,  mnmnwn,  raimics. 
But  dMj  aiMt  pick  me  oat,  with  thacklot  lir'd, 
And  Ofvcr-4abour*d  at  their  public  mill. 
To  anke  tfaem  sport  with  bHnd  activity  ? 
Dotfaej  not  seek  occasion  of  new  quarreb 
On  By  idbaal  to  distress  me  more, 
Or  make  a  game  of  my  calamities? 
Reivn  the  way  thou  cam*st,  I  will  not  come. 

Qfi  Begard  thyself;  this  wiU  offend  them  highly. 

Samu  Mjself?  my  conscience,  and  internal  peace. 
Cstt  diey  think  me  so  broken,  so  debas*d 
With  corporal  serritude,  that  my  mind  ever 
Will  ooadcaoend  to  such  absurd  commands  ? 
Ahfaoogh  tfKn*  drudge,  to  be  their  fool  or  jester. 
And  in  my  midst  of  sorrow  and  heart-grief 
To  show  them  feats,  and  play  before  their  god, 
The  wont  of  all  indignities,  jret  on  me 
Joio'd  with  extreme  contempt  ?  I  will  not  come. 

Of.  My  message  was  impos*d  on  me  with  speed. 
Brooks  no  dday :  b  this  thy  resolution  ? 

Shu.   So  take  it  with  what  speed  thy  message 


Of,  Xvsxk  sorry  what  this  stoutness  will  produce. 

9amu  Perhaps  thou  shalt  have  cause  to  sorrow 
indeed. 

(%ar.  Cooaider,  Samson ;  matters  now  are  strain'd 
C^  lo  the  height,  whether  to  hold  m  break : 
He's  gone,  and  who  knows  how  be  may  report 
"ny  words  by  adding  fuel  to  the  flame? 
E^ect  another  message  more  imperious. 
Marc  lordly  thundering  than  thou  wdl  wilt  bear. 

Sms.  Shall  I  abuse  this  consecrated  gift 
Of  strength,  again  returning  with  my  hiur 
AfWr  By  great  transgression,  so  requite 
Favour  renew'd,  and  add  a  greater  sin 
By  ptaiiiHling  holy  things  to  idob? 
A  jisiaiitr  in  place  abominable 
VsaatiBg  my  strength  in  honour  to  their  Dagon ! 
Be^ea,  how  vile,  contemptible,  ridiculous. 
What  act  more  execrably  unclean,  prophane? 

Osr.  Tet  with   thb  strength  thou  8err*st  the 
Philistines, 

,  ttncircumcb*d,  unclean. 
Not  in  their  idol-worship,  but  by  labour 
t  and  lawful  to  deserve  my  food 
Of  ftase  who  have  me  in  their  dvil  power. 

Gkr.  Where  the  heart  joins  not,  outward  acts 
defile  not.  [tence  holds. 

Jbstt.  ¥rhere  outward  force  constrains,  the  sen- 
Bat  who  constrains  me  to  the  temple  of  Dagon, 
Vst  AagKiBg  ?  the  Philistian  lords  command. 
Cwiimawis  are  no  constraints.     If  I  obey  them, 
I  ds  it  freely,  venturing  to  displease 
Gad  figr  the  fear  of  man,  and  man  prefer, 
8tt  God  bdand ;  which  in  his  jealousy 
flksfl  aevcr,  uurepented,  find  forgiveness. 
Tst  Aat  he  may  dispense  with  me,  or  thee, 
ft  mat  in  temples  at  idolatrous  rites 
Fi»  some  important  cause,  diou  need*st  not  doubt 

Osr.  How  tfaou  wilt  here  come  off  surmounts  my 


Aaas.  Be  of  good  courage ;  I  begin  to  f^l 
float  foaaiag  motions  in  me,  which  dispose 
To  Tarilang  extraordinary  my  thoughts. 
I  wiii  this  messenger  will  go  along, 
Nadaag  to  do,  be  sore,  that  may  mshonour 
Oar  law,  or  stain  my  vow  of  Kazarite. 
tfthcsvbeanglitol'  presage  in  the  mind, 


Una  day  wHI  be  remarkable  In  my  Hfti 
By  some  great  act,  or  of  my  days  the  last 

Char.  In  time  thou  hast  resolv'd,  the  man  returns. 

Off.  Samson,  thb  second  message  fhmi  our  lorda 
To  thee  I  am  bid  say.     Art  thou  our  sbve. 
Our  captive  at  the  p«iblic  mill,  our  drudge,  ^ 

And  dar*st  thou  at  our  sending  and  command 
Dispute  thy  coming?  come  without  deby ; 
Or  we  shall  find  si^  engines  to  assail 
And  hamper  thee,  as  thou  shalt  come  of  force. 
Though  thou  wert  firmlier  fasten*d  than  a  rode 

Samu  I  could  be  well  content  to  try  their  art, 
Which  to  no  few  of  them  would  prove  pernicious. 
Yet,  knowing  their  advantages  too  many. 
Because  they  shall  not  trail  me  through  their  streets 
Like  a  wild  beast,  I  am  content  to  ga 
Masters*  conunands  come  with  a  power  resistless 
To  such  as  owe  them  absolute  subjection  ; 
And  fbr  a  life  who  will  not  change  hb  purpoae  ? 
(So  mutable  are  all  the  ways  of  men ;) 
Yet  thb  be  sure,  in  nothing  to  comply 
Scandalous  or  forbidden  in  our  bw. 

Off.  I  praise  thy  resolution :  doff  these  links; 
By  thb  compliance  thou  wUt  win  the  lords 
To  favour,  and  perhaps  to  set  thee  free. 

Samt,  Brethren,  fairewell ;  your  company  along 
I  will  not  wish,  lest  it  perhaps  oflfend  them 
To  see  me  girt  with  fKends;  and  how  the  sight 
Of  me,  as  of  a  common  enemy. 
So  dreaded  once,  may  now  exasperate  them, 
I  know  not :  lords  are  lordliest  in  their  wine; 
And  the  welUfeasted  priest  then  soonest  fir*d 
With  zeal,  if  aught  religion  seem  concem'd ; 
No  less  the  people,  on  their  holy-days, 
Impetuous,  insolent,  unquenchable : 
Happen  what  may,  of  me  expect  to  hear 
Nothing  dishonourable,  impure,  unworthy 
Our  God,  our  law,  my  nation,  or  myself^ 
The  last  of  me  or  no  I  cannot  warrant 

Chw.  Go,  and  the  Holy  One 
Of  Israel  be  thy  guide  [name 

To  what  may  serve  hb  glory  best,  and  spread  hb 
Great  among  the  Heathen  round ; 
Send  thee  the  angel  of  thy  birth,  to  stand 
Fast  by  thy  side,  who  fVom  thy  fiiUier's  field 
Rode  up  in  flames  after  his  message  told 
Of  thy  conception,  and  be  now  a  shield 
Of  fire ;  that  spirit  that  first  rush*d  on  thee 
In  the  camp  of  Dan, 
Be  efficacious  in  thee  now  at  need. 
For  never  was  from  Heaven  imparted 
Measure  of  strength  so  great  to  mortal  seed^ 
As  in  thy  wondrous  actions  hath  been  seen.  «« 
But  wherefore  comes  old  Manoah  in  such  haste 
With  youthful  steps  ?  much  livelier  than  ere  while 
He  seems ;  supposing  here  to  find  hb  son. 
Or  of  him  bringbg  to  us  some  glad  news  ? 

\Efaer  Manoah.] 

'Man.  Peace  with  you,  brethren ;  my  inducement 
hither 
Was  not  at  present  here  to  find  my  son, 
By  order  of  the  lords  now  parted  hence 
To  come  and  pby  before  them  at  their  feast 
I  heard  all  as  I  came,  the  city  linss^ 
And  numbers  thither  flock  :  IhadnowiUy 
Lest  I  should  see  him  forc'd  to  things  unseemly. 
But  that,  which  mov*d  my  coming  now,  was  chiefly 
To  give  ye  part  with  me  what  hope  I  have 
With  good  SHCOcn  to  work  hbiibwty.      , 
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Chor.  That  hope  wDuU  much  rejoice  in  to  partake 
With  thee;  say,  rerercnd  sire,  we  thint  to  hear. 

Man.  I  have  attempted  one  by  one  the  lords 
Either  at  home,  or  through  the  high  street  passing, 
With  supplication  prone  and  father's  tears, 
To  accept  of  ransom  for  my  son  their  prisoner. 
Some  much  averse  I  found  and  wondrous  harsh, 
Contemptuous,  proud,  set  on  revenge  and  spite ; 
Tint  part  most  reverenced  Dagon  and  his  priests : 
Others  more  moderate  seeming,  but  their  aim 
Private  reward,  for  which  both  God  and  state 
They  easily  would  set  to  sole :  a  third 
More  generous  hr  and  civil,  who  confess*d 
They  had  enough  reveng*d ;  having  reduc'd 
Their  foe  to  misery  beneath  their  fears. 
The  rest  was  magnanimity  to  remit. 
If  some  convenient  ransom  vreie  propos'd. 
What  noise  or  shout  was  that  ?  it  tore  the  sky. 

Chor*  Doubtless  the  people  shouting  to  behold 
Their  once  great  dread,  captive,  and  blind  before 

them. 
Or  at  some  proof  of  strength  before  them  shown. 

Man»  His  ransom,  if  my  whole  inheritance 
May  compass  it,  shall  willingly  be  paid 
And  number'd  down :  much  rather  I  shall  choose 
To  live  the  poorest  in  my  tribe,  than  richest. 
And  he  in  that  calamitous  prison  left. 
No,  I  am  fix*d  not  to  part  hence  without  him. 
For  his  redemption  all  my  patrimony. 
If  need  be,  I  am  ready  to  forego 
And  quit :  not  wanting  him,  I  shall  want  nothing. 

Oior.  Fathers  are  wont  to  lay  up  for  their  sons. 
Thou  for  thy  son  art  bent  to  lay  out  all ; 
Sons  wont  to  nurse  their  parents  in  old  age. 
Thou  in  old  age  car*st  how  to  nurse  tliy  son, 
Made  older  than  thy  age  through  eye-sight  lost. 

Man.  It  shall  be  my  deUght  to  tend  his  eyei^ 
And  view  him  sitting  in  the  house,  ennobled 
With  all  those  high  exploits  by  him  achieved. 
And  on  his  shoulders  waving  down  those  locks 
That  of  a  nation  arm*d  the  strength  coutain*d  : 
And  I  persuade  me,  God  had  not  permitted 
His  strength  again  to  grow  up  with  his  hair, 
Garrison'd  round  about  him  like  a  camp 
Of  fkithftil  soldiery,  were  not  his  purpose 
To  use  him  further  yet  in  some  great  service  ; 
Not  to  sit  idle  with  so  mat  a  gSi 
Useless,  and  thence  ridiculous  about  him. 
And  since  his  strength  with  eye-sight  was  not  lost, 
God  will  restore  him  eye-sight  to  his  strength,  [vain 

Chor.  Hiy  hopes  are  not  ill-founded,  nor  seem 
Of  his  delivery,  and  the  joy  thereon  • 
Conceived,  agreeable  to  a  father's  love. 
In  both  which  we,  as  next,  participate,     [noise !  — 

Man.  I  know  your  Ariendly  minds  and— O  what 
Mercy  of  Heaven,  what  hideous  noise  was  that 
Horribly  loud,  unlike  the  former  shout 

Chor.  Noise  call  you  it,  or  universal  groan. 
As  if  the  whole  inhabitation  perisb'd ! 
Blood,  death,  and  deathfol  deeds,  are  in  that  noise. 
Ruin,  destruction  at  the  utmost  point 

Man.  Of  ruin  indeed  mediought  I  beard  the  noise : 
Oh !  it  continues,  they  have  slain  my  son. 

Chor,  Thy  son  is  rather  slaying  them :  that  outcry 
F^om  slaughter  of  one  foe  could  not  ascend. 

Man.  Some  dismal  accident  it  needs  must  be ; 
What  shall  we  do,  stay  here  or  run  and  see  ? 

Chor.  Best  keep    together  here,  lest,  runntng 
thither. 
We  unawarei  itm  into  dinger's  mouth. 


This  evil  on  the  FMUsdnes  is  fidl'n : 
From  whom  could  else  a  general  cry  be  heard  ? 
The  sufferers  then  will  scarce  molest  us  here; 
From  other  hands  we  need  not  much  to  lear. 
What  if,  his  eye-sight  (for  to  Israel's  God 
Nothing  is  hard)  by  mnade  lestor'd. 
He  now  be  deaUng  dole  among  his  foes, 
And  over  be^s  of  alaugbter'd  walk  his  waj? 

Man.  Tluit  were  Ajoypreaunptooiisto  be  thought 

Our.  Yet  God  hath  wrought  thiags  as  incredible 
For  his  people  of  old ;  what  hinden  now  ? 

Man.  He  can,  I  know,  but  doubt  to  tlunk  he  will, 
Yet  hope  would  foin  subscribe,  and  tempts  belief. 
A  little  stay  will  bring  some  notice  hither. 

Chor.  Of  good  or  bad  so  great,  of  bed  the  sooner; 
For  evil  news  rides  post,  while  good  news  bates. 
And  to  our  wish  I  see  one  hitber  speeding. 
An  Hebrew,  as  I  guess,  and  of  our  tribe. 

[Enter  Messkkger.] 

Mest.  O  whither  shall  I  run,  or  which  way  fly 
Tlie  sight  of  this  so  horrid  spectacle, 
Wliich  erst  my  eyes  beheld,  and  yet  behold 
For  dire  imagination  still  pursues  me. 
But  providence  or  instinct  of  nature  seems. 
Or  reason  though  disturb'd,  and  scafce  conauHed^ 
To  have  guided  me  aright,  I  know  not  how. 
To  thee  first,  reverend  Manoah,  and  to  these 
My  countrymen,  whom  here  I  knew  remaining. 
As  at  some  distance  from  the  place  of  honour. 
So  in  the  sad  event  too  much  concem'd.  [thee 

Man.  The  accident  was  loud,  and  here  before 
With  ruefol  cry,  yet  what  it  was  we  hear  not; 
No  prefoce  needs,  thou  seest  we  long  to  know. 

Men.  It  would  burst  forth,  but  I  recover  breath 
And  sense  distract,  to  know  well  what  I  utter. 

Man.  Tell  us  the  sum,  the  circumstance  defer. 

Men.  Gaza  yet  stands,  but  all  her  sona  are  fall'n, 
All  in  a  moment  overwhelm'd  and  foll'iu    [saddest 

Man.  Sad,  but  thou  know*8t  to  Israelites  not 
The  desoUtion  of  a  hostile  city.  [surfeit 

Mett.  Feed  on  that  first:  there  may  in  grief  be 

Man.  Relate  by  whom. 

MtMM.  By  Samson. 

Man.  TbtX  still  lessens 

The  sorrow,  and  converts  it  nigh  to  joy. 

Mesu  Ah !  Manoah,  I  refrain  too  suddenly 
To  utter  what  will  come  at  last  too  soon  ; 
Lest  evil  tidings  with  too  rude  irruption 
Hitting  thy  aged  ear  should  pierce  too  deep,     [out 

Man.  Suspense  in  new%  is  torture,  %gctk  them 

Meti.  Take  then  the  worst  in  bridT,   Samson  is 
dead.  [feated 

Man.  The  worst  indeed,    O  all  my  hopes  de- 
To  free  him  hence !  but  deaUi,  who  sets  all  free^ 
Hath  paid  his  ransom  now  and  foil  discharge. 
What  windy  joy  this  day  had  I  oonoeiv'd 
Hopefol  of  lus  delivery,  which  now  provca 
Abortive  as  the  first-bom  bloom  of  spring 
Nipt  with  the  lagginff  rear  of  winter's  hotX ! 
Yet  ere  I  give  the  rems  to  grief,  say  first, 
How  died  he ;  death  to  life  b  crown  or  shame. 
All  by  him  fell,  thou  say'st :  by  whom  fell  he  ? 
What  glorious  hand  gave  Samson  his  death's  wound? 

Meu.  Unwounded  of  his  enemies  he  felL  [plain. 

Man.  Wearied  with  slaughter  then,  or  how  ?  e»- 

Meu.  By  his  own  hands. 

Man.  Self-violence?  what  cause 

Brought  him  so  soon  aft  variance  with  himself 
Amooghisfoes' 
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At  once  bocfa  to  destroy,  and  bt  deatroy'd ; 
Theedificey  where  all  were  met  to  Me  him, 
Vyon  their  heads  and  on  his  own  he  puU'd. 

Man.  O  lastly  over-strong  against  thyself  J 
A  dreadfal  way  thou  took'st  to  thy  revenge. 
More  than  cwMigh  we  know ;  but  while  things  yet 
Are  in  confiiwon,  give  us,  if  thou  canst. 
Eye-witness  of  vrfaat  first  or  last  was  done, 
RHation  more  particular  and  distinct. 

Mien.  Occaoons  drew  me  early  to  this  dty ; 
And, 'as  the  gat^  I  entered  with  smwrJaer, 
Tbe  mammg  tnunpetaf  festival  ^rodabn^ 
nvougfa  each  high  street :  little  I  had  deqiatch'd. 
When  all  abroad  was  rumour'd/that  this  day 
^niop  should  be  brought  forth,  to  show  the  people 
J^oflf  of  his  mi^ity  strength  in  feats  and  sames ; 
I  M|row*d  at  his  captive  stirte,  but  minded 
Not  to  be  argent  at  that  qiectade. 
The  boSdiiig  was  a  ^adous  theatre 
H^Cronnd,  on  two  main  pUlars  vaulted  high, 
Widi  seats  where  all  the  lords,  and  each  d^ree 
Of  sort,  mi^  sit  in  ^iderlto  behold! 
The  other  ade  was  open,  vrhere  die  throng 
On  hanks  and  scaffolds^mder  ^kyKnigfat  stand ; 
I^nloag  tbes^aloof  ^bbseurdy/stood.  y 

Tht  feast  and  noon  grew  hi^  and  sacrifice  [wme, 
Hsd  filled  their  hearts  with  mirth,  high  cheer,  and 
Wheilto  their  spdrts'they  tom*d.     Immediately 
Was  Samson  as  a  public  sorvant  brought, 
la  their  state  livery  dad ;  before  him  pipes. 
And  timbrph,  on  each  side  went  armed  guards, 
Bodi  hotae  and  foot,  beftve  him  and  belund 
Ardien^  and  slingers,  cataphracts  and  spears. 
At  flrtt  of  him  the  people  with  a  shout 
BiAed  the  air,  clamouring  their  God  with  prsise^ 
Who  had  made  their  dreaifiil  enemy  their  tfaralL 
He  pedent,  but  undaunted,  where  they  led  him, 
Cane  to  the  place ;  and  what  was  set  before  him, 
Wlacfa  without  help  of  eye  ^ught  be  assay'd. 
To  heave,  pull,  draw,  or  break,  he  still  perfc^'d 
All  with  incredible,  stupendous  force ; 
None  darvng  to  ^>pear  antagonist. 
At  length  for  intermission's  sake  diey  led  him 
Betwteu  the  pillars ;  he  his  guide  requested 
(Tbr  90  from  such  as  nearer  stood  we  heard) 
As  over-cir'd  to  let  him  lean  a  while 
With  bocfa  hb  arms  on  those  two  massy  pillars, 
Thsc  to  tbe  arched  roof  gave  main  support 
Hs^  mkSDspicioos,  led  him ;  which  when  Samson 
Vftt  in  fab  snmu  vrith  hettl  a  vrhile  indin'd. 
And  eyes  hat  fik'd  be  stdod,  as  one  who  pray*d, 
Cr  tome  mat  matter  in  hb  mind  revolved : 
At  bsthntfa  bead  erectfthus  cried  aloud, 
«  I£ihettow  lords,  what  your  commands  impos'd 
I  fasve  perform'd,  as  reason  w^  oli^ying, 
Kot  widioat  vronder  or  ddi^bebeld: 
KowWmy  own  aoeordfsuch  fther  trial 
1  Bseaa  to  dioir  yon  of  my  strength,  yet  greater. 
As  with  annae^sfaan  strike  all  who  behold." 
Ihb  utter'd,  straining  all  hb  nerves  he  bow'd. 
As  with  4k  force  of  winds  and  waters  pent, 
Wbsn  momrtaiiis  tremble,  those  two  massy  pillars 
Wifthoirible  convnlakm  to  and  firo 
Hi  tagg'd,  he  shook,  tiU  down  they  came  and  drew 
Thft  whole  roof  after  them,  with  bunt  of  thunder 
lIpM  te  hands  of  all  who  set  beneath, 
l^k^hAa,  i-aiHaiiis^  connsdlon,  or  priests, 
'Aor  (ftoieeMbOity  and  flower,  not  ooJy 
Of  tfas  bet  each  RulistJan  dty  round. 


Met  from  dl  parts  to  sobmniae  thb  feast 
Samson,  with  these  immix*d,  inevitably 
PuU'd  down  the  same  destruction  on  hunself ; 
The  vulgar  only  *scap*d  who  stood  without 

Oufr.  O  dearly-bouglit  revenge,  yet  ^^orious! 
Living  or  dying  thou  hast  fulfiU'd 
The  work  for  which  thou  wast  foretold 
To  Isrsel,  and  now  ly'st  victorious 
Amonff  diy  sbin  self4ill'd, 
Not  willingly,  but  tanked  in  tbe  fold 
Of  dire  necessity,  whoee  law  in  death  coi^jcin*d 
Thee  with  thy  slaughtered  fioes,  in  number  more 
Than  all  thy  life  hath  slain  before.  [sublime, 

1.  Semichor.  While  their  hearts  were  jocund  and 
Drunk  with  idolatry,  drunk  with  wine. 
And  fiit  r^gorg*d  of  buUs  and  goats. 
Chanting  their  idol,  and  preferring 
Before  our  living  Dread  who  dwdb 
In  Silo,  hb  bright  sanctuary : 
Among  them  he  a  qiirit  of  phrensy  sent. 
Who  hurt  their  minda^ 
And  uTK'd  them  on  with  mad  desire 
To  call  m  haste  for  their  destroyer; 
They,  only  set  on  sport  and  pUy, 
Unweetingly  imp6rtun*d 

Tbeir  own  destruction  to  coma  speedy  upon  them. 
So  fond  are  mortal  men, 
Fall*n  into  wrath  divine. 
As  their  own  ruin  on  tliemselves  to  invite. 
Insensate  left,  or  to  sense  reprobate. 
And  with  blindness  internal  struck. 

3.  Semichor.  But  he,  though  blind  of  sight, 
Despb*d  and  thought  extinguish'd  quite^ 
With  inward  eyes  Uluminated, 
Hb  fiery  virtue  rous*d 
From  under  ashes  into  sudden  flame. 
And  as  an  evening  dragon  came. 
Assailant  on  the  perched  roosts 
And  nests  in  order  ranged 
Of  tame  villatic  fowl ;  but  as  an  eagle 
Hb  cloudless  thunder  bolted  on  their  heads. 
So  virtue,  given  for  lost, 
Depress'd,  and  overthrown,  as  seem*d, 
like  that  self-begotten  bird 
In  the  Arabian  woods  embost. 
That  no  second  knows  nor  third. 
And  by  ere  while  a  holocaust. 
From  out  her  ashy  womb  now  teem'd. 
Revives,  reflourisbes,  then  vigorous  most 
"When  most  unactive  deem'd ; 
And,  though  her  body  die,  her  feme  survives 
A  secubr  bird  ages  ot  lives. 

Man.  Come,  come;  no  time  for  lamentation  now 
Nor  much  more  cause ;  Samson  hath  quit  himself 
Like  Samson,  and  herddy  hath  finished 
A  life  heroic,  on  hb  enemies 
Fully  ieveng*d,  hath  left  them  years  of  mournings 
And  bmentation  to  the  sons  of  Caphtor 
Jhrough  all  Fhilistian  bounds,  to  Israd 
Honour  hath  left,  and  fieedom,  let  but  them 
Find  courage  to  lay  hold  on  tl^  occasion ; 
To  hunself  and  fiither's  house  eternal  fiune; 
And,  which  b  best  and  happiest  yet,  an  thb 
WTith  God  not  parted  from  bun,  as  was  feared, 
But  fovouring  and  assisting  to  the  end. 
NotUng  b  here  for  tears,  nothing  to  wail 
Or  knock  the  breast;  no  weakness,  no  contonpt. 
Dispraise,  or  blame;  nothmgbut  well  and  fair. 
And  what  may  quiet  us  in  adeath  so  noble. 
Let  us  go  find  the  body  where  it  lies 
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Soak*d  in  hit  CMmiei*  blood  (  tnd  from  the  strenn 

With  lavere  pure,  and  cleenaing  herbs,  wash  off 

The  clotted  gore.     I,  with  what  speed  the  while, 

(Gaza  is  not  in  plight  to  say  us  nay,) 

Will  send  for  all  my  Idndred,  aU  my  fiiendb, 

To  fetch  him  hence^  and  solemnly  attend 

With  silent  obsequy,  and  funeral  train, 

Home  to  his  fiitber's  house :  there  will  I  build  him 

A  monument,  and  plant  it  round  with  shade 

Of  laurel  ever  green,  and  branching  palm. 

With  aU  his  tn^ihies  hung,  and  acts  inroll*d 

In  copious  legend,  or  sweet  lyric  song. 

Thither  shall  aU  the  valiant  youth  resort, 

And  from  his  memory  inflame  their  breasts 

To  matchless  valour,  and  adventures  high : 

'Die  viigins  also  shall,  on  feastful  days, 

Visit  his  tomb  with  flowers ;  only  bewailing 

His  lot  unfortunate  in  nuptial  choibe, 

From  whence  captivity  and  loss  of  eyes. 

Chor,  All  is  best,  though  we  oft  doubt 
What  the  unsearchable  dii^wse 
Of  highest  Wisdom  brings  about. 
And  ever  best  found  in  the  doar; 
Oft  he  seems  to  hide  his  face. 
But  unexpectedly  returns. 
And  to  his  faithfUl  champion  hath  in  place 
Bore  witness  gloriously ;  whence  Gasa  mourns, 
And  aU  that  band  them  to  resist 
His  uncontrollable  intent; 
His  servants  he,  with  new  acquist 
Of  true  experience,  from  this  great  event 
With  peace  and  consolation  hath  dismist, 
And  calm  of  mind,  all  passion  spent. 


CHRISTMAS  HYMN. 

It  was  the  winter  wild. 
While  the  Heaven-bom  child 

All  meanly  wrapt  in  tlie  rude  manger  lies ; 
Nature  in  awe  to  him. 
Had  doflf'd  her  gaudy  trim. 

With  her  great  Marter  so  to  sympathise : 
It  was  no  season  then  for  her 
To  wanton  with  the  Sun,  her  lusty  paramour. 

Only  with  speeches  fair 
She  wooes  the  gentle  air 

To  hide  her  guilty  front  with  innocent  snow ; 
And  on  her  naked  shame. 
Pollute  with  sinful  blamt*. 

The  saintly  veil  of  maiden  white  to  throw ; 
Confounded,  that  her  Maker's  eyes 
Should  look  so  near  upon  her  foul  deformities. 

But  he,  her  fears  to  cease. 

Sent  down  the  meek^*d  Peace ; 

She,  crown'd  with  olive  green,  came  softly  sliding 
Down  through  the  turning  sphere, 
His  resdy  harbinger. 

With  turtle  wing  the  amorous  clouds  dividing ; 
And,  waving  wide  her  myrtle  wand. 
She  strikes  an  univenal  peace  through  sea  and  hmd. 

No  war,  or  battle's  sound. 
Was  beard  the  world  around: 


Hie  idle  spear  and  shield  were  hi^  up  bung; 
The  booked  chariot  stood 
Unstain*d  with  hostile  blood ; 

The  trumpet  spake  not  to  the  armed  throng ; 
And  kings  sat  stUl  with  awefiil  eye. 
As  if  they  surely  knew  their  sovran  Lord  was  by 

But  peaceful  was  the  night, 
Wherein  die  Prince  of  %fat 

His  reign  of  peace  upon  the  Earth  b^gan : 
Hie  winds,  with  wcmder  whist. 
Smoothly  the  waters  kist. 

Whispering  new  joys  to  the  mild  ocean. 
Who  now  hadi  quite  forgot  to  rave,  ^ 

While  birds  of  cakn  sit  brooding  on  the 

The  stars,  with  deep  amaxe. 
Stand  fix'd  in  stedfast  gaxe, 

Bending  one  way  their  precious  influence; 
And  will  not  take  their  flight, 
For  all  die  morning  light. 

Or  I^udfer  that  oftoi  wam*d  them  timce; 
But  in  their  glimmering  orbs  did  glow, 
Until  their  I^rd  himself  bespake^  and  bid  tbem  fo^ 

And,  though  the  shady  gloom 
Had  given  day  her  room. 

The  Sun  himself  withheld  his  wonted  speed, 
And  hid  his  head  for  shame. 
As  his  inferior  flame 

The  new-enlighten*d  worid  no  more  should  need : 
He  saw  a  greater  Sun  appear  [bear. 

Than  his  bright  throne,  or  burning  axleCiee,  codd 

The  shepherds  on  the  lawn, 
Or  e*er  tlie  point  of  dawn. 

Sat  simply  chatting  in  a  rustic  row ; 
Full  Uttle  thought  tlMy  then. 
That  the  mighty  Pkn 

Was  kindly  come  to  live  with  them  below ; 
Perh^s  their  loves,  or  else  their  sheep. 
Was  all  that  did  their  silly  thoughts  so  busy  keep. 

When  such  music  sweet 
'Ilieir  hearts  and  ears  did  greet. 

As  never  was  by  mortal  finger  sirook  ; 
Divinely-warbled  voice 
Answering  the  stringed  noiae, 

As  all  their  souls  m  blissful  rapture  took : 
The  air,  such  pleasure  loth  to  lose,  [<^1<^ 

With  thousand  echoes  still  prolongs  each  beavenl^ 

Nature  that  heard  such  sound. 
Beneath  the  hollow  round 

Of  Cynthia's  seat,  the  aery  region  tbrillii^ 
Now  vras  almost  won 
To  think  her  part  was  done. 

And  that  her  reign  had  here  its  last  fulfllling ; 
She  knew  such  harmony  alone 
Could  hold  aU  Heaven  and  Earth  in  happier  unioii. 

At  laat  surrounds  their  sight 

A  globe  of  circular  light,  [array'd ; 

That  with  long  beams  die   shame&c'd   nigfai 
The  helmed  Cherubhn, 
Andsworded  Seraphim, 

Are  seen  in  glittering  ranks  with  wings  di«play*d, 
Harping  in  loud  and  solemn  quire,  [Heir. 

With  unezpressive  notes,  to  Hcavco*s   new-bon 
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Sncli  nnisic  (m  *tis  said) 
Bttorewaa  nerer  made. 

But  when  of  old  the  sons  of  morning  sung, 
WkOethe  Creator  great 
His  oonstelhitions  set, 

And  the  well4Mlanc*d  world  on  hinges  hung ; 
And  east  the  dark  foundations  deep,  [keep. 

And  bid  the  weltering  waves  their  0017  channel 

Rii^  out,  ye  cfyrtal  spheres, 
Oaee  hiesa  our  human  ears, 

If  jre  have  power  to  touch  our  senses  so ; 
And  kt  your  silver  chime 
Ifoie  in  mdodions  time ; 

And  let  the  base  of  Heaven's  deep  organ  blow  • 
And  with  your  ninefold  harmony, 
Ifske  up  full  consort  to  the  angelic  symphony. 

For,  if  such  holy  song 
£awnpour  fancy  long, 

Tfaie  will  run  back,  and  fetch  the  age  of  gold ; 
Aiad  speckled  Vanity 
Wai  acken  soon  and  die, 

And  Icpntios  Sin  will  melt  finom  earthly  mould ; 
Aad  HeU  itself  will  pass  away, 
Aadlanre  her  dolorous  mansions  to  the  peering  day. 

Te^  Tnitfa  and  Justice  then 
Win  down  return  to  men, 

Orb'd  in  a  rainbow ;  and,  like  glories  wearing^ 
Macy  will  sit  between, 
nnm'd  in  celestial  sheen, 

Witfi  radmat  leeC  thetissued  clouds  down  steering; 
And  Heaven,  as  at  some  festival. 
Win  open  wide  the  gates  of  her  high  pahwe  halL 


Bat  wbest  Fa«e  says  no, 
lUi  muat  not  yet  be  so^ 

Hk  babe  yet  liea  in  smiling  infancy, 
1W  on  Ae  bitter  cross 
XiK  ledcem  our  loss; 

80  both  htmaelf  and  us  to  glorify : 
Tct  int,  to  those  ycfaain'd  in  sleep,  [the  deep ; 

Tbt  wakdhl  tramp  of  doom  must  thunder  through 

Widb  uscli  a  horrid  cfamg 

As  €B  mouDt  Sinai  rang,  [brake : 

mdla  the  red  fire  and  smouldering  clouds  out- 
Tbeaged  Earth  aghast 
VHi  Icmmr  of  that  blast, 

flhsO  from  the  sur&ce  to  the  centre  shake ; 
Vka,  at  the  world's  last  session,  [throne. 

1W  dnadfttl  Judge  in  middle  air  shall  spread  his 

Aad  dvn  at  last  our  bliss 

But  now  begins ;  for,  from  this  happy  day, 
IlKold  Dragon,  underground 
h  ttvisr  fimits  bound, 

Kot  half  so  frr  casts  his  usurped  sway ; 
Aa^  wrodi  to  ase  his  kingdom  fail, 
miilais  the  acaly  horrour  of  his  folded  tail. 

1W  eBKlcs  are  dnmb» 
H*  nice  cr  hidcoua  hum 

!■■  ilnuugfa  the  arcfaedroof  in  words  deceiving. 
Apilafion  hb  afarine 
Cm  mman^iiwme, 

WiA  hollow  shriek  te  steep  of  Delphos  leaving. 
Ma  ni^bdy  tnnoe,  or  breathed  spell, 
laipim  the  pale^*d  priesto  fWnn  the  prophetic  celL 


Hie  londy  mountains  o'er, 
And  the  resounding  shore, 

A  voice  of  weeping  he«rd  and  loud  lament ; 
FhMn  haunted  spring  and  dale, 
Edg'd  with  poplar  [wle, 

The  parting  genius  is  with  sighing  sent ; 
With  flower-inwoven  tresses  torn  [mourn. 

The  nymphs  in  twilight  sliade  of  tangled  thickets 

In  consecrated  earth. 

And  on  the  holy  hearth,  [plaint ; 

The  Lars,  and  Lcmurcs,  moan  with  midnight 
In  urns,  and  altars  round, 
A  drear  and  dying  sound 

Affrights  the  Flamens  at  their  service  quaint ; 
And  the  chill  marble  seems  to  sweat, 
While  each  peculiar  Power  foregoes  his  wonted  seaL 

Peor  and  Baalim 
Fontake  their  temples  dim, 

With  that  twice-batter'd  god  of  F^estine ; 
And  mooned  Aslitaroth, 
Heaven's  queen  and  mother  both. 

Now  sits  not  girt  with  taper's  holy  shine ; 
Hie  Libyc  Hammon  shrinks  his  horn,         [mourn. 
In  vain  the  l^rian  maids  their  wounded  Thammuz 

And  sullen  Moloch,  fled,  , 

Hath  left  in  shadows  dread 

His  burning  idol  all  of  blackest  hue ; 
In  vain  with  cymbals'  ring 
Hiey  call  the  grisly  king, 

In  dismal  cUnce  about  the  furnace  blue : 
The  brutish  gods  of  Nile  as  fast, 
Isis,  and  Orus,  and  the  dog  Anubis,  haste. 

Nor  is  Osiris  seen 

In  Memphian  grove  or  green,  [loud  : 

Trampling  the  unshower'd  grass  with  lowings 
Nor  can  he  be  at  rest 
Within  his  sacred  chest ; 

Nought  but  profoundest  Hell  can  be  his  shroud ; 
In  vain  with  timbreli'd  anthems  dark 
Tlio  sable-etolcd  sorcerers  bear  his  worshipt  ari:. 

He  feels  from  Judah's  Und 
The  dreaded  infant's  hand. 

The  rays  of  Bethlehem  blind  his  dusky  eyn ; 
Nor  aU  the  gods  beside 
Longer  dare  abide. 

Not  Tjrphon huge  ending  in  snaky  twine: 
Our  babe,  to  show  his  Godhead  true,  [cren. 

Can  in  Ms  swaddling  bands  controll  the  damned 

So,  when  the  Sun  in  bed, 
Curtain'd  with  cloudy  red. 

Pillows  his  chin  upon  an  orient  wave, 
The  flocking  shadows  pale 
TVoop  to  the  infernal  jail. 

Each  fetter'd  ghost  slips  to  his  several  grave ; 
And  the  yellow^irted  Fayes  [maxc. 

Fly  after  the  night-steeds,  leaving  their  moon-lov'd 

But  see,  the  Virgin  Uest 
Hath  laid  her  babe  to  rest ; 

Time  is,  our  tedious  song  should  here  liave  ending: 
Heaven's  youngest-teemed  star 
Hath  fix'd  her  polish'd  car. 

Her  sleeping  Lord  witli  handmaid  lamp  attending. 
And  all  about  the  courtly  stable 
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iJiDMUHD  WALUBy  bornst  ColesluU,  Hertfordshire, 
in  March,  1505,  was  the  son  of  Robert  Waller,  Esq. 
a  gentleman  of  an  ancient  &mily  and  good  fortune, 
who  married  a  sister  of  the  celebrated  John  Hamp- 
den. The  death  of  his  ftther  during  his  infancy 
left  hhn  hen-  to  an  estate  of  3500L  a  year,  at  that 
period  an  ample  fortune.  He  was  educated  first  at 
£ton,  whence  he  was  removed  to  King's  College  in 
Gambridge.  His  election  to  parliament  was  as 
early  as  between  his  sixteenth  or  seventeenth  year ; 
and  it  was  not  much  bter  that  he  made  his  appear- 
ance as  a  poet :  and  it  is  remarkable  that  a  copy  of 
verses  which  he  addressed  to  Prince  Charles,  in  his 
eighteenth  year,  exhibits  a  style  and  character  of 
vosification  as  perfectly  forxned  as  those  of  his 
maturest  productions.  He  again  served  in  par- 
liament before  he  was  of  age ;  and  he  continued  his 
services  to  a  later  period.  Not  insensible  of  the 
value  of  wealth,  he  augmented  his  paternal  fortune 
by  marriage  with  a  rich  city  heiress.  In  the  long 
intermissions  of  parliament  which  occurred  after 
16S8,  he  retired  to  his  mansion  of  Beaconsfield, 
where  he  continued  his  classical  studies,  under  the 
direction  of  his  kinsman  Morley,  afterwards  bishop 
of  Winchester ;  and  he  obtained  admission  to  a 
aodety  of  able  men  and  pdite  scholars,  of  whom 
Lord  Falkland  was  the  connecting  medium. 

Waller  became  a  vridower  at  the  age  of  twenty- 
five;  he  did  not,  however,  spend  much  time  in 
mourning,  but  declared  hixnself  the  suitor  of 
Lady  Dorothea  Sydney, '  eldest  daughter  of  the 
Earl  of  Leicester,  whom  he  has  immortalized  under 
the  poetical  name  of  Sacchariasa.  She  is  described 
by  lum  as  a  majestic  and  scornful  beauty ;  and  he 
seems  to  delight  more  in  her  contrast,  the  gentler 
Amoret,  who  is  supposed  to  have  been  a  Lady  So- 
phia Murray.  Neither  of  these  ladies,  however, 
was  won  by  his  poetic  strains ;  and,  like  another 
man,  he  consoled  himsdf  in  a  second  marriage. 

When  the  king's  necessities  compelled  him,  in 
1640^  oace  more  to  apply  to  the  representatives  of 
the  people,  Waller,  who  was  returned  for  Ag- 
mondeaham,  decidedly  took  part  with  the  members 
who  thought  that  the  redress  of  grievances  slwuld 
precede  a  vote  for  supplies ;  and  he  made  an  ener- 
getic speech  on  the  occasion.  He  continued  during 
three  years  to  vote  in  general  with  the  Opposition 
in  the  Long  Parliament,  but  did  not  enter  into  all 
their  measures.  In  particular,  he  employed  much 
cool  argument  against  the  proposal  for  the  abolition 
of  Episcopacy;  and  he  spoke  with  freedom  and 
severity  against  some  other  plans  of  the  House. 
In  fiict,  he  was  at  length  become  a  zealous  loyalist 
in  his'  inclinations ;  and  his  conduct  under  the  dif- 
ficulties into  which  this  attachment  involved  him 
became  a  source  of  his  indelible  disgrace.  A  short 
narrative  wiU  suffice  fbr  tiie  eluadation  of  this 


Waller  had  a  brother.in4aw,  named  Tomkyns, 
who  was  derk  of  the  queen's  council,  and  poft> 
sessed  great  influence  in  the  city  among  the  warm 
loyalists.     On  consulting  together,   they  thought  it 
would  be  possible  to  raise  a  powerful  party,  wfaicfa 
might  oblige  the  parliament  to  adopt  pacific  mea- 
sures, by  resisting  the  payment  of  the  taxes  levied 
for  tiie  support  of  the  v^ar.      About  this  time 
Sir  Nidiolas   Criqie  formed   a  design  of  more 
dangerous  import,  which  was  that  of  exciting  the 
king's  friends  in  the  dty  to  an  open  resistance  of 
the  authority  of  parliament ;  and  for  that  purpose 
he  obtained  a  commission  of  array  firom  his  ii»> 
jesty.     This  plan  appears  to  have  been  originally 
unconnected  with  die  other;  yet  the  commission 
was  made  known  to  Waller  and  Tomkyns,  and  the 
whole  was  compounded  intoa  horrid  and  dreadfiil 
plot.      Waller  and  Tomkjms  were  apprehended, 
when  the  pusillanimity  of  the  former  disdosed  the 
whole  secret.     «  He  was  so  confounded  with  fear," 
(says  Lord  Clarendon,)  «  that  he  confessed  what* 
ever  he  had  heard,  said,  thought,  or  seen,  all  that 
he  knew  of  himsdf,  and  aU  that  he  suspected  of 
others,  without  concealing  any  person,  at  vrfaat  de- 
gree or  quality  soever,   or  any  discourse  which  he 
had  ever  upon  any  occasion  entertained  with  them." 
The  condusion  of  this  business  was,  that  Tomkyns, 
and  Chaloner,  another  conspirator,  were  hanged, 
and  that  Waller  was  expelled  the  House,  tried,  and 
condemned;  but  after  a  year's  imprisonment,  and  a 
fine  of  ten  thousand  pounds,  was  sufiered  to  go 
into  exfle.     He  chose  Rouen  for  his  first  place  of 
fordgn  exile,  where  he  lived  with  his  wife  till  his 
removal  to  Paris.     In  that  capital  he  maintamed 
the  appearance  of  a  man  of  fortune,  and  enter- 
tained hospitably,   supporting  this  style  of  living 
chiefly  by  the  sale  of  his  wife's  jewels.     At  length, 
after  the  lapse  of  ten  years,  bang  reduced  to  what 
he  called  his  rump  jewel,  he  thought  it  time  to  ap- 
ply for  permission  to  return  to  Us  own  country. 
He  obtained  this  licence,  and  was  also  restored  to 
liis  estate^  though  now  diminished  to  half  its  former 
rentaL     Here  he  fixed  his  abode,  at  a  house  buih 
by  himself,  at  Beaconsfield ;  and  he  renewed  his 
courtly  strains  by  adulation  to   Cromvrell,    now 
PhHector,  to  whom  his  mother  was  related.     To 
this  usurper  the  noblest  tribute  of  his  muse  was 
paid. 

When  Charles  II.  was  restored  to  the  crown, 
and  past  character  was  lightly  regarded,  the  stains 
of  tliat  of  Waller  were  forgotten,  and  his  wit  and 
poetry  procured  him  notice  at  court,  and  admission 
to  the  highest  drdes.  He  had  also  sufficient  in- 
terest to  obtain  a  aeat  in  the  House  of  Connnons, 
in  all  the  parliaments  of  that  leign.  The  king's 
gradous  manners  emboldened  him  to  adc  for  the 
vacant  place  of  provoat  of  Eton  college,  which  was 
granted  hun;  but  Lord  Clarendon,  then   Lord 
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to  let  tht  teal  to  tbe  enuit, 
aUedpogthit  by  tbe  statutes  laymen  were  exduded 
from  tfast  pnmwtdiip.  Hiis  was  thougfat  tbe  rea^ 
•oa  VI7  Waller  joined  tbe  Duke  of  Buddngbam, 
m  hii  hostility  against  Garendon. 

On  the  aoeession  of  James  II.,  Waller,  tben  in 
bii  80ifa  year,  was  chosen  representative  for  Saltash. 
Hifing  DOir  considerably  passed  tbe  usual  limit  of 
boaaa  life,  be  turned  his  thoughts  to  devotion,  and 
coapoied  tomt  divine  poems,  tbe  usual  task  in 


which  men  of  gaiety  terminate  their  career.  He 
died  at  Beaconsfield  in  October,  1687,  tbe  88d  year 
of  his  age.  He  left  several  children  by  his  second 
wife,  of  whom,  the  inheritor  of  his  estate,  Edmund, 
after  representing  Agmondesham  in  parliament, 
became  a  convert  to  quakeiism. 

Waller  was  one  oi  tbe  earliest  poets  who  ob^ 
tained  reputation  by  die  sweetness  anid  sonorouaneas 
of  bis  strains ;  and  there  are  perhaps  few  masters  at 
die  present  day  who  surpass  him  in  this  part^lar. 


TO  AMORET. 

"ah  !  tiist  you  may  truly  know, 
wfcrt  yoQ  unto  Hiyrsis  owe ; 

IwHteUygphowIdo 

^kAbm  lore,  and  you. 

Jo]r9Bfaitesme,when  I  set 
UyUcitcyeBon  Anioret: 
^  vith  wonder  I  am  strook, 
Vtte  I  on  the  other  look. 

otmtet  Amoret  complains, 
'^MBseofallher  pains: 
BttforSMlansal 
I^  not  only  grieve,  but  die 

ill  diat  of  myself  is  mine, 
lively  Amoret !  is  thine, 
JjdaoBs's  captive  fain 
Woali  untie  his  iron  chain ; 
^  those  smrrhing  beams  to  shun 
To^gtntlealMKiow  run. 

If  the  tool  had  free  election 
J«  diipoae  of  her  affection  ; 
j»«dd  not  dots  long  have  borne 
™<ISfa(y  Sachariasa's  scorn : 
™»^  wre  some  power  above, 
"^  controls  our  wills  in  love ! 

If  not  a  kwe,  a  strong  desire 
I*  ome  and  spread  that  fire 
^"grWcast,  solidta  me, 
"■*«oo»  Amoret !  for  thee. 
/Jjnnjsaemeui  more  than  love, 
■J^AW  radiant  eyea  do  move : 
^"«  ^feadour  wait  on  thine, 
Jet  %  ao  benignly  shine, 
'••U tura  my  dasaled  sight 
^UttU  their  milder  light. 
*«  •  hwi  »tis  to  destroy 
^  ^gh  fsmc,  as  to  en  joy : 
y^fchoweasTylmaydo, 
«•(»  casly  scal'd)  does  know ! 
^'"oxet!  as  sweet  and  good 
^aiottddiciouslbod, 
^(^  bat  tasted,  doea  impart 
'*«rfgladneas  to  the  heart, 
^■^■"■i's  beanty'a  wine, 
^10  Badness  doth  incline : 
^f ifnr,  as  no  brain 
"g»»Bttal  can  sustain. 

*5*?*  ^  *^  Heaven  escuae 
**"*<ioo,  which  I  use 


Unto  that  adored  dame : 
For  'tis  not  uidike  the  same. 
Which  I  thither  ought  to  send. 
So  that  if  it  could  take  end, 
'Twould  to  Heaven  itaelf  be  due, 
To  succeed  her,  and  not  you  : 
Who  already  have  of  me 
All  diat*8  not  idolatry : 
Which,  though  not  so  fierce  a  fiame^ 
Is  lotigcr  like  to  be  the  same. 

llien  smile  on  me,  and  I  will  prove 
Wonder  is  sbortei^livM  than  love. 


TO  AMORET. 

Amorr,  the  Milky  Way, 

Fram*d  of  many  nameless  stars ! 
The  smooth  stream,  where  none  can  say^ 

He  this  drop  to  that  prefi?rs ! 
Amoret,  my  lovely  foe ! 

Tell  me  where  thy  strength  does  lie  ? 
Where  the  power  that  charais  us  so  ? 

In  thy  soul,  or  in  thy  eye  ? 

By  that  snowy  neck  alone. 
Or  thy  grace  in  modon  seen. 

No  such  wonders  could  be  done ; 
Yet  thy  waist  is  straight,  and  dean, 

As  Cupid's  shaft,  or  Hermes*  rod ; 

And  powerful  too,  aa  either  god. 


OF  LOVE. 

Anger,  in  hasty  words,  or  blows, 

Itself  cUscharges  on  our  foes ; 

And  sorrow  too  finds  some  relief 

In  tears,  which  wait  upon  our  grief: 

So  every  passion  but  fond  love. 

Unto  its  own  redress  does  move : 

But  that  alone  the  wretch  incb'nes 

To  what  prevents  his  own  designs ; 

Makes  him  lament,  and  sigh,  and  weap^ 

Diaorder'd,  tremble,  fiiwn,  and  creep ; 

Postures  which  render  him  despis'd. 

Where  he  endeavours  to  be  prii'di  ^  , 
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For  women,  born  to  be  contrord. 

Stoop  to  the  forward  and  the  bold ; 

AfiiKt  the  haughty  and  the  proud, 

llie  gay,  the  frolic,  and  the  loud. 

Who  first  the  generous  steed  opprest ; 

Not  kneeling  did  salute  the  beast ; 

But  with  hi^  courage,  life,  and  force. 

Approaching,  tam*d  th*  unruly  horse. 

Unwisely  we  the  wiser  East 

Pity,  supposing  them  opprest, 

With  tyrants*  force,  whose  law  is  will, 

By  which  they  govern,  spoil,  and  kill : 

Each  nymph,  but  moderately  fair. 

Commands  with  no  less  rigour  here. 

Should  some  brave  Turk,  that  walks  among 

His  twenty  lasses,  briglit  and  young. 

And  beckons  to  the  willing  dame, 

Preferr*d  to  qutoch  his  present  flame, 

Behold  as  many  gallants  here. 

With  modest  guise,  and  silent  fear, 

All  to  one  female  idol  bend, 

While  her  high  pride  does  scarce  descend 

To  mark  their  follies,  he  would  swear, 

Tint  these  her  guard  of  eunuchs  were ; 

And  that  a  more  majestic  queen. 

Or  humbler  slaves,  he  had  not  seen. 

All  this  with  indignation  spoke, 
In  vain  I  struggled  with  the  yoke 
Of  mighty  love :  that  conquering  look, 
When  next  behdd,  like  lightning  strook 
My  blasted  soul,  and  made  me  bow 
Lower  than  those  I  pity'd  now. 

So  die  tall  stag,  upon  the  brink 
Of  some  smooth  stream,  about  to  drink, 
Surveying  there  his  anned  head, 
Wiih  shame  remembers  that  he  fled 
The  scorned  dogs,  resolves  to  try 
The  combat  next :  but,  if  their  cry 
Invades  again  his  trembling  ear. 
He  strait  resumes  liis  wonted  care ; 
Leaves  the  untested  spring  behind. 
And,  wing*d  with  fear,  outflies  the  wind. 


or  THK 

MARRIAGE  OP  THE  DWARFSL 

DisioK  or  Chance  make  others  wive. 

But  Nature  did  this  match  contrive  : 

Eve  might  as  well  have  Adam  fled. 

As  she  deny'd  her  little  bed 

To  him,  for  whom  Heav'n  seem'd  to  fmne^ 

And  measure  out  this  only  dame. 

Thrice  happy  is  that  humble  pair. 
Beneath  the  levd  of  all  care! 
Over  whose  heads  those  arrows  fly 
Of  sad  distrust  and  jealousy : 
Secured  in  as  high  extreme. 
As  if  the  world  held  none  but  them. 

To  him  die  lairest  nymphs  do  show 
Like  moving  mountains  topp*d  with  snow ; 
And  every  man  a  Polypheme 
Does  to  Us  Galatea  seem  : 
None  may  presume  her  faith  to  prove; 
He  proffers  death,  that  proffers  love. 

Ah !  Chloris !  that  kind  Nature  thiia 
FVom  all  the  world  had  sever*d  us : 
Creating  for  ourselves  us  two^ 
As  Jjofe  has  me  for  only  you  \ 


A  FANBGraiC 

TO  MY  LORD  PROTECTOR, 

Of  the  Preteni  GrttOnesiy  and  Joint  Interest,  (f  kk 
Highness  and  this  Nation. 

Whils  with  a  strong,  and  yet  a  gentle,  hand. 
You  bridle  faction,  and  our  hearts  command. 
Protect  us  from  ourselves,  and  from  the  foe^ 
Blake  us  unite,  and  make  us  conquer  too : 

Let  partial  spirits  still  aloud  complain. 
Think  themselves  injur*d  that  they  cannot  rdgo, 
And  own  no  liberty,  but  where  they  may 
Without  control  upon  their  fellows  prey. 

Above  die  waves  as  Neptune  show*d  his  face, 
To  chide  the  winds,  and  save  the  TVqjan  race ; 
So  has  your  highness,  rais*d  above  the  rest, 
Storms  of  ambition,  tossing  us,  represt. 

Your  drooping  country,  torn  with  civil  htte, 
Restor*d  l^  you,  is  made  a  glorious  stale ; 
Tlie  seat  of  empire,  where  the  Irish  come, 
And  the  unwilling  Scots,  to  fetch  their  doom. 

Tlie  sea's  our  own :  and  now,  aU  nationa  greet. 
With  bending  sails,  each  vessel  of  our  fleet : 
Your  power  extends  as  far  as  winds  can  blow. 
Or  sweUing  sails  upon  the  globe  may  go. 

Heaven  (that  hath  plac*d  this  isUnd  to  give  law, 
To  balance  Europe,  and  her  states  to  awe,) 
In  this  conjunction  jdoth  on  Britain  smile. 
The  greatest  leader,  and  the  greatest  isle ! 

Whether  this  portion.of  the  world  were  red* 
By  the  rude  ocean,  from  the  continent. 
Or  thus  created ;  it  was  sure  design*d 
To  be  the  sacred  refuge  of  mankind. 

Hither  th'  oppress'd  shall  henceforth  resort, 

Jukice  to  crave,  and  succour,  at  your  court ; 

And  then  your  highness,  not  for  our's  alone. 

But  for  the  workrs  protector  shall  be  known. 

Fame,  swifW  than  your  winged  navy,  flies 
Titfougb  every  land,  that  near  the  ocean  lies; 
Sounding  your  name,  and  telling  dreadful 
To  all  that  piracy  and  rapine  use. 


With  such  a  chief  the  i 
Might  hope  to  lift  her  head  above  the  rest ; 
What  may  be  thought  impossible  to  do 
By  us,  embraced  by  the  sea  and  you  ? 

Lords  of  the  world's  great  waste,  the  ocean,  we 
Whole  forests  send  to  reign  upon  the  sea  ; 
And  every  coast  may  trouble,  or  relieve : 
But  none  can  visit  us  vrithout  your  leave. 

Angels  and  we  have  this  prerogative. 
That  none  can  at  our  happy  seats  arrive : 
While  we  descend  at  pleasure,  to  invade 
The  bad  with  vengeance,  and  the  good  to  aidL 

Our  little  world,  the  image  of  the  great. 
Like  that,  amidst  the  boundless  ocean  set» 
Of  her  own  growth  hath  all  thtt  nature  crmTei^ 
And  all  that's  rare,  as  tribute  firom  the  waves. 
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As  Egarpt  does  not  on  the  douds  rely, 

Bat  to  the  Nile  owes  more  than  to  the  Ay ; 

So,  what  our  Earth,  and  what  our  Heaven,  denies, 

Oar  crer-cottstant  friend,  the  sea,  supplies. 

Hie  taste  of  hot  Arabia's  qpice  we  know, 
fkee  from  the  scorching  sun  that  makes  it  grow : 
Without  the  worm,  fn  Persian  silks  we  shine ; 
And,  without  planting,  drink  of  every  vine. 

To  ^  for  wealth,  we  weary  not  our  limbs ; 
Gold,  tfaoogfa  the  heaviest  metal,  hither  swims. 
Ours  is  the  harvest  where  the  Indians  mow. 
We  plough  the  deep,  and  reap  what  others  sow. 

TlngB  of  the  noblest  kind  our  own  soil  breeds ; 
SkRrt  are  our  men,  and  warlike  are  our  steeds : 
Raaie,diough  her  eagle  throupfa  the  world  had  flown. 
Could  new  make  this  island  all  her  own. 


Here  d»  tiord  Edward,  and  the  Black  Prince  too, 
Fkanee-oonquering  Henry  flourish'd,  and  now  you  } 
tor  whom  we  atay'd,  as  did  the  GrcNcian  states 
T1Q  AkrandpT  came  to  urge  their  fate. 

When  tor  more  worids  the  Macedonian  cry'd. 
He  wist  not  Thetis  in  her  lap  did  hide 
Another  yet :  a  world  reserv*d  for  you, 
Tb  make  more  great  than  that  he  SA  subdue. 

Heaaftly  mlgfat  old  troops  to  battle  lead, 
Agslnst  tfa'  unwarlike  Persian  and  the  Mede^ 
Whoae  hasty  flight  did,  from  a  bloodless  field, 
Mote  apoila  than  honour  to  the  victor  yield. 


A  nee  nnconqner'd,  by  their  clime  made  bold, 
tW  Gdedooians,  arm'd  vrith  want  and  cold, 
&*«,  by  a  fioe  indulgent  to  your  fame. 
Been  from  all  ages  kept  for  you  to  tamew 


I  the  old  Roman  vrall,  so  ill  confln*d^ 
With  a  new  chain  of  garrisons  you  bind: 
Here  foreign  gold  no  more  shall  make  them  come  j 
Omr  Ea^ladk  iroo  hcdds  them  fiut  at  home. 

TWy,  that  hencefortii  must  be  content  to  know 
Mb  waima  r^ion  than  tiieir  hills  of  snow, 
Iby  blame  the  sun ;  but  must  extol  your  grace, 
Wlidl  in  oar  senate  hath  allow'd  them  place. 

^der^d  by  conquest,  happily  o'erthrown, 
Aflkig  diey  rise,  to  be  with  us  made  one : 
&»  kind  £ctators  made,  when  they  came  home^ 
Thar  vanquisii'd  foes  free  citizens  of  Rome. 

Like  fovour  find  the  Irish,  with  like  fote 
Advaac'd  to  be  a  portion  of  our  state ; 
Wfafle  by  your  valour,  and  your  bounteous  mind, 
Kttioaa  divided  by  tlse  sea  are  join'd. 

Iffiitind,  to  gun  your  friendship,  is  content 
To  be  oar  out-guard  on  the  continent : 
She  from  ber  foUow-provinces  would  go, 
loftcr  tfaan  lianrd  to  have  you  her  foe. 

la  ear  kle  fight,  when  cannons  did  difiuse, 
Fmealing  posti,  the  terrour  and  the  news, 
Ov  aeigldbour  princes  trembled  at  their  roar  r 
Bat  ear  coBJonctioo  makes  them  tremble  more. 


Your  never-failing  sword  made  war  to  cease, 
And  now  you  heal  us  with  the  acts  of  peace ; 
Our  minds  with  bounty  and  with  awe  engage, 
Invite  affection,  and  restrain  our  rage. 

Less  pleasure  take  brave  minds  in  battles  won, 
Tlian  in  restoring  such  as  are  undone : 
Tigers  have  courage,  and  die  rugged  bear. 
But  man  alone  can,  whom  he  conquers,  spare. 

To  pardon,  willing,  and  to  punish,  loth, 
Tou  strike  with  one  hand,  but  you  heal  witiiboth; 
Lifting  up  all  that  prostrate  lie,  you  grieve 
You  cannot  make  the  dead  again  to  live. 

When  Fate  or  erroar  had  our  age  misled, 
And  o'er  this  nation  such  confusion  q>read ; 
Tlie  only  cure,  which  could  fitmi  Heaven  come  down. 
Was  so  much  power  and  piety  in  one. 

One !  whose  extraction  from  an  ancient  line 
Gives  hope  again,  that  well-bom  men  may  shine : 
The  meanest  m  your  nature,  mfld  and  good ; 
The  noUest  rest  secured  in  your  blood* 

Oft  have  we  wonder'd,  how  you  hid  in  peace 
A  mind  prtqxxrtion'd  to  such  things  as- these ; 
How  sudi  a  ruling  sp'rit  you  co«ild  restrain. 
And  practise  first  over  yourself  to  reign. 

Your  private  life  did  a  just  pattern  give, 
How  fiithers,  husbands,  pious  sons,  should  live ; 
Bom  to  command,  your  princdy  virtues  slept. 
Like  humble  David's,  while  the  flock  he  kept 

But  when  your  troubled  country  caU'd  you  fortli, 
Your  flaming  courage  and  your  matchless  worth, 
DassUng  the  eyes  of  aU  that  did  pretend. 
To  fierce  contention  gave  a  prosperous  end. 

Still,  as  you  rise,  the  state,  exalted  too. 
Finds  no  distemper  while  'tis  chang'd  by  you ; 
Chang'd  like  the  world's  great  scene !  when  without 


The  rising  sun  night's  vulgar  lights  destroys. 

Had  you,  some  ages  past,  this  race  of  glory 
Run,  widi  amaiement  we  should  read  your  story : 
But  living  virtue,  all  achievements  past, 
Meets  envy  still,  to  grapple  with  at  last. 

This  Cssar  found ;  and  that  ungratefril  age. 
With  losing  him,  went  back  to  blood  and  rage ; 
Mistaken  Bratus  thought  to  break  their  yoke, 
But  cut  the  bond  of  union  with  that  stroke. 

That  sun  once  set,  a  thousand  meaner  stars 
Gave  a  dim  light  to  violence  and  wara; 
To  such  a  tempest  as  now  threatens  all, 
Did  not  your  mighty  arm  prevent  the  foil 

If  Rome's  great  senate  could  not  wield  that  sword. 
Which  of  £e  conquer'd  wbrld  had  made  them  lord ; 
What  hope  had  ours,  while  yet  their  power  was  new. 
To  rule  victorious  crmiei,  but  by  you  ? 


You !  that  had  taught  them  to  subdue  their  foes. 
Could  order  teach,  and  their  high  spirite  conqiose : 
To  every  duty  could  their  minds  cngap, 
Pftyvoke  their  courage,  and  ymmand^  their  raga. 
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80^  when  a  lion  ihakes  hit  dreadful  mane, 
And  angiy  grows,  if  he  that  first  took  pain 
To  tame  hb  youth,  approach  the  liaughty  beast, 
He  bends  to  him,  but  frights  away  ihe  rest. 

As  the  vex*d  worid,  to  find  repose^  at  last 
Itself  into  Augustus*  arms  did  cast ; 
So  England  now  does,  with  like  toil  opprest, 
Her  weary  head  upon  your  bosom  rest. 

llien  let  the  Muses,  with  such  notes  as  these, 
Instruct  us  what  belongs  unto  our  peace  J 
Tour  battles  they  hereafter  shall  indite. 
And  draw  the  image  of  our  Marsin  fight; 

Tdl  of  towns  storm'd,  of  armies  orer-run. 
And  mighty  kingdoms  by  your  conduct  won ; 
How,  while  you  thunder'd,  doudsof  dust  did  choke 
Contending  troops,  and  seas  lay  hid  in  smoke. 

Illustrious  acts  hig^  raptures  do  inftise, 
And  erery  conqueror  creates  a  Muse : 
Here  in  low  strains  your  milder  deeds  we  sing : 
But  there,  my  lord !  we*ll  bays  and  olive  bring 

To  crown  your  head,  while  you  in  triumph  ride 
O'er  vanquished  natkms,  and  the  sea  beside ; 
While  all  your  neighhour  princes  unto  you. 
Like  Joseph's  sheaves,  pay  reverence  and  bow. 


OF  ENGLISH  VERSE. 

Pons  may  boast,  as  safely  vain, 
Hieir  works  shall  with  the  world  remain : 
Both  bound  together,  live  or  die, 
The  verses  and  the  prophecy. 

But  who  can  hope  his  line  should  long 
Last,  in  a  daily-changing  tongue? 
While  they  are  new,  envy  prevails ; 
And  as  that  dies,  our  language  fiuls. 

When  architects  have  done  their  part, 
The  matter  may  betray  their  art : 
Thne^  if  we  use  ilUchosen  stone, 
Soon  brings  a  welUbuilt  paUce  down. 

Poets,  that  lasting  marble  seek, 
Must  carve  in  Laidn  or  in  Gre«k : 
We  write  in  sand,  our  language  grows, 
And,  like  the  tide,  our  work  o'erflows. 

Chaucer  his  sense  can  only  boast, 
The  glory  of  his  numbers  lost ! 
Tears  have  defac'd  his  matchless  strain. 
And  yet  he  did  not  sing  in  vain. 

The  beauties,  which  adom'd  that  age, 
The  shining  subjects  of  his  rage, 
Hopins  th^  should  immortal  prove, 
Rewaided  with  success  his  love. 

Hiis  was  the  gen'rous  poet's  scope ; 
And  aU  an  English  pen  can  hope ; 
To  make  the  &ir  approve  his  flame^ 
That  can  so  far  extend  their  fame. 


Verse,  thus  design'd,  has  noiU  firte, 
If  it  arrive  but  at  the  date 
Of  fiMliqg  beauty,  if  it  prove 
But  as  long4iv*d  as  present  lone. 


rax  STOET  OP 


PHCEBUS  AND  DAPHNE 


Tmrasis,  a  youth  of  the  in^ired  trsin. 
Fair  Sarhariwsa  lov'd,  but  lov'd  in  vain : 
Like  Fhcebus  sung  the  no  less  amorous  boy ; 
Like  Daphne  she,  as  lovely,  and  as  coy ! 
With  numbers  be  the  flying  nymph  pursues ; 
With  numbers,  such  as  Phoebus'  self  might  use ! 
Such  is  the  chase,  when  Love  and  Fancy  leads, 
O'er  craggy  mountains,  and  through  flowery  meMls; 
Invok'd  to  testify  the  lover's  care. 
Or  finrm  some  image  of  his  cruel  fair. 
Urg'd  with  his  fury,  like  a  wounded  deer. 
O'er  these  he  fled ;  and  now  approaching  near, 
Had  reach 'd  the  nymph  with  his  harmonious  Isy, 
Whom  all  hb  charms  cotild  not  incline  to  stay. 
Yet,  what  he  sung  in  his  immortal  strain, 
Though  unsucccwftil,  was  not  sung  in  vain : 
All,  but  the  nymph  that  should  redress  his  wrong, 
Attend  his  passion,  and  approve  his  song. 
Like  Fhcebus  thus,  acquiring  unsought  praise. 
He  catch'd  at  love,  and  fiU'd  his  arms  with  bays. 


SONG. 

Go,  lovely  Rose ! 
Tell  her,  that  wastes  her  time  and  mc, 

Tlut  now  she  knows, 
When  I  resemble  her  to  thee, 
How  sweet,  and  fair,  she  seems  to  be. 

Tell  her  that's  young,     . 
And  shuns  to  have  her  graces  spy'd. 

That  hadst  thou  sprung 
In  deserts,  where  no  men  abide. 
Thou  must  have  uncommended  dy'd. 

Small  is  the  worth 
Of  beauty,  from  the  light  retir'd : 

Bid  her  come  forth. 
Suffer  herself  to  be  desir'd, 
I  And  not  blush  so  to  be  admir'd. 

Then  die!  that  she 
Tlie  common  fate  of  all  things  rare 

May  read  in  thee : 
How  small  a  part  of  time  they  share, 
Tlut  are  so  wondrous  sweet  and  fair ! 


TO  PHYLLia 

Phyllis  !  why  should  we  delay 
Pleasures  shorter  than  the  day  ? 
Could  we  (which  we  never  can  !} 
Stretch  our  lives  beyond  their  span. 
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BMtf  iike  a  iladow  iliet. 
Aid  our  yootfa  before  us  diet. 
Or,  would  youth  tnd  beuity  ttey* 
Lovthitfa  wineiy  and  will  awinr* 
Love  hadiivi&r  wings  than  TEme; 
CIm^  in  love  to  Heaven  does  4;linib 
Gods  that  never  cfaance  tlieir  state, 
V«7  oft  their  love  and  bate. 

IliyUit !  to  this  truth  we  owe 
ill  the  Jove  betwixt  us  two : 
Let  not  you  and  I  inquire, 
WWt  his  been  our  past  desire ; 
Ob  whet  shepherd  jou  have  sooil'd, 
Or  wbat  nymphs  I  ha-ve  beguil'd : 
Lctve  it  to  die  planets  too, 
Wlat  we  shall  hereafter  do : 
Forthejoyswenownu^  proves 
Tib  a£rice  of  present  love. 


ON  A  GIRDLE. 

Ikir,  wfaicfa  her  slender  waist  confin*d, 
ftill  nsw  my  joyful  temples  bind : 
Ko  BHOBRh  but  would  give  his  crown, 
Hiiflniisnqght  do  what  this  has  done. 

bvii  my  Heaven's  extremest  sphere, 
Ik  psk  which  held  that  lovdy  deer  : 
My  jaj,  my  gnet,  my  hope^  my  love, 
SU  aii  whlui  this  circle  move ! 


A  snow  compass !  and  yet  there 
Dvch  ifl  thia's  good,  and  all  that's  fkir : 
Gneae  but  what  this  ribbon  hound, 
TdteaD  the  lest  the  Sun  goes  round. 


TO  ZELINDA. 

Final  piece  of  welUfonn'd  earth ! 
Cfiiot tfiis  your  haughty  birth : 
Tk  power  wfaidi  you  hsnre  o'er  us,  lies 
^kyoarnce,batin  your  eyes. 
'^lafJ^nRcr/  — Alas!  tfiat voice 
Cate  joa  to  a  narrovr  choice, 
^nid  you  no  honey  TOW  to  taste, 
Bst  stet  da  martoT'-beea  have  plac'd 
kogapnof  tibeir  cellay  how  small 
A  P«tfsa  to  your  diare  would  fidl ! 


Nor  all  appear,  among  those  few. 

Worthy  the  stock  from  whence  they  grew : 

Hie  sap,  which  at  the  root  is  bred. 

In  trees,  through  all  the  boughs  is  spread : 

But  virtaes,  which  in  parent  shinc^ 

Blake  not  ]Ske  progress  through  the  line. 

"Tis  not  from  whom,  but  wh^re^  we  live : 

Hie  place  does  oft  those  graces  give. 

Great  Julius,  on  the  mountains  bred, 

A  flock  perhaps,  or  herd,  had  led : 

He  *,  that  the  world  subdued,  had  been 

But  the  best  wrestler  on  the  green. 

*Tis  art,  and  knowledge,  which  draw  forth 

Tlie  hidden  seeds  of  native  worth : 

They  blow  those  sparks,  and  make  them  rise 

Into  such  flames  as  touch  the  skies. 

To  the  old  heroes  hence  was  given 

A  pedigree,  which  resch'd  to  heaven : 

Of  mortal  seed  they  were  not  held. 

Which  other  mortals  so  ezcell'd. 

And  beauty  too^  in  such  excess 

As  yours,  Zelinda !  claims  no  less. 

Smile  but  on  me,  and  you  shall  scorn, 

Henceforth,  to  be  of  princes  born. 

I  can  describe  the  shady  grove. 

Where  your  lov'd  mother  slept  vridi  Jove, 

And  yet  excuse  die  faultless  dame. 

Caught  vrith  her  spouse's  shape  and  name  *. 

Thy  matchless  form  will  credit  bring 

To  all  the  wonders  I  shall  sing. 


TO  A  LADY 

SUfOlMO  A.SOHO  OP  BUXOmOSOTO. 

Chloeis,  yourself  you  so  excel. 

When  you  vouchsafe  to  breathe  my  thought, 
Ibat,  like  a  spirit,  with  this  spell 

Of  my  own  teaching,  I  am  caught 

Hiat  eagle's  fiite  and  mfaie  are  one, 
Whi^  on  the  shaft  that  made  him  die, 

Espy'd  a  f<Batfaer  of  his  own. 
Wherewith  he  wont  to  soar  so  high. 

Had  Echo  with  so  sweet  a  grace 
Narcissus'  loud  complaints  retum'd 

Not  for  reflection  of  his  flux. 
But  of  his  Toice,  the  boy  had  bum'd. 

•  Alexander. 
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JOHN  DRYDEN. 


JoHH  Detdxh  was  born,  protwbly  in  I63I,  in 
the  ptrish  of  Aldwinde-AllsaintB,  in  Northamp. 
tonshire.  Hu  father  possessed  a  small  estate;, 
acted  as  a  justice  of  the  peace  during  the  usurp- 
ation, and  seems  to  have  been  a  presbyterian. 
John,  at  a  proper  age,  was  sent  to  Westminster 
school,  of  which  Busby  was  then  master ;  and  was 
thence  elected  to  a  sdiolarship  in  IVini^  college, 
Cambridge.  He  took  his  degrees  of  bachelor  and 
master  of  arts  in  the  university ;  but  though  he  had 
written  two  short  copies  of  verses  about  the  time  of 
his  admission,  his  name  does  not  occur  among  the 
academical  poets  of  this  period.  By  his  fatber*s 
death,  in  1654,  he  succeeded  to  the  estate,  and,  re- 
moving  to  the  metropolis,  he  made  his  entrance  into 
public  life,  under  the  auspices  of  his  kinsman. 
Sir  Gilbert  Pickering,  one  of  Cromwell's  council 
and  house  of  lords,  and  staunch  to  the  principles 
then  predominant.  On  the  death  of  Cromwell, 
Dryden  wrote  some  **  Heroic  Stanzas,**  strongly 
marked  by  the  loftiness  of  expression  and  variety  of 
imagery  which  characterised  hu  more  mature 
efforts.  They  were,  however,  criticised  with  some 
severity. 

At  the  Restoration,  Dryden  lost  no  time  in 
obliterating  former  stains;  and,  as  far  as  it  wfts 
possible,  rendered  himself  peculiarly  distinguished 
for  the  base  servility  of  his  strains.  He  greeted  the 
king's  return  by  apoem,  entitled  **  Astnsa  Redux,*' 
which  was  followed  by  **  A  Panegyric  on  the 
Coronation :"  nor  did  Lord  ChancelkM*  Clarendon 
escape  his  encomiastic  lines.  His  marriage  with 
Lady  Elisabeth  Howard,  daughter  of  the  Earl  of 
Berkshire,  is  supposed  to  have  taken  pkce  in  1665. 
About  this  time  be  first  appears  as  a  writer  for  the 
stace,  in  which  quality  he  composed  several  pieces ; 
and  though  he  did  not  display  himself  as  a  prime 
favourite  of  the  dramatic  muse,  his  fadlity^  of  har- 
monious versification,  and  his  splendour  of  poetic 
diction,  gained  him  admirers.  In  1667  he  pub- 
lished a  singular  poem,  entitled  **  Annus  Minu 
bilis,'*  the  subjects  of  which  were,  the  naval  war 
with  the  Dutch,  and  the  fire  of  London.  It  was 
written  in  four-line  stanzas,  a  form  which  has  since 
gone  into  disuse  in  heroic  subjects ;  but  the  piece 
abounded  in  images  of  genuine  poetiy,  though  in- 
termixed with  many  extravagances. 

At  this  period  of  his  life  Dryden  became  pro- 
fessionally a  writer  for  the  stage,  having  entered 
into  a  contract  with  die  patentees  of  the  King*s 
llieatre,  to  supply  them  with  tlvee  plays  in  a 
ymr,  upon  the  condiUon  of  being  allowed  tlie  profit 
of  one  share  and  a  quarter  out  of  twelve  shares  and 
three  quarters,  into  which  the  theatrical  stock  was 
divided.  Of  the  plays  written  upon  the  above  con- 
tract, a  small  proportion  have  kept  their  place  on 
the  stage,  or  in  the  closet  On  the  death  of 
Sir  W.  Davenant,  in  1668,  Diyden  obtained  the 


post  of  poet-laureat,  to  which  was  added  the  na^ 
cure  place  of  historiographer  royal ;  the  joint  mI*. 
ries  0^  which  amounted  to  200 1. 

The  tragedies  composed  by  Dryden  were  written 
in  his  earber  periods,  in  rhyme,  which  drcuntttsncc 
probably  contributed  to  the  poetical  rant  by  wfaicfa 
they  were  too  much  characterised.  For  the  cor. 
rection  of  this  fkult,  Villiers,  Duke  of  Budcingfasm, 
in  conjunction  with  other  vrits,  wrote  the  oelelvated 
burlesque  drama,  entitled  •*  The  Reheansl,'*  cf 
which  Dryden,  under  the  name  of  Bayes,  wai  made 
the  hero ;  and,  in  order  to  point  the  ridicule,  fait 
dress,  phraseology,  and  mode  of  recitation,  wcr 
exactly  imitated  by  the  actor.  It  does  not,  bow- 
ever,  appear  that  his  solid  reputation  as  a  poet  wsi 
injured  by  this  attack.  He  had  the  candour  to  ac- 
knowledge that  several  of  the  strokes  were  just, 
and  he  wisely  refhdned  fhnn  making  any  (firect 
reply. 

In  1681,  and,  as  it  is  asserted,  at  die  king's  cs- 
press  desire,  he  wrote  his  famous  political  poem, 
entided    **  Absolom  and   Acfaitophel  ;*'  in  whkh 
the  incidents  in  the  life  of  David  were  adapted  to 
those  of  Charles  II.  in  relation  to  the  Duke  of 
Monmouth  and   the    Earl    of    Shaftesbury.    Its 
poetry  and  its  severity  caused  it  to  be  read  with  great 
eagerness;  and  as  it  raised  the  author  to  high  &- 
vour  with  the  court  party,  ao  it  involved  him  in  ir- 
reconcilable   enmity  with   its  opponents.     Theie 
feelings  were  rendered  more  acute  by  his  <*  Medal, 
a  Satire  on  Sedition,"  written  in  the  same  year,  on 
occasion  of  a  medal  struck  by  the  wfaigs,  when  a 
grand  jury  returned  Ignoramvs  to  an  indictment 
preferred  against  Lord  Shaftesbury,   for  Ugh  trea- 
son.    Hie  rancour  of  this  piece  is  not  es^^  to  be 
paralleled  among  party  poems.     In  1682,  be  pub- 
lished **  Mac-Flecknoe,"  a  short  piece,  throwing 
ridicule  upon  his  very  unequal    rival,    Shadwell. 
In  the  same  year,  one  of  his  most  serious  poems, 
the  **  Religio  Laid,**  made  its  appearance.     Its 
purpose  was  to  give  a  cornpendious  view  of  the  ar- 
guments for  revealed  religion,  and  to  ascertain  in 
what  the  authority  of  revelation  essentially  consists. 
Soon  after  this  time  he  ceased  to  write  for  the 
stage.     His  dramatic  vein  was  probably  exhausted, 
and  hu  circumstances  were  distressed.     To  tins  pe- 
riod Mr.  Malone  refers  a  letter  written  by  him  to 
Hyde,  Earl  of  Rochester,  in  which,  with  modot 
dignity,  he  pleads  merit  enouffb   not  to  deserve  to 
starve,  and  requests  some  small  employfbent  in  the 
customs  or  excise,  or,  at  least,  the  payment  of  hslf 
a  year's  pension  for  the  supply  of  his  present  ncces> 
sities.     He  never  obtained  any  of  the  requested 
places,  and  was  doomed  to  find  the  booka^crs  hk 
best  patrons. 

Charles  II.  died  in  1685,  and  was  succeeded  b; 
his  brother  James  II.,  who  openly  declared  bis  at 
tachment  to  the  religion  oC^Rome.     iTt  wtt%  not  iooi 
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tutou  Dryden  con^Brmed  to  the  «iiie  rdigioii. 
Tbis  fliep  hm  been  the  CBiue  of  much  obloquy  on 
one  side,  and  h«  found  much  excme  on  the  other ; 
but  if  H  be  considered,  from  a  view  of  his  past  life, 
that,  in  changing  his  religious  profession,  he  could 
have  had  little  difficulty  to  encounter,  it  will  appear 
no  breach  of  candour  to  suppose  that  his  immediate 
motive  was  nothing  more  than  personal  interest. 
The  reward  he  obtained  from  his  compliance  was  an 
addition  to  hb  pension  of  100  L  per  annum.  Some 
time  after  he  was  engaged  in  a  work  which  was  the 
kNigest  single  piece  he  ever  composed.  This  was 
Us  dabonte  controrendal  poem  of  «  The  Hind 
and  Puithar.*'  When  completed,  notwithstanding 
its  unprouiiaii^  subject,  and  signal  absurdity  of 
plan,  such  was  the  power  of  Dryden*s  Terse,  that  it 
was  read  with  aridi^,  and  bore  every  mark  of  oc- 
aqiying  the  public  attention.  The  birth  of  a 
prince  called  forth  a  con^pnstulatory  poem  from  Dry- 
den,  entitled  **  Britannia  Rediviva,'*  in  which  be 
vcBluied  to  uae  a  poet*s  privUege  of  prophesy,  fore- 
telling a  commencing  era  of  prosperity  to  the  nation 
sad  the  cfaurdi  from  this  auspicious  event;  but  in 
nin !  for  the  revolution  took  place  within  a  few 
months,  and  the  hopes  of  the  party  were  bbsted  for 
ewer. 

Dvyden  was  a  severe  sufferer  from  the  change : 
Us  pots  and  pensions  were  taken  away,  and  the 
poetical  lamrd  was  conferred  upon  his  insignificant 
maly  ShadwdL  He  was  now,  in  advanced  Hfe,  to 
<kpaid  upon  his  own  exertions  for  a  security  from 
Asoiirte  indigence.  His  faculties  were  equal  to 
the  cincigeucy ;  and  it  will  surprise  some  theorists 


to  be  told,  that  the  ten  conrfnding  years  of  his  life, 
in  which  he  wrote  fbr  bread,  and  composed  at  a  cer- 
tiin  nte  per  line,  were  those  of  many  of  the  pieces 
which  have  most  contributed  to  immortalise  hi» 
name.  They  were  those  of  his  translation  of  Juve- 
nal and  Persius  ;  of  that  of  Virgil  entire,  a  work 
which  enriches  the  English  language,  and  has 
greatly  promoted  the  author's  fame ;  of  hb  cele- 
brated Alexander's  Feast ;  and  of  hb  Fables,  con- 
taining some  of  the  richest  and  most  truly  poetical 
pieces  which  be  ever  composed.  Of  these,  several 
will  ^pear  in  the  subsequent  collection  of  hb  works. 
Nor  ought  his  prose  writings  to  be  neglected, 
which,  chiefly  consisting  of  the  critical  essays  pre- 
fixed to  hb  poems,  are  performances  of  extraordi- 
nary vigour  and  comprehension  of  mind,  and  afford, 
perhaps,  the  best  spedmens  of  genuine  English. 

Dryden  died  of  a  spreading  inflammation  in  one 
of  hb  toes,  on  the  first  of  May,  1700,  and  was 
buried  in  Westminstei  Abbey,  next  to  the  tomb  of 
Chaucer.  No  monument  marked  hb  grave,  till  a 
plain  one,  with  hb  .bust,  was  erected,  at  the  cxpence 
of  Sheffield,  Duke  of  Buckingham.  He  left  behind 
him  three  sons,  all  brought  up  to  letters.  Hb 
own  character  was  cold  and  reserved,  backward  in 
personal  advances  to  the  great,  and  rather  heavy  in 
conversation.  In  fact,  he  was  too  much  engaged 
in  literature  to  devote  much  of  hb  time  to  society. 
Few  writers  of  hb  time  delighted  so  much  to  ap- 
proach the  verge  of  prophaneness ;  whence  it  may 
be  inferred,  that  though  religion  was  an  interesting 
topic  of  discussion  to  him,  be  had  very  little  of  its 
spirit  in  hb  heart 


ANNUS  MIRABIUS: 

THX  TEAU.    OP  WOKDXaS,  1666. 

Li  tfarivimg  arts  long  tune  had  Holland  grown, 
Onnrhing  at  home  and  cruel  when  abroad : 

faroe  leanring  us  the  means  to  claim  our  own  ; 
Our  king  they  courted,  and  our  merchants  aw'd. 

l^ide,  which  Uke  blood  should  drculariy  flow, 
8lopp*d  in  their  channels,  found  its  fVeedom  lost: 

lUAer  the  wealth  of  all  die  world  did  go, 
And  seem'd  but  shipwreck'd  on  so  biMe  a  coast 

Fsr  them  alone  the  Heavens  had  kindly  heat ; 

la  eastern  quarries  ripening  precious  dew : 
For  them  the  Idunuean  balm  did  sweat, 

Aad  in  hot  Ceilon  spicy  forests  grew. 

The  Son  but  seem'd  the  labourer  of  the  year; 

Each  waxing  Moon  supply'd  her  watery  store. 
To  sivcQ  those  tides  which  fitnn  the  line  cud  bear 

Their  brim-fuU  vesseb  to  the  Belgian  shore. 

ThiH,  nighty  m  her  ships,  stood  Carthage  long, 
W  swept  the  riches  of  the  world  from  hr ; 

T««eop'dto  Booie,  leas  wealthy,  but  more  strong: 
Aad  tUs  may  pove  our  second  Punic  war. 


What  peace  can  be,  where  both  to  one  pretend  ? 

(But  they  more  diligent,  and  we  more  strong) 
Or  if  a  peace,  it  soon  must  have  an  end ; 

For  they  would  grow  too  powerful  were  it  long. 

Behold  two  nations  then,  enjeag'd  so  fiur, 
Hiat  each  seven  years  the  fit  must  shake  each  landi 

Where  France  will  side  to  weaken  us  by  wai; 
Who  only  can  his  vast  designs  withstand. 

See  how  he  feeds  th*  Iberian  widi  delays, 
To  render  us  hb  timely  friendship  vain: 

And  while  hb  secret  soul  on  Flanders  preys^ 
He  rocks  the  cnuUe  of  the  babe  of  Spam. 

Such  deep  designs  of  empire  does  he  lay 
O'er  them,  whose  cause  he  seems  to  take  in  hand ; 

And  prudently  would  make  than  lords  at  sea. 
To  whom  with  ease  he  can  give  laws  by  land. 

Thb  saw  our  king ;  and  long  within  hb  breast 
Hb  pensive  counseb  balanc'd  to  and  fVo : 

He  griev'd  the  land  he  fVeed  should  be  oppress'd, 
A!nd  be  less  fbr  it  than  usurpers  do. 

His  generous  mind  the  fair  ideas  drew 

Of  fame  and  honour,  which  in  dangers  lay ; 
Where  wealth,  like  fruit  on  precipices,  grew. 
Not  to  be  gather'd  but  by  birds  of  prey 
L  3    ^ 
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Hie  loM  and  pia  Mch  fiitally  won  graiA ; 

And  fdll  bit  tulijecls  called  aloud  for  war: 
But  peaceful  kings,  o'er  martial  people  act. 

Each  other's  poixc  and  counteibalance  are. 


He  first  survey'd  the  charge  with  careful  eyes, 
Which  none  but  mighty  monardis  could  maintain ; 

Tet  judg'd,  like  vapours  that  from  limbecs  rise, 
It  wcmld  in  richer  showers  descend  again. 


At  length  resolir'd  t'  assert  the  watery  ball. 
He  in  himself  did  whole  armadoes  bring : 

Him  aged  seamen  might  their  master  call, 
And  choose  for  general,  were  he  not  their  king. 

It  seems  as  every  ship  their  sovereign  knows, 
His  awful  summons  they  so  soon  obey ; 

So  hear  the  scaly  herd  whm  Firoteus  blows. 
And  so  to  pasture  follpw  through  the  sea. 

To  see  this  fleet  upon  the  ocean  move, 
Aiwels  drew  wide  the  curtains  of  the  skies ; 

And  Heaven,  as  if  there  wanted  lights  above^ 
For  tapers  made  two  glaring  comets  rise. 

Whether  tfa^  unctuous  exhalations  are, 
Fir'd  by  the  Sun,  or  seeming  so  alone ; 

Or  each  some  more  remote  and  slippeiy  star, 
Which  loses  footing  when  to  mortals  shown : 

Or  one,  that  bright  companion  of  the  Sun, 
Whose  glorious  aspect  seal'd  our  new-born  king ; 

And  now,  a  round  cf  greater  years  begun. 
New  ii^eBce  from  his  walks  of  light  did  bring. 

Victorious  Yoric  did  first  with  fam'd  success, 
To  his  known  valour  make  the  Dutch  eive  place : 

Thus  Heaven  our  monarch's  fortune  dia  confess, 
Beginning  conquest  firom  his  royal  race. 

But  since  it  was  decreed,  auspicious  king, 
In  Britain's  ri^  that  thou  shouldst  wed  the  main, 

Heaven,  as  a  gage,  would  cast  some  precious  thing. 
And  therefore  doom'dthatLawson  should  beslain. 

Lawson  amongst  the  foremost  met  his  fiue, 
Whom  sea-green  Surens  firom  the  rocks  lament: 

Hius  as  an  offering  for  the  Grecian  state. 
He  first  was  kill'd  who  first  to  battle  went. 

Theur  chief  blown  up  in  air,  not  waves,  expir'd. 
To  which  his  pride  presumed  to  give  the  law : 

Hie  Dutch  confess'd  Heaven  present,  and  retir'd. 
And  all  was  Britain  the  wide  ocean  saw. 

To  nearest  ports  their  shatter'd  ships  repair. 
Where  by  our  dreadful  cannon  they  lay  aw'd : 

So  reverently  men  quit  the  open  air, 
When  thunder  ^ieaks  the  angry  gods  abroad. 

And  now  approach'd  their  fleet  firom  India  fraught. 
With  all  the  riches  of  the  rising  Sun : 

And  precious  sand  from  southern  H»mHti»s  bcought. 
The  fiital  regions  where  the  war  begun. 

Like  hunted  castors,  conscious  of  their  store,  [bring: 
Their  way-laid  wealth  to  Norway's  coasts  they 

There  first  the  North's  cold  bosom  spices  bore. 
And  Winter  brooded  on  the  eastern  Spring. 


By  the  rich  scent  we  fbond  our  perfbm'd  prey. 
Which,  flank'd  with  rocks,  did  dose  in  covert  lie: 

And  round  about  thehr  murdering  cannon  lay. 
At  onoe  to  threaten  and  invite  the  eye. 

Fiercer  than  cannon,  and  than  rocks  more  hard. 
The  En^ish  undertake  tfa'  unequal  war : 

Seven  ships  alone,  by  which  the  port  is  barr'd. 
Besiege  the  Indies,  and  all  Denmark  dare. 

Hieae  fight  like  husbands,  but  like  lovers  those : 
Hieae  flun  would  keep,  and  those  more  fiun  enjoy : 

And  to  such  height  their  firantic  passion  grows. 
That  what  both  love^  both  hazard  to  dotroy. 

Amidst  whole  heaps  of  spices  lights  a  ball. 
And  now  tfaeur  odours  arm'd  against  them  fly ; 

Some  preciously  by  shatter'd  porcelain  fidl. 
And  some  by  aromatic  splinters  die. 

And  though  by  tempests  of  the  prise  bereft. 
In  Heaven's  inclemency  some  ease  we  find : 

Our  foes  we  vanquish'd  by  our  valour  left. 
And  only  yielded  to  the  seas  and  wind. 

Nor  wholly  lost  we  so  deserv'd  a  prey ; 

For  storms,  repenting,  part  of  it  restor'd ; 
Which,  as  a  tribute  from  the  Baltic  sea. 

The  British  ocean  sent  her  mighty  lord. 

Go,  mortals,  now  and  vex  yourselves  in  vain 
For  wealth,  which  so  uncertainly  must  oome : 

When  what  was  brought  so  far,  and  with  such  pain. 
Was  only  kept  to  lose  it  nearer  home. 

The  son,  who  twice  three  months  on  th'  ocean  tost, 
F^epar'd  to  tell  what  he  had  pass'd  before. 

Now  sees  in  English  sliips  the  HoUand  coast. 
And  parents'  arms,  in  vain,  stretch'dfinom  the  shore. 

This  careful  husband  had  been  long  away. 

Whom  his  chaste  wife  and  little  childi«n  mourn: 

Who  on  their  fingers  leam'd  to  tell  the  day 
On  which  their  father  promis'd  to  return. 

Such  are  the  proud  designs  of  human-kind. 
And  so  we  suffer  shipwreck  every  where ! 

Alas,  what  port  can  sudi  a  pilot  find. 
Who  in  the  night  of  Fate  must  blindly  steer ! 

The  undistinguish'd  seeds  of  good  and  ill. 
Heaven  in  his  bosom  firom  our  knowled^  hides : 

And  draws  them  in  contempt  of  human  skill. 
Which  oft  for  friends  mistaken  foes  provides. 

Let  Munster's  prelate  ever  be  accurst. 
In  whom  we  seek  the  German  fiuth  in  vain: 

Abs,  that  he  should  teach  the  English  first. 
That  fraud  and  avarice  in  the  church  could  rdgn  I 

Happy,  who  never  trust  a  stranger's  will, 
Whose  friendship's  in  his  interest  understood ! 

Since  money  given  but  tempts  him  to  be  ill. 
When  power  is  too  remote  to  make  him  good. 

Till  now,  alone  the  miff hty  nations  strove ; 

The  rnt,  at  gase,  without  the  listo  did  stand ; 
And  threatening  France,  pbc'd  like  a  painted  Jovc^ 

Kept  idle  thunder  in  his  lifted  hand. 
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Hot  cunyefa  goaidiMi  of  rich  HoUand's  trade, 
Wlio  cnnesus  what  he  wbdIs  power  t'  enjoy ; 

Vfhtm  DoiseAii  valour  does  no  foe  inradtf 
And  weak  nsitaiice  will  his  IHenda  destroy. 

(Mfended  that  we  fbugfat  without  his  leave, 
He  takes  this  time  his  secret  hate  to  show : 

Wbicfa  Qaries  does  with  a  mind  so  calm  receive, 
As  one  that  neitfaer  seeks  nor  shuns  his  foe. 

Wttlifbnce,  to  aid  the  Dutdi,  the  Danes  unite: 
Aance  as  their  tynmt,  Denmark  as  their  slave. 

Bat  when  with  one  three  nations  join  to  fight, 
Ibcy  silently  confess  that  one  more  brave. 

Lewis  hsd  chas'd  the  English  from  his  shore ; 

Bnt  Chailes  the  French  as  sutnects  does  invite : 
W(nld  Heaven  far  each  some  Solomon  restore, 

Who,  by  tfadr  mercy,  may  decide  their  right ! 

Wore  sobjects  so  but  only  by  their  choice. 
And  not  from  birth  did  forc'd  dominion  take. 

Our  prince  alone  would  have  the  public  voice ; 
And  all  his  ndgfabours' realms  vrould  desertsmake. 

He  without  fear  a  dangerous  war  pumies, 
Wbich  without  rashness  he  began  before: 

As  hooour  made  him  first  the  duiger  choose^ 
So  still  he  makea  it  good  on  virtue's  soova 

Tht  doubled  charge  his  subjects'  love  supplies, 
Wko  in  that  bounty  to  themselves  are  kind : 

So  glad  Egyptiana  aee  their  Nilus  rise, 
Aad  in  his  plenty  their  abundance  find. 

With  equal  power  he  does  two  chiefs  create. 
Two  nch  as  each  seem*d  worthiest  when  alone ; 

£idi  able  Id  sustain  a  nation's  &te, 
Snoe  both  had  found  a  greater  in  their  own. 

Both  great  in  courage,  conduct,  and  in  fimie, 
Tct  neitber  envious  of  the  other's  prsise ; 

^^  duty,  &ith,  and  interest  too  the  same, 
Lfte  migh^  partners  equally  they  i 


Ik  prince  long  time  had  courted  Fortune's  love, 
But  once  poasesa'd  did  absolutely  reign : 

1]u  with  their  Amasons  the  heroes  strove, 
Aad  con^Kr'd  first  those  beauties  they  would  gain. 

11»  duke  beheld,  like  Sdpiq,  with  disdam, 
Tktt  Csrtfaage^  which  be  ruin'd,  rise  once  more ; 

Aad  dmk  aloft  the  &Kces  of  the  main, 
To  fright  those  slaves  with  what  they  felt  before. 

Together  to  the  watery  camp  they  haste, 
Wfami  matrons  passing  to  t|ieir  children  show : 

lafcoti^  first  vows  for  tfaon  to  Heaven  are  cast, 
And  future  people  bless  them  as  they  go. 

^^  them  no  riotous  pomp,  nor  Asian  train. 
To  infect  a  navy  vrith  tfaor  gaudy  fears ; 

''tiaalte  aiow  fights,  and  victories  but  vain : 
fiat  war  severely  like  itself  appears. 

Ililaafe  of  themselves,  where'er  they  pass, 
Tlky  Bake  that  warmth  in  others  th^  eipect : 

IVarvdour  works  like  bodies  on  a  glass, 
Aad  does  its  image  on  their  men  project 


Our  fleet  dttidei^  a»d  atnight  the  Dutch  appear. 
In  number,  aiid  a  fiun'd  commander,  bold : 

The  narrow  seaa  can  scarce  theur  navy  bear. 
Or  crowded  vessels  can  theur  soldiers  hokL 

The  duke,  less  numerous,  but  in  courage  moie^ 
On  wings  of  all  the  winds  to  combat  flies : 

His  murdoing  guns  (iloud  defiance  roar. 
And  bloody  croaees  on  his  flag-ataffii  rise. 

Both  furl  theur  sails,  and  sdip  them  for  the  fight ; 

Their  fcdded  sheets  dismiss  the  useless  air : 
Tb'  Elean  plains  could  boast  no  nobler  sights 

When  struggling  champions  did  their  bodies  barOi. 

Borne  each  by  other  in  a  distant  line. 
The  sea-built  forts  in  dreadful  order  move : 

So  vast  the  noise,  as  if  not  fleets  did  join, 
But  lands  unfiz'd,  and  floating  nations  strove. 

Now  pass'd,  on  either  side  they  nimbly  tack  ; 

Bodi  strive  to  intercept  and  guide  die  wind : 
And,  in  its  eye,  more  closely  they  come  bade. 

To  finish  all  the  deaths  they  left  behind. 

On  high-raisM  dedu  the  haughty  Belffians  ride^ 
Beneath  whose  shade  our  humble  frigates  go : 

Such  port  the  dephant  bears,  and  so  d^'d 
By  the  rhinoceros  her  unequal  foe. 

And  as  the  built,  so  dififerent  is  the  fight : 
Tbeir  mounting  shot  is  on  our  sails  design'd ; 

Deep  in  their  huUs  our  deadly  bullets  ligh^ 
And  through  the  yielding  planks  a  passage  find. 


Our  dreaded  admiral  from  far  they  threat, 
Whose  batter'd  rigging  their  whole  war  receives : 

All  bare,  like  some  old  oak  which  tempests  beat. 
He  stands,  and  sees  below  his  scatter'd  leaves. 

Heroes  of  old,  when  wounded,  shelter  souf^ht ; 

But  he  who  meets  all  danger  with  disdam, 
£v'n  in  their  fiu»  his  ship  to  anchor  brought. 

And  steeple-high  stood  propt  upon  the  main. 

At  this  excess  of  courage,  all  amas'd. 
Hie  foremost  of  his  foes  awhile  withdraw : 

With  such  respect  in  enter'd  Rome  they  gas'd. 
Who  on  high  chain  the  godlike  fiuhors  saw. 

And  now,  as  where  Patroclus'  body  lay. 
Here  Trojan  chiefs  advanc'd,  and  there  the  Greek; 

Ours  o'er  the  duke  their  pious  wings  dispUy, 
And  theirs  the  noblest  spoils  of  Britain  seek. 

Meantime  his  busy  mariners  he  hasten 
His  shatter'd  sails  with  rigging  to  restore ; 

And  willing  pines  ascend  Ids  broken  masts, 
Whose  lof^  heads  rise  higher  than  before. 

Straight  to  the  Dutch  he  turns  his  dreadful  prow, 
More  fierce  th'  important  quarrel  to  decide: 

Like  swans,  in  long  array  his  vessels  show. 
Whose  crests  advancing  do  the  waves  divide. 

They  charge,  recharge,  and  all  along  the  sea 
They  drive,  and  squander  the  huge  Belgian  fleet 

Berkeley  alone,  who  nearest  danger  lay. 
Did  a  like  fate  with  lost  Creiisa  meet. 
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The  niglit  comes  on,  w«  eager  to  punue 
The  oombet  still,  and  th^  asfaam'd  to  leave : 

Till  the  last  streaks  of  djing  day  withdrew, 
And  doubtfkl  moonlight  did  our  rage  deceive. 

In  th'  English  fleet  each  ship  resounds  wi^  joy. 
And  loud  applause  of  thor  great  leader's  fime : 

In  fienr  dreams  the  Dutch  they  still  destroy, 
And  skunbering  smile  at  the  imagin'd  flame* 

Not  so  the  Holland  fleet,  who,  tir'd  and  done, 
Stretdi'd  on  their  decks  like  weary  oxen  lie*. 

Faint  sweats  all  down  their  mighty  members  run ! 
Vast  bulks,  which  litde  souls  but  ill  suf^y. 

In  dreams  they  fearful  precipices  tread : 
Or,  shipwreck*d,  labour  to  some  distant  shore : 

Or  in  dark  churches  walk  among  the  dead ; 
They  wake  with  horrour,  and  dare  sleep  no  more. 

The  morn  they  look  on  wi^  unwilling  eyes. 
Till  from  their  main-top  joyful  news  they  hear 

Of  ships,  which  by  their  mould  bring  new  supplies, 
And  in  their  colours  Bdlgian  lioflui  beat; 

Our  watchful  general  had  discerned  ihmi  fiff 
This  mighty  succour,  which  made  glad  the  foe : 

He  ngh'd,  but  like  a  fiither  of  the  war. 
His  fiice  spake  hope,  while  deep  his  sonows  flow. 

His  wounded  men  he  first  sends  off  to  shore, 

Never  till  now  unwilling  to  ob^ ; 
Tliey,  not  their  wounds,  but  want  of  strength,  deplore. 

And  think  them  hiqppy  who  with  him  can  stay. 

Then  to  the  rest,  "  Rejoice,"  said  he,  « to-day; 

In  you  the  fortune  of  Gnat  Britain  lies : 
Among  so  brave  a  people,  you  are  they 

Whmn  Heaven  has  chose  to  fight  for  such  a  prise. 

**  If  number  English  courages  could  quell. 

We  should  at  first  have  shunn'd,  not  met  our  foes: 

Whose  numerous  sails  the  fearful  only  tell:  [grows.** 
Courage  from  hearts,  and  not  from  numbers 

He  said,  nor  needed  more  to  say :  with  haste 
To  their  known  stations  cheerfully  they  go ; 

And  all  at  once,  disdaining  to  be  last. 
Solicit  every  gale  tp  meet  the  fb^ 

Nor  did  th*  eneoyrag'd  Belgians  kmg  delay. 
But  bold  in  others,  not  themselves,  thf^  stood : 

So  thick,  our  navy  scarce  could  steer  their  way. 
But  seem'd  to  wandi*rin  a  moving  wood. 

Our  little  fleet  was  now  ^ngag'd  so  far. 
That  like  the  sword-fish  m  the  whale  they  fought : 

Tlie  combat  only  seem*d  a  dvil  war,        [wrought : 
Till   through   their    bowels   we   o^   passage 

Never  had  valour,  no  not  ours,  before 

Done  aught  like  thu  upon  the  land  or  main. 

Where  not  to  be  o'eromie  was  to  do  more 
Than  all  the  conquests  former  kings  ^jg^asL 

The  mighty  ffhosts  of  our  great  Harries  rose, 
And  armed  Edwards  look'd  with  anxious  eytB, 

To  see  tUs  fleet  among  unequal  foes,    [should  rise. 
By  which  Fate  promis'd  them  their  Charles 


Meantime  tfie  Belgians  tack  npea  ear  rear,  [send: 
And  raking  chace-guas  through  our  stems  they 

Close  by,  their  fire.«faipB,  like  jadkals,  appesr. 
Who  on  their  lions  for  the  prey  attend. 


,  in  smoke  of  cannon  they  come  on: 
Such  vapours  once  did  fiery  Cacus  hide : 
In  these  the  height  of  pleas*d  revenge  is  shewn. 
Who  bum  contented  by  another's  side. 

Sometimes  from  fighting  squadrons  of  each  fleet, 
Deceiv'd  themselves,  or  to  preserve  some  fiicnd, 

Two  grappling  Etnas  on  the  ocean  meet. 

And  English  fires  with  Belgian  flames  cootead. 

Now  at  each  tack  our  little  fleet  grows  las;  [msia: 
And,  like  maim'd  fowl,  swim  lagging  oa  the 

Their  mater  loss  their  numbers  scarce  confess 
While  they  lose  cheaper  than  the  English  gain. 

Have  you  not  seen,  when,  whistled  from  the  fiit, 
Some  falcon  stoops  at  what  her  eye  design'd, 

And  with  her  eagerness  the  quarry  miss'd 
Stndgfat  flies  at  check,  and  clips  it  down  the  wind? 

The  dastard  crow,  that  to  the  wood  made  wing, 
And  sees  the  groves  no  shdter  can  afibrd. 

With  her  loud  luiws  her  craven  kind  does  brings 
Who  safe  in  numbers  cuff  the  noble  bird. 

Among  the  Dutch  thus  Albemarie  did  flue : 
He  could  not  conquer,  and  disdain'd  to  fly; 

Fkst  hope  of  safety,  'twas  his  latest  care, 
like  fidling  Cfl»ur,  decently  to  die. 

Yet  pity  did  his  maidy  spirit  move. 
To  see  those  perish  who  so  well  had  fbu^: 

And  generously  with  his  despair  he  strove^ 
Resolv'd  to  live  till  he  their  safety  wrought 

liet  other  Muses  write  his  proaperous  fiM% 
Of  conquer'd  nations  teU,  and  kings  reslor'd : 

But  mine  shall  sing  of  his  eclips'd  estate^ 
Which,  like  (he  Sun's,  more  wonders  doessflbri 

He  drew  his  mighty  frigates  all  before. 
On  which  the  foe  his  fhiitless  force  employs: 

His  weak  ones  deep  into  his  rear  he  bore 
Remote  from  guns,  as  sick  men  from  the  noiie. 

His  fiery  caimon  did  their  passage  guide. 
And  following  smoke  obscur'd  than  from  the  fiie; 

Thus  Israel,  safe  from  the  Egyptian's  pride^ 
By  flaming  pillars  and  by  clouds  did  gfK 

Elsewhere  the  Belgian  force  we  did  defieat. 
But  here  our  courages  did  theirs  subdue : 

So  Xenophon  once  led  that  fiun'd  retreat. 
Which  flrst  the  Asian  empire  overthrew. 

Tlie  foe  q[>proach*d ;  and  one  for  his  bold  an 
Wassunk;  as  he  that  touch'd  the  ark  was  daia; 

The  wild  waves  master'd  him  and  suck'd  him  in. 
And  smiling  eddies  dimpled  on  the  main. 

Hiis  seen,  the  rest  at  awful  distance  stood : 
As  if  they  had  been  there  as  servants  set 

Jo  stMT,  or  to  go  on,  a»  he  thought  good. 
And  not  pursue  but  wait  on  hb  retreat. 
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So  Ubptn  biiiitsiiien»  on  tome  saikly  plain, 
f^om  shady  corerts  ioiia*dy  the  lion  chase : 

The  kJDglj  beast  roan  out  with  loud  disdain. 
And  slowly  mofes,  unknowing  to  give  place. 

Bat  if  some  one  approach  to  dare  his  fbrce, 
He  swings  his  tafly  and  swifUy  turns  him  round : 

With  one  paw  seiaes  on  his  trembling  horse, 
And  widi  the  other  tears  him  to  the  ground. 

Aandst  these  toils  succeeds  the  balmy  night ; 

Now  hissing  waters  the  quencfa'd  guns  restore ; 
And  weary  wares  withdrawing  firom  the  fight. 

Lie  loU'd  and  panting  an  the  siknt  shore. 

Ibe  Moon  shone  dear  on  the  becalmed  flood,* 
Where,  while  her  beams  like  glittering  stiver  play, 

Ujpon  the  deck  our  careiiil  genoal  stood. 
And  deeply  mus'd  on  the  succeeding  day. 

**  Hist  happy  Sun,**  said  be,  "  will  rise  again. 
Who  twice  victorious  did  our  navy  see : 

And  I  alone  must  view  him  rise  in  vain, 
Witfiout  one  ray  of  all  his  star  for  me. 

"  Tct,  like  an  EngUsh  general  will  I  die. 
And  an  the  ocean  make  my  spacious  grave : 

Women  and  covrards  ou  the  land  may  lie ; 
Ike  sea  's  a  tomb  that  *s  proper  for  the  brave.*' 

BcBtkssbe  pass'd  the  renmant  of  the  ni^ 
TBI  the  fresh  air  prodaim'd  the  monung  ni^ : 

And  burning  ships^  iSbe  martyrs  of  the  fight, 
With  pakr  fires  beheld  the  eastern  sky. 

Bat  now,  bis  stores  of  ammunition  qient, 

His  naked  valour  is  his  only  guard : 
Rtoe  tfaundcn  are  from  his  dumb  cannon  sent. 

And  aofifary  guns  are  scarcely  heard. 

Has  far  bad  Fortune  power,  he  forc'd  to  stay, 
Xor  kmgcr  durst  with  Mrtue  be  at  strife : 

Thk  k  a  ransom  Albemarle  did  pay. 
For  all  the  glories  of  so  great  a  life. 

fW  nofw  bmve  Rupert  from  afiur  appears. 
Whose  vmvinff  streamers  the  ghMl  general  knows : 

WA  fidl-sptead  sails  his  eager  navy  steers. 
And  every  ship  in  swift  proportion  grows. 

lleaaxioos  prince  bad  beard  the  cannon  long, 
And  from  that  length  of  time  dire  omens  drew 

Of  Ea^idi  overmatch'd,  and  Dutch  too  strong. 
Who  never  fimight  three  days,  but  to  pursue. 

Tfaea,  as  an  eagle,  who  with  pious  care 
Was  beating  widely  on  the  wing  for  prey. 

To  her  now  sdcnt  eiry  does  repair. 
And  finds  ber  callow  infimts  forc'd  away : 

ftaag  wiib  ber  lovc^  she  stoops  upon  the  plain, 
Ikchivken  air  kiiid  whistling  as  she  flies : 

fl^  stapa  and  liBtcns,  and  shoots  forth  again, 
Aadgpides  her  pinions  by  her  young  ones'  cries. 

'^"ifr  Mdb  kind  pnsrinn  hastes  die  prince  to  fight, 
I  las  flying  canvass  to  the  sound : 
I  DO  danger,  were  he  there,  could  fright, 
i  cveiy  little  noise  can  wound. 


As  in  a  drought  the  thinty  creattires  cry, 
And  gi^  upon  the  gather'd  clouds  for  rain : 

And  first  the  martlet  meets  it  in  the  sky. 
And  with  wet  wings  joys  all  the  (eatlier'd  train  : 

With  such  glad  hearts  did  our  despairing  men 
Solute  th'  appearance  of  the  prince's  fleet ; 

And  each  ambitiously  would  claim  the  ken, 
That  virith  first  eyes  dfid  distant  safety  meet 

The  Dutch,  who  came  like  greedy  hinds  before, 
To  reap  the  harvest  their  ripe  ears  did  yield. 

Now  look  like  those,  when  rolling  thunders  roar. 
And  sheets  of  lightning  blast  the  standing  field 

Fbll  in  the  prince's  passage,  hills  of  sand. 
And  dangerous  flats  in  secret  ambush  lay. 

Where  the  false  tides  skim  o'er  the  cover'd  land. 
And  seamen  with  dissembled  depths  betray. 

The  wily  Dutch,  who  like  fall'n  angels  fear'd 
Hiis  new  Messiah's  coming,  tliere  did  wait. 

And  round  the  verge  their  braving  vessels  steer'd. 
To  tempt  his  courage  with  so  fair  a  bait. 

But  he  unmov'd  contemns  their  idle  threat. 
Secure  of  fimie  whene'er  he  please  to  fight : 

His  cold  experience  tempers  all  his  heat. 

And  inbred  worth  doth  boasting  valour  slight. 

Heroic  virtue  did  his  actions  guide, 

And  he  the  substance,  not  th*  appearance,  chose : 
To  rescue  one  such  friend,  he  took  more  pride. 

Than  to  destroy  whole  thousands  of  sudi  foes. 

But  when  approach'd,  in  strict  embraces  bound, 
Rupert  and  Albemarle  together  grow : 

He  joys  to  have  his  friend  in  safety  found. 

Which  he  to  none  but  to  that  friend  would  owe. 

The  cheerfrtl  soldiers,  vrith  new  stores  supply'd. 
Now  long  to  execute  their  spleenful  will : 

And,  in  revenue  for  those  three  days  they  try'd. 
Wish  one,  Wlc  Joshua's,  when  the  Sun  stood  stiU. 

Thus  reinforc'd,  against  the  adverse  fleet. 

Still  doubling  ours,  brave  Rupert  leads  the  way : 

With  the  first  blushes  of  the  mom  they  meet, 
And  bring  night  back  upon  the  new-born  day. ' 

His  presence  soon  blows  up  the  kindling  fight. 
And  hb  loud  guns  speak  thick  like  angry  men : 

It  seem*d  as  slaughter  had  been  breath'd  Hi  night. 
And  Death  new  pdnted  his  dull  dart  again. 

Hie  Dutch  too  well  his  mighty  conduct  knew. 
And  matchless  courage,  since  the  former  fight : 

Whose  navy  like  a  stifi*-stretch'd  cord  did  show, 
'mi  he  bore  in  and  bent  them  into  flight 

The  wind  he  shares,  while  Iialf  their  fleet  ofl*ends 
His  open  side,  and  high  above  him  shows : 

Upon  the  rest  at  pleasure  he  descends. 

And  doubly  harm'd  he  double  harms  bestows. 

Behind  the  general  mends  his  weary  pace. 
And  sullenly  to  his  revenge  ho  sails : 

So  glides  some  trodden  serpent  on  the  grassy 
And  long  behind  Ins  wounded  volume  traih. 
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Th'  increasiiig  sound  is  borne  to  cither  shore, 
And  for  their  stakes  the  throwing  nations  fear : 

llieir  passions  double  with  the  cannons*  roar. 
And  with  warm  wishes  each  man  combats  there. 

Flyld  thick  and  close  as  when  the  fight  begun. 
Their  huge  unwieldy  navy  wastes  away : 

So  sicken  wanong  Moons  too  near  the  Sun, 
And  blunt  their  crescents  on  the  edge  of  day. 

And  now  reduc*d  on  equal  terms  to  fight, 
Their  ships  like  wasted  patrimonies  show ; 

Where  the  thin  scattering  trees  admit  the  h'ght. 
And  shun  each  other's  shadows  as  they  grow. 

The  warlike  prince  had  sever'd  from  the  rest 
Two  giant  ships,  the  pride  of  all  the  main ; 

Which  with  his  one  so  vigorously  he  pressed. 
And  flew  so  home  they  could  not  rise  again. 

Already  batter*d,  by  his  lee  they  lay. 

In  vain  upon  the  passing  winds  they  call : 

The  passing  winds  through  their  torn  canvass  play, 
And  flagging  sails  on  heartless  sailors  falL 

Hieir  open*d  sides  receive  a  gloomy  light. 
Dreadful  as  day  let  into  shades  below ; 

Without  grim  Deaih  rides  berefiic*d  in  their  siglit. 
And  urges  entering  billows  as  tliey  flow. 

When  one  dire  shot,  the  last  they  could  supply, 
Gose  by  the  board  the  prince's  main-mast  bore : 

All  three  now  helpless  by  each  otlier  lie. 

And  this  offends  not,  and  those  fear  no  more. 

So  have  I  seen  some  fearful  hare  maintain 
A  course,  till  tir'd  before  the  dog  she  lay : 

Who  stretch*d  behind  her  pants  upon  the  plain, 
fast  power  to  kill,  as  she  to  get  away. 

With  his  loird  tongue  he  faintly  licks  his  prey ; 

His  warm  breath  blows  her  fliz  up  as  she  lies ; 
She,  trembling,  creeps  upon  the  ground  away, 

And  looks  back  to  him  with  beseeching  eyes. 

The  prince  unjustly  does  his  stars  accuse. 
Which  hinder*d  him  to  push  his  fortune  on ; 

For  what  they  to  his  courage  did  refuse. 
By  mortal  valour  never  must  be  done. 

Thii  lucky  hour  the  wise  Batavian  takes. 
And  warns  his  tatter*d  fleet  to  follow  home : 

Ftoud  to  have  so  got  off  with  equal  stakes. 
Where  'twas  a  triumph  not  to  be  o'ercome. 

The  general's  force,  as  kept  alive  by  fight. 
Now,  not  oppos'd,  no  longer  can  pursue : 

Lasting  fill  Heaven  had  done  his  courage  right; 
When  he  had  conquer'd  he  his  vreakness  knew. 

He  casts  a  frown  on  the  departing  foe, 
And  sighs  to  see  him  quit  the  watery  field : 

His  stem  fix'd  eyes  no  satisfaction  show. 
For  all  the  glories  which  the  fight  did  yiehL 

lliough,  as  when  fiends  did  miracles  avow. 

He  stands  confesa'd  ev'n  by  the  boastful  Dutch : 

He  only  does  his  conquest  disavow, 

And  thinks  too  little  what  they  found  too  much. 


Retum'd,  he  with  the  fleet  remlvM  to  stay  ; 

No  tender  thoughts  of  home  his  heart  divide ; 
Domestic  joys  and  cares  he  puts  away ;         [gi^e. 

For  realms  are  households  which  the  great  must 

As  those  who  unripe  veins  in  mines  explore. 
On  tlie  rich  bed  again  tlie  warm  turf  lay, 

Tni  time  digests  the  yet  imperfect  ore, 
And  know  it  will  be  gold  another  day: 

So  looks  our  monarch  on  this  eariy  fight, 
111'  essay  and  rudiments  of  great  success : 

Which  all-maturing  Time  must  bring  to  light. 
While  he  like  Heaven  does  each  day's  labour  bIcH. 

Heaven  ended  not  the  first  or  second  day. 
Yet  each  was  perfect  to  the  work  deagn'd : 

God  and  kings  work,  when  they  their  w^ork  survey, 
A  passive  aptness  in  all  subjects  find. 

In  burthen'd  vessels  first,  with  speedy  care, 
His  plenteous  stores  do  season'd  timber  send : 

Thither  the  brawny  carpenters  repair, 
And  as  the  surgeons  of  maim'd  ships  attend. 

With  cord  and  canvass,  fhim  rich  Hamburgh  sent. 
His  navy's  molted  wings  he  imps  once  more  : 

Tall  Norway  fir,  their  masts  in  battle  spent. 

And  English  oak,  sprung  leaks  and  pkmks,  restore. 

All  hands  cmploy'd  the  royal  work  grows  warm : 
Like  labouring  bees  on  a  long  summer's  daj. 

Some  sound  the  trumpet  for  the  rest  to  swann. 
And  some  on  bells  of  tasted  lilies  play. 

Witli  glewy  wax  some  new  foundations  lay 

Of  virgin-combs,  which  from  the  roof  are  hung : 

Some  arm'd  within  doors  upon  duty  stay, 
Or  tend  the  sick,  or  educate  the  young. 

So  here  some  pick  out  bullets  fVom  the  sides. 
Some  drive  old  oakum  through  each  seam  and  rift: 

Their  Icfl  hand  does  the  caulking  iron  guide. 
The  rattUng  mallet  with  the  right  th^  liiL 

With  boiling  pitch  another  near  at  hand. 

From  friendly  Sweden  brought,  the  seams  instops: 

Which,  well  paid  o'er,  the  salt  sea  waves  withstand. 
And  shakes  them  from  tlie  rising  beak  in  drops. 

Some  the  gall'd  ropes  with  dawby  marline  bind. 
Or  scar-doth  masts  with  strong  tarpawling  coats : 

To  try  new  shrouds  one  mounts  into  the  wind. 
And  one  below  their  ease  or  stiflhess  notes. 

Our  careful  monarch  stands  in  person  by. 
His  new-cast  cannons*  firmness  to  explore  : 

The  strength  of  big-com'd  powder  loves  to  try. 
And  ball  and  cartridge  sorts  for  every  bore. 

Each  day  brings  fresh  supplies  of  arms  and  men» 
And  ships  which  all  last  winter  were  abroad  ; 

And  such  as  fitted  since  the  fight  had  been. 
Or  new  from  stocks,  were  fall'n  into  the  road. 

The  goodly  London  in  her  gallant  trim. 
The  Plienix,  daughter  of  the  vanish'd  olc^ 

.Like  a  rich  bride  does  to  the  ocean  swim. 
And  on  her  shadow  rides  in  floating  gold. 
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Her  flag  aloft  spread  ruffltog  to  tiie  wind, 
iodiaiiguiiw  striMuiieri  Mem  the  flood  to  ire : 

Tbe  weaver,  diirm'd  with  what  hit  loom  deiign'd. 
Goes  00  to  set,  and  knows  not  to  ntiic. 

Fith  roony  dedu,  her  gans  of  migi^y  slrcngtli, 
Whose  low.laad  mouths  each  mounting  billow 
itves: 

Deep  in  her  draught,  and  warlike  in  her  length, 
Sbe  Kems  a  aea-wasp  flying  on  .the  waves. 

I1»  inartial  present  pioady  designed, 
IW  loyal  dty  give  then:  best-lov'd  king : 

Add  with  a  boimtj  ample  as  the  wind, 
Bdit,  itted,  and  maintain'd,  to  aid  him  bring. 

Sjf  vinriog  Nature,  Nature's  handmaid.  Art, 
mkcsmigfaty  things  from  small  beginnings  grow: 

1^  fdiea  first  to  shipping  did  impart, 
IWor  tan  tbe  rudder,  and  their  head  the  prow. 


Sue  log  perhaps  upcm  the ' 
Ao  aaeias  drift,  wliicb.  n 


— , — ^ —  —J  waters  swam, 
•  drift,  wliicb,  rudely  cut  within. 
And  hoUov'd  first,  a  floating  trmigh  became, 
And  croas  some  rivulet  passage  did  begin. 

^  ^'ng  racfa  as  this,  tlie  Irish  kern. 
Aid  mtaugbt  Indian  on  the  stream  did  glide : 

£reihBfp.Juel'd  boats  to  stem  the  flood  did  learn, 
Or  fflklike  oars  did  spread  from  either  side. 

A<U  hit  a  sail,  and  Saturn  so  aiq)ear*d, 
^'kn  hota  lost  empire  he  to  exile  went, 

^  »Wi  the  golden  age  to  Tjrber  steer'd, 
^'^  coin  and  commerce  first  he  did  invent. 

^MflKir  ships  was  naviption  then ; 
^oaefiil  compass  or  meridian  known ; 
*«ag,  they  kc^  the  land  within  their  ken, 
Aad  knew  nonortb  but  when  tbe  Pole-star  shone. 

Of  aU  vho  since  have  us*d  the  open  sea, 
^^  the  bold  English  none  more  fame  have  won : 
*J<»J  the  year,  and  out  of  Heaven's  high  way, 
^W  >ttke  discoveries  where  they  see  no  Sun. 

■•■fcatao  hMig  in  vain,  and  yet  unknown, 
%  poor  naokind*s  benighted  wit  is  sought, 

**«thisageto  Britain  first  be  shown, 
Aad  hence  be  to  admiring  nations  taught 

^<Ua  of  tides  and  their  mysterious  flow, 
^*t  as  Art's  dements,  shall  understand, 

^^^by  line  upon  the  ocean  go^ 
^«se  paths  riiall  be  familiar  as  the  Umd. 

^"'^^  <^  ilMll  nil  to  quick  commerce, 
^^'^  WDOte^  r^ons  are  ally'd ; 
^^^■dtcs one  city  of  the  universe, 
*^  WBc  may  gain,  and  all  may  be  supply'd. 

^weapon  our  globe's  last  verge  shall  go, 
•  ^  **w  the  ocean  leaning  on  Sie  sky : 
*m  Acace  our  rolling  neighbours  we  shall  know, 
^oaiie  huar  world  securely  pry. 

"■^fcittdl  fipom  your  auspicious  care, 
--r*?'*""  «w«h  of  God  and  Nature  grow ; 
fiLrt?"  wise  Creator's  praise  dechuv, 
^""^  *tt  to  praise  his  works  is  best  to  Imow. 


O  tnify  royal !  who  bdiold  the  law 
And  rule  of  bdngs  in  your  Maker's  mind : 

And  thenee,  like  limbecs,  rich  ideas  draw, 
To  fit  tbe  levtU'd  use  of  human  kind. 

But  first  the  toils  of  war  we  must  endure. 
And  Drom  th'  injurious  Dutch  redeem  the  seas : 

War  makes  the  valiant  of  his  right  secure. 
And  gives  up  firaud  to  be  chastis'd  with  i 


Already  were  the  Belgians  on  our  coast. 
Whose  fleet  more  mighty  every  day  became 

By  late  success,  which  they  did  falsely  boost, 
And  now  by  first  appearing  seem'd  to  cbum. 

Designing,  subtle,  diligent,  and  close. 

They  knew  to  manage  war  with  wise  delay : 

Yet  all  those  arts  thehr  vanity  did  cross, 

And  by  their  pride  their  prudence  did  betray. 

Nor  staid  the  EngUsh  long ;  but  well  supply'd. 
Appear  as  numerous  as  th'  insulting  foe : 

The  combat  now  by  courage  must  be  try'd. 
And  the  success  the  braver  nation  show. 

There  was  the  Plymouth  squadron  now  come  in. 
Which  in  tlie  Straits  last  winter  was  abroad  ; 

Which  twice  on  Biscay's  working  bay  Iiad  been. 
And  on  the  midland  sea  the  French  had  aw'd. 

Old  expert  Allen,  loyal  all  along, 

Fam'd  for  his  action  on  the  Smyrna  fleet : 

And  Holmes,  whose  name  shall  live  in  epic  song, 
While  music  numbers,  or  while  verse  has  feet. 

Holmes,  the  Achates  of  the  general's  figlit; 

Who  first  bewitch'd  our  eyes  witli  Guinea  gold : 
As  once  old  Cato  in  the  Roman  sight 

The  tempting  jfhiits  of  Afric  did  unfold. 

With  him  went  Sprag,  as  bountiful  as  brave, 
Whom  his  high  courage  to  command  had  brouglit : 

Harman,  who  did  the  twicc-fir'd  Harry  save. 
And  in  his  burning  ship  undaunted  fouglit. 

Toung  Hollis  on  a  Muse  by  Mars  begot. 

Bom,  Cieaar  like,  to  write  and  act  great  deeds : 

Impatient  to  revcnse  his  fatal  shot, 
His  right  hand  doubly  to  his  left  succeeds. 

Thousands  were  there  in  darker  feme  that  dwell. 
Whose  deeds  some  nobler  poem  shall  adorn  : 

And  though  to  me  unknown,  they  sure  fouglit  well. 
Whom  Rupert  led,  and  who  were  British  bom. 

Of  every  size  an  hundred  fighting  sail : 
So  vast  tlie  navy  now  at  anchor  rides, 

That  underneath  it  the  press'd  waters  fail. 
And  with  its  weight  it  shoulders  off  the  tides. 

Now,  anchors  weigh'd,  the  seamen  shout  so  shrill, 
That  Heaven  and  Earth  and  the  wide  Ocean 
rmgs: 

A  breeze  firom  westward  waits  their  sails  to  fill. 
And  rests  in  those  high  beds  his  downy  wings. 

The  wary  Dutch  this  gathering  storm  foresaw. 
And  durst  not  bide  it  on  the  English  coast : 

Behind  their  treacherous  shallows  they  withdraw. 
And  U-cte  lay  snan»  to^gtch  t|^^^^ 
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So  the  false  ipider,  when  her  net*  are  aprfad, 
Deep  aiiibiish*d  in  ber  silent  den  doea  lie : 

And  feels  far  off  tlie  tremblin|(  of  her  thread, 
Wboae  filmy  cord  should  bind  the  struggling  fly. 

Then  if  at  last  she  find  him  fast  beset, 
She  issues  forth,  and  runs  along  her  loom : 

She  joys  to  touch  the  captive  in  her  net. 
And  drags  the  little  wretch  in  triumph  home. 

The  Belgians  hop'd  that,  with  disorder*d  haste, 
Our  deep-cut  keels  upon  the  sands  might  nm : 

Or  if  with  caution  leisurely  were  past,  [ooe. 

Their  numerous  gross  might  chaige  us  one  by 

But  with  a  fore-wind  pushing  them  above. 

And  swelling  tide  that  heav'd  them  from  below, 

O'er  the  blind  flats  our  warlike  squadrons  move, 
And  with  spread  sails  to  welcome  battle  ga 

It  aecm'd  as  there  the  British  Neptune  stood. 
With  all  his  hosts  of  waters  at  command. 

Beneath  them  to  submit  tli'  officious  flood ; 
And  with  his  trident  shoved  them  off  the  sand. 

To  the  pale  foes  they  suddenly  draw  near. 
And  summon  them  to  unexpected  fight : 

Hiey  start  like  murderers  when  ghosts  appear. 
And  draw  their  curtains  in  the  dead  of  night. 

Now  van  to  van  the  foremost  squadrons  meet. 
The  midmost  battles  hastening  up  bdiind. 

Who  view  far  off  th^storm  of  filling  sleet. 
And  hear  their  thunder  rattling  in  the  wind. 

At  length  the  adverw  admirals  appear : 

The  two  bold  champions  of  each  country's  right : 

Hieir  eyes  describe  the  lists  as  they  come  near, 
And  draw  the  lines  of  death  before  they  fight. 

The  distance  judg'd  for  shot  of  every  size. 

The  linstocs  touch,  the  ponderous  ball  expires : 

The  vigorous  seaman  every  port-hole  plies. 
And  adds  his  heart  to  every  gun  he  fires! 

Fierce  was  the  fight  on  the  proud  Belgians*  side^ 
For  honour,  which  they  seldom  sought  before : 

But  now  they  by  tlieir  own  vain  boasts  were  ty*d. 
And  forc*d  at  least  in  show  to  prize  it  more. 

But  sharp  remembrance  on  the  English  part. 
And  shame  of  being  match*d  by  such  a  foe, 

Rouze  conscious  virtue  up  in  every  heart. 
And  seeming  to  be  stronger  makes  them  so. 

Nor  long  the  Belgians  could  that  fleet  sustain. 
Which  did  two  geneials!  fates,  and  Cssar's  bear : 

Each  several  ship  a  victory  did  gain. 
As  Rupert  or  as  Albemarle  were  there. 

Their  batter*d  admiral  too  soon  withdrew, 
Untliank'd  by  ours  for  his  unfinish'd  fight* 

But  he  the  minds  of  his  Dutch  masters  knew, 
Who  cali*d  that  providence  which  we  call*d  fli^it 

Never  did  men  more  joyfully  obey, 
Or  sooner  understood  the  sign  to  fly : 

With  such  alacrity  they  bore  away, 

As  ii»  to  praise  them,  all  the  Slates  stood  by.  ' 


O  famous  liader  of  tbe  Belgiso  fleet, 

Tby  monument  macrib'd  sudi  praise  shsll  war, 

As  Vano  timely  flying  once  did  meet, 
Because  he  did  not  of  Us  Rome  deq»ir. 

Behold  that  navy,  which  a  while  before 
IVovok*d  the  tardy  English  close  to  fight; 

Now  draw  their  beaten  vosels  dose  to  shore, 
As  larks  lie  dar*d  to  shun  the  hobby's  fligkt. 

Whoe'er  would  English  momunents  snnrcy, 
In  other  records  may  our  courage  knowi 

But  let  them  hide  the  story  of  this  day, 
Whose  fame  was  blemish'd  by  too  base  a  fbe^ 

Or  if  too  busily  they  will  inouire 

Into  a  victory,  which  we  disdain ; 
Then  let  them  know  the  Belgians  did  retire 

Before  the  patron  saint  of  ii\)ur'd  Spain. 

Repentinff  England  this  revengeful  day 
To  Phmp's  manes  did  an  offering  bnng : 

EngUmd,  which  first,  by  leading  them  astniy, 
Hatch'd  up  rebellion  to  destroy  her  king. 

Our  fishers  bent  their  baneful  industry. 
To  check  a  monarchy  that  slowly  grew ; 

But  did  not  FVpnoe  or  Holland's  fate  foresee, 
Whose  rising  power  to  swift  dominion  flew. 

In  Fortune's  empire  blindly  thus  we  go, 
And  wander  sAer  pathless  Destiny; 

Whose  dark  resorts  since  Prudence  cannot  know, 
In  vain  it  would  provide  for  what  shall  be. 

But  whate'er  English  to  tlie  blessed  shall  go, 
And  the  fourth  Harry  or  first  Orange  meet; 

Find  him  disowning  of  a  Bourbon  foe, 
And  him  detesting  a  Batavian  fleet. 

Now  on  their  coasts  our  conquering  navy  ridei, 
Waylays  their  merchants,  and  their  UumI  bcwts; 

Each  day  new  wealth  without  their  care  prorides; 
They  lie  asleep  with  prises  in  their  nelfc 

So  close  behind  some  promontory  Ue 
The  huge  leviathans  t*  attend  theur  prey ; 

And  give  no  chace,  but  swallow  in  the  fry,     [«a7* 
Which  tlirough  their  gaping  jaws  nustskc  tin 

Nor  was  this  all  t  in  ports  and  nrnds  remote, 
Destructive  fires  among  whole  fleets  we  leod ; 

Triumphant  flames  upon  the  water  float, 
And  out-bound  ships  at  home  their  voyage  end. 

Hiose  various  squadrons  variously  design'd, 
Etkth  vessel  freighted  with  a  several  load. 

Each 
Ail 


squadron  waiting  for  a  several  wind, 
find  but  one,  to  bum  them  in  the  road. 


Some  bound  for  Guinea,  golden  sand  to  find. 
Bore  all  the  gauds  the  simple  natives  wear : 

Some  for  the  pnde  of  Turkish  couru  design'd, 
For  folded  turbans  finest  Holland  bear. 

Some  English  wool  vex'd  in  a  Belgian  loom, 
And  into  cloth  of  spungy  sofbiessmade^ 

Did  into  FVance  or  colder  Denmark  doom. 
To  ruin  with  worse  ware  our  stanle  tnJ% 


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


ANNUS  MraABILIS. 


157 


Our  greedjr  leamen  nimmage  every  hold, 
fti^  OQ  tbe  booty  of  each  wenlthier  chest, 

And,  as  tbe  priests  who  with  their  gods  make  bold, 
TAb  wfait  they  like,  and  sacrifice  the  rest 

Bttah!  bowbsiiicereareall  ourjoys!    [no  stay: 
Whidi,  sent  from  Heaven,  like  lightning  make 

lUr  paUing  taste  the  journey's  length  destroys, 
Or  grief  sent  post  o'ertakes  them  on  the  way. 


MTd  with  our  hrte  successes  on  the  fbe, 
WUcfa  France  and  Holland  wanted  power  to  cross, 

We  vgean  unseen  fate  to  lay  us  low, 
Aad  feed  their  envious  eyes  with  English  loss. 

Esdi  dement  his  dread  command  obeys. 
Who  makes  or  ruins  with  a  smile  or  frown ; 

Wbo^  as  by  one  he  did  our  nation  ruse. 
So  now  he  with  another  pulls  us  down. 

Tct,  London,  empress  of  the  northern  dime, 
Bj anU^  fide  thou  greatly  didst  expire; 

Orat  as  the  world's,  wloch,  at  the  dea&i  of  Thne, 
Host  &U,  and  rise  a  nobler  frame  by  Fue. 

is  when  some  dve  usurper  Heaven  provides, 
To  acoorge  his  count^  with  a  lawless  sway; 

Hii  birth,  perhaps,  some  petty  village  hkles. 
And  sets  his  onacDe  out  of  Fortune's  way : 

13^  ftiDy  ripe;,  his  swelling  fiite  breaks  out, 
iad  hurries  him  to  nrigfa^  mischiefi  on : 

Si  prince,  surpriaM  at  £st,  no  ill  could  doubt, 
Aad  wants  the  power  to  meet  it  when 'tis  known. 

8adi  WIS  the  rise  of  this  prodigions  Fire, 
WUcfa  m  mean  Imildings  first  obscurely  brad, 

Ami  thence  did  soon  to  open  streets  aspire. 
And  strsigbt  to  palaces  and  temples  spread. 

'Atd3%cnoe  of  trades  and  noiseful  gain. 
And  homy  more  late,  asleep  were  hud : 

AUvBi  the  Might's ;  and  in  her  silent  reign 
No  sound  the  rest  of  Nature  did  invade. 

la  das  deep  quiet,  from  what  source  unknown, 
Thimt  aseds  of  Fire  tbtar  fatal  birth  disclose ; 

Asd  fmttew  scattering  sparks  about  were  blown, 
Bfgwithtde  flames  that  to  our  ruin  rose. 

IWa  ia  some  dose-pent  room  it  crept  along, 
Aad,  amonldering  as  it  went,  in  silence  fed ; 

181  th'infiuit  •monster,  with  devouring  strong, 
Walk*d  boldly  ttprigfat  with  exalted  head. 

Km  ftc  some  rich  or  mighty  murderer. 
Too  great  Ibr  prison,  which  he  breaks  with  gold ; 

Wko  fioher  for  new  mischiefs  does  appear, 
Aad  dsresthe  world  to  tax  bun  with  the  old : 

^iopes  th'  insultiiig  Fire  his  narrow  jail, 
Aad  makes  small  outlets  into  open  air : 

^bnc  (faeieroe  winds  his  tender  force  assail, 
Aad  beat  him  downward  to  his  first  repair. 

"^vindi,  fike  crafty  courtesans,  withheld 
HklsBMs  from  burning,  but  to  blow  them  more : 

Aad  nay  Ikesfa  attempt  he  is  repell'd 
Vi^fUat  denials  wenker  than  before. 


And  now  no  longer  letted  of  Um  prey, 
He  leaps  up  at  it  with  ennig'd  desire : 

O'erlocAs  tlie  neighbours  witli  a  wide  survey, 
And  nods  at  every  house  his  threatening  fire. 

The  ghosts  of  traitors  frxim  the  bridge  descend. 
With  bold  fanatic  spectres  to  rejoice : 

About  the  fire  into  a  dance  they  bend. 
And  sing  their  sabbath  notes  with  feeble  voice. 

Our  guardian  angd  saw  them  where  they  sate 
Above  the  palace  of  our  slumbering  lung : 

He  sigh'd,  abandoning  his  chai^  to  Fate, 
And  drooping,  oft  look'd  btUck  upon  the  wing. 

At  length  the  crackling  noise  and  dreadful  hlaac 
Call'd  up  some  wakuig  lover  to  the  sight ; 

And  long  it  was  ere  he  the  rest  could  raise, 
Whose  heavy  eyelids  yet  were  full  of  night. 

Hie  next  to  danger,  hot  pursued  by  Fate, 
Half-cloth'd,  half-naked,  hastily  retire : 

And  frighted  mothers  strike  their  breasts  too  late^ 
For  helpless  infimts  left  amidst  the  fire. 

Thehr  cries  soon  wiiken  all  the  dwellers  near ; 

Now  murmuring  noises  rise  in  every  street : 
The  more  remote  run  stumbling  with  their  fiear. 

And  in  the  dark  men  justle  as  they  meet. 

So  weary  bees  in  little  cells  repose; 

But  if  night.robbers  lift  the  wdUstor'd  hive^ 
An  humming  through  their  waxen  city  grows. 

And  out  upon  eadi  other's  wings  they  drive. 

Now  streets  grow  throng'd  and  busy  as  by  day : 
Some  run  for  buckets  to  the  hallow'd  quire : 

Some  cut  the  pipes,  and  some  the  engines  play ; 
And  some  more  bold  mount  ladders  to  the  fire. 

In  vain :  for  firom  the  east  a  Belgian  wind 
His  hostile  breath  through  the  dry  rafWrs  sent ; 

Hie  flames  impell'd  soon  left  theur  foes  behind. 
And  forward  with  a  wanton  fury  went. 

A  key  of  fire  ran  all  alon^  the  shore. 
And  lighten'd  all  the  nver  with  a  blaxe : 

The  waken'd  tides  began  again  to  roar. 
And  wondering  fish  in  shining  waters  gaze. 

Old  firther  Thames  rais'd  up  his  reverend  liead, 
But  fear'd  the  fate  of  Simois  would  return : 

Deep  in  his  ooce  he  sought  hb  sedgy  bed, 
Ajid  shrunk  his  vraters  back  into  his  urn. 

The  Fire,  meantime,  walks  in  a  broader  gross ; 

To  either  hand  his  vnngs  he  opens  wide : 
He  wades  the  streets,  and  straight  he  reaches  cross, 

And  plays  his  longing  flames  on  th'  otiier  side. 

At  first  they  warm,  then  scorch,  and  then  they  take ; 

Now  with  long  necks  from  side  to  side  they  feed ; 
At  length  grown  strong  their  mother  Fire  forsake. 

And  a  new  colony  of  Flames  succeed. 

t 
To  ^ery  nobler  portion  of  the  town 

The  curling  billows  roll  tlieir  restless  tide : 
In  parties  now  they  stra^le  up  and  down, 

As  armies  unoppos'd  for  prey  divide. 
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One  mighty  squadron  with  a  side-wind  sped,  |  The  rich  grow  inippliant,  and  the  poor  grow  proud: 

Through  narrow  lanes  liiscumber'diire  does  haste,        Those  offer  mighty  gain,  and  tliose  aSc  more  : 


By  powerful  charms  of  gold  and  silver  led. 
The  Lombard  bankers  and  the  'Change  to  waste. 

Another  backwaid  to  the  Tower  would  go, 
And  slowly  eats  his  way  against  the  wind : 

But  the  main  body  of  the  marrhing  foe 
Against  th'  imperial  palace  is  design'd. 

Now  day  appears,  and  with  the  day  the  king, 
Whose  early  care  had  robb'd  turn  of  his  rest : 

Far  off  the  cracks  of  falling  houses  ring. 
And  shrieks  of  subjects  pierce  his  tender  breast. 

Near  as  be  draws,  thick  haibingers  of  smoke 
With  gloomy  pillars  cover  all  the  place ; 

Whose  little  intenrals  of  night  are  broke 
By  sparks,  tiiat  drive  against  his  sacred  face. 

More  than  his  guards  his  soitows  made  him  known, 
Andpioustears  which  down  his  cheeks  did  shower : 

The  wretched  in  his  grief  forgot  their  own ; 
So  much  the  pity  of  a  king  has  power. 

He  wept  the  flames  of  what  he  lov'd  so  wdl. 
And  what  so  well  had  merited  his  love : 

For  never  prince  in  grace  did  nunre  excel. 
Or  royal  city  more  in  duty  strove. 

Nor  with  an  idle  care  did  he  behold : 

Sul;ject8  may  grieve,  but  monarchs  must  redress; 
He  cheers  the  {ewftd,  and  commends  the  bold. 

And  makes  deqNurers  hope  for  good 


Himsdf  directs  what  first  is  to  be  done. 

And  orders  all  the  succours  which  they  bring : 

The  hdpful  and  the  good  about  him  run. 
And  form  an  army  worthy  such  a  king. 

He  sees  the  dire  conta^on  spread  so  fast. 
That  where  it  seizes  all  relief  is  vain : 

And  therefore  must  unwillingly  lay  waste 
That  country,  which  would  else  the  foe 


Hie  powder  blows  up  all  before  the  fire : 

Th*  amazed  Flames  stand  gathered  on  a  heap ; 

And  from  the  precipice's  brink  retire, 
Afraid  to  venture  on  so  large  a  leap. 

Tlius  fighting  Fires  awhile  themselves  consume. 
But  straight,  like  Turks,  forc'd  on  to  win  or  die, 

They  first  lay  tender  bridges  of  their  fume. 
And  o'er  the  breach  in  unctuous  vapours  fl}b 

Fart  stay  for  passage,  till  a  gust  of  wind 
Ships  o'er  their  forces  in  a  shining  sheet : 

Fsrt  creeping  under  ground  dieir  journey  blind, 
And  climbing  from  below  their  follows  meet. 

Tims  to  some  desert  plain,  or  old  wood  side. 
Dire  night-hags  come  from  far  to  dance  their  round; 

And  o'er  broad  rivers  on  dieir  fiends  they  ride. 
Or  sweep  in  clouds  above  the  blasted  ground. 

No  help  avails :  for,  hydra-like,  the  Fire 
Lifb  up  his  hundred  heads  to  aim  his  vray : 

And  scarce  the  wealthy  can  one  half  retire, 
Before  he  rushes  in  to  share  the  prej. 


So  void  of  pity  is  th*  ignoble  crowd, 
When  others*  ruin  may  increase  their  store. 

As  diose  who  live  by  shores  with  joy  behold 
Some  wealthy  vessel  split  or  stranded  nigh. 

And  from  the  rocks  leap  down  for  shipwreck'd  gold. 
And  seek  the  tempests  which  the  others  fly : 

So  these  but  wait  the  owners*  last  deqiair, 
And  what*s  pomitted  to  the  flames  invade ; 

£v'n  from  their  jaws  they  hungry  morsels  tear. 
And  on  their  backs  the  spoils  of  Vulcan  lade. 

Hie  days  were  all  in  this  lost  labour  spent ; 

And  vriien  the  weary  king  gave  place  to  nigiil^ 
His  beams  he  to  his  royal  brother  lent. 

And  so  shone  still  in  his  reflective  li^it. 

Night  came,  but  without  darkness  or  repose, 
A  dismal  picture  of  the  genersl  doom ; 

Where  souk  distracted  yrhea  the  trumpet  blows. 
And  half  unready  with  their  bodies  come. 

Those  who  have  homes,  when  home  they  do  repair. 
To  a  last  lodging  call  tiieir  wandering  friends : 

Their  short  uneasy  sleeps  are  broke  with  care, 
To  look  how  near  theur  own  destruction  t«ida. 

Thoae  who  have  none,  sit  round  where  once  k  was. 
And  with  fuU  eyes  each  wonted  room  require : 

Haunting  the  yet  warm  ashes  of  the  place. 
As  murder'd  men  vralk  where  they  did  expireu 

Some  stir  up  coals  and  watdi  the  vestal  fire^ 
Others  in  vain  from  sight  of  ruin  run ; 

And  whfle  tinxxigfa  burning  labyrintfis  they  retire. 
With  loathing  eyes  repeat  wloit  they  weald  sfann. 

Hie  most  in  fields  like  herded  beasts  lie  down. 
To  dews  obnoxious  on  the  grassy  floor ; 

And  while  their  babes  in  sleep  their  sorrows  drown^ 
Sad  parmts  watch  the  remnants  of  their  store. 

While  by  the  motion  of  the  flames  they  guess 
What  streets  are  burning  now,  and  what  are  near. 

An  infiuit  waking  to  the  paps  would  press. 
And  meets,  instead  of  milk,  a  falling  tear. 

No  thou^  can  ease  them  but  their  sovereign's  cai«v 
Whose  praise  th'  afflicted  as  their  comfbrt  sii|g : 

£v*n  those,  whom  want  might  drive  to  just  deqmir, 
Tliink  ]ke  a  blessing  under  such  a  king. 

Meantime  he  sadly  suffers  in  their  grief, 
Outweeps  an  hermit,  and  outprays  a  saint : 

All  the  long  night  he  studies  their  relief. 
How  they  may  be  supply'd  and  he  may  want. 

«  O  God,"  said  he,  « thou  patron  of  my  days. 
Guide  of  my  youth  in  exUe  and  distress ! 

Who  me  unfriended  brougfat'st,  by  wondrous  wmft. 
The  kingdom  of  my  fathers  to  ] 


"  Be  thou  my  judge,  with  what  unweaiy'd  eare 
I  since  have  labour'd  for  my  people's  gCKid  ; 

To  bind  the  bruises  of  a  civil  war. 

And  stop  the  iasues  of  their  waiting  1>lood. 
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*<  HiOD  who  hast  taught  me  to  ft>rgf  ve  the  fll. 
And  recompense  as  friends  the  good'misled ; 

If  mercy  be  a  precept  of  thy  will. 
Return  that  mercy  on  diy  servant's  head. 

**  Or  if  my  heedless  youth  has  steppM  astray, 
Too  soon  forgetful  of  thy  gracious  hand ; 

Ob  xw  alone  thy  just  displeasure  lay, 
But  take  thy  judgments  from  tliis  mourning  land. 

*  We  all  have  sinn'd,  and  thou  hast  laid  us  low, 
As  humble  earth  fh>m  whence  at  first  we  came : 

like  iljtDg  shades  before  the  clouds  we  show, 
Aad  sfannk  like  parchment  in  consuming  flame. 

I  "Okitbeenougfa  what  thou  hast  done;  [street, 
Wben  spotted  Deaths  ran  arm'd  through  eveiy 

I  Widipoisoa'd  darts  which  not  the  good  couHshun, 
Ibe  ^eedy  could  outfly,  or  valiant  meet. 

*  IW  firing  few,  and  frequent  funerals  then, 
^Ridiim*d  thy  wrath  on  this  forsaken  place 

iid  Doir  those  few  who  are  retum*d  again, 
llijr  sendung  judgments  to  their  dwellings  trace* 

"OjMiiiot,  Lord,  an  absolute  decree^ 

Or  bind  thy  sentence  unconditional : 
Ikt  m  tfajr  sentence  our  remorse  foresee, 

iod  in  that  foresight  this  thy  doom  recall. 

"tbydncatenbgs,  Ixird,  as  thine  thou  may'st  r»* 
Toke: 

ftaif  immutaUe  axid  fix*d  they  stand, 
^tlBnt  stOl  thyaelf  to  gire  the  stroke, 

Aad  let  not  foreign  fbes  oppress  thy  land.'* 

1^*  Elanal  heard,  and  from  the  heavenly  quire 
(te out  the  cherub  with  the  flaming  sword; 

Aai  bade  him  swifUy  drive  A'  approaching  Fire 
Am  where  our  tmrai  magazines  were  stor'd. 


%  blond  minister  his  wings  di^lay'd, 
•^l&e  a  shooting  star  be  del^  the  night : 

fledni'd  the  flames,  and  those  that  disobey'd 
HtWd  to  duty  wHh  his  sword  of  light 

ui%^(iie  Flames,  chastis'd,  went  forth  to  prey 
^  pioos  structures,  by  our  fathers  rear*d; 
Bv«ytfa  to  Heaven  they  did  affect  the  way, 
foftitfa  in  churchmen  without  works  was  heard. 

"f^»6ig  orphans  saw,  with  watery  eyes, 
Asriininders'  charity  in  dust  laid  low ; 

^«8tto  God  their  ever-answer'd  cries, 
^^  pntects  the  poor,  who  made  them  so. 

"■•"Bid  ihy  ftbric,  Paul's,  defend  thee  Icmg, 
T^|wgh  thou  wert  sacred  to  thy  Maker's  praise : 

™gb  made  immortal  by  a  poet's  song ; 
^  posts*  songs  the  Tbeban  walls  could  raise. 

"■•Big  flames  peep'd  in,  and  saw  from  far 
.^st»ful  beauties  of  the  sacred  quire : 
"•Mintt  it  was  profim'd  by  civil  war, 
ww'a  ifaoagfat  it  fit  to  have  it  purg'd  by  fire. 

A  Jr*?  ^  narrow  streets  it  swiftly  came, 
-^^I'^dy  opening  did  on  both  sides  prey : 
"^"■A  «e  sadly  owe  the  ^ame, 

"^Wn  must  enlarge  our  way. 


And  now  four  days  the  Sun  had  seen  our  woes : 
Four  nighte  the  Moon  bdield  tfa'  incessant  fine : 

It  seem'd  as  if  the  stars  more  sickly  rose. 
And  further  from  the  feverish  North  retire. 

In  th'  empyrean  Heaven,  the  bkss'd  abode. 
The  thrones  and  the  dominions  prostrate  lie. 

Not  daring  to  behold  their  angry  Ood ; 
And  an  hush'd  silence  damps  the  tuneful  sky. 

At  length  th'  Almighty  cast  a  pitying  eye, 
And  mercy  softly  touch'd  his  melting  breast : 

He  saw  the  town's  one-half  in  rubbish  lie, 
And  eager  flames  drive  on  to  stonn  the  rest. 

An  hollow  crystal  pyramid  he  takea^ 

In  firmamental  waters  dipt  above : 
Of  it  a  broad  extinguisher  be  makes. 

And  hoods  the  flames  that  to  their  qnarry  droive. 

The  vanquish'd  Fires  withdraw  from  every  pUioe^ . 

Or  full  with  feeding  sink  into  a  sleep : 
Each  household  genius  shows  again  his  fiice, 

And  fhnn  the  hearths  the  little  Lares  creep. 

Our  king  this  more  than  natural  change  beholda ; 

"Whti  sober  joy  his  heart  and  eyes  abound 
To  the  All-good  his  lifted  hands  he  folds. 

And  thanks  him  low  on  his  redeemed  ground. 

As  when  sharp  frosts  had  Idng  constrain'd  the  eardi, 
A  kindly  thaw  unlocks  it  with  cold  rain ; 

And  first  the  tender  blade  peeps  up  to  birth  [grain : 
And  straight  the  green  fields  laugh  with  promb'd 

By  such  4egrees  the  spreading  gkdness  grew 
In  every  heart  whidi  fear  had  froze  before : 

Hie  standiing  streets  with  so  much  joy  they  view,  . 
That  vrith  less  grief  the  perish'd  they  deplore. 

The  firtfaer  of  the  people  open'd  wide 
His  stores,  and  all  the  poor  with  plenty  fed : 

Thus  God's  anointed  God's  own  place  supply'd. 
And  fili'd  the  empty  with  his  daily  bread. 

This  royal  bounty  brought  its  own  reward. 
And  in  their  minds  so  deep  did  print  the  sense ; 

That  if  their  ruins  sadly  they  regard, 
'Tis  but  with  fear  the  sight  might  drive  him  thence. 

But  so  may  he  Uve  long,  that  town  to  sway. 
Which  by  his  auspice  they  will  nobler  make. 

As  be  will  hatch  their  ashes  by  his  stay. 
And  not  their  humble  ruins  now  forsake. 

They  have  not  lost  their  loyalty  by  fire ; 

Nor  is  their  courage  or  their  wealth  so  low, 
That  from  his  wars  they  poorly  would  retire, 

Or  beg  the  pity  of  a  vanquish'd  fbe. 

Not  with  more  constancy  the  Jews,  of  old 

By  Cyrus  from  rewarded  exile  sent. 
Their  royal  city  did  in  dust  behold. 

Or  with  more  vigour  to  rebuild  it  went. 

The  utmost  malice  of  the  stars  is  past,  [town. 

And  two  dire  comets,  which  have  scourg'd  the 

In  their  own  plague  and  fire  have  breatli'd  the  lost. 
Or  dimly  in  their  sinking  sod^ets  frown. 
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Now  ftcquent  trines  the  happier  lights  among. 
And  hiffh  raised  Joro  from  his  dark  prison  freed, 

Those  weights  took  off  that  on  his  planet  hung, 
Will  gloriously  the  new-laid  work  succeed. 

Methinks  already  from  this  chymic  flame, 

I  see  a  dty  of  more  precious  mold : 
Rich  as  the  town  which  gives  the  Indies  name. 

With  lihrer  paVd,  and  all  divine  with  gold. 

Already  labouring  with  a  mighty  fiUe, 

She  shakes  the  rubbish  from  her  mounting  brow, 
And  seems  to  have  renewM  her  charter's  date, 

Whicfa  Heaven  will  to  the  death  of  Time  allow. 

More  great  than  human  now,  and  more  august, 
Now  deiiy  d  she  from  her  fires  does  rise : 

Her  widening  streets  on  new  foundations  trust, 
And  opening  into  larger  parts  she  flies. 

Before  she  like  some  shepherdess  did  show, 
Who  sat  to  bathe  her  by  a  river's  side ; 

Not  answering  to  her  fiune,  but  rude  and  low. 
Nor  taught  the  beauteous  arts  of  modem  pride. 

Now  like  a  maiden  queen  she  will  behold, 
Fhmi  her  high  turrets,  hourly  suitors  come : 

Hie  East  vrith  incense,  and  tlie  West  with  sold, 
WiU  stand  like  suppliants  to  receive  her  doonu 

The  slver  Thames,  her 'own  domestic  flood. 
Shall  bear  her  vessels  like  a  sweeping  train ; 

And  often  wind,  as  of  his  mistress  proud. 
With  longing  eyes  to  meet  her  fiice  again. 

The  wealthy  Tagus,  and  the  wealthier  Rhine, 
The  glory  of  their  towns  no  more  shall  boast. 

And  S^e,  that  would  with  Belgian  rivers  join, 
Shall  find  her  lustre  stain*d,  and  traffic  lost. 

Hie  venturous  merchant,  who  design'd  more  fiu*, 
And  touches  on  our  hospitable  wore, 

Charm'd  with  the  splendour  of  this  northern  star, 
Shall  here  unlade  him  and  depart  no  more. 

Our  powerfril  navy  shall  no  longer  meet. 
The  wealth  of  France  or  Holland  to  invade ; 

Hie  beauty  €f  this  town  witliout  a  fleet, 
Fhim  all  the  world  shall  vindicate  bar  trade. 

And  while  this  fam*d  emporium  we  prepare. 
The  British  ocean  shall  such  triumf^  boast, 

lliat  those,  who  now  disdain  our  trade  to  share, 
Shall  rob  like  pirates  on  our  wealthy  coast. 

Ahready  we  have  conquer'd  half  the  war, 
And  the  less  dangerous  part  is  left  behind: 

Our  trouble  now  is  but  to  make  them  dare. 
And  not  so  great  to  vanquish  as  to  find. 

Hnis  to  the  eastern  wealth  through  storms  we  go. 
But  now,  the  Cape  once  doubled,  fear  no  more ; 

A  constant  trade-wind  will  securely  blow. 
And  gently  lay  us  on  tlie  spicy  shore. 


ALEXANDER'S  FEAST: 

OK,  TBI  rowia  OP  music. 

An  Ode  m  Honour  of  St.CecSia*i  Day. 

'TwAs  at  the  royal  feast  for  Persia  won 
By  Philip's  warlike  son : 

Aloft  in  awful  state 

Hie  godlike  hero  sate 
On  his  imperial  throne : 

His  valiant  peers  were  plac'd  around  ; 
Hieir  brows  with  roses  and  widi  myrtles  bound : 

(So  should  desert  in  arms  be  crown'd) 
Hie  lovely  Thais,  by  his  side, 
Sate,  like  a  blooming  eastern  bride. 
In  flower  of  youth  and  beautsr's  prid& 

Happy,  happy,  happy  pair ! 

None  but  the  brave. 

None  but  the  brave. 

None  but  the  brave  deserves  the  frir. 


Happy,  happy,  happy  pair ! 

None  but  the  brave. 

None  but  the  brave. 

None  but  the  brave  deserves  the  to. 

Hmotheus,  plac'd  on  high 
Amid  the  tuneful  quire, 
"l^^th  flying  fingers  toudi'd  the  lyre : 
Hie  trembling  notes  ascend  the  sky, 

^d  heavenly  joys  in^ire. 
Hie  song  began  from  Jove, 
Who  left  his  bliasfiil  seats  above, 
(Such  is  the  power  of  mighty  love.) 
A  dragon's  fiery  form  bely*d  the  god 
Sublime  on  radiant  spires  he  rode. 

When  he  to  ftir  Olympia  pressed : 
And  while  he  sought  her  snowy  breast : 
Then,  round  her  slend^  waist  he  curl'd,       [world. 
And  stamp'd  an  image  of  himself,  a  sovereign  of  the 
The  listening  crowd  admire  the  lofty  sounds 
A  present  deity,  they  shout  around : 
A  present  deity  the  vaulted  roofr  rebound : 
With  ravish'd  ears 
The  monarch  hears, 
Assumes  the  ffod. 
Affects  to  nod. 
And  seems  to  shake  the  spheres. 

CHORUS. 

With  ravish'd  ears 
The  monarch  hears, 
Assumes  the  ffod. 
Affects  to  nod, 
And  seems  to  shake  the  spheres. 

The  praise  of  Bacchus  then,  the  sweet  musician  sung: 
Of  Bacchus  ever  fair  and  ever  young : 
Hie  jolly  god  in  triumph  comes ; 
Sound  Uie  trumpets ;  beat  the  drums ; 
Flush'd  with  a  purple  grace 
He  shows  his  honest  fiice ; 
Now  give  the  hautboys  breath :  he  comes,  he  < 
Bacchus,  ever  fair  and  young. 

Drinking  joys  did  fint  ordain ; 
Bacchus*  blessmgs  are  a  treasure^ 
Drinking  is  the  soldier's  pleasure : 
Rich  the  treasure, 
Sweet  the  pleasure ; 
Sweet  b  pleasure  after  pain. 
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BKcfaui' MaBings  are  a  tKMure^ 
Mnkmg is  the  ioklier's  pleuurQ; 

Rich  the  treasure, 

Sireet the  pleasure; 
Sweet  H  pkasuie  after  pain. 

Sootb'd  with  the  sound,  the  king  grew  vain ; 
Fought  sU  his  battles  o*er  again ;      [the  suuu. 
^ffaice  he  routed  all  his  foes;  and  thrice  he  slew 
TIk  niMter  saw  the  madness  rise ; 
His  glowing  cheeks,  his  ardent  eyes; 
Aoflt  while  he  Heaven  and  Earth  ddy*d, 
ChiBg*d  hb  hand,  and  check*d  his  pride. 

Hechose  a  mournful  Muse 

8ott  pity  to  Infuse : 
He  nng  Darius  great  and  good. 

By  too  severe  a  fate, 
AUeo,  Men,  fiOlen,  fiillen, 
FiOen  from  his  high  estate, 

And  wehring  in  his  blood ; 
BeMTted,  at  his  utmost  need, 
^tfaose  his  former  bounty  fed : 
Os  the  bsre  earth  expos*d  he  lies, 
Wicb  not  a  friend  to  close  his  eyes. 
With  downcast  looks  the  joyless  victor  sate, 

Berohing  in  his  alter'd  soul 
ITie  various  turns  of  Chance  below; 

And,  now  and  then,  a  sigh  he  stole ; 
And  tears  began  to  flow. 

CHORUS. 

Bevohing  in  his  alter'd  soul 
TTk  various  turns  of  Chance  below; 

And,  now  and  then,  a  sigh  he  stole ; 
And  tears  began  to  flow. 

TW  mighty  master  smfl'd,  to  see 
T»t  love  was  in  the  next  degree  ; 
*Tsw  but  a  kindred  sound  to  move, 
Fw  pity  melts  the  mind  to  love. 

Softly  sweet,  in  Lydian  measures, 

&xm  he  soodi*d  hu  soul  to  pleasures, 
^w,  he  sung,  is  toil  and  trouble; 
Honour  birt  ui  empty  bubble ; 

Merer  ending,  siill  b^jinning, 
PigNiBg  still,  and  sdll  destroying ; 

If  die  world  be  worth  thy  winning, 
"ink,  O  think,  it  worth  enjoying: 

I^yvdy  Hiau  aits  beside  thee, 

1^  the  good  the  gods  provide  thee. 
^  ""y  rend  tibe  skies  with  loud  applause ; 
**2*  w*»crown'd,  but  Music  won  the  cause, 
ue  prince,  unaUe  to  conceal  his  pain, 
Gai*d  on  the  fiur 
Who  caus'd  faia  care. 

And  ngh'd  and  looked,  sjghM  and  look*d. 


At 
tVe 


Jj^^  oxl  look*d^  and  sigh'd  again . 
*^8^  with  love  and  vrine  at  once  opprcss'd, 
■iA'd  victor  sunk  upon  her  breast 

CHORUS. 

ilie  prince^  unable  to  conceal  his  pain, 
Gai*d  on  the  fair 
Whocans'd  1 


Aad  ngh'd  and  look'd,  sigh'd  and  look'd, 
AilSI'^  and  look'd,  and  sigh'd  again : 
-**8^  with  love  and  wine  at  once  oppress'd, 
'•^■fc'd  victor  sunk  upon  her  breast 


Now  strike  the  gc^den  lyre  again : 
A  louder  yet,  and  yet  a  loudo*  strain. 
Break  his  bands  of  sleep  asunder, 
And  rouse  him,  like  a  rattling  peal  of  thunder. 
Haric,  hark,  the  horrid  sound 
Has  rais'd  up  his  head! 
As  awak'd  firam  the  dead. 
And  amaa'd,  he  stares  around. 
Revenge^  revenge,  Hmotheus  cries. 
See  the  Furies  arise : 
See  the  snakes  that  they  rear. 
How  they  hiss  in  their  hair. 
And  the  sparkles  that  flash  from  their  eyes ! 
Behold  a  ghastly  band. 
Each  a  tordi  in  his  hand ! 
Those  are  Grecian  ghosts,  that  in  battle  vrere  slain. 
And  unbury'd  remain 
Inglorious  on  the  plain : 
Give  the  vengeance  due 
To  the  valiant  crew. 
Behold  how  they  toss  their  torches  on  high. 
How  they  point  to  the  Persian  abodes^ 
And  glittering  temples  of  their  hostile  gods. 
The  princes  applaud,  vrith  a  furious  joy; 
And  the  king  seiz'd  a  flambeau  with  Mai  todestroy ; 
Iliais  led  the  way, 
To  light  him  to  his  prey. 
And,  like  another  Helen,  fir'd  another  Troy. 


And  the  king  seiz'd aflambeau  vrith  seal  to  destroy ; 

Tbus  led  the  way. 

To  light  him  to  his  prey. 
And,  like  another  Helen,  flr'd  another  Tiroy. 

Thu%  long  ago. 
Ere  heaving  bdlows  leam'd  to  blow. 

While  oigans  yet  were  mute ; 
Timotheus,  to  his  breathing  flute. 
And  sounding  lyre, 
Could  swell  the  soul  to  rage,  or  kindle  sofl  desire. 
At  last  divine  Cecilia  came, 
Inventreas  of  the  vocal  frame ; 
The  sweet  enthusiast,  from  her  sacred  store, 
Enlarg'd  the  former  narrow  bounds, 
And  added  length  to  solemn  sounds, 
With  Nature's  mother.wit,  and  arts  unknown  before. 
Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  prize. 

Or  both  divide  the  crown ; 

He  rais'd  a  mortal  to  the  skies  ; 

She  drew  an  angel  down. 

GRAMO  CHORUS. 

At  last  divine  Cecilia  came, 
Inventress  of  the  vocal  frame ; 
TTie  sweet  enthusiast,  from  her  sacred  store, 

Enlarg'd  the  former  narrow  bounds, 

And  added  length  to  solemn  sounds. 
With  Nature's  mother-wit,  and  arts  unknown  before. 
Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  prize. 

Or  both  divide  the  crown ; 
He  rais'd  a  mortal  to  the  skies ; 

She  drew  an  angel  down. 
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Book  I. 


PALAMON  AND  ARCITE: 

OR  THI  KKIOHT's  TAU. 

Book  I. 

Im  days  of  old,  there  liv'd,  of  mighty  fame, 

A  Tmliant  prince,  and  Tlieseiis  was  his  name : 

A  chief,  who  more  in  feats  of  arms  ezceird. 

The  rising  nor  the  setting  Sun  beheld. 

Of  Athens  he  was  lord ;  much  land  he  won, 

And  added  foreign  countries  to  his  crown. 

In  Scythia  with  the  warrior  queen  he  strove, 

Whom  first  by  force  lie  conquered,  then  by  lore ; 

He  brought  in  triumph  back  the  beauteous  dame, 

With  whom  her  sister,  fair  Emilia,  came. 

With  honour  to  hb  home  let  Theseus  ride, 

With  Love  to  friend,  and  Fortune  for  his  guide. 

And  hit  victorious  army  at  his  side. 

I  pMi  their  warlike  pomp,  their  proud  array, 

Their  shouts,  their  songs,  their  welcome  on  the  way . 

But,  were  it  not  too  long,  I  would  redte 

The  feats  of  Amasons  the  fatal  fight 

Betwizt  the  hardy  queen  and  hero  knight ; 

The  town  besi^'d,  and  how  much  blood  it  coct 

The  ftnnale  army  and  th*  Athenian  host; 

The  ipousals  of  HippoUta,  the  queen ; 

What  tilts  and  tumeys  at  the  feast  were  seen ; 

Ihe  storm  at  their  return,  the  ladies*  fear : 

But  these,  and  other  things,  I  must  foriiear. 

The  field  is  spacious  I  design  to  sow. 

With  ozen  fu'  unfit  to  drew  the  plow : 

Hie  remnant  of  my  tale  is  of  a  length 

To  tire  your  patience,  and  to  waste  my  strength ; 

And  trivial  accidents  shall  be  forbom, 

Hiat  others  may  have  time  to  take  their  turn ; 

As  vras  at  first  enjoin'd  us  by  mine  host, 

Hiat  he  whose  tale  is  best,  and  pleases  most, 

Should  win  his  supper  at  our  common  cost. 

And  dierefore  where  I  lef^  I  will  pursue 
This  ancient  story,  whether  false  or  true. 
In  hope  it  may  be  mended  with  a  new. 
The  prince  I  mentioned,  full  of  high  renown, 
la  thb  am^  drew  near  th*  Athenian  town  ; 
When,  in  his  pomp  and  utmost  of  his  pride. 
Marching,  be  chanc*d  to  cast  his  eye  aside. 
And  saw  a  choir  of  mourning  dames,  who  lay 
By  two  and  two  across  the  common  way : 
At  his  i^iproach  they  rais*d  a  rueful  cry. 
And  beat  their  breairts,  and  held  their  hands  on  high, 
Craeping  and  crying,  till  they  seis'd  at  last 
His  courser*s  bridle^  and  his  feet  embrac*d. 

•<  TeU  me,*'  said  Theseus,  «*  what  and  whence 
you  are. 
And  why  this  funeral  pageant  you  prepare  ? 
Is  this  the  welcome  of  my  woithy  deeds. 
To  meet  my  triumph  in  ilUomcn'd  weeds? 
Or  envy  you  my  praise,  and  would  dcjttroy 
With  grief  my  pleasures,  and  pollute  my  joy  ? 
Or  are  you  injur'd,  and  demand  relief  ? 
Name  your  request,  and  I  will  ease  your  grief.** 

Hw  most  in  jrears  of  all  the  mourning  train 
Began  (but  swooned  first  away  for  pain)  ; 
Then  scarce  recover*d  spoke :  **  Nor  envy  we 
Thy  great  renown,  nor  grudge  thy  victory ; 
*71s  thine,  O  king,  th*  afflicted  to  redraw, 
And  Fame  has  fiU*d  the  world  witli  thy  success : 
We,  wretched  women,  sue  for  that  alone, 
'Which  of  thy  goodness  is  ref\u*d  to  none ; 


Let  fall  some  drops  of  pity  on  our  grief. 

If  what  we  beg  be  just,  and  we  deserve  relief : 

For  none  of  us,  who  now  Ihr  grve  impke^ 

But  held  the  mk  of  sovcre^  queen  befora  | 

Till,  thanks  to  giddy  Chance,  which  never  bears, 

That  mortal  bliss  should  last  tor  length  of  years, 

She  cast  us  headlong  from  our  high  eMate, 

And  here  ill  hope  of  thy  return  we  wak : 

And  long  have  waited  in  the  temple  nigh. 

Built  to  the  gracious  goddess  Clemency. 

But  reverence  thou  the  power  whose  name  it  beor^ 

Relieve  th*  opprcss*d,  and  wipe  tiie  widow's  tears. 

I,  wretched  I,  have  other  fortune  seen. 

The  wife  of  Capaneus,  and  once  a  queen : 

At  Thebes  he  feU,  curst  be  the  fttJ  day ! 

And  all  the  rest  thou  seest  in  this  array 

To  make  their  moan,  theu>  lords  in  battle  lost 

Before  that  town,  besieg*d  by  our  confederate  host : 

But  Creon,  old  and  impious,  who  commands 

TTie  Theban  city,  and  usurps  the  lands, 

Denies  the  rites  of  funeral  fires  to  those 

Whose  breathless  bodies  yet  he  calls  his  foes. 

Unbum*d,  unbury'd,  on  a  heap  they  lie ; 

Such  is  tlieir  fiite,  and  such  his  tyranny ; 

No  fnend  has  leave  to  bear  away  the  dead, 

But  with  their  lifeless  limbs  his  hounds  are  fed.** 

At  this  she  shriek *d  aloud  ;  tlie  mournful  train 

£cho*d  her  grief,  and,  groveling  on  tlie  plain. 

With  groans,  and  hands  upheld,  to  move  his  inind» 

Besought  his  pity  to  their  helpless  kind ! 

Tlie  prince  was  touch*d,  his  tears  b^an  to  flow. 
And,  as  his  tender  heart  would  break  in  two. 
He  sigh'd,  and  could  not  but  their  fate  deplore. 
So  wretched  now,  so  fortunate  before. 
Then  lightly  from  his  lofty  steed  he  flew, 
And  raising,  one  by  one,  the  suppliant  crew. 
To  comfort  each,  fiill  solemnly  he  swore. 
That  by  the  fiutfa  which  knights  to  knighthood  bore. 
And  whate*er  else  to  chivalry  belongs, 
He  would  not  cease,  till  be  reveng*d  their  wrongs : 
That  Greece  should  see  perform*d  what  be  declar*d ; 
And  cruel  Creon  find  h»  just  reward. 
He  said  no  more,  but,  shunning  all  deky, 
Rode  on ;  nor  enter'd  Athens  on  his  way : 
But  lefl  his  sister  and  hb  queen  behind. 
And  wav*d  his  royal  banner  in  the  wind : 
Where  in  an  argent  field  the  god  of  war 
Was  drawn  triumphant  on  his  iron  car ; 
Red  was  his  sword,  and  shield,  and  whole  attire. 
And  all  the  godhead  seem*d  to  glow  with  fire  ; 
£v*n  the  ground  glitter*d  where  the  standard  flew. 
And  the  green  grass  vras  dy*d  to  sanguine  bucw 
High  on  his  pointed  lance  his  pennon  bore 
His  Cretan  fight,  the  Gonquer*d  Minotaur: 
The  soldiers  shout  around  with  generous  ngt. 
And  in  that  victory  their  own  presage. 
He  prais*d  theu*  ardour ;  inly  pleas*d  to  see 
His  host  the  flower  of  Grecian  chivalry. 
All  day  he  mardi'd ;  and  all  th'  ensuing  night ; 
And  saw  the  dty  with  returning  light. 
The  process  of  the  war  I  need  not  tell. 
How  Theseus  conquer*d,  and  how  Creon  fell : 
Or  after,  how  by  storm  the  walls  were  won. 
Or  how  the  victor  sack'd  and  bum*d  tlie  town : 
How  to  the  Uulies  he  restor'd  again 
llie  bodies  of  their  lords  in  battle  slain  : 
And  with  what  ancient  rite«  thev  were  interr'd  j 
All  these  to  fitter  times  shall  be  defierr*d : 
I  qpare  the  widows*  tears,  their  woeftil  cries. 
And  howling  at  their 
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llni  when  &  Yictor  chief  had  Croon  akin, 
ifldeooqiier*d  Tliebes,  be  pitcfa*d  upon  the  plain 
ffsmigfatj  camp,  and,  when  the  day  returned, 
TVicoonliy  wasted,  and  the  hamlets  burn'd, 
iid  left  the  pillagen,  to  rapme  bred, 
Widioat  control  to  strip  and  spoil  the  dead. 

Umic^  in  a  hei^  of  slain,  among  the  rest 
1W  TDotfafiil  kni^its  they  found  beneath  a  load 

oppress'd 
Ofiiangfater'd  foes,  whom  first  to  death  they  sent, 
Ik  trophies  of  their  strengdi,  a  bloody  monument 
Bodifior,  and  both  of  royal  blood  they  seemed, 
Ibm  kinsmen  to  the  crown  the  henlds  deem'd ; 
Ikthym  equal  anns  they  fought  for  fame ; 
lUrswords,  their  shields,  their  surcoats,  were  the 
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CloKby  each  other  laid,  they  pressM  the  ground, 
lUr  BBsnly  bosoms  pierc*d  with  many  a  griesly 

wound; 
Nor«iOaIire»  nor  wholly  dead  they  were, 
ftitMSKfidttt  sigufl  of  fteble  lifle  appear: 
tWwsadering  breath  was  on  the  wins  to  part. 
Wok  VIS  the  pulse,  and  hardly  heaT*d  the  heart. 
TWk  two  were  sisters'  sons;  imd  Ardte  one, 
HackCmi'd  in  fields,  with  valiant  Pdamon. 
^  Ihoe  their  costly  arms  the  qioUers  rent, 
AiinMy  bodi  conrey'd  to  llieseus*  tent : 
^kflB,  known  of  Creon's  Une,  and  cur*d  with  care. 
Hi  ti  hb  dty  sent  as  prisoners  of  the  war, 
Btpksiof  ransom,  and  condemn*d  to  lie 
b^onee,  doom*d  a  lingering  death  to  die. 
Ui  4ant,  he  marcfa'd  away  with  warlike  sound, 
^  to  las  Athens  tam*d  with  laurels  crown*d, 
^^ki|ipy  long  he  lir'd,  mudi  loT*d,  and  more 

icnown'da 
ftttaatowtr,  and  nerer  to  be  loos'd, 
"**M&1  capcire  kinsmen  are  endos'd. 

T^fBB-  by  year  tliey  pass,  and  day  by  day, 
^«cc,  *twaa  on  the  mom  <^  cheerful  May, 
^7o«|  EmiKa,  fUrer  to  be  aeen 
^  Ike  Idr  lily  on  the  flowery  green, 
wfroh than  Hay  beraelf  in  bknsoms  new, 
J»»iA  As  rosy  colour  atrore  her  hue, 
J^^Mhercoslomwaa,  before  the  day, 
^*^  obaertance  due  to  sprightly  May : 
^V^i^  May  oommsnds  our  youth  to  keep 
'**V"^ber  n^^  and  breaks  their  shiggard 

^I^PBtle  biM  wiAlmndly  warmth  d^ 
^^^ Vw  nsinei,  wfitoa  extmguish'd  lores. 
^**Wiiiilaiiiiiii  Emily,  ere  Sty, 
«>>^  md  dieas'd  henelf  in  rich  arrmy ; 
^a  the  month,  and  «s  liie  mondng  ftir ; 
f^  kv  ikooUm  Ml  ber  Wth  of  hair : 
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.      *wa8looae,aiid  wanton'dinthewind. 
j*^Mb«t  neiHy  cbaa'd  the  night, 
^i^'M  o'er  die  sky  widi  bhisUng  light, 
r^^  4tt  gndan  walk  siM  took  her  way, 
]*5**ttAtiipakMig  in  cod  of  day, 
■■^■rfdan  towB  in  honour  of  the  May. 
.  "faytvn,  ihe  mada  n  litde  stand, 
.  ^^  flMBg  the  thorns  her  lily  hand 
i»  T^^^  wt ;  and  every  rose  die  drew, 
SfT^tettA,  nd  bnadi'd  sway  the  dew: 
"^l«»wlomMiowcfs  of  white  and  red 
_,r^««dc0  a  gsrlsad  for  her  head : 
ir^<k*«iig  a^  tmoi^d  out  so  ckssr, 
*"**»"*«|eb might  lirjake  to  bear: 


Eir*n  wondering  FfaikMnel  Ibifot  to  ahig, 
And  leam*d  firoin  her  to  weleome-in  the  Spring. 
The  tower,  of  which  before  was  mention  made. 
Within  whose  keep  the  captive  knights  were  laid. 
Built  of  a  large  extent,  and  strong  withal. 
Was  one  partition  of  the  palace  wall : 
Hie  garden  was  enclos'd  within  the  square. 
Where  young  Emilia  took  the  morning  air. 

It  happen*d  Palamon,  the  prisoner  knight. 
Restless  for  woe,  arose  before  the  light. 
And  with  his  gaoler's  leave  desir'd  to  breathe 
An  air  more  wholesome  than  the  damps  beneath : 
This  granted,  to  the  tower  he  took  his  way, 
Cheer'd  with  the  promise  of  a  glorious  day : 
Then  cast  a  languishing  regard  around. 
And  saw  with  hateful  ms  the  temples  crown'd 
With  golden  spires,  and  all  the  ho^e  ground. 
He  si^'d,  and  tum'd  his  eyes,  because  he  knew 
*Twas  but  a  laiger  gaol  he  had  in  view  • 
Hien  look'd  below,  and,  fVom  the  castk's  height. 
Beheld  a  nearer  and  more  pleasing  sight. 
The  garden,  which  before  he  had  not  seen. 
In  Spring's  new  liverv  clad  of  white  and  green, 
F^resh  flowers  in  wide  parterres,  and  shvly  walks 


This  view'd,  but  not  enjoy'd,  with  arms  across 
He  stood,  reflecting  on  his  country's  loss ; 
Himself  an  object  of  the  public  scorn, 
And  often  vrish'd  he  never  had  been  bom. 
At  last,  for  so  his  destiny  requir'd. 
With  walking  giddy,  and  with  thinking  tir'd, 
He  through  a  httle  window  cast  his  si^it, 
Though  thick  of  bars,  that  gave  a  scanty  light : 
But  ev'n  that  glimmering  serv'd  him  to  dc»cry 
Th'  inevitable  charms  of  Emily. 

Scarce  had  he  seen,  but,  seix'd  with  sudden  smart, 
Stung  to  tlie  quick,  he  f^t  it  at  his  heart ; 
Strudc  blind  with  over-powering  light  he  stood, 
Then  started  back  amas'd,  and  cry'd  aloud. 

Toung  Ardte  heard;  and  up  he  ran  with  haste. 
To  help  his  friend,  and  in  his  arms  embrac'd ; 
And  aak'd  him  why  he  look'd  so  deadly  wan, 
And  whence  and  bow  his  change  of  cheer  began. 
Or  who  had  done  th'  offtoco  ?  **  But  if,"  said  he^ 
<<  Tour  grief  akme  is  hard  captivity. 
For  love  of  Heaven,  with  patience  undergo 
A  cureless  HI,  since  Fate  will  have  it  so : 
So  stood  our  horoscope  in  chains  to  lie, 
And  Saturn  in  the  dungeon  of  the  sky. 
Or  otfier  baleful  aepect,  rul'd  our  Hrtfi, 
When  all  the  friendly  stars  were  under  Earth : 
Whate'er  betides,  t^  Destiny  'tis  done ; 
And  better  bear  like  men,  than  vainly  sed:  to  shun.'* 

«  Nor  of  my  bonds,"  said  Palamon  again, 
*'  Nor  of  unhappy  planeU  I  complain ; 
But  when  my  mortal  anguish  caus'd  me  cry, 
That  moment  I  was  hurt  through  either  eye ; 
Fiero'd  with  a  random  shaft,  I  fidnt'away. 
And  perish  witii  insensible  decay  t 
Aglance  of  some  new  goddess  gave  the  wound. 
Whom,  like  Acteon,  unaware  I  found. 
Look  bow  she  walks  along  yon  shady  space. 
Not  Juno  moves  with  more  migestSc  grace ; 
And  all  the  Cyprian  queen  is  in  her  face. 
If  thou  art  Venus  (fbr  thy  diarms  confess 
Tint  foce  was  fbrm'd  in  Heaven,  nor  art  thou  leaa; 
Disguis'd  m  habit,  undisguis'd  in  shape) 
O  help  us  captives  fhmi  our  chains  t'  ocape ; 
But  if  our  doom  be  past,  fai  bonds  to  Ue 
For  Ufo,  and  in  a  loathsome  ' 
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Then  be  thy  wratli  appeas*d  with  our  disgrace, 
And  show  compassioa  to  tlie  Theban  race, 
Oppress'd  by  tyrant  power  !**    While  yet  he  spoke, 
Arcite  on  Emily  had  fix*d  his  look ; 
Hie  fitta]  dart  a  ready  passage  Cound, 
And  deep  within  his  heart  infix*d  the  wound : 
So  that  if  Falamon  were  wounded  sore, 
Arcite  was  hurt  as  much  as  he,  or  more : 
Hien  from  his  inmost  soul  he  sigh*d,  and  said, 
"  The  beauty  I  behold  has  struck  me  dead : 
Unknowingly  she  strikes,  and  kills  by  chance ; 
Poison  is  in  her  eyes,  and  death  in  every  glance. 
O,  I  must  ask,  nor  ask  alone,  but  more 
Her  mind  to  mercy,  or  must  die  for  love.'* 
Thus  Arcite :  and  thus  Falamon  replies, 
(Eager  his  tone,  and  ardent  were  his  eyes.) 
**  8peak*st  thou  in  earnest,  or  in  jesting  vein  ?** 
«  Jesting,*'  said  Arcite,  "  suits  but  ill  with  pain." 
**  It  suits  far  worse"  (said  Fialamon  again, 
And  bent  his  brows)  **  with  men  who  honour  weigh. 
Their  faith  to  break,  their  friendship  to  betray ; 
But  worst  with  thee,  of  noble  lineage  bom. 
My  kinsman,  and  in  arms  my  brother  sworn. 
Have  we  not  plighted  each  our  holy  oath, 
Hiat  one  should  be  the  common  good  of  both ; 
One  soul  should  boch  inspire,  and  neither  prove 
His  fellow's  hindrance  in  pursuit  of  love  ? 
To  this  before  the<  Gods  we  gave  our  hands. 
And  nothing  but  our  death  can  break  the  bands. 
This  binds  thee,  then,  to  further  my  design : 
As  I  am  bound  by  vow  to  further  thine : 
Nor  canst,  nor  dar'st  thou,  traitor,  on  the  plain 
Appeach  my  honour,  or  thine  own  maintain. 
Since  thou  art  of  my  council,  and  the  fHend 
Whose  faith  I  trust,  and  on  whose  care  depend : 
And  would'st  thou  court  my  lady*s  love,  which  I 
Much  rather  than  release  would  choose  to  die  ? 
But  thou,  false  Ardte,  never  shalt  obtain 
Thy  bad  pretence ;  I  told  thee  first  my  pain : 
For  first  my  love  began  ere  thine  was  bom ; 
Thou,  as  my  council,  and  my  brother  swora, 
Art  bound  t'  assist  my  eldership  of  right. 
Or  justly  to  be  deem'd  a  pcijur'd  knifht.'* 

Thus  Fklamon :  but  Arcite,  with  midain. 
In  haughty  language,  thus  reply'd  affain : 
"  Forswom  thyself:  the  traitor's  odious  name 
I  first  return,  and  then  disprove  thy  claiuL 
If  love  be  passion,  and  that  passion  nurst 
With  strong  desires,  I  lov'd  the  lady  first 
Canst  thou  pretend  desire,  whom  zeal  inflam*d         I 
To  worship,  and  a  power  celestial  nam'd  ?  | 

Thine  was  devotion  to  the  blest  above, 
I  saw  the  woman,  and  desir'd  her  love ; 
First  own'd  my  passion,  and  to  thee  commend 
Th*  important  secret,  as  my  chosen  friend. 
Suppose  (which  yet  I  grant  not)  thy  desire 
A  moment  elder  than  my  rival  fire ; 
Can  chance  of  seeing  first  thy  title  prove? 
And  know*st  thou  not,  no  law  is  made  for  love ; 
Law  is  to  things,  which  to  free  choice  relate ; 
Love  is  not  in  our  choice,  but  in  our  fate ; 
Laws  are  but  positive ;  love's  power,  we  see. 
Is  Nature's  sanction,  and  her  first  decree. 
Each  day  we  break  the  bond  of  human  laws 
For  love,  and  vindicate  the  common  cause. 
Laws  for  defence  of  civil  rights  are  plac*d. 
Love  throws  the  fences  doim,  and  makes  a  general 


Maids,  widows,  wives,  without  distinction  fall ; 
The  sweeping  deluge,  kive,  comes  on,  and  coven 
all. 


If  then  tlie  laws  of  friendship  I  transgress, 
I  keep  the  greater,  while  I  break  the  leas ; 
And  both  are  mad  alike,  since  neither  can 
Both  hopeless  to  be  ransom*d,  never  more 
To  see  the  Sun,  but  as  he  passes  o'er.*' 

Like  ^sop's  hounds  contending  for  the  booe. 
Each  pleaded  right,  and  would  be  lord  alone : 
The  fhiitless  fight  continued  all  the  day : 
A  cur  came  by,  and  snatch'd  the  priae  away. 
"  As  courtiers  therefore  justlc  for  a  grant,      [want. 
And,  when  they  break  their  friendship,  plead  their 
So,  thou,  if  Fortune  will  thy  suit  advance. 
Love  on,  nor  envy  me  my  equal  chance : 
For  I  must  love,  and  am  resolv*d  to  try 
My  fate,  or  failing  in  th*  adventure,  dk.** 

Great  was  their  strife,  which  hourly  was  renew'd. 
Till  each  with  mortal  hate  his  rival  view*d  : 
Now  friends  no  more,  nor  walking  hand  in  band  ; 
But  when  they  met,  they  made  a  surly  stand ; 
And  gbur*d  like  angry  h'ons  as  they  pas8*d. 
And  wish'd  that  every  look  might  be  their  last. 

It  chanc*d  at  length,  Pirithous  came  t*  atteod 
This  worthy  Tlieseus,  his  familiar  friend ; 
Their  love  in  early  infancy  bmn. 
And  rose  as  chihUiood  ripen'd  into  man : 
Companions  of  the  war,  and  lov*d  so  well, 
Hiat  when  one  dy'd,  as  ancient  stories  tell. 
His  fellow  to  redeem  him  went  to  HelL 

But  to  pursue  my  tale :  to  welcome  home 
His  warlike  brother  is  Pvithous  come : 
Arcite  of  Tliebes  was  known  in  arms  long  aince. 
And  honour*d  by  this  young  Thessalian  prince. 
Theseus,  to  gratify  his  friend  and  ^^uest. 
Who  made  our  Arcite's  fVecdom  his  request, 
Restor'd  to  liberty  the  ci^ve  knight. 
But  on  these  hard  conditions  I  recite : 
That  if  hereafWr  Arcite  should  be  found 
Witliin  the  compass  of  Athenian  ground. 
By  day  or  night,  or  on  whate'er  pretence, 
His  head  should  pay  the  forfeit  of  th'  ofibnce. 
To  this  Pirithous  for  his  friend  agreed. 
And  on  his  promise  was  the  prisoner  fVeedL 

Unpleas'd  and  pensive  hence  he  takes  his  vray. 
At  his  own  peril ;  for  his  life  must  pay. 
Who  now  but  Arcite  mourns  his  bitter  fate. 
Finds  his  dear  purchase,  and  repents  too  late  ? 
**  What  have  I  gain'd,"  he  said^  **  in  prison  pout. 
If  I  but  change  my  bonds  for  banishment  ? 
And  banish'd  fVom  her  sight,  I  suffer  more 
In  freedom,  than  I  felt  in  bonds  before : 
Forc'd  ttom  her  presence,  and  condeom'dtoUve  : 
Unwelcome  freedom,  and  unthank'd  reprieve : 
Heaven  is  not,  but  where  Emily  abides ;  | 

And  where  she's  absent,  all  is  Hell  besides. 
Next  to  my  day  of  butb,  was  that  accurst,  j 

Whichbounchmy  friendship  to  Pirithous  first:  j 

Had  I  not  known  that  prince,  I  still  had  been  | 

In  bondage,  and  had  still  Emilia  seen  :  j 

For,  though  I  never  can  her  grace  deserve^  | 

'Tis  recompense  enough  to  see  and  serve. 

0  Pahunon,  my  kinsman  and  my  friend. 
How  much  more  happy  &t8s  thy  love  attend ! 
Thine  is  th'  adventure ;  tliine  the  victory : 
Well  has  thy  fortune  tum'd  the  dice  for  tfaee : 
Thou  on  that  angel's  face  may'st  fsed  thine  «3r«B» 
In  prison,  no ;  but  UissfUl  Paradise ! 
Hiou  dsily  seest  that  sun  of  beauty  shine, 
And  iov'st  at  least  in  love's  estremest  line. 

1  moum  in  sbsenoe,  love's  eternal  nigbt ; 
And  who  can  tell  but  since  thou  hast  her  sif$hr. 
And  art  a  comely,  young,  and  valiant  kniglOy 
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Rfftimc  (t  various  power)  may  cesse  to  hown. 
And  bjr  some  ways  unknown  thy  wishes  crown  ? 
Bat  I,  the  roost  forlorn  of  human  kind, 
Nor  hdp  can  hope,  nor  remedy  can  find ; 
But,  doomM  to  drag  my  loatinome  life  in  care, 
For  mj  Kfnrd,  must  end  it  in  despair. 
fin,  water,  ah-,  and  earth,  and  force  of  fiUes    - 
Tbit  gorems  all,  and  Heaven  that  all  creates, 
Nor  art,  nor  Nature's  hand  can  ease  my  grief; 
NDtfaing  but  death,  the  wretch*s  last  relief : 
Hien  fivewell  youth,  and  all  the  joys  that  dwell, 
With  youth  and  life,  and  lifo  itself  farewelL 

fiot  why,  alas  !  do  mortal  men  in  vain 
Of  Fortune,  Fate,  or  Phmdence  complain? 
God  gives  us  what  he  knows  our  wants  require^ 
iod  better  things  than  diose  which  vi^  de^ : 
Sooe  pray  for  ridies ;  riches  they  obtain ; 
But,  watchM  by  robbers,  for  their  wealth  arc  slain ; 
Soowjny  firom  prison  to  be  freed ;  and  come. 
When  guihy  of  their  tows,  to  fall  at  home; 
Mnnkr^d  1^  those  tfaey  trusted  with  their  life, 
A  fimnr'd  servant,  or  a  bosom  wife, 
flndi  dear4)ougfat  blessings  happen  every  day, 
BeoDse  we  know  not  for  what  things  to  pray. 
Liednmken  sots  about  the  street  we  roam : 
WieU  knows  the  soC  he  has  a  certain  home ; 
Tct  knows  not  how  to  find  th*  uncertain  place, 
Aad  blunders  on,  and  staggers  every  pace. 
Ikns  an  seek  happiness ;  but  few  can  find, 
^Cv  the  greater  part  of  men  are  blind. 
Hat  is  my  case,  who  thought  our  utmost  good 
Was  m  one  ward  of  fincedom  understood : 
Ike  &tal  blessing  came :  from  prison  free, 
I ttrve  abroad,  and  lose  the  sight  of  Emily.** 

Tkus  Ardte :  but  if  Arcite  thus  deplore 
Hii  sufferings,  Pdamon  yet  suffers  more. 
For  when  he  knew  hu  rivid  fVced  and  gone. 
He  swcfls  with  wrath ;  he  makes  outrageous  moan : 
He  frets,  he  fumes,  he  stares,  be  stamps  the  ground ; 
IkeboOow  tower  with  clamours  rings  around  : 
Wdh  briny  tears  he  bath*d  his  fettered  feet, 
^dropt  all  o*er  with  agony  of  sweat 
'Ahi]**  he  cry*d,  •«  I  wretch  in  prison  pine^ 
Too  hippy  rival,  while  the  fruit  is  thine  : 
TWk  fiv^st  at  Itfge,  thou  draw'st  thy  native  air, 
IWd  with  thy  freedom,  proud  of  my  despair : 
^  niayst,  since  thou  hast  youth  and  courage 

join-d, 
A  sweet  behaviour,  and  a  solid  mind, 
ff"^  ours,  and  all  the  Theban  race, 
Ti  fiwficate  on  Athens  thy  disgrace ; 
Aad  after,  by  some  treaty  made,  possess 
w  Emily,  the  pledge  of  lasting  peace, 
bo  <liiie  shall  be  the  beauteous  prize,  while  I 
J^  laBgoish  in  despair,  in  prison  die 
^8ll  th*  advantage  of  the  strife  is  thine, 
*V  portion   double  joys,    and    double    sorrows 

mine.** 
/«  nge  ot  iealousy  theo  fir'd  hia  soul, 
^1^  &ce  kmdled  like  a  burnfaig  coal : 
•WW  cold  Despair,  sooceeding  in  &t  stead. 
To  fifidpaleMsB  turns  the  glowing  red. 
j^^m,  scarce  Hquid,  creeps  wSiin  hia  vetiiSy 
Jj^vsicr  wfaicfa  the  fineesing  wind  ^iaHnaxa, 
^t^hesaid:  «<  Eternal  deities, 
7jj»«fethe  worid  with  absolute  decrees, 
^«rili  wfaatevar  time  shall  bring  to  pass, 
^^1^  of  adamant,  on  plates  of  brass; 
Zr^  **  ••«  of  human  kind  your  care, " 
''^^vktt  all  bb  foUovr.crcatures  are  ? 


He  with  the  rest  is  fiable  to  pain. 
And  like  the  slieep,  his  brother-beast,  is  slain. 
Cok),  hunger,  prisons,  ills  without  a  cure. 
All  these  he  must,  and,  guiltless,  oh  endure ; 
Or  does  your  justice,  power,  or  prescience  fidl. 
When  the  good  suffer,  and  the  bad  prevail  ? 
What  worse  to  wretched  Virtue  could  befall, 
If  Fate  or  giddy  Fortune  govem'd  all  ? 
Nay,  worse  than  other  beasts  is  our  estate ; 
Them,  to  pursue  their  pleasures,  you  create ; 
We,  bound  by  harder  laws,  must  curb  our  wiU, 
And  your  commands,  not  our  desires,  fulfil ; 
Then  when  the  creature  is  unjustly  slain. 
Yet  after  death  at  least  he  feels  no  pain ; 
But  man,  in  life  surcharg*d  vrith  woe  before, 
Not  freed  when  dead,  is  doomed  to  suffer  more. 
A  serpent  shoots  his  sting  at  unaware ; 
An  ambush*d  thief  forelays  a  traveller : 
Ihe  man  lies  murder*d,  while  the  thief  and  snake^ 
One  gains  the  thickets,  and  one  thrids  the  brake. 
Ihis  let  divines  decide ;  but  well  I  know. 
Just  or  unjust,  I  have  my  share  of  woe, 
Ihrough  Saturn  seated  in  a  luckless  pkice. 
And  Juno's  wrath,  that  persecutes  my  race ; 
Or  Mars  and  Venus,  in  a  quartile,  move 
My  pangs  of  jealousy  for  Ardte's  love.** 

Let  Palamon,  oppress*d  in  bondage,  moum^ 
While  to  his  exil*d  rival  we  return. 
By  this,  the  Sun,  declining  from  his  height. 
The  day  had  shorten*d,  to  prolong  the  night ; 
The  lengthened  night  gave  length  of  misery 
Both  to  the  captive  lover  and  tlie  free ; 
For  Palamon  in  endless  prison  mourns, 
And  Arcite  forfeits  life  if  be  returns : 
The  banish 'd  never  hopes  his  love  to  see. 
Nor  hopes  the  captive  lord  his  liberty : 
*Tis  hard  to  say  who  suffers  greater  pains : 
One  sees  his  love,  but  cannot  break  his  chains : 
One  fi^e,  and  all  his  motions  uncontroVd, 
Beholds  whate*er  he  would,  but  what  he  would  be- 
hold. 
Judge  as  you  please,  for  I  will  haste  to  tell 
What  fortune  to  the  banished  knight  befelL 

When  Arcite  was  to  Thebes  retum'd  again. 
The  loss  of  her  he  lov*d  renew*d  his  pain ; 
What  could  be  worse,  than  never  more  to  see 
His  life,  his  soul,  his  charming  Kmily  ? 
He  rav*d  with  all  the  madness  of  despair. 
He  roar*d,  he  beat  his  breast,  be  tore  his  luir. 
Dry  sorrow  in  his  stupid  eyes  appears. 
For,  wanting  nourishment,  he  wanted  tears : 
His  eye-balte  in  their  hollow  sockets  sink : 
Bereft  of  sleep,  he  loaths  his  meat  and  drink: 
He  withers  at  his  heart,  and  looks  as  wan 
As  the  pale  spectre  of  a  murder*d  man : 
That  pide  turns  yellow,  and  his  face  receives 
The  faded  hue  of  sapless  boxen  leaves : 
In  solitary  groves  he  makes  his  m»an. 
Walks  early  out,  and  ever  is  alone : 
Nor,  mix*d  in  mirth,  in  youthful  pleasures  shares. 
But  sighs  when  songs  and  instruments  be  bean : 
His  spirits  are  so  low,  his  voice  is  drown*d. 
He  hears  as  fit>m  afiur,  or  in  a  swoon. 
Like  the  deaf  murmurs  of  a  distant  sound : 
Uncomb*d  his  locks,  and  squalid  his  attire. 
Unlike  the  trim  of  Love  and  gay  Desire : 
But  full  of  museful  mopings,  which  presage 
The  loss  of  reason,  and  conclude  in  rage. 
This  when  he  had  endur'd  a  year  and  more. 
Now  wholly  dutngcd  from  what  he  was  befon', 
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It  hippen'd  cnee,  that,  Jiimliwing  athe  lay^ 
He  drmax'd  (hit  dream  bena  at  break  of  day) 
niat  Hermea  o*er  fab  bead  in  tir  appear*d. 
And  with  aoft  words  his  drobping  spirits  cfaaer*d: 
Ifis  hat,  adom*d  with  wings,  disdos'd  the  god, 
And  in  his  hand  he  bore  the  sleep-compelUng  rod  : 
Such  as  he  seem'd,  when,  at  his  sire's  command. 
On  Argus*  head  he  hud  the  snak  j  wand. 
**  Arise,*'  he  said,  <<  to  conquering  Athens  go» 
Tlwre  Fat«  appointian  end  to  all  thy  woe.** 
The  fright  awaken'd  Ardte  with  a  start. 
Against  his  bosom  bounced  bis  heaving  heart ; 
But  soon  he  said,  with  scarce  recorer'd  breath, 
"  And  thither  will  I  go,  to  meet  my  death. 
Sure  to  be  slain,  but  death  is  my  desire, 
Since  in  £milia*s  sight  I  shall  expire.** 
By  chance  he  q^y*d  a  nurror  while  he  spoke, 
And  sasing  thoe  bdield  his  alter*d  look ; 
Wondering,  he  saw  his  features  and  his  hue 
So  much  were  chang*d,  that  scarce  himself  he 

knew, 
A  sudden  thought  then  starting  in  his  mind, 
«  Since  I  in  .^pite  cannot  Arate  find. 
The  world  may  seareh  in  Tain  with  all  their  eyes, 
But  never  penetrate  through  this  disguise. 
Thanks  to  the  change  which  grief  and   iicVnfas 

In  low  estate  I  may  securely  live^ 
And  see  unknown  my  mistress  day  by  day.** 
He  said ;  and  cloth*d  himself  in  coarse  array : 
A  labouring  hind  in  show,  then  forth  he  went, 
And  to  th*  Athenian  towers  his  joum^  bent: 
One  squire  attended  in  the  same  disginse. 
Made  conscious  of  his  master*s  enterprise. 
Arriv*d  at  Athens,  soon  be  came  to  court, 
Unknown,  unquestion*d,  in  that  thick  resort: 
IVoffering  for  hire  his  serrice  at  the  gate. 
To  drud^  draw  water,  and  to  run  or  wait. 

So  fiur  befell  him,  that  for  little  gain 
He  serv*d  at  first  Emilia's  chambenain : 
And,  watchful  all  advantages  to  spy. 
Was  still  at  hand,  and  in  Us  master*s  eye : 
And  as  his  bones  were  big,  and  sinews  strong, 
Refus'd  no  toil,  that  couldto  slaves  beloDff ; 
But  from  deep  wells  with  engines  water  £ew. 
And  us*d  his  noble  hands  the  wood  to  hew. 
He  pas8*d  a  year  at  least  attending  thus 
On  Emily,  and  calPd  Fhilostratus. 
But  never  was  there  man  of  his  degree 
So  much  esteem*d,  so  well  belov*d  as  be. 
So  gentle  of  condition  was  he  known. 
That  throu^  the  court  hb  courtesy  was  blown : 
All  think  hmi  worthy  of  a  greater  place, 
And  recommend  him  to  the  royal  grace, 
Tliat,  exercis*d  within  a  higher  sphere, 
Wm  virtues  more  conspicuous  might  appear. 
Thus  by  the  general  voice  was  ^cite  prais*d. 
And  by  great  T^eus  to  high  fisvour  rais'd: 
Among  his  menial  servants  first  enroll*d, 
And  largely  entertain*d  with  sums  of  gold : 
Besides  what  secretly  firom  Thebes  was  sent. 
Of  his  own  income,  and  his  annual  rent; 
This  well  employ*d,    he    purchas*d    friends  and 

fiune. 
But  cautiously  conceal*d  firom  whence  it  came. 
Thus  for  three  years  he  liv'd  with  large  increase. 
In  arms  of  honour,  and  esteem  in  peace ; 
To  Theseus*  person  he  was  ever  near ; 
And  Theseus  for  his  virtues  held  him  dear. 
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Wrilb  Arcite  lives  in  bliss,  the  story  turns 
Where  hopeless  F^Uamon  in  prison  mourns. 
For  six  long  years  immur*d,  the  capciv*d  knigfac 
Had  dragg*d  his  chains,  and  scarcely  seen  the  Kg^». 
Lost  liber^,  and  love,  at  once  he  bore : 
His  prison  pain*d  him  much,  his  passion  more : 
Nor  dares  be  hope  his  fetters  to  remove^ 
Nor  ever  wishes  to  be  firea  from  love. 

But  when  the  sixth  revolving  year  was  run. 
And  May  within  the  Twins  receiv*d  the  Son, 
Were  it  by  Chance,  or  forceful  Destiny, 
Which  forms  in  causes  first  whate*er  sladl  be. 
Assisted  by  a  friend,  one  moonless  night, 
TUs  Falamon  from  prison  took  his  flight : 
A  pleasant  beverage  he  prepar*d  before 
Of  wine  and  honey,  mix*d  with  added  store 
Of  opium ;  to  his  keeper  this  he  brought. 
Who  swallowed  unaware  the  sleepy  draught, 
And  snor'd  secure  till  mom,  his  senses  bound 
In  slumber,  and  in  lonff  oblivion  drown*d. 
Short  vras  the  night,  and  careful  Fslamon 
Sought  the  next  covert  ere  the  rising  Sun. 
A  thick  spread  forest  near  the  dty  lay. 
To  this  with  lenfftben*d  strides  be  took  his  way 
(For  fitf  he  could  not  fiy,  and  fear*d  the  day). 
Safe  fhnn  pursuit,  he  meant  to  shun  the  lights 
Till  the  brown  shadows  of  the  friendly  night 
To  Thebes  might  fiivour  his  intended  flight. 
When  to  his  country  come,  his  next  design 
Was  all  the  Tlieban  race  in  arms  to  join. 
And  war  on  Theseus,  till  he  lost  his  life 
Or  won  the  beauteous  Emily  to  wife. 
Thus  while  his  thoughts  the  lingering  6aj  begnQi^ 
To  gentle  Arcite  let  us  turn  our  style ; 
Who  little  dreamt  bow  ni^  he  was  to  care^ 
Till  treacherous  Fortune  caught  him  in  the  snavcw 
The  morning-lark,  the  messenger  of  Day, 
Saluted  in  her  song  the  morning  gray ; 
And  soon  the  Sun  arose  with  b^ms  so  bright. 
That  all  th*  horizon  laugh'd  to  seethe  joyous  sigbt  • 
He  with  his  tepid  rajrs  the  rose  renews,  « 
And  licks  the  drooping  leaves,  and  dries  the  fkimm  ; 
When  Arcite  left  his  bed,  resolv*d  to  pay 
Observance  to  the  month  of  merry  May : 
Forth  on  his  fiery  steed  betimes  he  rode^ 
That  scarcely  prints  the  turf  on  which  be  trod: 
At  ease  he  seem*d,  and,  prancing  o'er  the  plainai, 
Tum*d  only  to  the  grove  bis  horse*s  reins,  . 
The  grove  I  nam*d  before;  and,  lighted  there, 
A  woodbine  garland  sought  to  crown  his  hair  ; 
Then  tum'd  his  face  agamst  the  rising  day. 
And  rais*d  his  voice  to  welcome  in  the  May.   [wf  ai, 

*'  For  thee,  sweet  month,  the  groves  green  IiTorMs 
If  not  the  first,  the  fairest  of  the  year : 
For  thee  the  Graces  lead  the  dancing  Hours^ 
And  Nature*s  ready  pencil  paints  the  flowers : 
When  thy  short  reign  is  past,  the  feverish  Sun 
The  sultry  tropic  fears,  and  moves  uKire  slowlj  on* 
So  may  thy  tender  blossoms  fear  no  blight, 
Nor  goats  with  venom'd  teeth  thy  tendrib  bite^ 
As  thou  8hai|guide  my  wandering  feet  to  find 
The  fragrant  mens  I  seek,  my  brows  to  bind.** 

Hb  vows  addre8s*d,  within  the  grove  be  stim^^d^ 
Till  Fate,  or  Fortune,  near  the  pboe  oonv« 
Hb  rteps  iHiere  secret  Falamon  was  laid. 
VuU  Ke  thought  of  bun  the  gentle  knkhc» 
Who,  flying  death,  had  theK.conoeal*d  In  t 
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In  Inkes  aod  braablw  hki,  and  dmimiiitf  mortel 

Mgfat: 
And  leM  he  knew  him  fiir  Um  hated  foe, 
But  fnr'd  hhn  as  a  man  he  did  not  know. 
But  as  it  has  beca  aaid  of  ancient  yean. 
Hut  fields  an  full  of  cyaa,  and  woods  have  ean ; 
For  this  the  wiae  ace  erer  on  their  guard. 
For,  unfbraweu,  tibej  say,  is  unprepor'd. 
Uncstitious  Arate  thouf^  himaiel/  alone^ 
AadlosdianaUsuspeeted  Bakaaon,  [grove, 

Wbo^  liitening^  beard  him,  while  be  search*d  the 
And  loudly  song  his  nmndela J  of  love : 
But  on  the  sudden  stopp'd,  and  silent  stood, 
Ai  lovcn  often  muse,  and  change  their  mood ; 
Nov  Ugh  as  Hearen,  and  than  as  low  as  HeU ; 
Now  am  BOW  down,  as  buckets  in  a  well : 
fct  Veooa,  like  ber  day,  will  change  her  cheer, 
And  iddom  ahall  we  see  a  Friday  clear. 
Umis  Aidte,  having  sung,  with  alter'd  hue 
&ink  on  the  poaad,  and  from  his  bosom  drew 
Adapoaie  aigfa^  arciiwing  Heaven  and  Fate, 
Aod  aaey  Juno's  unrelenting  bate. 
"  Cun'd  be  the  di^  when  first  I  did  appear ; 
I^it  be  blotted  firm  the  calendar, 
I^  it  pollute  the  moolb,  and  poison  all  the  year. 
Still  wfll  the  jealous  ^leen  pursue  ourraoe  ? 
CidBUi  is  dad,  tiie  Tbeban  city  was : 
Tct  oases  not  ber  bate:  for  all  who  come 
Aqoi  Oadnns  are  invobr'd  in  Cadmus'  doom, 
laiflcrlbrmy  Mood:  unjust  decree  1 
IW  panidies  anoCfaer's  crime  on  me. 
Ib  meao  citate  I  serve  my  mortal  foe, 
IW  men  who  caus'd  my  country's  overthrow. 
Usii  not  all ;  for  Juno,  to  my  shame, 
Hnfiat'd  me  to  fbraake  my  fbnner  name; 
Arate  I  was,  FfaOostratus  I  am. 
IWade  of  Heaven  is  all  my  enemy : 
Ifan  min'd  Thebes :  his  mother  ruin*d  me. 
Of  afl  the  npl  nee  remains  but  one 
Boides  myself^  the  unhappy  Fslamon, 
^iaa  llieseus  holds  in  bonds,  and  will  not  free ; 
^afaort  a  crime,  except  bis  kin  to  me. 
Ytttfaae^  snd  all  the  rest,  I  could  endure; 
Bit  kyie's  a  malady  without  a  cure ; 
f^  Lore  has  pierc*d  me  with  his  fiery  dart. 
Be  im  widno,  and  hisses  at  my  heart. 
y«r  cjei,  frir  Emily,  my  Arte  pursue ; 
'"ifer  lot  the  lest,  I  die  for  you. 
Of  aiefa  a  goddess  no  time  leaves  record, 
^bani'd  the  temple  where  the  was  ador*d : 
^1^  it  bum,  I  never  will  complain, 
"t^i  v^  my  sufferings,  if  you  knew  my  pain.' 

At  das  a  riddy  qualm  bis  hourt  assail'd, 
^cn  ling  inward,  and  bis  senses  fail*d. 
Nowoid  miis'd  Fkkmon  of  all  he  spoke, 
^MOB  to  deadly  pale  he  cbang*d  his  look  : 
He  tmUed  every  limb,  and  felt  a  smart, 
^ifcoU  rteel  bad  gEded  through  his  heart : 
noloBsff  staid,  hut  atarting  from  his  place, 
l^iBBver'd  stood,  and  ahow'd  his  hostile  face : 
"^tnitor  Avctte,  traitor  to  thy  Uood, 
^<il7%MCied  oath  to  sedc  my  good, 
^sit thou  found  foresworn^  for  Emily; 
Aaidar'st  attempt  her  love,  for  wl^  I  die- 
^^^diBu  cheated  Theseus  withMkle, 
^gmi  tl^  vow,  returning  to  b^uile 
l^aliorww'diMme:  as  false  to  me, 
*"^  diou  art  to  him  who  set  thee  free : 
'"'JtetasBir'd,  that  either  thou  shah  die4| 
w«eitBOQBce  thy  claim  in  EmUy : 


Am  here  vritiMmt  my  sword,  or  pointed  1 
Hope  not,  baae  man,  nnquestion'd  hence  to  go^ 
For  I  am  Flslamon,  thy  mortal  Ibe." 

Ardte,  vrho  heard  Us  tale,  and  knew  the  maiv 
His  sword  unshrath'd,  and  fiercely  thus  began : 
*<  Now  by  the  gods  vrho  govern  Heaven  a£i>ve^ 
Wert  thou  not  vreak  with  hunger,  mad  with  love^ 
That  word  bad  been  thy  last,  or  in  this  grove 
This  hand  should  force  theeio  renounce  thy  love, 
Tlie  surety  which  I  gave  thee,  I  defy : 
Fool,  not  to  know,  that  love  endures  no  tic^ 
And  Jove  but  lau^is  at  lovers'  peijury. 
Know  I  vrill  serve  the  fair  in  thy  despite; 
But  since  thou  art  my  kinsman,  and  a  kidghly 
Here^  have  my  fiuth,  to-monow  in  this  grove 
Our  arms  shall  plead  the  titlea  of  our  love : 
And  Heaven  so  help  my  right,  as  I  alone  [known; 
Will  come,  and  keep  the  cause  and  quarrel  both  un» 
With  arms  of  proof  both  for  myself  and  thee ; 
Choose  thou  the  best,  and  leave  the  worst  to  me. 
And,  that  a  better  ease  thou  ma]r*8t  abide. 
Bedding  and  clothes  I  will  this  night  provide, 
And  needful  sustenance,  that  thou  mayst  be 
A  conquest  better  won,  and  worthy  me.*' 
His  promise  Fahunon  accepts ;  but  pray'd. 
To  keep  it  better  than  the  first  he  made. 
Thus  fiiir  they  parted  till  the  morrow's  dawn. 
For  each  had  lud  his  plighted  frith  to  pawn. 
O  Love !  thou  sternly  dost  thy  power  maintain. 
And  vrilt  not  bear  a  rival  in  ^y  reign, 
lynants  and  thou  all  fellowship  disdain. 
This  was  in  Ardte  prov'd,  and  Palamon ; 
Both  in  despair,  yet  each  would  love  alone. 
Ardte  retum*d,  and,  as  in  honour  ty'd. 
His  foe  with  bedding  and  with  food  supply'd : 
Then,  ere  the  day,  two  suits  of  armour  souf^ 
Whidi  borne  before  him  on  his  steed  be  brought: 
Both  were  of  shining  steel,  and  vrrougfat  so  pure^ 
As  might  the  strokes  of  two  such  arms  endure. 
Now,  at  the  time,  and  in  th'  appointed  placs^ 
The  challenger  and  chaUeng'd,  fiure  to  face, 
Approach;  each  other  from  afar  they  knew. 
And  fhxn  a&r  thdr  hatred  chang'd  their  hue. 
So  stands  the  Thracian  herdsman  with  his  spear. 
Full  in  the  gi^,  and  hopes  the  bunted  bear. 
And  hears  him  rustling  in  the  wood,  and  sees 
His  course  at  distance  by  the  bending  trees, 
And  thinks,  here  comes  my  mortal  enemy. 
And  either  he  must  fidl  in  fight,  or  I : 
lUs  while  he  thinks,  be  lifVs  aloft  his  dart; 
A  generous cbillness  sdses  every  part; 
Ilie  veins  pour  back  the  blood,  and  fortify  the  heart. 
Hius  pale  they  meet ;  tfieir  eyes  with  fury  bum; 
None  greets ;  for  none  the  greeting  vrill  return: 
But  in  dumb  surliness,  each  arm'd  with  care 
His  foe  profest,  as  brother  of  the  war : 
Then  both,  no  moment  lost,  at  once  advance 
Against  each  other,  arm'd  with  sirord  and  lance : 
They  lash,  they  foin,  they  pass,  they  strive  to  bore 
Thdr  corslets,  and  the  thinnest  parts  explore. 
Hius  twjo  long  hours  in  equal  arms  they  stood. 
And  wounded,  wound;  till  both  were  batfa*din 

blood; 
And  not  a  foot  of  ground  bad  dtber  got. 
As  if  the  world  d^nded  on  the  qx)t. 
Fdl  Ardte  like  an  angry  tiger  far'd. 
And  like  a  lion  Palamon  appear'd : 
Or  as  two  boars  whom  love  to  battle  draws. 
With  rising  bristles,  and  with  frothy  jaws. 
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Thair  advenebratsti  with  tuiki  obl^ue  they  wound. 
With  grunts  and  groans  the  forest  nngs  around : 
So  foughl  the  knights,  and  fighting  must  abide, 
Till  Fate  an  umpu^  sends  thor  difference  to  decide. 
The  power  that  ministers  to  God's  decrees, 
And  executes  on  Earth  what  Heaven  foresees, 
Caird  Providence,  or  Chance,  or  Fatal  Sway, 
Comes  with  resistless  force,  and  finds  or  makes  her 

way. 
Nor  kings,  nor  nations,  nor  united  power. 
One  moment  can  retard  th*  appointed  hour. 
And  some  one  day,  some  wondrous  chance  appears. 
Which  happen'd  not  in  centuries  of  years : 
For  sure,  whatever  we  mortals  hate,  or  lorc^ 
Or  hope,  or  fear,  depends  on  powers  above ; 
They  move  our  appetites  to  good  or  ill. 
And  by  foresight  necessitate  the  wilL 
In  Theseus  tins  appears ;  whose  youthful  joy 
Was  beasts  of  chase  in  forests  to  destroy. 
This  gentle  knight,  inspir*d  by  jolly  May, 
Forsook  his  easy  couch  at  early  day, 
And  to  this  wood  and  wilds  pursueid  his  vmy. 
Beside  him  rode  Hippolita  the  queen. 
And  Emily  attir*d  in  lively  green. 
With  horns,  and  hounds,  uid  all  Uw  tuneful  cry. 
To  hunt  a  royal  hart  within  the  covert  nigh : 
And  as  he  fi>llow*d  Mars  before,  so  now 
He  serves  the  c^ddeas  of  the  silver  bow. 
The  way  that  Theseus  took  was  to  the  wood 
Where  the  two  knights  in  crud  battle  stood : 
The  lawn  op  which  they  fought,  th*  appointed  plaee 
In  which  th*  uncoupled  hounds  b^an  the  chasei 
Thither  forth-right  be  rode  to  rouse  the  prey. 
That,  shaded  by  the  fern,  in  harbour  lay ; 
And,  thence  dislodg*d,  was  wont  to  leave  the  wood, 
For  open  fields,  and  cross  the  crystal  flood. 
Approach*d,  and  looking  underneath  the  Sun, 
He  saw  proud  Accite,  imd  fierce  Pslamon, 
In  mortal  batile  doubling  blow  on  blow, 
like  lightning  fiam*d  their  &ulchions  to  and  fro. 
And  shot  a  dreadful  gleam :  so  strong  they  strook. 
There  seem*d  less  force  requir*d  to  feu  an  oak  : 
He  gas*d  with  wonder  on  thdr  equal  might, 
Look*d  eager  on,  but  knew  not  either  knight : 
Resolv'd  to  learn,  he  q>urr'd  his  fiery  steed 
With  goring  rowels  to  provoke  his  speed. 
The  minute  ended  that  began  the  race. 
So  soon  he  was  betwixt  them  on  the  place  $ 
And  with  hb  sword  unsheath*d,  on  pain  of  life 
Commands  both  combatants  to  cease  their  strife  : 
Then  with  imperious  tone  pursues  his  threat : 
**  What  are  you  ?  why  in  arms  together  met  ? 
How  dares  your  pride  presume  against  my  laws, 
As  in  a  listed  field  to  fight  your  cause  ? 
Unask*d  the  royal  grant;  no  marshal  by. 
As  knijriitly  rites  require ;  nor  judge  to  tiy?^* 
Then  Fslamon,  with  scarce  recovered  breath. 
Thus  hasty  wpcke :  "  We  both  deserve  the  death. 
And  both  would  die ;  for  look  the  world  around, 
A  pair  so  wretched  is  not  to  be  found : 
Our  life's  a  load ;  encumber*d  with  the  charge, 
We  long  to  set  th*  imprison*d  soul  at  large. 
Now,  as  thou  art  a  sovereign  judge,  decree 
The  riffhtful  doom  of  death  to  him  and  me. 
Let  neither  find  thy  grace,  for  grace  is  cruelty. 
Me  first,  O  kill  me  first ;  and  cure  my  woe ; 
Then  sheath  the  sword  of  Justice  on  iny  foe : 
Or  kill  him  first ;  for  when  his  name  is  heard, 
He  foremost  will  receive  his  due  reward. 
Ardte  of  Thebes  is  be ;  thy  mortal  foe : 
On  whom  thy  grace  did  l^erty  bcalow ; 


But  first  coiMimcldly  that  if  «v«r  finmd 

By  day  or  night  upon  th*  Atlienian  gnmod. 

His  head  should  pay  the  forfeit;  see  renim*d 

Hie  perjur*d  knight,  his  oath  and  honour  soom'd. 

For  this  is  he,  who,  with  a  borrow*d  name 

And  proffer*d  service,  to  thy  palace  came. 

Now  call*d  Fhilostratus :  retain*d  by  thee, 

A  traitor  trusted,  and  in  hi^  degree, 

Aspiring  to  the  bed  of  beauteous  Emily. 

My  part  remains ;  firom  Ilwbes  my  birth  I  o«m. 

And  call  myself  th*  unhappy  Palamon. 

Think  me  not  like  that  man ;  since  no  disgrace 

Can  force  me  to  renounce  the  honour  of  my  raocw 

Know  me  for  what  I  am :  I  broke  my  chaui» 

Nor  proniis*d  I  thy  prisoner  to  remain: 

The  love  of  liberty  with  life  is  given, 

And  life  itself  th*  inferior  gift  of  Heaven. 

Hius  without  crime  I  fled ;  but  fiurtfaer  know, 

I  with  this  Ardte  am  thy  mortal  foe : 

Tlien  give  me  death,  since  I  thy  life  pursue  ; 

For  safeguard  of  thyself,  death  is  my  due^ 

More  wouldst  thou  know  ?  I  love  bright  Emfly, 

And  for  her  sake  and  in  her  sight  will  die : 

But  kill  my  rival  too ;  for  he  no  less 

Deserves ;  and  I  thy  righteous  doom  will  bkai» 

As8ur*d  that  what  I  lose,  lie  never  shall  poassaa," 

To  this  reply*d  the  stem  Athenian  prince. 

And  souriy  sroil*d :  **  In  owning  your  offence. 

You  judge  yourself;  and  I  but  keep  record 

In  place  of  law,  while  you  pronounce  the  word. 

Take  your  desert,  the  death  you  have  decreed  ; 

I  seal  your  doom,  and  ratify  the  deed : 

By  Man,  the  patron  of  my  arms,  you  die.** 

He  said ;  dumb  Sorrow  seiz*d  the  standersJiy. 

The  queen  above  the  rest,  by  nature  good, 

iTbe  pattern  fbrm*d  of  perfect  wonumhood) 
^or  tender  pity  wept :  when  she  began,  ^ 
Through  the  Inight  quire  th*  infectious  virtue  nua. 
All  dropt  their  tears,  ev*n  the  contended  maid. 
And  thus  among  themselves  they  soiUy  said  : 
«  What  eyes  can  suffer  this  unworthy  sight ! 
Two  youths  of  royal  blood,  renown*d  in  fight. 
The  mastership  of  Heaven  in  face  and  mind. 
And  lovers,  far  beyond  their  fiuthleas  kind  : 
See  their  vride  streaming  wounds ;  they  neither  canse 
For  pride  of  empire,  nor  desire  of  fiune : 
Kings  for  kingdoms,  madmen  for  applause  ; 
But  love  for  love  done;  that  crowns  the  lover** 

cause.*' 
This  thought,  which  ever  bribes  the  beauteoita  kind. 
Such  pity  wrought  in  every  lady*s  mind. 
They  left  their  steeds,  and  prostrate  on  the  place, 
Fh>m  the  fierce  king,  implor*d  th*  offenden  pnce. 
He  paus*d  awhile,  stood  silent  in  his  mood 

iFor  yet  his  rage  was  boiling  in  hb  blood) ; 
lut  soon  his  t^der  mind  th*  impression  feh, 
(As  softest  metals  aro  not  slow  to  melt 
And  pity  soonest  runs  in  softest  minds) : 
Tlien  reasons  with  himself;  and  first  he  finda 
His  passion  cast  a  mist  befbre  his  sense; 
And  either  made,  or  magnify*d  th*  offteoa. 
«  Oflftoce!  of  what?  to  whom?  who  judg*d  Use 

cause? 
The  prisoner  ^ped  h&nsclf  by  Nature's  laws : 
Born  free,  he  Ibught  his  right :  the  man  he  ftved 
Was  perjur'd,  but  his  love  excus*d  the  deed.** 
Thus  pondering,  he  look*d  under  with  his  cyea. 
And  saw  the  women*s  teatv,  and  heard  their  crien^ 
Which  #ov*d  compassion  more ;  he  shook  hia  h— d. 
And  sofUy  sighing  to  himself  he  said : 
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"CiBMOith*iin|MidoiiiBg  pHncc^  wlioni  tears 
cukdnm 
Tom raaone;  who  nilet  by  lions*  knr  • 
Aidditfto  pmjtn,  bj  no  submission  bow*d, 
Rcodi  ill  sUks ;  the  penitenty  and  proud.** 
Attfai^  with  look  serene,  he  rsis'd  his  bead ; 
Bmod  Rium*d  her  place,  and  Fsasion  fled : 
Ika  tfsis  sloud  he  spoke :  **  The  power  of  Lore, 
h  Esith,  and  seas,  and  air,  and  Hesven  above, 
RoIh,  mredsted,  with  an  awful  nod ; 
Bfihilj  miracles  declar*d  a  god : 
Ik  bliMb  the  wise,  gires  eye-sight  to  the  blind ; 
ABdmoukk  sod  stamps  anew  the  lo?er*s  mind. 
lUuld  tfait  Ardte,  and  this  Pakmon, 
nccdfrom  vpf  fetters,  and  in  safety  gone, 
^VktfaiDikr*d  either  in  their  native  soil 
it  csK  to  reap  the  harvest  of  their  toil ; 
Bat  Lofe,  their  lord,  did  otherwise  ordain, 
AadbRNwhtthem  in  their  own  despite  again, 
Toaifedesdi  deaerv'd;  lur  well  they  know, 
1%  in  ay  power,  and  I  their  deadly  foe ; 
T^provcffo  holds,  that  to  be  wise  and  love, 
blian%  granted  to  the  gods  above. 
Sftlav  the  madmen  bleed ;  behold  the  gains 
Wall viach  their  master.  Love,  rewards  their  pains; 
Kir  ae«en  long  years,  on  duty  every  day, 
Lothtir  obedience,  and  their  monarch's  pay : 
Td,  M  ia  duty  bound,  they  serve  him  on ; 
isd,ad[(faefbola,  they  think  it  wisely  done ; 
Narcaae,  nor  wealth,  nor  life  itself  regard. 
For 'til  their  maxim,  love  is  love*s  remrd. 
liiiiiBocslI;  the  fiur  for  whom  they  strove 
Ii«  knew  before,  nor  could  suspect  their  love. 
Hot  thougbt,  when  she  beheld  die  fight  firom  fkr, 
Htrben^  was  th*  occasion  of  the  war. 
Bat  an  a  general  doom  on  man  is  past, 
AadiD  are  fools  and  lovers,  first  or  bat: 
Ail  bodi  by  others  and  myself  I  know, 
F«  1  ksfc  aerv*d  their  sovereign  long  ago ; 
Oft  ksie  been  caught  within  the  winmng  train 
Of  ftaak  mares,  and  felt  the  lover*s  pain. 
And  ksrii'd  how  fiur  tl^  god  can  human  hearts 


Todaneaaembrance,  and  the  prayers  of  those 
Vhafiarth*  ofiending  warriors  interpose, 
I  give  their  focftitli^;  on  this  accord, 
Tt  do  me  homage  as  their  sovereign  loud ; 
Asdamy  vaasiJs,  to  tbdr  utmost  mi^it, 
;J|'*<B7  pcraoo,  and  assert  my  right.** 
^My  sworn,  the  knights  their  grace  obtain'd. 
TWatfaos  the  king  his  secret  thoughts  ezplatn'd : 
"  If  statafa,  or  hooour,  or  a  royal  race, 
^^^^  ^  •U,  may  win  a  lady's  grace, 
P^^^herofyou  knights  may  ^rall  deserve 
^^■■asBboni;  and  such  is  she  you  serve : 
nr£gulj  is  sister  to  die  crown, 
^  te  too  wdl  to  both  her  beauty  known : 
Bat  teld  you  combat  till  you  both  were  dead, 
Y^  Io«en  cannot  afaare  a  smgle  bed : 
^<henfi»e  both  are  equal  in  degree, 
^lotof  bodi  be  left  to  Destiny. 
lj»»k«r  4*  sward,  and  hiq>py  may  it  prove 
**W, sad  fann  who  beat  deaorves  her  love ! 
^"yfiwn  hcDce  in  peace,  and  f^re^a  air, 
^^  te  wide  world,  and  where  you  please  rqiair ; 
|J*M^ day  when  this  returning  Sun 
^^VMpoint  tfaroogh  every  aign  has  run, 
i''^^  or  you  his  hundred  knights  shall  bring, 
^|>«|diaa,  to  fi^  before  the  kmg;        • 
^^Aek|B|piC,  wiiom  Fata  or  happy  Chance 
^"l  «i*  Ui  ftierab  to  %ktory  advance, 


And  grace  his  arms  so  fiur  fai  equal  fight, 

From  out  the  bars  to  force  his  opposite. 

Or  kill,  or  make  him  recreant  on  the  phun, 

Thepriseof  valour  and  of  love  shall  gam; 

The  vanquiah*d  party  shall  their  claim  release, 

And  tlie  long  jars  conclude  m  lasting  peace. 

The  charge  be  mine  t*  adorn  the  chosen  ground. 

The  theatre  of  war,  for  diampions  so  renown*d ; 

And  take  the  patron*s  place  of  either  knight, 

With  eyes  unpartial  to  behold  the  fight; 

And  Heaven  of  me  so  judge,  as  I  shall  judge  angfat. 

If  both  are  satisfied  with  this  accord. 

Swear  by  the  laws  of  knighthood  on  my  sword." 

Who  now  but  Falamon  exults  with  joy? 

And  ravish'd  Ardte  seems  to  touch  the  sky : 

Hie  whole  assembled  troop  was  plcas*d  as  well. 

Extol  th*  award,  and  on  their  knees  they  fell 

To  bless  the  gracious  king.   The  knights,  with  leave 

Departing  fimn  the  place,  his  bat  commands  receive; 

On  Emily  with  equal  ardour  look, 

And  from  her  eyes  their  insphadon  took : 

From  thence  to  lliebes*  old  walls  pursue  their  way^ 

Each  to  provide  bis  champions  for  the  day. 

It  might  be  deem*d,  on  our  historian's  part, 
Or  too  much  negligence  or  want  of  art. 
If  he  forgot  the  vast  magnificence 
Of  royal  Theseus,  and  his  brge  expense. 
He  first  enclo8*d  for  lists  a  level  ground. 
The  whole  circumference  a  mile  around ; 
Hie  form  was  circular ;  and  all  without 
A  trench  was  sunk,  to  moat  the  place  about. 
Within,  an  amphitheatre  appear*d, 
Rais*d  m  degrees,  to  sixty  paces  rear*d ; 
That  when  a  man  was  plac'd  in  one  degree. 
Height  was  allow*d  for  him  above  to  see. 
Eas^rard  was  built  a  gate  of  marble  white; 
The  like  adom*d  the  vrestem  opposite. 
A  nobler  object  than  this  fabric  was, 
Rome  never  saw :  nor  of  so  vast  a  space : 
For,  rich  with  spoils  of  many  a  conquer*d  land. 
All  arts  and  artists  Theseus  could  command : 
Who  sold  for  hire,  or  wrought  for  better  fame^ 
The  master-painters,  and  ^be  carvers,  came. 
So  rose  within  the  compass  of  the  year 
An  age*s  work,  a  glorious  theatre. 
Then  o*er  its  eastern  gate  was  rais*d,  above, 
A  temple,  sacred  to  the  queen  of  love ; 
An  altar  stood  below ;  on  either  hand 
A  priest  with  roses  crown'd,  who  held  a  myrtle  wand. 

The  dome  of  Mars  was  on  the  gate  oppos*d. 
And  on  the  north  a  turret  was  enclos*d. 
Within  the  wall,  of  ahdiaster  white, 
And  crimson  coral,  for  the  queen  of  night, 
Who  takes  in  sylvan  sporto  her  chaste  delight. 

Withiif  these  oratories  might  you  see 
Rich  carvings,  portraitures,  and  imagery: 
Where  every  figure  to  the  lifii  express'd 
Hie  godhead's  power  to  whom  it  was  address'd. 
In  Venus*  temple  on  the  sides  were  seen 
The  broken  slumbers  ofenamour*d  men, 
Fkayers,  that  even  spoke,  and  pity  seem*d  to  call. 
And  issuing  sighs,  that  smok*d  along  the  wall, 
Comphdnts,  and  hot  desu^s,  the  lover*s  Hell, 
And  yaHn'g  tears,  that  wore  a  diannel  where  they 

feU: 
And  all  around  were  nuptial  bonds,  the  tics. 
Of  love's  assurance,  and  a  train  of  lies, 
That,  made  in  lust,  conclude  in  perjuries. 
Beauty,  and  Youth,  and  Wealth,  and  Luxury, 
And  ^rightly  Hope,  and  Aort-endunng  Joy  I 
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And  •ofccrici  to  nno  tli'  ioltioil  powcn^ 
And  tifpk,  tttm*d  in  plmetery  hours : 
Expcni^  and  Afterthought,  and  idle  Care, 
And  Doubts  of  moCftey  hue,  and  daric  Despair ; 
Suspicions,  and  fantastical  Surmise, 
And  Jealonqr  suffiis'd,  witfa^ndke  in  her  eyes, 
Discokwiing  all  she  view'd,  m  tawnj  dress'd, 
Down-look'd,  and  with  a  cudioo  on  her  fist. 
OpposM  to  her,  on  t'  other  ode  advance 
Tlie  costly  feast,  the  carol,  and  the  dance, 
Minstrds,  and  music,  po^iy,  and  play, 
And  balls  by  nights,  and  tournaments  by  day. 
All  these  were  painted  on  the  wall,  and  more : 
With  acts  and  monuments  of  times  before : 
And  others  added  by  prophetic  doom. 
And  loven  yet  unborn,  and  loves  to  come : 
For  there  th*  Idalian  mount,  and  Citheron, 
The  court  of  Venus  was  in  colours  drawn : 
Before  the  paUuw-gate,  in  careless  dress, 
And  loose  array,  sat  portress  Idleness : 
There,  by  the  fimnt.  Narcissus  pin*d  alone : 
Hiere  Samson  was;  with  wiser  Solomon, 
And  all  the  mighty  names  by  love  undone, 
Medea*s  charms  were  there,  Circean  feasts. 
With  bowls  that  tum*d  enamour'd  youth  to  beasts. 
Here  might  be  seen,  that  beauty,  wealth,  and  wit, 
And  prowess,  to  the  power  of  love  submit: 
The  spreading  snare  for  all  mankind  is  laid ; 
And  lovers  all  betray,  and  are  betray'd. 
The  goddess*  self  some  noble  hand  bad  wrought; 
Smil^  she  seem*d,  and  full  of  pleasing  thought: 
From  ocean  as  she  first  began  to  rise, 
And  smooth'd  the  ruffled  seas  and  dear'd  the  skies, 
She  trod  the  brine,  all  bare  below  the  breast. 
And  the  green  waves  but  ill  conceal'd  the  rest ; 
A  hite  she  held ;  and  on  her  head  was  seen 
A  wreath  of  roses  red,  and  myrtles  green ; 
Her  turtles  fann'd  the  buxom  air  above ; 
And,  by  his  mother,  stood  an  infimt  Love, 
l^th  wings    unfledg'd;   his   eyes    were   banded 

o*er; 
His  hands  a  bow,  his  bade  a  quiver  bore, 
Supply'd  with  arrows  bright  and  keen,  a  deadly  store. 
But  in  the  dome  of  mighty  Man  the  red 
With  different  figures  all  the  sides  were  spread ; 
This  temple,  less  in  form,  with  equal  grace. 
Was  imitative  of  the  first  in  Hmce: 
For  that  cold  region  was  the  lov'd  abode. 
And  sovereign  mansion  of  the  warrior  god. 
The  landscape  was  a  forest  wide  and  bune ; 
Where  neither  beast,  nor  human  kind  repair ; 
The  fowl,  that  scent  afar,  the  borders  fiy. 
And  shun  the  bitter  bbst,  and  wheel  about  the  sky. 
A  cake  of  scurf  lies  baking  on  the  ground. 
And  prickly  stubs,  instead  of  trees,  are  found ; 
Or  woods  with  knots  and  knaies  deformed  and  old; 
Headless  the  most,  and  hideous  to  behold : 
A  rattling  tempest  through  the  branches  went, 
That  stripp*d  them  bare,  and  one  sole  way  they  bent. 
Heaven  fhise  above,  severe,  the  clouds  congeal, 
And  through  the  crystal  vault  appeared  the  standing 

haiL 
Such  was  the  face  without ;  a  mountain  stood 
Hvcatening  fhxn  high,  and  overlooked  the  wood : 
Beneath  the  lowering  brow,  and  on  a  bent, 
The  temi^  stood  of  Man  armipotent : 
The  fhune  of  bumish'd  steel,  that  cast  a  gkre 
Fhim  fitf,  and  soem*d  to  thaw  the  fineesing  air. 
A  straight  long  entry  to  the  temple  led. 
Blind  with  hi^  walls,  and  Horrour  over  head : 


nisnoe  isMed  such  a  blMSt,  and  hottmr  raar, 
As  threaten*d  firom  the  hinge  to  haave  the  door ; 
In  through  that  door,  a  northem  u^ft  ttsre  slHDe ; 
'Twas  all  it  had,  fbr  windows  there  were  mmm ; 
The  gate  was  adamant,  eternal  frame ! 
Which,  haw*d  by  Man  himself  finm  Indian  quairics 


Hielsbourof  agod;  and  all  along 

Tough  iron  plates  were  clcncfa*d  to  make  it 

A  tun  about  was  every  pillar  there ; 

A  pdish*d  mirror  shone  not  half  so  dear. 

There  saw  I  how  the  secret  felon  wrought. 

And  IVeason  labouring  in  the  traitor's  tfaougiit : 

And  midwife  Time  the  ripen'd  plot  to 

brouj^it. 
Then  the  red  Anger  dar'd  the  pallid  Fear ; 
Next  stood  Hypocriqr,  with  holy  leer. 
Soft  smiling,  iad  demurdy  looking  down^ 
But  hid  the  dagger  underneath  the  gown 

houacholdfien 


Th*  asssswnsting  wifie,  the  1 
And,  fitf  the  bbMikest  tfasre^  the  trsitor-fticsid. 
On  t*  other  side  there  stood  Destruction  bare^ 
Unpunished  Rapine,  and  a  waste  of  war. 
Contest,  with  sharpcn'd  knives,  In  doistcra  draamy 
And  all  with  blood  beipread  the  holy  lawn. 
Loud  menaces  were  hcsund,  and  foul  Disgrace, 
And  bawling  Infinny,  in  language  base :       (place. 
Till  sense  was  lost  in  sound,  and  SOmnem  iad  the 
The  sUyer  of  himsdf  yet  saw  I  there. 
The  gore  congeal*d  was  dotted  in  his  hair : 
With  eyes  half  dos*d,  and  gaping  mouth  be  lay. 
And  grim,  as  when  he  brealh*d  his  suddcm  aonl 

away. 
In  midst  of  aU  the  dome,  Biislbrtune  sal% 
And  gloomy  Discontent,  and  fell  Debate^ 
And  Madness  laughing  in  his  ireful  mood  ; 
And  arm*d  Complaint  on  Theft;  and  enm4i€  Blood. 
There  was  the  murder*d  corpse,  in  covert  hod. 
And  riolent  Death  in  thousand  shapes  display'd  $ 
The  dty  to  the  soldien*  rage  resign'd ; 
Succesdess  wars,  and  Poverty  behind ; 
Ships  burnt  in  fight,  or  fbrc*d  on  rocky  i 
And  the  rash  hunter  strsngled  by  the  I 
The  new-bom  babe  by  nurses  overlaid ; 
And  the  cook  caught  within  the  raging  fire  ba  msidk 
All  ills  of  Man's  nature,  fiame  and  sted ; 
The  gasping  charioteer,  beneath  the  wfaed 
Of  hu  own  car ;  the  ruin*d  house,  that  ftdli 
And  intercepts  her  lord  betwixt  the  walls : 
Hie  whole  division,  that  to  Man  pettains. 
All  trades  of  death,  that  deal  in  steel  for  gsdna^ 
Were  there :  the  butcher,  annourer,  and  smich. 
Who  forges  sharpen*d  Ihulcfaions,  or  the  scytbew 
The  scaiTet  Conquest  on  a  tower  was  plac'd. 
With  shouts,  and  soldien'  acclamations  grac'd : 
A  pointed  sword  hung  threatening  o'er  his  hfsidi^ 
Sustain'd  but  by  a  slmder  twine  of  thread. 
There  saw  I  Man's  ides,  the  Capitol, 
The  seer  in  vain  Ibretelling  Cssaar's  fidl ; 
Hie  last  triumvirs,  and  the  wan  they  movc^ 
And  Antony,  who  lost  the  worid  for  love. 
These,  and  a  thousand  more,  the  fiuie  adorn  ; 
Their  fates  were  painted  ere  the  men  were  boti^ 
AU  copied  frqpi  the  Heavens,  and  ruling  force 
Of  the  red  star,  in  his  revolving  comae. 
The  form  of  Man  high  on  a  c^riot  stood. 
All  shcath'd  in  arms,  and  gruffly  look'd  the  god  z 
Two  gcomaatic  figures  wore  di^tl^'d 
Above  his  head,  a  warrior  and  a  maids 
One  when  direct,  and  one  whett  retrogiade. 
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IVd  wkfa  Mbmriint  oT  dMili,  I  hme 
1V>  tht  tiM  toBiple  of  Diana  dMHte. 
AWftfUk  wctnt  Witt  Tttrious  graana  waa  divwiiy 
flbdii  on  tbe  ndcs,  and  on  the  midat  a  hmn : 
Tht  dfcr  Cjrntfaia,  with  her  nymphs  aroundy 
Aoiocd  tbe  flying  deer,  the  woods  with  horns  rs- 

ionnd: 
GAto  tfaoe  stood  mamlest  of  shame, 
Aadi  tiira*d  a  bear,  the  northern  star  became : 
Hff  MB  was  next,  and,  by  peculiar  grace, 
h  the  cold  circle  hdd  the  second  phu:e: 
Tbe  itsg  Actcoo  in  the  stream  had  qiy'd 
Tbe  Bsksd  huntress,  and,  for  seeing,  dfd : 
Hii  hoomk,  unknowing  oi  his  dumge,  pursue 
IW  daae^  and  their  misrafcen  master  slew, 
^adui  Sspfane  too  was  there  to  see, 
Apollo's  lofe  before,  and  now  his  tree : 
TVsiQaiBing  fime  th*  assembled  Greeks  express*d, 
Aad  hondiy  of  the  Caledonian  beast 
OmW  itSaar,  and  his  envy'd  prise ; 
Ik  iatd  power  of  Atalanta's  eyes ; 
BisBs*!  vengeance  on  the  victor  shown, 
Tbt  mndiess  mother,  and  consuming  son ; 
Tkfs  Yofadan  queen  extended  on  the  plsin : 
Aelressoo  punisli'd,  and  the  traitor  slain. 
Hie  rest  were  Tarious  huntings,  well  design'd, 
AiitBnige  beasts  deatroy'd,  oi  ererj  kind. 
HttgrK^ld  goddscss  was  airay'd  in  green ; 
iboBt  her  feet  were  Httle  bea|^  seen,        [queen. 
Tht  «afich*d  with  upward  eyes  the  motions  oi  their 
Her  ^gi  were  buskin'd,  and  the  left  before ; 
hsctio  diooC^  a  silTer  bow  she  bore, 
Aiist  her  badi  a  painted  quiver  wore. 
At  trad  a  wezing  moon,  that  soon  would  wane, 
And  drinking  bonowM  light,  be  fill*d  again ; 
^itk  downcsat  eyes,  as  seeming  to  survey 
He  dsfk  dominions,  her  alternate  sway. 
Bcfav  her  stood  a  wcxnan  in  her  throes, 
Asd  odTd  Ludna's  aid,  her  burden  to  disclose. 
AH  tbcM  the  painter  drew  with  such  command, 
TWt  Nature  snatch'd  the  pencil  from  his  hand, 
AdasiM  and  angry  that  his  art  could  feign 
Aod  aend  the  tortures  of  a  mother's  pain. 
I^ewtts  behdd  tbe  £uies  of  every  god, 
Aed  Aoc^  his  mighty  cost  was  well  bestow'd. 
So  priaccs  now  their  poets  should  regard ; 
Bst  few  can  writer  and  fewer  can  reward. 

TVe  theatre  thus  rais'd,  ttie  lists  enclosed, 
Asd  all  with  vast  magnificence  disposed, 
^e  Ictve  the  monarch  pleas'd,  and  haste  to  bring 
TWknig^  to  combat;  and  their  arms  to  sing. 


Book  III. 

^  day  ap|voach*d  when  Fortune  should  decide 
Jk'  inportent  enterprise,  and  give  the  bride  ; 
fff  Boir,  the  rivals  round  the  world  had  sought, 
Asd  cadi  his  rival,  well  appointed,  brought. 
Tbe  natiaos,  fiv  and  near,  contend  in  dwice, 
Asd  Mod  the  flower  of  war  by  public  voice ; 
TW  lAer,  or  before,  were  never  known 
^chieA,  as  each  an  army  seem'd  aUme : 
^"■de  the  champions,  all  of  high  degree, 
^  bifffathood  lov'dy  and  de^  of  chivalry, 
3|«^d  to  the  lists,  and  envy'd  to  behold 


lists,  and  envy'c 
of  others,  not  their  own,  enroll'd. 


^"^bvei  the  fidr,  and  is  endu'd  with  might, 
^  ^tqwnel  would  be  proud  to  fi^ 


llierebreatfacaBolaearoeamanon  BrfUah  ground 

i An  isle  for  love  and  arms  of  dd  renown'd) 
{ut  would  have  sold  his  life  to  purchase  fame, 
To  Pkdamon  or  Arcite  sent  his  name : 
And  had  the  land  selected  of  the  best,  [reaL 

Half  had  come  hence,  and  let  the  woiid  provide  the 
A  hundred  knights  with  Palamon  there  came, 
Approv'd  in  fight,  and  men  of  mighty  name ; 
Their  arms  were  several,  as  their  nadons  were, 
But  fumish'd  all  alike  with  sword  and  spear. 
Some  wore  coat  armour,  hnitaring  scale ; 
And  next  their  skins  were  stubborn  shirts  of  maiL 
Some  wore  a  breast-plate  and  a  li^  juppon, 
Their  horses  doth'd  with  rich  caparison: 
Some  for  defence  would  leathern  budders  use, 
Of  folded  hides;  and  others  shields  of  pmce. 
One  hung  a  pole-axe  at  his  saddle-bow. 
And  one  a  heavy  mace  to  shun  the  foe. 
One  for  his  legs  and  knees  provided  well. 
With  jambeaux  arm'd,  and  double  plates  of  sleeL 
Hiis  on  his  helmet  wore  a  lady's  glove^ 
And  that  a  sleeve  embroider'd  by  his  love. 
With  Palamon,  above  the  rest  in  place, 
Lycurgus  came,  the  surly  king  of  Thrace ; 
Black  was  his  beard,  and  mamy  was  his  foce ; 
The  balls  of  his  broad  eyes  roU'd  in  his  head. 
And  glar'd  betwixt  a  ydlow  and  a  red: 
He  look'd  a  fion  with  a  gloomy  stare^ 
And  o'er  his  eyebrows  hung  his  mattad  hair : 
Big-bon'd,  and  Urge  of  lin^M,  with  sinews  stroi^ 
Broad-shoolder'd,  and  his  arms  were  round  and 

Ions. 
Four  milkwhite  bulls  Tthe  Tluvcian  use  of  old) 
Were  yok'd  to  draw  his  car  of  bumish'd  oold. 
Upright  he  stood,  and  bore  aloft  bis  shield. 
Conspicuous  from  afiur,  and  overlook'd  tbe  fidd. 
Ws  surcoat  was  a  bear-skin  on  his  back ; 
His  hair  hung  long  behind,  and  gloaej  raven  black. 
His  ample  fordiead  bore  a  coronet. 
With  sparklinc  diamonds  and  with  rubies  set : 
Ten  brace,  anS  more,  of  greyhounds,  snowy  fidr. 
And  tall  as  stags,  ran  loose,  and  cours'd  around  his 

chair, 
A  match  for  pards  in  fliffht,  in  grapling  for  the  bear : 
With  golden  mussles  all  their  mouths  were  bound» 
And  collars  of  the  same  their  necks  surround. 
Thus  through  the  fields  Lycur^  took  his  way : 
His  hundr^  knights  attend  m  pomp  and  proud 

array. 
To  match  this  monardi,  with  strcMig  Arcite  came 
Emetrius,  king  of  Inde,  a  mighty  nam^ 
On  a  bay  courser,  goodly  to  behold,  [gold. 

The  trappings  of  his  horse  adom'd  with  baibaroua 
Not  Mars  bestrode  a  steed  with  greater  grace ; 
His  surcoat  o'er  his  arms  was  doth  of  Thrace, 
Adom'd  with  pearls,  all  orient,  round,  and  great ; 
His  saddle  was  of  gold,  with  emeralds  set. 
His  shoulders  large,  a  mande  did  atthe^ 
With  rubies  thick,  andsptfkling  as  the  fire : 
His  amber-cok>ur'd  locks  in  ringlets  run. 
With  graceful  negligence,  and  shone  against  the 

Sun, 
His  nose  was  aquiline,  his  eyes  were  blue, 
Ruddy  his  lips,  and  fresh  and  fair  his  hue : 
Some  sprinkled  freckles  on  his  ftce  were  seen, 
Whose  dusk  set  off  the  whiteness  of  the  skin : 
His  awfbl  presence  did  die  crowd  surprise. 
Nor  durst  the  rash  q)ectator  meet  his  eyes. 
Eyes  that  confoss'd  him  bom  for  kingly  sway. 
So  fieree,  thqr  flash'd  intolerable^day. 
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Hit  age  in  N&ture*s  youUiful  prime  appear'd, 
And  just  began  to  bloom  his  yellow  beard. 
Whene'er  he  spoke,  his  voice  was  licard  around. 
Loud  as  a  trumpet,  with  a  silver  sound  : 
A  laurel  wreath*d  liis  temples,  fresh  and  green  ; 
And  myrtle  sprigs,  the  marks  of  love,  were  mix*d 

1>etween. 
Upon  his  fist  he  bore,  for  his  delight. 
An  eagle  well  reclaim*d,  and  lily  white. 

His  hundred  knights  attend  him  to  the  war. 
All  arm*d  for  battle ;  save  their  heads  were  bore. 
Words  and  devices  blaz*d  on  every  shield. 
And  pleasing  was  the  terrour  of  the  field. 
For  kings,  and  dukes,  and  barons  you  might  see, 
Like  spark  Ung  stars,  though  different  in  degree, 
All  for  th*  increase  of  arms,  and  love  of  chivalry. 
Before  the  king  tame  leopards  led  the  way, 
And  troops  of  lions  innocently  play. 
So  Bacchus  through  the  conquered  Indies  rode. 
And  beasts  in  gambols  frisk'd  before  the  honest  god. 

In  this  array  the  war  of  eitlier  side 
Through  Athens  pass*d  ivith  military  pride. 
At  prime,  they  entered  on  the  Sunday  mom  ; 
Rich  tapestry  spread  tlie  streets,  and  flowers  tlic 

posts  adorn. 
The  town  was  all  a  jubilee  of  feasts ; 
So  Hieseus  wiird,  in  honour  of  his  guests ; 
Himself  witli  open  arms  the  king  embracM, 
Then  all  tlie  rest  in  their  degrees  were  grac*d. 
No  harbinger  was  needful  for  a  night. 
For  every  house  was  proud  to  lodge  a  knight. 

I  pass  the  royal  treat,  nor  must  relate 
'Hie  gifts  bestowM,  nor  Iiow  the  champions  sate : 
Who  first,  or  last,  or  how  the  knights  addrcss'd 
'Dieir  vows,  or  who  was  iiilrest  at  the  feast ;    [prise ; 
Whose  voice,  whose  graceful  dance,  did  most  sur- 
Soft  amorous  sighs,  and  silent  love  of  eyes. 
Tlie  rivals  call  my  Muse  another  way. 
To  sing  their  vigils  for  tli'  ensuing  day. 
*Twas  ebbing  darkness,  past  the  noon  of  night, 
And  FlKn])lu.T,  on  the  confines  of  the  light, 
Fh>mls*d  the  Sun,  ere  day  began  to  spring ; 
The  tuneful  lark  already  stretch*d  her  wing,  [sing : 
And,  flickering  on  her  nest,  made  short  essays  to 
Mlien  wakeful  Palamon,  preventing  day, 
Took,  to  the  royal  lists,  his  early  way. 
To  Venus  at  hcnr  fane,  in  her  own  house,  to  pray. 
There,  falling  on  his  knees  before  her  shrine, 
He  thus  implor*d  with  prayers  her  power  divine. 
«<  Creator  Venus,  genial  power  of  love. 
The  bliss  of  men  below,  and  gods  above ! 
Beneath  the  sliding  Sun  thou  runn*st  thy  race, 
Dost  fiurest  shine,  and  best  become  thy  place. 
For  thee  the  winds  their  eastern  bkists  forbear, 
Hiy  month  reveals  the  spring,  and  opens  all  the  year. 
Thee,  Goddess,  thee  the  storms  of  winter  fly, 
Earth  smiles  with  flowers  renewing,  Uughs  the  sky, 
And  birds  to  Uys  of  love  their  tuneful  notes  apply. 
For  diee  the  lion  loa^s  the  taste  of  blood, 
And  roaring  hunts  Ihk  female  through  the  wood  : 
For  thee  the  bulb  rebellow  through  the  groves, 
And  tempt  the  stream,  and  snuff  their  absent  loves. 
'Tis  thine,  whate*er  is  pleasant,  good,  or  fau* : 
All  nature  is  thy  province,  life  thy  care : 
TVhi  mad*st  the  world,  and  dost  the  world  repair. 
Thou  gladder  of  the  mount  of  Cytheron, 
Increase  of  Jove,  companion  of  the  Sun ; 
If  e'er  Adonis  touch'd  thy  tender  heart. 
Have  pity,  goddess,  for  thou  know'st  the  smart. 
Alas  !  I  have  not  words  to  tell  ray  grief; 
To  vent  my  sorrow,  would  be  some  rchcf ;  I 


Light  suflRarings  give  us  leisure  to  complain ; 

We  groan,  but  cannot  speak,  in  greativ  poio. 

O  goddess,  tell  thyself  what  I  would  «y, 

Tliou  know'st  it^  and  I  feel  too  mudi  to  pnij- 

So  grant  my  suit,  as  I  enforce  my  might. 

In  love  to  be  thy  champion,  and  thy  kni^it ; 

A  servant  to  thy  sex,  a  slave  to  thee^ 

A  foe  profest  to  barren  chastity. 

Nor  ask  I  fame  or  honour  of  the  field, 

No^  choose  I  more  to  vanquish  than  to  yield  t 

In  my  dirine  Emilia  make  me  blest. 

Let  Fate,  or  partial  Chance,  dispose  the  rest : 

Find  thou  the  manner,  and  the  means  prepare; 

Possession,  more  than  conquest,  is  my  care. 

Mars  is  the  warrior's  god ;  in  him  it  lies^ 

On  whom  he  favours  to  confer  the  prize  ; 

With  smiling  aspect  you  serenely  move 

In  your  fifth  orb*  and  rule  the  realm  of  love. 

Tlie  Fates  but  only  spin  the  coarser  clue, 

Hie  finest  of  the  wool  is  left  for  you. 

Spare  me  but  one  small  portion  of  the  twine. 

And  let  the  sisters  cut  below  your  line: 

Hie  rest  among  the  rubbish  may  they  sweep. 

Or  add  it  to  the  yam  of  some  old  miser's  hei^ 

But,  if  you  this  ambitious  prayer  deny, 

(A  wish,  I  grant,  beyond  mortjdity) 

Tlien  let  me  sink  beneath  proud  Arcite*s  arms. 

And,  I  once  dead,  let  him  possess  Iter  charms.  '* 

Hms  ended  he ;  then,  with  observance  due, 

llie  sacred  incenw  on  her  altar  threw : 

Hie  curling  smoke  mounts  heavy  from  tlie  tires  ; 

At  length  it  catches  flame,  and  in  a  blaze  expires  ; 

At  once  the  gracious  goddess  gave  the  sign. 

Her  statue  shook,  and  trembled  all  the  shrine: 

Pleas'd  Palamon  the  tardy  omen  took  : 

For,  since  the  flames  pursu'd  the  trailing  smoke. 

He  knew  his  boon  was  granted ;  but  the  day  [lay. 

To  distance  driven,  and  joy  adjoum*d  with  long  de- 

Now  Mom  with  rosy  light  had  streak *d  the  akj. 
Up  rose  the  Sun,  and  up  rose  Emily ; 
Address'd  her  early  steps  to  Cynthia's  fone^ 
In  state  attended  by  her  maiden  train, 
Who  bore  the  vests  that  holy  rites  require. 
Incense,  and  odorous  sums,  and  cover'd  fire, 
llie  plenteous  homs  with  plcosant  mead  they  crown. 
Nor  wanted  aught  besides  in  honour  of  the  Mocni. 
Now  while  the  temple  smok*d  widi  halIow*d  steam, 
lliey  wash  the  virgin  in  a  living  stream  : 
Tlie  secret  ceremonies  I  conceal. 
Uncouth,  perhaps  unlawful,  to  reveal : 
But  such  they  were  as  pagan  use  requir*d, 
Perfomi'd  by  women  when  the  men  retired. 
Whose  eyes  prophane  their  dioste  mysterious  rites 
Might  turn  to  scandal,  or  obscene  deliglits. 
Wdl-meoners  tliink  no  harm  ;  but  for  tlie  rest, 
Hiings  sacred  they  pervert,  and  silence  is  tlic  best. 
Her  shining  hair,  uncomb'd,  was  loosely  spread, 
A  crown  of  mastless  oak  adom*d  her  head  : 
When  to  the  shrine  approach *d,  the  spotless  maid 
Had  kindling  fires  on  either  altar  laid, 

iThe  rites  were  such  as  were  observed  of  old, 
ly  Statins  in  his  Theban  story  told,) 
Then  kneeling  with  her  hands  across  lier  breast, 
Hius  lowly  she  preferr'd  her  chaste  request. 

**  O  goddess,  haunter  of  the  woodland  green. 
To  whom  both  Heaven  and  Earth  and  seas  are  <ieeii  • 
Queen  of  the  nether  skies,  where  half  the  year 
Hiy  silver  beams  descend,   and  light  the  gloomy 

sphere ; 
Goddess  of  maids,  and  conscious  of  our  liearts, 
So  keep  me  from  tlic  vengeance  of  thy  darts. 


BookUL 

WUcbNiobe^defotediMKfelty  [were  dealt. 

When  bisstng  through  the  skies  the  featber*d  deaths 

At  I  desire  to  live  a  yii^  Jife, 

Nor  know  the  name  of  mother  or  of  wife. 

Ttf  Totren  from  my  tender  years  I  am. 

And  krre,  like  thee,  the  woods  and  sylvan  game. 

Like  deidi,  thou  know'st,  I  loath  the  nuptial  state, 

And  man,  the  tyrant  of  our  sex,  I  hate, 

A  hwly  serrant,  but  a  lofty  mate : 

Where  lore  is  duty  on  the  female  side,  [pride. 

Op  than  mere  sensual  gust,  and  sought  with  surly 

Ni^  by  thy  triple  shape,  as  thou  art  seen 

In  Hesven,  Earth,  Hell,  and  every  where  a  queen. 

Giant  this  my  first  desire :  let  discord  cease, 

Aad  Bake  betwixt  the  rivals  lasting  peace : 

(^MBch  theur  hot  fire,  or  &r  from  me  remove 

7W  lame,  and  turn  it  on  some  other  love : 

Or,  if  mj  frowning  stars  have  so  decreed. 

Hist  one  must  be  rejected,  one  succeed, 

Mike  him  my  lord,  within  whose  fiuthfral  breast 

Ii  ix*d  my  image,  and  who  loves  me  best. 

Bat,  oh!  ev*n  that  avert !  I  choose  it  not, 

Art  take  it  as  the  least  unhappy  lot. 

A  naid  1  am,  and  of  thy  virgin  train; 

Oh,  kt  me  still  that  spotless  name  retain ! 

Frequent  the  foeests,  thy  chaste  will  obey. 

And  only  noake  the  beasts  of  chase  my  prey  !** 

TIk  flames  ascend  on  either  altar  clear, 
WhQe  thus  the  blameless  maid  addressM  her  prayer. 
Vben  k> !  the  burning  fire  that  shone  so  bright, 
Rev  ofl^  all  sudden,  with  extinguish*d  light, 
And  left  one  altar  dark,  a  little  space, 
Wbidi  tum*d  self-kindled,  and  renew*d  the  blaxe ; 
1^  odw  victor-flame  a  moment  stood, 
Ikn  60,  and  lifeless  left  tb*  extinguishM  wood ; 
^cver  lost,  th*  irrevocable  light 
''■wok the  Uackening coals,  and  sunk  to  night: 
At  cither  end  it  whistled  as  it  flew. 
And  as  the  brands  were  green,  so  dropp'd  the  dew, 
Infected  as  it  fell  with  sweat  of  sanguine  hue. 

Xlie  maid  from  that  ill  omen  tum*d  her  eyes, 
Aad  with  loud  shrieks  and  clamours  rent  the  skies, 
J»  knew  what  signified  the  boding  sign,    [divine, 
mfinnd  the  powers  displeas*d,  and  fear'd  the  wrath 

"^Bk  ahook  the  sacred  shrine,  and  sudden  light 
Vug  tbougfa  the  vaulted  roof,  and  made  the 
tem^  bright. 

Tbe  power,  behold  !  the  power  in  glory  shon^ 
glwbent  bow  and  her  keen  arrows  known ; 
Ue  nat,  a  huntress  issuing  frt>m  the  wood, 
■•*»ing  on  her  cornel  spear  she  stood, 
"m  nadous  thus  began  :  "  Dismiss  thy  fear. 
And  Heaven*s  unrhang*d  decrees  attentive  hear : 
■"tjwwerful  gods  have  torn  thee  from  my  side, 
I^J'ffliiigto  resign,  and  doomed  a  bride : 
j^two  contending  knights  are  weigh'd  above ; 
w»  Mars  protects,  and  one  the  queen  of  love : 
M  wfaicfa  the  man,  is  in  the  Thunderer*s  breast ; 
*whe  prooounc'd,  'tis  he  who  loves  thee  best 
iie  fat,  that  once  extinct  reviv'd  again, 
™howi  the  bve  allotted  to  remain : 
wiweD !"  she  said,  and  vanishM  from  the  pUK:e ; 
*"J*e«f  of  arrows  shook,  and  rattled  in  the  case. 
Am  at  this,  tbe  royal  virgin  stood 
J™a'd,and  nowno  more  a  sister  of  the  wood: 

J*to^  perting  goddess  thus  she  pray*d ; 

.|^|^i^ious  still  be  present  to  my  aid, 

■•fAe abandon  your  once  fiivoi^'d  maid.** 

^^■gliiiig  ^  retum*d ;  but  smil'd  betwixt, 
'^^v  and  fears,  and  joys  with  sorrows  mixt. 
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The  next  returning  planetary  liour 
Of  Mars,  who  shar*d  the  heptarchy  of  power. 
His  steps  bold  Ardte  to  the  temple  bent, 
T'  adore  with  pagan  rites  the  power  omnipotent : 
Then  prostrate,  low  before  his  altar  lay, 
And  rais'd  his  manly  voice,  and  thus  began  to  pray : 
**  Strong  god  of- arms,  whose  iron  sceptre  sways 
The  fi-eezing  north,  and  Hyperborean  seas. 
And  Scythian  colds,  and  Thracia's  winter  coast, 
Where  stand  thy  steeds,  and  thou  art  honour*d  moat : 
There  most,  but  every  where  thy  power  is  known, 
The  fortune  of  the  fight  is  all  thy  own : 
Terrour  is  thine,  and  wild  amazement,  flung 
Prom  out  thy  chariot,  withers  ev*n  tbe  strong : 
And  disarray  and  shamefril  rout  ensue;. 
And  force  is  added  to  the  fainting  crew. 
Acknowledg'd  as  thou  art,  accept  my  prayer. 
If  aught  I  have  achieved  deserve  thy  care : 
If  to  my  utmost  power  with  sword  and  shield 
I  dar*d  the  death,  unknowing  how  to  yield. 
And,  falling  in  my  rank,  still  kept  the  field : 
Then  let  my  arms  prevail,  by  thee  sustained. 
That  Emily  by  conquest  may  be  gain*d. 
Have  pity  on  my  pains ;  nor  those  unknown 
To  Mara,  which,  when  a  lover,  were  his  own. 
Venus,  the  public  care  of  all  above. 
Thy  stubborn  heart  has  softened  into  love : 
Now  by  her  blandishments  and  powerful  charms, 
When  yielded  she  lay  curling  in  thy  arms, 
Ev*n  by  thy  shame,  if  shame  it  noay  be  call'd. 
When  Vulcan  had  thee  in  his  net  enthrall'd : 

0  envy'd  ignominy,  sweet  disgrace. 

When  every  God  that  saw  thee  wishM  thy  place! 
By  those  dear  pleasures,  aid  my  arms  in  fight, 
And  make  me  conquer  in  my  patron's  right : 
For  I  am  young,  a  novice  in  the  trade. 
The  fool  d  love,  unpractised  to  persuade  : 
And  want  the  soothing  arts  tiuit  catch  the  fair, 
But,  caught  myself,  lie  struggling  in  the  snare ; 
And  she  I  love,  or  laughs  at  all  my  pain,     [daiii. 
Or  knows  her  worth  ^oo  well ;  and  pays  me  witli  dis- 
For  sure  I  am,  unless  I  win  in  arms. 
To  stand  excluded  from  Emilia's  charms : 
Nor  can  my  strength  avail,  unless  by  thee 
Endued  by  fierce  I  gain  the  victory ; 
Then  for  the  fire  which  warm'd  thy  gen'rous  heart. 
Pity  thy  sutject's  pains,  and  equal  smart. 
So  be  the  morrow's  sweat  and  labour  mine, 
Tlie  palm  and  honour  of  the  conquest  thine :  ^ 
Then  shall  the  war,  and  stem  debate,  and  strife 
Immortal,  be  the  business  of  my  life ; 
And  m  thy  fane,  the  dusty  spdls  among,       [huni^ 
High  on  the  bumish'd  roof,  my  banner  shall  U 
Rank'd  with  my  champion's  bucklers,  and  below, 
With  arms  revers'd,  th'  achievements  of  my  foe : 
And  while  these  limbs  the  vital  spirit  feeds. 
While  day  to  night,  and  night  to  day  succeeds, 
Thy  smoking  altar  shall  be  fitt  with  food 
Of  incense,  and  the  grateful  steam  of  blood ; 
Burnt-offerings  mora  and  evening  shall  be  thine; 
And  fires  eternal  in  thy  temple  shine. 
The  bush  of  yellow  beard,  this  length  of  hair, 
Which  from  my  birth  inviolate  I  bear. 
Guiltless  of  steel,  and  from  the  razor  free. 
Shall  fall  a  plenteous  crop,  reserv'd  for  thee. 
So  may  my  arms  with  victory  be  blest, 

1  ask  no  more ;  let  Fate  dispose  the  rest." 

The  champion  ceas'd;  there  foUow'd  in  tlie  cloac 
A  hollow  groan :  a  murmuring  wind  arose ; 
The  rings  of  iron,  that  on  the  doors  w«re  hung, 
Sent  out  a  jarring  sound,  and  handily  runp ; 
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Tlie  bolted  gitci  flew  open  «t  the  blart, 
The  storm  niabed  in,  and  Ardte  stood  aghast : 
The  flames  were  blown  aside,  yet  shone  &ej  bright, 
Fann*d  by  the  wind,  and  gave  a  ruffled  light 
Then  from  the  ground  a  scent  began  to  rise, 
Sweet-smelling  as  accepted  sacrifice : 
This  omen  pleas'd,  and  as  the  flames  aspire 
With  odorous  incense  Arcite  heaps  the  fire : 
Nor  wanted  hymns  to  Mars,  or  heathen  charms : 
At  length  (he  nodding  statue  clash'd  his  arms. 
And  inth  a  sullen  sound  and  feeble  cry, 
Half  sunk,  and  halfpronounc*d,  the  word  of  tictory. 
For  diis,  with  soul  derout,  he  tiiank*d  the  sod. 
And,  of  success  secure,  retum*d  to  hisabode. 

These  tows  thus  granted,  raised  a  strife  above, 
Betwixt  the  god  of  war,  and  queen  of  love. 
She  gnmthig  first,  had  right  of  time  to  plead : 
But  he  had  granted  too,  nor  would  recede. 
Jore  was  for  Venus ;  but  he  fear'd  his  wife. 
And  8eem*d  unwilling  to  decide  the  strife : 
Till  Saturn  from  his  leaden  timme  arose, 
And  found  a  way  the  difference  to  compose : 
Thouffh  sparing  of  his  grace,  to  misdnef  bent. 
He  sddom  does  a  good  with  good  intent 
Wayward,  but  wise ;  by  long  experience  taught 
To  please  both  parties,  for  iU  ends,  he  sought : 
For  this  advantage  age  from  youth  has  won, 
As  not  to  be  outridden,  though  outrun. 
By  Fortune  he  was  now  to  Venus  trin'd. 
And  with  stem  Mars  in  Capricorn  was  join*d : 
Of  him  disposing  in  his  own  abode. 
He  sooth*d  the  goddess  while  he  gull'd  the  god : 
*'  Cease,  daughter,  to  complain,  lAd  stint  the  strife ; 
Thy  Plalamon  shall  have  hii  promis*dwife: 
And  Mars,  the  lord  of  conquest,  in  the  fight 
With  palm  and  laurel  shall  adorn  his  knight 
Wide  is  my  course,  nor  turn  I  to  my  plaoB 
TDl  length  of  time,  and  move  with  tanly  pace. 
Man  feels  me,  when  I  press  th*  etherial  plains, 
My  hand  is  heavy,  and  the  wound  remains. 
Mine  is  the  shipwreck,  in  a  watery  ngn ; 
And  in  an  eardiy,  the  dark  dungeon  mine. 
Cold  shivering  agues,  melancholy  care. 
And  bitter  blasting  winds,  and  poison'd  air, 
Are  mine,  and  wilful  death,  resulting  ttam  despair. 
The  throtling  quinsey  'tb  my  stir  appoints, 
And  rheum^sms  ascend  to  rack  l£t  joints : 
When  churls  rebel  against  their  native  prince, 
I  arm  theb  hands,  and  furnish  the  pretence ; 
And,  housing  in  the  lion's  hateful  sign, 
Bought  senates  and  deserting  troops  are  mine. 
Mine  b  the  privy  poisoning  ;  I  command 
Unkindly  seasons,  and  ungrateful  land. 
By  me  kings'  palaces  are  push'd  to  ground. 
And  miners  crush'd  beneath  their  mines  are  fbund. 
*Twas  I  slew  Samson,  when  tiie  pillar'd  hall 
Fell  down,  and  crush'd  the  many  with  tiie  fall 
My  hx>king  is  the  fire  of  pestilence. 
That  sweeps  at  once  the  people  and  the  prince. 
Now  vreep  no  more^  but  trust  thy  granddre's  art 
Mars  shall  be  pleas'd,  and  thou  p^orm  thy  part 
*Tb  ill,  though  different  your  complexions  are. 
The  fimaily  cf  Heaven  fbr  men  should  war." 
Th*  expedient  pleas'd,  where  neither  lost  his  ri^; 
Mars  bad  (he  day,  and  Venus  had  the  night 
The  management  tiiey  left  to  Chronoa*  care ; 
Now  turn  we  to  th'  eflf^  and  sing  the  war. 

In  Athens  all  was  pleasure,  mirth,  and  play, 
AU  proper  to  the  spring,  and  sprightly  May, 
Which  every  Mml  inspir'd  with  such  delight, 
'Twas  jesting  all  the  day,  and  love  at  night 


Heaven  smil'd,  and  gladded  was  the  heart  of  man; 
And  Venus  had  the  worid  as  when  it  first  began. 
At  length  in  sleep  their  bodies  they  compose, 
And  draamt  the  future,  fight,  and  eariy  rose. 

Now  scarce  the  dawning  day  began  to  spring. 
As  at  a  signal  given,  the  streets  with  c]am<mrs  ring: 
At  once  the  crowd  arose;  confbs'd  and  high 
Ev'n  from  the  Heaven  was  heard  a  shouting  cry; 
For  Mars  was  early  up,  and  rous*d  the  sky. 
The  gods  came  downward  to  behold  the  wars. 
Sharpening  their  sights,  and  leaning  fh>m  their  Stan 
The  neighing  of  the  generous  horse  was  heard. 
For  battle  by  the  busy  groom  prepar'd. 
Rustling  of  harness,  nStling  of  the  shidd, 
Gattering  of  armour,  furbish'd  for  the  field. 
Crowds  to  the  castle  mounted  up  ^  street. 
Battering  the  pavement  with  thefar  coursers'  feet : 
The  greedy  sight  might  there  devour  the  gold 
Of  fflittering  arms,  too  dasxling  to  behold : 
And  polish'd  steel  that  cast  the  riew  aside. 
And  crested  morions,  with  their  plumy  pride. 
Knights,  with  a  long  retinue  of  thdr  squires^ 
In  gaudy  liveries  march,  and  quaint  atdres. 
One  lac'd  the  hehn,  another  held  the  lance, 
A  third  the  shining  buckler  did  advance. 
The  courser  paw'd  the  ground  with  restless  feet. 
And  snorting  foam'd,  and  champ'd  the  golden  bit.  ' 
The  smiths  and  armourers  on  psifreys  ride, 
FQes  in  their  hands,  and  haminers  at  their  side. 
And  nails  for  loosen'd  spears,  and  thongs  for  shields 

provide. 
The  yeomen  guard  the  streets,  in  seemly  bands. 
And  clowns  come  crowding  on,  with  cudgds  in 
their  hands. 
The  trumpets,  next  the  gate,  in  order  plac'd. 
Attend  the  sign  to  sound  the  martial  blast ; 
The  palace-yard  is  fill'd  with  floating  tides. 
And  the  last  comers  bear  the  former  to  the  sides. 
The  throng  is  in  the  midst ;  the  common  crew 
Shut  out,  the  hall  admits  the  better  few ; 
In  knots  they  stand,  or  in  a  rank  they  walk. 
Serious  in  aspect,  earnest  in  their  talk : 
Factious,  and  favouring  this  or  t*  other  side, 
As  their  strong  fancy  or  weak  reason  guide : 
Their  wagers  back  their  wishes ;  nun^ers  hold 
With  ^  fiur  freckled  king,  and  beard  of  gold  : 
So  vigorous  are  his  eyes,  such  rays  they  cast. 
So  prominent  his  eagle's  beak  is  phu:'d. 
But  most  their  looks  on  the  blade  monarch  bend. 
His  rising  musdes  and  his  brawn  commend ; 
His  douUe-biting  axe  and  beaming  spear, 
Each  asking  a  gigantic  force  to  rear. 
All  spoke  as  pvtial  fiivour  mov'd  the  mind : 
And,  safie  thonsdves,  at  others'  cost  divin'd. 

Wak'd  by  the  cries,  th'  Adienian  chief  arose. 
The  knightly  fonns  of  combat  to  dispose ; 
And  pesiing  through  th'  obsequious  guards,  he  sate 
Con^icuous  on  a  throne,  sublime  in  state ; 
There,  fbr  the  two  contending  knights  he  sent: 
Arm'd  cap-a-pee,  with  reverence  low  they  bent ; 
He  smil'd  on  both,  and  with  superior  look 
Alike  their  oflfer'd  adoration  took. 
The  people  press  on  every  side,  to  see 
Thdr  awfUl  prince,  and  hear  his  high  decree. 
Then  signing  to  their  heralds  with  hb  hand. 
They  gave  hu  orders  fixmi  their  lofry  stand. 
Silence  b  thrice  enjofai'd  ;  then  thus  aloud 
The  king  at  arms  bespeaks  the  knights  and  listen- 
ing crowd. 
**  Oar  sovereign  lord  has  ponder'd  in  hb  mind 
The  means  to  spare  the  bio  '    ' 
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AMd  of  fab  graee^  tod  faborn  ckmaRjr, 

He  modifies  his  fint  tetcrc  decree, 

TW  keener  edge  of  battle  to  rebate, 

TIk  troops  fix- honour  figfating,  not  fbr  hate. 

fle  wilb,  not  dealfa  shoiwl  tenninate  their  strife ; 

And  wounds^  if  wounds  ensue,  be  short  of  life : 

BotiHiiea,  era  Ibe  iigfat,  his  dread  command, 

Hat  liiiigs  a&r,  and  poinards  hand  to  hand. 

Be  bsnidi'd  from  the  field;  that  none  shall  dare 

With  dwrtmed  sword  to  sfeib  in  dosei^  war ; 

Bttiaftiroombac  iigfat  with  manly  strengUi, 

Nor  pioh  with  biting  point,  but  strike  at  length. 

Tbetonmey  is  aUow*d  but  one  career, 

Oftfas  toagfa  ash,  with  the  sharp-grinded  spear. 

But  bughls  mihors*d  may  rise  from  off  the  plain, 

AidiUfatonfoat  their  bonow  to  regain; 

Mflr,  itd  misdnef  taken,  on  the  ground 

Be  dun^  but  priflonera  to  the  pOlar  bound. 

At  cidier  barrier  placed";  nor  ^»ptites  made) 

Be  fieed,  or  orm'd  anew  the  fight  invade. 

IW  dicf  of  either  side,  bereft  of  Ufe, 

Or  yielded  to  his  Ibe,  concludes  the  strife,     [young 

Vm  dooms  the  lord :    now  valiant  knights  and 

Kfbt  cscfa  his  fill  with  swords  and  maces  long." 

Iliehefaldends:  tbe  vaulted  firmament 
WA  load  aedainia  and  vast  applause  is  rent : 
"  Heaven  gnard  a  prince  so  gracious  and  so  good. 
So  jut,  and  yetso  provident  of  blood!" 
Hai  was  the  general  cry.     Hie  trumpets  sound, 
Indvar&e  symphony  is  heard  around. 
He  narchnig  troops  ttnoiich  Athens  take  their  way, 
tWfrast  earLonardial  or&rs  their  array. 
Tke6ir  from  high  the  pai^aing  pomp  bdiold ; 
A  nmof  fiewers  is  from  the  windows  roll*d. 
%  caKBents  are  with  golden  tissue  spread, 
Aid  hones' hooA,  for  eai^  on  silken  tapestry  tread ; 
IW  king  goes  midmoat,  and  the  rivals  ride 
I>  sqasl  lank,  and  doae  his  either  side. 
l^sAertfaae,  there  rode  the  royal  wife, 
WiA  EbQ^,  the  cause  and  the  reward  of  strife. 
1W  idkiwmff  cavalcade,  by  thiee  and  threes 
^Msd  bjr  titles  marahaU'd  in  degree. 
^  Ikroogfa  the  southern  gate  they  take  their  way> 
AsdsttfaeUflt  anriv'd  ere  prime  of  day. 
IWty  psttmg  from  the  king,  the  chieft  divide, 
AH  wheeling  east  and  west,  before  their  many  ride. 
»  Alfaeaian  aoonarcfa  mounts  his  throne  on  high, 
Aid lAv  fafan  the  queen  and  Emily: 
^  Ikeae  the  kinged  of  the  crown  are  grsc'd 
yaeswr  seat%  and  loid^  by  ladies  pbc*d : 
S*<ce  vcfe  diey  scared,  wiien,  with  clamours  loud, 
J^vviked  at  once  a  rude  pitimiscnous  crowd ; 
ue|nBRl8  and  then  eedi  other  overbear, 
^M  a  moment  tibrong  thespadous  theatre. 
Ksvcksag'd  the  jarring  noise  to  whispers  low, 
^i*ndi  fixsaking  seee  more  softly  blow ; 
f^  it  the  western  gate,  on  wfaidi  the  car 
»lj|>ie'dakift,  that  bears  the  god  of  war, 
2"|d  Aicice  entering  arm*d  befora  his  train, 
*|P*  at  te  barrier,  and  divides  the  plain. 
'I'^*!*  kis  banner,  and  di^lay'd  abroad, 
"*bloo^  odomns  of  his  patron  god. 
^  te  sdf  mosncnt  enters  BOamon 
^fMeof  Venos^  and  the  rising-sun ; 
T^djw  the  wanton  winds,  his  banner  flies, 
^[""^  vkste,  and  shares  the  people's  eyes, 
j^ottto  west,  look  aU  the  wcndd  around^ 
^^i^  so  molcfa'd  were  never  to  be  found ; 
**Mies  built  for  8Crengd^  of  equal  age, 

^'^^  sii'd;  so  proud  an  equipage : 


The  nicest  eje  eotild  Ho  distinction  make, 
Where  lay  ^*  advantage,  or  what  side  to  take. 

Urns  rang'd,  the  herald  for  the  last  proclaims 
A  silence,  while  they  answer'd  to  their  names : 
For  so  the  king  decreed,  to  shun  the  care. 
Hie  fiand  of  musters  frlse,  the  common  bane  of  war* 
The  tale  was  just,  and  then  the  gates  were  dos*d ; 
And  chief  to  chid^  and  troop  to  troop  oppoe'd. 
The  heralds  last  retir'd,  and  loudly  cry'd. 
The  fortune  of  the  field  be  fririy  try*d. 

At  this,  the  challenger  with  fierce  defy 
His  trumpet  sounds;  the  chalkngM  makes  reply: 
With  dai^tfor  rings  the  field,  resounds  the  vaulted 

Tlieir  viaors  dosed,  theur  lances  in  the  rest. 
Or  at  the  helmet  pointed,  or  the  crest ; 
Tli^  vanifh  from  the  barrier,  speed  the  raoc^ 
And  spurring  see  decrease  the  middle  space. 
A  cloud  of  smoke  envelops  either  host. 
And  all  at  once  the  combatants  ara  lost : 
Darkling  they  join  adverse,  and  shock  unseen. 
Coursers  with  coursers  justUng,  men  with  men : 
As  labouring  in  eclipse,  awhile  they  stay. 
Till  the  next  blast  of  wind  restores  the  day. 
They  look  anew :  the  beauteous  form  of  fight 
Is  chang*d,  and  war  appears  a  grisly  sight 
Two  troops  in  fair  array  one  moment  £ow*d. 
The  next,  a  fidd  with  fidlen  bodies  strow'd : 
Not  half  ^  number  in  their  seats  are  found ; 
But  men  and  steeds  lie  grovding  en  the  ground. 
The  points  of  spesrs  are  stuck  within  the  shield. 
The  steeds  without  their  riders  scour  the  fidd. 
The  knights  unhors'd,  on  foot  renew  the  fight ; 
The  glittering  fiuilchions  cast  a  gleaming  light : 
Hauberks  and  hdms  are  hew'd  with  many  a  wound. 
Out  quns  the  streaming  blood,  and  dyes  Uie  ground. 
The  mighty  maces  with  such  haste  descend,  [bend. 
They  braak  ^be  hones,  and  make  the  solid  armour 
This  thrusts  amid  the  throng  with  furious  force ; 
Down  goes,  at  once,  the  horseman  and  the  horse : 
That  courser  stumbles  on  the  fallen  steed. 
And,  floundering,  throws  the  rider  o*er  his  head. 
One  rolls  dong,  a  foot-ball  to  his  foes ; 
One  with  a  broken  truncheon  deds  his  blows. 
Tills  hdting,  this  disabled  with  his  wound. 
In  triumph  led,  is  to  the  pillar  bound. 
Where  by  the  king's  award  he  must  abide : 
There  goes  a  captive  led  on  t*  other  side. 
By  fits  they  cease ;  and,  leaning  on  the  lance, 
Take  breath  awhile,  and  to  new  fight  advance. 

Full  oft  the  rivals  met,  and  ndther  qpar'd 
His  utmost  force,  and  each  forvot  to  ward. 
The  head  of  this  was  to  the  sa£ile  bent, 
Tlie  other  backward  to  the  crupper  sent  t 
Both  were  by  turns  unbors'd ;  the  jedous  blows 
Fall  thick  and  heavy,  when  on  foot  they  close. 
So  deep  tfadr  iSBuilchions  bite,  that  every  stroke 
Fierc*d  to  the  quick ;  and  equd  wounds  they  gave 

and  took. 
Borne  fiv  asunder  by  the  tides  of  men. 
Like  adamant  and  steel  they  meet  agdn. 

So  when  a  tiger  sucks  the  bullock's  blood, 
A  fiunish'd  lion,  iasuine  from  the  wood. 
Roars  lordly  fierce,  and  challenges  the  food. 
Each  claims  possession,  ndther  will  obey, 
But  both  their  paws  are  frsten'd  on  the  prey ; 
They  bite,  they  tear ;  and  while  in  vain  they  strive. 
The  swains  come  arm'd  between,  and  both  to  die- 
tance  drive. 

At  length,  as  Fate  foredoom*d,  and  all  things  tend 
By  course  of  time  to  their  appointed  end ; 
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So  when  the  StUi  to  west  was  fiu*  dedin*d, 

And  both  afresh  in  mortal  battle  jom*d. 

The  strong  Emetrius  came  in  Amte's  aid. 

And  Flslamon  witli  odds  was  overlaid : 

For,  turning  short,  be  struck  irith  all  his  might 

Full  on  the  helmet  of  th*  unwary  knight. 

Deep  was  the  wound ;  he  stagger*d  with  the  blow, 

And  tum'd  him  to  his  unexpe^ed  foe ; 

"Whom  with  such  force  he  struck,  he  fell*d  him  down. 

And  cleft  the  circle  of  his  golden  crown. 

But  Arcite*s  men,  who  now  prevail*d  in  fight, 

Twice  ten  at  once  surround  ihe  single  knight : 

0*erpower*d,  at  length,  they  fbrce  bun  to  the  ground, 

Uoyielded  as  he  was,  and  to  the  pillar  bound; 

And  king  Lycurgus,  while  he  fought  in  vain 

His  friend  to  free,  was  tumbled  on  the  plain. 

Who  now  laments  but  Flslamon,  compell*d 
No  more  to  try  the  fortune  of  the  field  ! 
And,  worse  than  death,  to  view  with  hateful  eyes 
His  rival's  conquest,  and  renounce  the  prize ! 

The  royal  judge,  on  his  tribunal  plac*d, 
Who  had  beheld  the  fight  from  first  to  hi^ 
Bad  cease  the  war ;  pronouncing  from  on  high, 
Ardte  of  TTtebes  had  won  the  beauteous  Eimly. 
The  sound  of  trumpets  to  the  voice  reply'd, 
And  round  the  royal  lists  the  heralds  cry'd, 
•*  Arcite  of  Thebes  has  won  the  beauteous  bride." 

The  people  rend  the  skies  with  vast  applause ; 
All  own  the  chief,  when  Fortune  owns  the  cause* 
Arcite  is  own'd  ev*n  by  the  gods  above, 
And  conquering  Mars  insults  the  queen  of  love. 
So  kugh'd  he,  when  the  rightful  Titan  fidrd. 
And  Jove's  usurping  arms  in  Hea;ven  prevailed : 
Laugh*d  all  the  powers  who  favour  tyranny ; 
And  all  the  standing  army  of  the  sky. 
But  Venus  with  dejected  eyes  appears. 
And,  weeping,  on  the  Usts  distilled  her  tears ; 
Her  will  refus'd,  which  grieves  a  wonlan  most. 
And,  in  her  champion  foiled,  the  cause  of  Love  is 

lost. 
Till  Saturn  said,  «  Fau*  daughter,  now  be  still. 
The  blustering  fool  has  satisfy'd  his  will ; 
His  boon  is  given ;  bis  knight  has  gain*d  the  day, 
But  lost  die  prise,  th*  arrears  are  yet  to  pay. 
Tliy  hour  is  come^  and  mine  the  care  shall  be 
To  please  thy  knight,  and  set  thy  promise  free.** 

Now  while  the  heralds  run  the  lists  around. 
And  Ardte,  Ardte,  Heaven  and  Earth  resound ; 
A  mirade  (nor  less  it  could  lie  call'd) 
Tlieir^  with  unexpected  sorrow  paird. 
Hie  victor  knight  had  laid  his  bdm  aside, 
Fnrt  lor  his  ease,  the  greater  part  for  pride : 
Bar»-haaded,  popularly  low  be  bow*d. 
And  paid  the  salutations  of  the  crowd. 
Then,  spurring  at  full  speed,  ran  endlong  on 
Where  Theseus  sate  on  Ids  imperial  throne ; 
Furious  he  drove,  and  upward  cast  his  eye. 
Where  next  the  queen  was  plac*d  his  Emily ; 
Then  passing  to  %e  saddle-bow  he  bent ; 
A  tweet  regard  the  gradous  virgin  lent 
(For  women,  to  the  brave  an  easy  prey. 
Still  follow  Fortune  where  she  leads  die  way) : 
Just  then,  fhnn  earth  sprung  out  a  flashing  fire. 
By  Fluto  sent,  at  Saturn's  1^  desire : 
The  startling  steed  was  sdz*d  with  sudden  fright, 
And  boundmg,  o*er  the  pummel  cast  the  knight : 
Forward  he  fl^,  and,  pitching  on  his  head. 
He  ouiver'd  with  his  feet,  and  lav  for  dead. 
Black  was  his  oount*nancc  in  a  bttle  space. 
For  all  the  blood  was  gather*d  in  his  £soc. 


Hdp  was  at  hand:  they  raar*d  him  finom  the  gromid, 
And  firom  his  cumbrous  arms  his  limbs  unbound ; 
Then  lanc'd  a  vdn,  and  watcfa*d  returning  breath ; 
It  came,  but'  clogged  with  symptoms  of  his  death. 
Hie  saddle-bow,  the  noble  parts  bad  preat. 
All  bruis'd  and  mortify'd  his  manly  breast 
Him  still  entranc'd,  and  in  a  litter  laid,         ^ 
They  bore  firom  field,  and  to  his  bed  convey*d. 
At  length  he  wak'd,  and,  with  a  feeble  cry. 
The  word  he  first  pronounc'd  was  Emfly. 

Meantime  the  king,  though  inwardly  he  moiim*d. 
In  pomp  triumphant  to  the  town  retiim*d. 
Attended  by  the  chiefii  who  touj^t  the  field 
(Now  friendly  mix*d,  and  in  one  troop  compelled). 
Compos*d  his  looks  to  counterfeited  cheer. 
And  bade  them  not  for  Ardte's  life  to  fear. 
But  that  which  gladded  all  the  warrior-trsin. 
Though  most  were  sorely  wounded,  none  were  aUin. 
The  surgeons  soon  despoil*dthem  of  their  anas. 
And  some  with  salves  they  cure,  and  some  witi 

charms;  ' 

Foment  the  bruises,  and  the  pains  assuage,  [of  sage. 
And  heal  their  inward  hurts  with  sovereign  draugfats 
The  king  in  person  visits  all  around. 
Comforts  the  sick,  congrstulates  the  sound  ; 
Honours  the  princely  chiefs,  rewards  the  rest. 
And  holds  for  thrice  three  days  a  royal  feast. 
None  was  disgrac'd ;  for  falling  is  no  shame ; 
And  cowardice  alone  is  loss  of  fiune. 
The  venturous  knight  is  from  the  saddle  tfaiawn; 
But  *tis  the  fault  <^  Fortune,  not  his  own : 
If  crowds  and  palms  the  conquering  side  adom. 
The  victor  under  better  stars  was  bom : 
The  brave  man  seeks  not  popular  applause^ 
Nor,  overpower*d  with  arms,  deserts  his  cauae ; 
Undiam*(j^  though  foil'd,  he  does  the  best  he  can  ; 
Force  is  of  brutes,  but  honour  is  of  man. 
Thus  Theseus  smil'd  on  all  with  equal  gxace; 
And  each  was  set  according  to  his  place. 
With  ease  were  recondrd  the  difiering  parts. 
For  envy  never  dwells  in  noble  hearts. 
At  Icneth  they  took  their  leave,  the  time  expir*d, 
Wdl  pleas*d,  and  to  their  several  homes  retired.  - 

Meanwhile  the  health  of  Ardte  still  impairs ; 
From  bad  proceeds  to  worse,  and  mocks  the  loedies* 

cares; 
Swoln  is  his  breast ;  his  inward  pd^  increase. 
All  means  are  us*d,  and  all  without  mooess. 
The  dotted  blood  lies  heavy  on  his  beart. 
Corrupts,  and  there  remains  in  spite  of  art: 
Nor  breathing  vdns,  nor  cupping  vrill  prevail  ; 
All  outward  remedies  and  inwara  fail : 
The  mold  of  Nature's  fabric  is  destroy'd^ 
Her  vessds  discompo8*d,  her  virtue  void  : 
The  bellows  of  his  lungs  begin  to  swell. 
All  out  of  frame  is  every  secret  cdl. 
Nor  can  the  good  recdve,  nor  bad  expd. 
Those  breathing  orvans,  thus  within  opprest. 
With  venom  soon  £stend  the  sinews  of  his  breast. 
Nought  profits  him  to  save  abandon'd  life. 
Nor  vomit*s  upward  aid,  nor  downward  laxative. 
The  midmost  region  batter*d  and  destroy*d, 
When  Nature  cannot  work,  th*  effect  of  Art  is  void. 
For  physic  can  but  mend  our  crasy  state, 
Patch  an  old  building,  not  a  new  create. 
Ardte  is  doam*d  to  me  in  all  his  pride. 
Must  leave  his  youth,  and  yield  his  beauteous  bride. 
Gain*d  hardly,  against  right,  and  unenjoy*d. 
When  *twas  deelar*d  all  hope  of  life  was  past, 
Consdcnce  (that  of  all  phy«c  works  the  lost) 
Caus*d  him  to  send  for  Enuly^  in  haste. 
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With  her.  at  hk  dean,  came  PiUamon ; 

Then  on  his  pillow  nis'd,  he  thus  begun. 

«  No  language  can  express  the  smallest  part 

Of  what  I  leely  and  sufl^  in  my  heart. 

For  you,  whom  best  I  lore  and  value  most ; 

But  ID  your  senrice  I  bequeath  my  ghost ; 

WUch,  from  this  mortal  body  when  unty'd. 

Unseen,  unheard,  shall  hover  at  your  side ; 

Nor  IKgfat  you  waking,  nor  your  sleep  offend. 

But  wait  officious,  and  your  steps  attend : 

How  I  hare  lor'd,  excuse  my  faultering  tongue, 

My  spirits  feeble,  and  my  pains  are  strong : 

Hiis  I  may  say,  I  only  grieve  to  die 

Because  I  lose  my  charming  Emily : 

To  die,  when  Heaven  had  put  you  in  my  power. 

Fate  could  not  choose  a  more  malicious  hour ! 

What  greater  curse  could  envious  Fortune  give^ 

Than  just  to  <fie,  when  I  began  to  live ! 

Vain  men,  bow  vanishing  a  bliss  we  crave, 

Now  warm  in  love,  now  withering  in  the  grave ! 

Never,  O  never  more  to  see  the  Sun ! 

SaD  dark,  in  a  damp  vault,  and  still  alone ! 

Tins  fate  is  common ;  but  I  lose  my  breath 

Near  blias,  and  yet  not  bless'd  before  my  death. 

Farewell ;  but  take  me  dying  in  your  arms, 

*Tb  all  I  can  enjoy  of  all  your  charms : 

This  hand  I  cannot  but  in  death  resign  ; 

Ah !  oould  I  live !  but  while  I  live  *tb  mine. 

I  Csel  my  end  approach,  and,  thus  embrac*d, 

Am  pleaa*d  to  die ;  but  hear  me  speak  my  last. 

Ah !  my  sweet  foe,  for  jrou,  and  you  alone, 

I  fatoke  my  fiuth  with  iniur*d  Phhunon. 

But  Lowe  the  sense  of  right  and  wrong  confounds. 

Strong  Love  and  proud  Ambition  have  no  bounds. 

Ami  much  I  doubt,  should  Heaven  my  Kfe  prolong, 

I  duold  return  to  justify  my  wrong : 

For,  while  my  former  flames  remain  within, 

Repentance  is  but  want  of  power  to  sin. 

With  Boortal  hatred  I  pursu*d  his  life, 

Nor  he,  nor  you,  were  guilty  of  the  strife : 

K«  I,  but  as  I  lov*d ;  yet  all  combin'd. 

Tour  bcmty,  and  my  impotence  of  mind, 

Aad  his  ooocorrent  flame,  that  blew  my  fire ; 

iW  siiQ  our  kindred  souls  had  one  desire. 

He  had  m  moment's  right  in  point  of  time ; 

Had  I  aecn  first,  then  his  had  been  the  crime. 

Fiie  made  it  mine,  and  justify'd  his  right ; 

Kor  holds  tfab  Earth  a  more  deserving  knight. 

For  virtue,  valour,  and  fur  noble  bIo(^ 

TnAt,  faooour,  all  that  is  compriz'd  in  good ; 

io  help  me  Heaven,  in  all  the  worid  is  none 

Si  worthy  to  be  lov*d  as  Pslamon. 

He  loves  you  too,  with  such  an  holy  fire, 

As  wiD  not,  cannot,  but  with  life  expire : 

Oar  vow'd  affections  both  have  oden  try*d, 

Nor  soy  love  but  yours  could  ours  diride. 

Then,  by  my  love's  inviolable  band. 

By  my  kMig  suffering,  and  my  short  command. 

If  t'tr  yen  plight  your  vows  when  I  am  gone, 

Have  pi^  on  the  fiuthful  Fiedamon.'* 

TUs  was  his  last ;  for  Death  came  on  amain, 
Aal  exeras'd  below  Us  iron  reign ; 
Tkm  upward  to  the  seat  of  Hfe  he  goes : 
>>■»  fled  beftve  him,  what  he  touch'd  he  froce : 
Td  caaU  be  not  Us  closing  eyes  withdraw, 
TIm^  less  and  less  of  Emily  he  saw ; 
9a,  f^sedHess,  lor  a  litde  tpact  he  lay ;         [away. 
llMftpHpM  the  hand  he  hdd,  and  sigh*d  Us  soul 

%C  ^i4adicr  went  his  soul,  let  such  reUte 
Wh»  saHriifhe  lecreto  of  the  ftiture  state : 


Divines  can  say  but  what  themselves  believe ; 
Strong  proo6  they  have,  but  not  demonstrative  : 
For,  were  all  plau,  then  all  sides  must  agree, 
And  faith  itself  be  lost  in  certainty. 
To  live  uprightly  then  b  sure  the  best. 
To  save  ourselves,  and  not  to  damn  the  rest. 
The  soul  of  Arcite  went  where  heathens  go. 
Who  better  live  than  we,  though  less  they  know. 

In  Palamon  a  manly  grief  appears ; 
Silent  he  wept,  asham*d  to  show  his  tears : 
Emilia  shriek'd  but  once,  and  then,  oppress'd 
With  sorrow,  sunk  upon  her  lover's  breast : 
Till  Theseus  in  his  arms  convey'd  with  care, 
Far  from  so  sad  a  sight,  the  swooning  fiur. 
*Twere  loss  of  time  her  sorrow  to  relate ; 
111  bears  the  sex  a  youthful  lover's  fate. 
When  just  approaching  to  the  nuptial  state : 
But,  like  a  low-huns  doud,  it  rains  so  fast. 
That  all  at  once  it  fuls,  and  cannot  Ust 
Jhe  hce  of  tUngs  is  cfaang'd,  and  Athens  now, 
That  laugh'd  so  late,  becomes  the  scene  of  woe : 
Matrons  and  maids,  both  sexes,  every  state, 
With  tears  lament  the  knight's  untimely  fate. 
Nor  greater  grief  in  falling  Troy  was  seen 
For  Hector's  death ;  but  Hector  was  not  tlien. 
Old  men  with  dust  deform'd  their  hoary  hair, 
The  women  beat  their  breasts,  their  cheeks  they  tare. 
"  Why  would'st  thou  go,"  with  one  consent  they  cry, 
'<  When  thou  had'st  gold  enough,  and  Emily  ?" 

Theseus  himself,  who  should  have  cheer'd  the  grief 
Of  others,  wanted  now  the  same  relief. 
Old  Egeus  only  could  rerive  his  son. 
Who  various  changes  of  the  world  had  known. 
And  strange  vicissitudes  of  human  fate. 
Still  altering,  never  in  a  steady  state; 
Good  after  ill,  and  aher  pain  delight ; 
Alternate  like  the  scenes  of  day  and  night: 
'*  Since  every  man  who  lives  is  bom  to  die. 
And  none  can  boast  sincere  felicity. 
With  equal  mind  what  happens  let  us  bear,      [care. 
Nor  joy  nor  grieve  too  much  far  diings  beyond  our 
Like  pilgrims  to  th'  appointed  place  we  tend  ; 
The  world's  an  inn,  and  death  the  journey's  cod. 
Ev'n  kings  but  play ;  and  when  their  part  is  done, 
Some  other,  worse  or  better,  mount  the  throne. " 
With  words  like  these  the  crowd  was  satisfy 'd, 
And  so  they  would  have  been  had  llieseus  dy'd. 
But  he,  their  king,  was  labouring  in  his  mind, 
A  fitting  place  fbr  funeral  pomps  to  find. 
Which  were  in  honour  of  the  dead  design 'd. 
And,  af^  Ions  debate,  at  last  he  tound 
(As  Love  itself  had  mark'd  the  spot  of  ground) 
That  grove  for  ever  green,  that  conscious  land. 
Where  he  with  Palamon  fbught  hand  to  hand  : 
That  where  he  fed  his  amorous  desires 
With  soft  complaints,  and  felt  his  hottest  fires, 
Hiere  other  flames  might  waste  his  earthly  part, 
And  bum  his  limbs,  where  love  had  bum'd  his  heart. 

This  once  resolv'd,  the  peasants  were  enjoin'd 
Sere-wood,  and  firs,  and  dodder'd  oaks  to  find. 
With  sounding  axes  to  the  grove  they  go, 
Fell,  split,  and  lay  the  fuel  on  a  row, 
Vulcanian  food :  a  bier  is  next  prepar'd. 
On  which  the  lifeless  body  should  be  rear'd, 
Cover'd  with  cloth  of  gold,  on  which  was  laid 
The  corpse  of  Ardte,  in  Iflce  robes  array *d. 
White  gloves  were  on  his  hands,  and  on  his  head 
A  wreath  of  Uurel,  mix'd  with  myrtle  spread* 
A  sword  keen-edg'd  within  his  right  he  held. 
The  warlike  emblem  of  the  conquer'd  field>: 
N 
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Bare  wm  hn  manly  visage  on  6ie  bier : 

Menac'd  his  countenance ;  ev*n  in  death  severe. 

Then  to  the  pdace-hall  they  bore  the  Icnight, 

To  lie  in  solemn  state,  a  public  sight. 

Groans,  cries,  and  bowlings,  fill  the  crowded  place, 

And  unaffiN:ted  sorrow  sat  on  every  face. 

Sad  Palamon  above  the  rest  appears, 

In  sable  garments,  dew'd  with  gushing  tears : 

His  auburn  locks  on  either  shoulder  flowed, 

Which  to  the  funeral  of  his  friend  he  vow*d : 

But  Emily,  as  chief,  was  next  his  side, 

A  virgin-widow,  and  a  mourning  bride. 

And,  that  the  princely  obsequies  might  be 

Performed  according  to  his  high  degree, 

The  steed,  that  bore  him  living  to  the  fight, 

Was  trapp*d  with  polish'd  steel,  all  shining  bright. 

And  cover'd  with  th*  achievements  of  the  knight. 

The  riders  rode  abreast,  and  one  his  shield. 

His  lance  of  cornel-wood  another  held ; 

The  third  his  bow,  and,  glorious  to  behold. 

The  costly  quiver,  all  of  bumish'd  gold. 

The  noblest  of  the  Grecians  next  appear. 

And,  weeping,  on  their  shoulders  bore  tlic  bier ; 

With  sober  pace  they  march*d,  and  often  staid. 

And  through  the  master-street  the  corpse  convcy'd. 

Tlie  houses  to  their  tops  with  black  were  spread, 

And  ev'n  the  pavements  were  with  mourning  hid. 

The  right  side  of  the  pall  old  Egeus  kept. 

And  on  the  left  the  royal  Hieseus  wept ; 

Each  bore  a  golden  bowl,  of  work  divine,      [wine. 

With  honey  fill'd,  and  milk,  and  mix'd  with  ruddy 

Then  Palamon,  the  kinsman  of  the  slain. 

And  afier  him  appear'd  tlie  illustrious  train. 

To  grace  the  pomp,  came  Emily  the  bright 

With  cover*d  fire,  the  funeral  pile  to  light 

With  high  devotion  was  the  service  made. 

And  all  the  rites  of  pagan-honour  paid  : 

So  lofty  was  the  pile,  a  Parthian  bow, 

With  vigour  drawn,  must  send  the  shaft  below. 

The  bottom  was  f\ill  twenty  fathom  broad. 

With  crackling  straw  beneath  in  due  proportion 

strow'd. 
Hie  ffbnc  seem*d  a  wood  of  rising  green, 
With  sulphur  and  bitumen  cast  between. 
To  feed  tbe  flames :  the  trees  were  unctuous  fir, 
And  mountain  ash,  the  mother  of  the  spear; 
The  mourner  yew  and  builder  oak  were  there : 
The  beech,  the  swimming  alder,  and  the  plane, 
Hard  box,  and  linden  of  a  softer  grain,       [ordain. 
And  laurels,  which  the  gods  for  conquering  chiefs 
How  they  were  rank*d,  £all  rest  untold  by  me. 
With  nameless  nymphs  that  liv'd  in  every  tree ; 
Nor  how  the  Dryads,  or  the  woodland  train. 
Disherited,  ran  howling  o'er  the  plain : 
Nor  how  the  birds  to  foreign  seats  repaired. 
Or  beasts,  that  bolted  out,  and  saw  the  forest  bar*d: 
Nor  how  the  ground,  now  clear'd,  with  ghastly  fright 
Beheld  the  sudden  Sun,  a  stranger  to  the  light 

The  straw,  as  first  I  said,  was  laid  below  : 
Of  chips  and  sere-wood  was  the  second  row ; 
The  third  of  greens,  and  thnber  newly  fell*d ; 
The  fourth  high  tUtge  the  fragrant  odours  held. 
And  pearls,  and  prteious  stones,  and  rich  array. 
In  midst  of  which,  cmbabn'd,  the  body  lay. 
The  service  suns,  the  «iaid  with  mourning  eyes 
The  stubble  fir*d ;  the  smouldering  flames  arise : 
This  office  done,  she  sunk  upon  the  ground ; 
But  what  ibe  spoke,  recovered  from  her  swoon, 
I  want  the  wit  in  moving  words  to  dross ; 
But  by  themselves  the  tender  sex  may  guess. 


While  the  devouring  fire  wm  burning  fast. 
Rich  jewels  in  the  flame  the  wealthy  cast ; 
And  some  their  shidds,  and  some  their  lances  tlirew. 
And  gave  their  warrior's  glKMt,  a  warrior's  due. 
Full  bowls  of  wine^  of  hooey,  milk,  and  blood. 
Were  pour'd  upon  the  pile  of  burning  wood. 
And  hissing  flainesreceive,  and  hungry  lick  the  food. 
Then  thrice  the  mounted  squadrons  ride  around 
The  fire,  and  Ardte's  name  they  thrice  resound ; 
Hail,  and  fiurewell,  they  shouted  thrice  amain, 
Tlirice  facing  to  the  left,  and  dirioe  they  turn  *d  a§^n : 
Still  as  they  tum'd,  they  beat  their  clattering  shi<dds; 
Tlie  women  mix  their  cries ;  and  Clamour  fills  the 

fields. 
The  warlike  wakes  continued  all  the  night,     [light. 
And  funeral  games  were  play'd  at  new  returning 
Who,  naked,  wrestled  best,  besmear'd  with  oil. 
Or  who  with  gauntlets  gave  or  took  the  foil, 
I  will  not  tdl  you,  nor  would  you  attend ; 
But  briefly  haste  to  my  long  story's  end. 

I  pass  the  rest ;  the  year  was  fUlly  moum'd. 
And  P^damon  long  since  to  Thebes  return  *d : 
When,  by  the  Grecians'  general  consent. 
At  Athens  Hieseus  held  his  parliament : 
Among  the  laws  that  pass'd,  it  was  decreed. 
That  conquer'd  Thebes  from  bondage  should  be 

freed; 
Reserving  homage  to  th'  Athenian  throne. 
To  which  the  sovereign  summon'd  Palamon. 
Unknowing  of  the  cause,  he  took  liis  way. 
Mournful  in  mind,  and  still  in  black  array,      [hi^ii, 

llie  monarch  mounts  the  throne,  and,  plac'd   on 
Commands  into  the  court  the  beauteous  Emily  : 
So  call'd,  she  came ;  the  senate  rose,  and  paid 
Becoming  reverence  to  the  royal  maid. 
And  first  soft  whispers  through  th'  assembly  weait : 
With  silent  wonder  then  they  watch'd  th'  event : 
All  hush'd,  the  king  arose  with  awful  grace,    [face. 
Deep  thought  was  in  his  breast,  and  counsel  in  fais 
At  length  be  sigh'd ;  and,  having  first  prepared 
Th'  attentive  audience,  thus  his  will  dcdar'd. 

"  The  Cause  and  Spring  of  Motion,  from  above. 
Hung  down  on  Earth  the  golden  chain  of  lore  : 
Great  was  th*  effect,  and  high  was  bis  intent. 
When  peace  among  the  jarring  seeds  he  sent. 
Fire,  flood,  and  earth,  and  air,  by  this  were,   bounds 
And  love,  the  common  link,   the    new    creation 

crown'd. 
Tlie  chain  still  holds ;  for,  though  the  forms  decmy. 
Eternal  matter  never  wears  away  : 
Tlie  same  first  Mover  certain  bounds  has  plac'd. 
How  long  those  perishable  forms  shall  hist : 
Nor  can  they  last  beyond  the  time  assign 'd 
By  that  all-seeing  and  all-making  Mind  : 
Shorten  their  l^urs  they  may ;  for  will  is  Irce  ; 
But  never  pass  th'  appointed  destiny. 
So  men  oppressed,  when  weary  of  thdr  breath. 
Throw  off*  the  burthen,  and  suborn  their  death. 
Then,  since  tliose  forms  begin,  and  have  their  cncl^ 
On  some  unalter'd  cause  they  sure  depend : 
Pterts  of  the  whole  are  we ;  but  God  the  whole  ^ 
Who  gives  us  life  and  animating  soul : 
For  Nature  cannot  from  a  part  derive 
'Riat  being,  which  the  whole  can  only  give  : 
He  perfect,  stable ;  but  imperfect  we. 
Subject  to  change,  and  difiTerent  in  degree  ; 
Plants,  beasts,  and  man.;  and,  as  our  organs  ai«^ 
We  more  or  less  of  his  perfection  share. 
But  by  a  long  descent,  th*  etherial  fire 
Corrupts ;  and  forms,  the  npft^p^  expire 
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Am  he  withdraws  his  Yirtue,  so  they  pass^ 
And  the  same  matter  makes  another  mass : 
TTbs  law  ih*  Omniscient  Power  was  pleas*d  to  give^ 
TliBt  every  kind  should  by  succession  live  \ 
That  individuals  die,  his  will  ordains, 
The  propagated  spedes  still  remains. 
The  monarch  oak,  the  patriarch  of  the  trees, 
aaooCa  rising  up,  and  spreads  by  slow  degrees ; 
Three  centuries  he  grows,  and  three  he  stays, 
ftqweme  in  state,  and  in  three  more  decays; 
So  wears  the  paving  p^ble  in  the  street. 
And  towns  and  towers  dieir  fiual  periods  meet : 
So  rivers,  rapid  once,  now  naked  lie,  [dry. 

Fotsoken  of  their  springs;  and  leave  their  channels 
So  man,  at  first  a  drop,  dilates  with  heat, 
Thn,  form'd,  the  little  heart  begins  to  beat; 
Secret  be  feeds,  unknowing  in  the  cell ; 
At  length,  for  hatching  ripe,  he  breaks  the  shell, 
And  stnuglcs  into  breath,  and  cries  for  aid ; 
Then,  heiideas,  in  his  mother's  lap  is  laid. 
He  creeps,  he  walks,  and,  issuing  into  man, 
C^odgca  their  life,  finom  whence  his  own  bian; 
BccUeas  of  lavrs,  affects  to  rule  alone, 
AmioDs  to  reign,  and  restless  on  the  throne : 
Pi»t  v^getive,  then  feels,  and  reasons  last ; 
Bich  of  three  souls,  and  Hves  all  three  to  waste. 
Sane  thus ;  but  thousands  more  in  flower  of  age : 
For  lew  arrive  to  run  the  latter  stage. 
i  in  the  first,  in  battle  some  are  slain, 
others  wbelm'd  beneath  the  stormy  main. 
t  makes  all  this,  but  Jupiter  the  king. 
At  whose  command  we  perish,  and  we  spring? 
Theo  'tis  our  best,  since  thus  ordain*d  to  die. 
To  make  a  virtue  of  necessity. 
Take  what  he  gives,  smoe  to  rebel  is  vain ; 
The  bad  grows  better,  which  we  well  sustain ; 
And  could  we  choose  the  time,  and  choose  aright, 
*Tis  best  to  die,  our  honour  at  the  height. 
Vhen  we  have  done  our  ancestors  no  shame, 
ft*  aefv*d  our  friends,  and  well  securM  our  fame ; 
Hhea  dKwld  we  wish  our  hi^)py  life  to  close. 
And  leave  no  more  for  Fortune  to  dispose : 
So  Aonid  we  make  our  death  a  glad  reUef 
i^aiB  fotme  shame,  from  sickness,  and  from  grief: 
£i907iBg  vrtile  we  live  die  present  hour, 
And  ^jmg  In  our  excellence  and  flower, 
That  rouDd  our  death-bed  every  friend  should  run, 
And  joyoos  of  our  conquest  early  won : 
Wkfte  the  maUdous  worid  with  enrious  tears 
Sboaid  gnid^<oar  happy  end,  and  wish  it  thdrs. 
Snee  then  onr  Ardte  is  with  honour  dead, 
Vhy  Aoald  we  mourn,  that  he  so  soon  is  freed, 
Or  call  unfiraely  what  the  gods  decreed  ? 
WA  ffitf  aa  yas^  a  friend  may  be  deplor*d, 
Fiam  a  foul  prison  to  free  air  restored. 
Oag^heto  thank  bis  kinsman  orhis  wifr^ 
Coald  tears  recall  him  into  vnnetched  life  ? 
Thtar  wancm  hurts  themselves ;  on  him  is  lost ; 
Aad,  wotae  than  both,  offends  his  happy  ghost 
What  tfaes  ranons,  but,  after  past  annoy. 
To  take  the  good  vidssttude  of  joy  ? 
T^  dMdk  4k  gracious  gods  for  what  they  give, 
BaoBcas our  aoolo,  and,  while  we  live,  to  live? 
CMUdb  we  dm  two  sorrows  to  combine^ 
Aad  ia  mm  point  di*  extremes  of  grief  to  join ; 
The*  dHaee  reralting  joy  may  be  renew*d, 
•AfljaiiBf  notes  in  hannony  conclude. 
Than  I  papoae  dnt  Palamon  shall  be 
In  monnfe  ioin'd  with  bemtteous  Emily ; 
For  wUdi  already  f  have  gain'd  th*  i 
Of  My  ftet  pwpk  in  fiiD  parliament. 
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Long  hnre  to  her  has  home  the  faithfol  knight, 
And  well  deserved,  had  Fortune  done  him  right : 
'Tis  time  to  mend  her  fault ;  since  Emily 
By  Ardtc*s  death  from  former  vows  is  free  : 
If  you,  fair  sister,  ratify  th*  accord,  • 
And  take  him  for  your  husband  and  your  lord, 
*T1s  no  dishonour  to  confer  your  grace 
On  one  descended  from  a  n^  race : 
And  were  he  less,  yet  years  of  sendee  past 
FVom  grateful  souls  exact  reward  at  last : 
Pity  is  Heaven's  and  yours;  nor  can  she  find 
A  throne  so  sof^  as  in  a  woman's  mind." 
He  said ;  she  blush'd ;  and,  as  o'eraw'd  by  might, 
Seem'd  to  give  Theseus  what  she  gave  the  knight. 
Then  turning  to  the  Theban  thus  he  said ; 
«  Small  arguments  are  needfhl  to  persuade 
Your  temper  to  comply  with  my  command ;  ** 
And  speaking  thus,  he  save  Emilia's  hand. 
Smil'd  Venus,  to  behold  her  ovrn  true  knight 
Obtain  the  conquest,  though  he  lost  the  fight ; 
And  bless'd  with  nuptial  bliss  the  sweet  laborious 

night. 
Eros,  and  Anteros,  on  either  side. 
One  fir'd  the  bridegroom,  and  one  warm'd  the  bride ; 
And  long-attending  Hymen,  from  above, 
Shower*d  on  the  bed  the  whole  Idalian  grove. 
AM  of  a  tenour  was  thehr  after-lifb, 
No  day  discolour'd  with  domestic  strife*. 
No  jealousy,  but  mutual  truth  believ'd. 
Secure  repose,  and  kindness  undeceiv'd. 
Ihus  Heaven,  beyond  the  compass  of  his  thought, 
Sent  him  the  bles^g  he  so  dearly  bought. 

So  may  the  queen  of  love  long  duty  bless. 
And  all  true  lovers  find  the  same  success. 
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HSR  TALE. 

In  days  of  old,  when  Arthur  fill'd  the  throne^ 
Whose  acts  and  fame  to  foreign  lands  were  blown; 
The  king  of  elfs  and  little  fairy  queen 
Gambol'd  on  heaths,  and  danc'd  on  every  green ; 
And  whore  the  jolly  troop  had  led  the  round. 
The  mss  unbidden  rose,  and  mark'd  the  ground : 
Nor  darkling  did  they  glance,  the  silver  light 
Of  Phcebe  serv'd  to  guide  their  steps  aright. 
And,  with  their  trifling  pleas'd,  prolong  the  night. 
Her  beams  they  foUow'd,  where  at  fiill  she  play'd. 
Nor  longer  than  she  shed  her  horns  they  stay'cC 
From  thence  with  airy  flight  to  foreign  lands  convey 'd« 
Above  the  rest  our  Britain  held  they  dear, 
More  solemnly  they  kept  thdr  sabbaths  here,  [year* 
And  made  more  spadous  rings,  and  revd'd  Iialf  the 

I  speak  of  andent  times,  for  now  the  swain 
Returning  late  may  pass  the  woods  in  vain. 
And  never  hope  to  see  the  nightly  train : 
In  vain  the  dury  now  with  mint  is  dress'd, 
The  dairy-maid  expects  no  fairy  guest 
To  skim  the  bowls,  andafier  pay  the  feast. 
She  sighs,  and  shakes  her  empty  ^loes  in  vain. 
No  silver  penny  to  reward  her  pain : 
For  priests  with  prayers  and  other  goodly  geer. 
Have  made  the  merry  goblins  disi^pear : 
And  where  thw  pUy'd  their  meny  pranks  before. 
Have  sprinkled  holy  water  on  the  floor : 
And  friars  that  through  the  wealthy  regions  run. 
Thick  as  the  motes  that  twiidcle  in  the  sun, 
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Rewit  to  fanners  ricli,  and  bless  tlieir  balls. 

And  exorcise  the  \yeds,  and  cross  the  walls : 

'lliis  makes  the  fairy  quires  forsake  the  place, 

When  once  *tis  liallowM  with  the  rites  of  grace : 

But  in  the  walks  where  wicked  elves  have  been, 

I'he  learning  of  tlie  parish  now  is  seen, 

Tlie  midnight  parson  posting  o*er  the  green. 

With  gown  tuck*d  up,  to  wakes,  for  Sunday  next ; 

With  humming  ale  encouraging  his  text ; 

Nor  wants  the  holy  leer  to  country-girl  betwixt. 

From  fiends  and  imps  he  sets  the  village  free, 

Tliere  haunts  not  any  incubus  but  he. 

Tlic  maids  and  women  need  no  danger  fear 

To  walk  by  night,  and  sanctity  so  near : 

For  by  some  haycock,  or  some  shady  thorn, 

He  bids  his  beads  both  even  song  and  mom. 

It  so  befell  in  this  king  Artl)ur*s  reign, 
A  lusty  knight  was  pricking  o*er  the  plain ; 
A  bachelor  he  was,  and  of  tlie  courtly  train. 
It  happen'd,  as  he  rode,  a  damsel  gay 
In  russet  robes  to  market  took  lier  way : 
Soon  on  the  girl  he  cast  an  amorous  eye. 
So  straight  she  walk*d,  and  on  her  pasterns  liigh : 
If  seeing  her  behind  he  lik*d  her  pace. 
Now  turning  short,  he  better  likes  her  face. 
He  lights  in  haste,  and,  full  of  youthful  fire. 
By  force  accomplished  his  obscene  desire : 
This  done,  away  he  rode,  not  uncspy*d. 
For  swarming  at  his  back  the  country  cry*d : 
And  once  in  view  they  never  lost  the  sight, 
But  seized,  and  pinion *d,  brought  to  court  the  knight. 
Then  oouMs  of  kings  were  held  in  liigh  renown. 
Ere  made  the  common  brothels  of  the  town : 
There,  virgins  honourable  vows  recciv*d. 
But  chaste  as  maids  in  monasteries  liv*d  : 
The  king  himself,  to  nuptial  tics  a  slave. 
No  bad  example  to  hb  poets  gave: 
And  they,  not  bad,  but  in  a  vicious  age. 
Had  not,  to  please  the  prince,  debauched  the  stage. 
Now  what  should   ArUiur  do?     He  lov*d  the 
knight. 
But  sovereign  monarchs  arc  tlie  source  of  riglit : 
Mov*d  by  the  damsel's  tears  and  common  cry. 
He  doom*d  the  brutal  ravisher  to  die. 
But  fiur  Geneura  rose  in  his  defence. 
And  pray'd  so  hard  for  mercy  from  the  prince. 
That  to  his  queen  the  king  tli*  offender  gave. 
And  left  it  in  her  power  to  kill  or  save : 
This  gracious  act  the  ladies  all  approve. 
Who  thought  it  much  a  man  should  die  for  love ; 
And  with  their  mistress  join'd  in  close  debate 
(Covering  their  kindness  with  dissembled  hate) 
If  not  to  free  him,  to  prolong  his  fate. 
At  last  agreed  they  call*d  him  by  consent 
Before  the  queen  and  female  parliament. 
And  the  fair  speaker  rising  from  the  chair. 
Did  thus  the  judgment  of  the  house  declare. 

<*  Sir  knight,  though  I  have  ask'd  thy  life,  yet  still 
Thy  destiny  depends  upon  my  will : 
Nor  hast  thou  other  surety  than  the  grace 
Not  due  to  thee  from  our  offended  race. 
But  as  our  kind  is  of  a  softer  mold, 
And  cannot  blood  witltout  a  sigh  behold, 
I  grant  thee  life :  reserving  still  the  power 
To  take  the  forfeit  when  I  see  my  hour: 
Unless  thy  answer  to  my  next  demand 
Shall  set  thee  free  from  our  avenging  hand. 
The  question,  whose  solution  I  require. 
Is.  What  the  sex  of  women  most  desire  ? 
his  dispute  thy  judges  are  at  strife ; 
rare ;  for  on  thy  wit  deiiends  thy  life. 


Yet  (lest,  surpris*d,  unknowing  what  to  wnf, 
Thou  damn  thyself)  we  give  thee  farther  day : 
A  year  is  thine  to  wander  at  thy  will ; 
And  learn  from  others,  if  thou  want^st  the  skill 
But,  not  to  hold  our  proff*er  turn*d  in  scorn, 
Good  sureties  will  we  have  for  thy  return ; 
That  at  the  time  prefixM  thou  shalt  obey, 
And  at  thy  pledge's  peril  keep  thy  day." 

Woe  was  the  knight  at  this  severe  command : 
But  well  he  knew  'twas  bootless  to  withstand : 
The  terms  accepted  as  the  fiur  ordain, 
He  put  in  bail  for  liis  return  again. 
And  promis'd  answer  at  the  day  assigned. 
The  best,  with  Heaven's  assistance,  he  could  find. 

His  leave  thus  taken,  on  his  way  he  went 
WiUi  heavy  heart,  and  full  of  discontent. 
Misdoubting  much,  and  fearful  of  th*^  event 
'Twas  hard  the  truth  of  such  a  point  to  find. 
As  was  not  yet  agreed  among  thfe  kind. 
Thus  on  he  went ;  still  anxious  more  and  more, 
Ask'd  all  he  met,  and  knock'd  at  every  door ; 
Enquir'd  of  men ;  but  made  his  chief  request 
To  learn  from  women  what  they  lov'd  the  best. 
They  answer*d  each  according  to  her  mind 
To  please  herself,  not  all  the  female  kind. 
One  was  for  wealth,  another  was  for  place: 
Crones,  old  and  ugly,  wish'd  a  better  face. 
Tlie  widow's  wish  was  oftentimes  to  wed ; 
Tlie  wanton  maids  were  all  for  sport  a-bcd. 
Some  said  tlie  sex  were  pleas'd  with  handsome  lies, 
And  some  gross  flattery  lov'd  without  disguise : 
"  Truth  is,"  says  one,  "  he  seldom  fiails  to  win 
Who  flatters  well ;  for  that's  our  darling  sin : 
But  long  attendance,  and  a  duteous  mind,  ^^ 
Will  work  ev'n  witli  the  wisest  of  the  kind." 
One  thought  the  sex's  prime  felicity 
Was  from  the  bonds  of  wedlock  to  be  free : 
Tlicir  pleasures,  hours,  and  actions,  all  their  own, 
And  uncontrol'd  to  give  account  to  none. 
Some  wish  a  husband-fool  5  but  such  are  curst, 
For  fools  perverse  of  husbands  are  the  worst : 
All  women  would  be  counted  chaste  and  wise, 
Nor  should  our  spouses  see,  but  with  our  eyes ; 
For  fooU  will  prate  ;  and  though  they  want  the  wit 
To  find  close  faults,  yet  open  blots  will  hit: 
Though  better  for  tlieir  ease  to  hold  tlieir  tongue, 
For  woman-kind  was  never  in  the  wrong. 
So  noise  ensues,  and  quarrels  last  for  life ; 
Tlie  wife  abhors  the  fool,  the  fool  the  wife. 
And  some  men  say  that  groat  delight  have  we^ 
To  be  for  truth  extoU'd,  and  secrecy  : 
And  constant  in  one  purpose  still  to  dwell; 
And  not  our  husbands'  counsels  to  reveal. 
But  that's  a  fable  :  for  our  sex  is  frail. 
Inventing  rather  than  not  tell  a  tale. 
Like  leaky  sieves  no  secrets  we  can  hold: 
Witness  the  famous  tale  tliat  Ovid  told. 

Midas  the  king,  as  in  his  book  appears, 
By  Phoebus  was  endow'd  with  ass's  ears. 
Which  under  his  long  locks  he  well  conceal'd, 
As  monarchs*  vices  must  not  toe  reveal'd. 
For  fear  the  people  have  tliem  in  the  wind. 
Who  long  ago  were  neither  dumb  nor  blind : 
Nor  apt  to  think  from  Heaven  their  title  springii 
Since  Jove  and  Mars  left  off  begetting  kings. 
Tliis  Midas  knew :  and  durst  communicate 
To  none  but  to  his  wife  his  oars  of  state  : 
One  must  be  trusted,  and  he  thought  her  fit. 
As  passing  prudent,  and  a  paiious  wit. 
To  tliis  sagacious  ccnfessor  he  went. 
And  told  her  what  a  gift  the  gods  had  tent  1 
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But  told  it  under  matrimoaml  seal,  . 

With  strict  injunction  nerer  to  reveal. 

Hie  secret  beard»  she  plighted  him  her  troth, 

(And  sacred  sure  is  every  wOman*s  oath) 

xhe  royal  malady  should  rest  unknown. 

Both  for  her  hu^Mmd*s  honour  and  her  own ; 

But  ne'ertbeleis  she  pin*d  with  discontent ; 

Hie  counsel  rumbled  till  it  found  a  vent. 

The  thing  she  knew  she  was  obliged  to  hide; 

By  interest  and  by  oath  the  wife  was  ty*d ; 

But  if  she  told  it  not,  the  woman  dy'd. 

Loth  to  betray  a  husband  and  a  prince, 

But  Ae  must  burst,  or  blab  :  and  no  pretence 

Of  honour  ty'd  her  tongue  from  sel^efence. 

A  marshy  ground  oommodiously  Was  near, 

Tfaitfaer  she  ran,  and  held  her  breath  for  fear, 

Lert  if  a  word  ^  spoke  of  any  thing, 

That  word  might  hi  the  secret  of  the  king. 

Tfans  full  of  coi^^sel  to  the  fen  she  went, 

Grip'd  all  the  way,  and  longing  for  a  vent ; 

Axnr'd,  by  pun*  necessity  compelPd, 

On  her  majettie  marrow-bones  she  kneel'd  : 

Hien  to  the  water's  brink  she  Uid  her  head 

Antd,  as  a  bittour  bumps  within  a  reed, 

•^  To  tliee  alone,  O  Lake,"  she  said,  «  I  tell, 

(And,  as  thy  queen,  command  thee  to  conceal): 

Beneath  his  locks  the  king  my  husband  wears 

A  goodly  royal  pair  of  ass*s  ears. 

Now  I  hare  eas*d  my  bosom  of  the  pain, 

T31  tbe  next  longing  fit  return  again.*' 

Thus  dirough  a  woman  was  the  secret  known ; 
Tell  u^  and  in  effect  you  tell  the  town. 
Bat  to  my  tale :   Hie  knight  with  heavy  cheer, 
Waodering  in  vain,  had  now  consum*d  the  year  : 
One  day  was  only  left  to  solve  the  doubt. 
Yet  knew  no  more  than  when  he  first  set  out 
But  heme  be  must,  and,  as  tfa'  award  had  been, 
TieU  np  fab  body  captire  to  the  queen. 
In  das  despairing  state  he  hapt  to  ridc^ 
As  Fartune  led  Sm,  by  a  forest  side : 
Looely  tiie  vale,  and  fall  of  horrour  stood, 
Btvwn  with  (be  shade  of  a  religious  wood : 
When  fbU  before  him  at  the  noon  of  night, 
(TIk  Mooo  was  up,  and  shot  a  gleamy  light) 
He  aaw  a  quite  of  ladies  in  a  round, 
Tloift  featly  looting  seem*d  to  skim  the  ground : 
T^Bs  dfiring  hand  in  hand,  so  Ught  they  were, 
He  knew  not  where  they  trod,  on  earth  or  air. 
At  speed  he  drove,  and  came  a  sudden  guest, 
la  hope  where  many  women  were,  at  least, 
SoiBe  one  by  chance  might  answer  his  request. 
Bflt  fiHier  than  his  horse  the  ladies  fiew, 
Aad  in  a  trice  were  vanish'd  out  of  riew. 

Omt  only  bag  remain'd  :  but  fouler  fiu* 
Iksa  grandame  apes  in  Indian  forests  are ; 
AgsiBBt  a  withered  oak  she  lean*d  her  weight, 
Plrapp*d  OB  her  trusty  sisff,  not  half  upri^t, 
And  dnipp'd  an  aukward  court*sy  to  the  knij^ 
l^ea  svd,  **  What  makes  you,  sir,  so  late  abroad 
Wkfaoot  a  guide,  and  this  no  beaten  road? 
Or  want  you  auglit  diat  here  you  hope  to  find. 
Or  tnvel  for  some  trouble  in  your  mind  ? 
IW  last  I  guess  ;  and  if  I  read  aright, 

t  at  oar  acx  are  bound  to  serve  a  knight; 
aps  good  connsd  may  your  gprief  assuage, 
t teuyour  pain :  fbrvrisdomis  inage.**  pmow 

To  ttis  the  knight:  **  Good  mother,  would  you 
Tite  seoet  cause  and  spring  of  all  my  woe? 
Mf  ife  mat  with  to-morrow's  light  eipire, 
1 1  tdl  what  women  moat  desire. 


Now  could  you  help  me  at  this  hard  essay, 

Or  for  your  inborn  goodness,  or  for  pay ; 

Yours  is  my  life,  redeem'd  by  your  adrice. 

Ask  what  you  please,  and  I  will  pay  the  price : 

The  proudest  kerchief  of  the  court  shall  rest 

Well  satisfyM  of  what  they  love  the  best  *' 

<<  Plight  me  thy  faith,**  quoth  she, «  That  what  I  ask. 

Thy  danger  over,  and  perform*d  thy  task. 

That  thou  shalt  give  for  hire  of  thy  demaind ; 

Here  take  thy  oath,  and  seal  it  on  my  hand ; 

It  warrant  thee,  on  peril  of  my  lifo. 

Thy  words  shidl  please  both  widow,  maid,  and  wife.** 

More  words  there  needed  not  to  move  the  knight. 
To  take  her  ofibr,  and  his  truth  to  plight. 
With  that  she  spread  a  mantle  on  the  ground. 
And,  first  inquiring  whither  he  was  bound. 
Bade  him  not  foar,  though  long  and  rough  the  way. 
At  court  he  should  arrive  ere  break  of  day ; 
His  horse  should  find  the  way  without  a  guide, 
She  said :  with  fkry  they  began  to  ride, 
He  on  the  midst,  die  beldam  at  his  side. 
The  horse,  what  devD  drove  I  cannot  tell. 
But  only  this,  they  sped  their  journey  well : 
And  all  the  way  the  crone  inform*d  die  knight. 
How  he  should  answer  the  demand  aright   [spread 

To  court  they  came;   the  news  was    quickly 
Of  his  returning  to  redeem  his  head. 
The  female  senate  was  assembled  soon. 
With  all  the  mob  of  women  of  the  town : 
Hie  queen  sate  lord  chief  justice  of  the  hall. 
And  bade  the  crier  dte  the  criminaL 
The  knight  appear*d ;  and  silence  they  proclaim  t 
Hien  first  the  culprit  answer*d  to  his  name : 
And,  after  forms  of  law,  was  last  requir'd 
To  name  the  thing  that  women  most  desir'd. 

Hi*  oflimder,  taught  his  lesson  by  the  way^ 
And  by  his  counsel  order*d  what  to  say, 
Thus  bold  began :  «  My  lady  liege,**  said  he^ 
«  What  all  your  sex  desire  is  sovereignty. 
The  wife  affects  her  husband  to  command  : 
All  must  be  hers,  both  money,  house,  and  land. 
The  maids  are  mistresses  ev*n  in  their  name  ; 
And  of  their  servants  foil  dominion  claim. 
This,  at  the  peril  of  my  head,  I  say, 
A  blunt  plain  truth,  the  sex  aspires  to  sway. 
You  to  rule  all,  while  we,  like  slaves,  obey.' 
Hiere  was  not  one,  or  widow,  maid,  or  wife. 
But  said  the  knight  had  well  deserv*d  his  lifo. 
Ev'n  foir  Geneura,  with  a  blush,  confess*d 
Tbe  man  had  found  what  women  love  the  best 

Up  starts  the  beldam,  who  was  there  unseen : 
And,  reverence  made,  accosted  thus  the  queen. 
"  My  liege,*'  said  she,  «  before  the  court  arisen 
May  I,  poor  wretch,  find  fkvour  in  your  eyes, 
To  grant  my  just  request :  *twas  I  who  taught 
Tbe  kni^t  tins  answer,  and  inspir*d  his  thought 
None  but  a  woman  could  a  man  direct 
To  tell  us  women,  what  we  most  affect 
But  first  I  swore  him  on  his  knighdy  troth, 
(And  here  demand  performance  of  his  oath) 
To  grant  the  boon  that  next  I  should  desire  ; 
He  gave  his  faidi,  and  I  expect  my  hire: 
My  promise  is  fulfill*d :  I  sav*d  his  life. 
And  daim  his  debt,  to  take  me  for  his  wifis.** 
The  knight  was  ask*d,  nor  could  his  oath  deny. 
But  hoped  they  would  not  force  him  to  comply. 
The  women,  who  would  rather  wrest  the  laws, 
Than  let  a  sister-plaintiff  lose  the  cause, 
(As  judges  on  the  bench  more  gracious  are, 
And  more  attent,  to  brothers  of  the  bar,) 
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Ciy*d  one  and  all,  the  suppliant  should  have  right. 
And  to  the  giandame  hag  adjudg'd  the  knight. 

In  TBin  be  sigfa'd,  and  oft  with  tears  desir*d. 
Some  reasonable  suit  might  be  lequir'd. 
But  still  the  crone  was  constant  to  her  note: 
The  more  he  qioke,  the  more  she  8tretch*d  her  throat. 
In  TBin  he  proffer*d  all  his  ffoods,  to  save 
His  body  destm'd  to  that  bving  grave, 
llie  liquorish  hag  rejects  the  pelf  with  scorn ; 
Ajid  nothing  but  the  man  would  serve  her  turn. 
**  Not  all  the  wealth  of  eastern  kings,"  said  she, 
**  Have  power  to  part  my  plighted  love  and  me : 
And,  old  and  u^y  as  I  am,  and  poor, 
Yet  never  will  I  break  the  fidth  I  swore ; 
For  mine  thou  art  by  promise,  during  li^ 
And  I  thy  loving  and  obedient  wife." 

**  My  love !  nay  rather  my  damnation  thou,** 
Said  he :  «  nor  am  I  bound  to  keep  my  vow  ; 
The  fiend  thy  sire  hath  sent  thee  from  below, 
Else  how  could'st  thou  my  secret  sorrows  know  ? 
Avant,  old  witch,  for  I  renounce  thy  bed : 
The  queen  may  take  the  forfeit  of  my  head, 
Ere  any  of  my  race  so  foul  a  crone  shall  wed.** 
Both  heard,    the  judge  pronounc'd  agiinst   the 

knight; 
So  was  he  marry*d  in  his  own  despite : 
And  all  day  after  hid  him  as  an  owl. 
Not  able  to  sustain  a  sight  so  foul. 
Perhi^  the  reader  thinJcs  I  do  him  wrong, 
To  pass  the  marriage  foast  and  nuptial  song : 
Miith  there  was  none,  the  man  was  d-ia-^nok, 
And  little  courage  had  to  make  his  court. 
To  bed  they  went,  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride : 
Was  never  such  an  ilUpair'd  couple  ty'd : 
Restleas  he  toos'd,  and  tumbled  to  and  fro, 
And  roU*d  and  wriggled  further  off*  for  woe. 
The  good  old  wife  lay  smiling  by  his  side. 
And  caught  him  in  her  quivering  arms,  and  ciy'd, 
<*  When  you  my  ravish*d  predecessor  saw, 
You  were  not  then  become  thb  man  of  straw  ; 
Had  you  been  such,  you  might  have  *scap*d  the  law. 
Is  this  the  custom  of  king  Arthur's  court  ? 
Are  all  round-table  knights  of  such  a  sort? 
Remember  I  am  she  who  8Bv*d  your  life. 
Your  loving,  lawftd,  and  complying  wife : 
Not  thus  you  swore  in  your  unhappy  hour, 
Nor  I  for  this  return  employ*d  my  power. 
In  time  of  need,  I  was  your  faithftil  friend ; 
Nor  did  I  since,  nor  ever  will  offend. 
Believe  me,  my  lov'd  lord,  *tis  much  unkind ; 
What  Fury  has  posaess'd  your  alter*d  mind? 
Tlius  on  my  wedding-night  without  pretence— 
Come  turn  this  way,  or  tell  me  my  oiSTence. 
If  not  your  wifo,  let  reason's  rule  persuade ; 
Name  but  my  fiuilt,  amends  shall  soon  be  made.** 
«  Amends !  nay  that's  impossible,"  said  he; 
**  What  change  of  age  or  ugliness  can  be  ? 
Or,  could  Medea's  magic  mend  thy  fSioe, 
Thou  art  descended  frrai  so  mean  a  race, 
TbtX  never  knight  was  match'd  with  such  disgrace. 
What  wonder,  madam,  if  I  move  my  side^ 
When,  if  I  torn,  I  turn  to  such  a  bride?** 
«  And  is  diis  all  that  troubles  you  so  sore?'* 
*<  Andwhatthedeviloould'stthouwishmemore?'* 
«  Ah,  Benedidte,"  rqUy'd  the  crone : 
«  Then  cause  of  just  complaining  have  you  none. 
The  remedy  to  this  were  soon  apply'd. 
Would  you  be  like  the  bridegroom  to  the  bride : 
But,  for  you  say  a  long  descended  race. 
And  wealth,  and  dignity,  and  power,  and  places 


Make  gentlemen,  and  that  your  high  degree 

Is  muSk  dispaiag'd  to  be  match'd  with  me ; 

Know  this,  my  lord,  nobility  of  blood 

Is  but  a  gUttering  and  fidlacious  good : 

The  noblenum  is  he  whose  noble  mind 

Is  fiU'd  widi  inborn  worth,  unbonrow'd  from  his  kind. 

Tbe  King  of  Heaven  was  in  a  manger  laid ; 

And  took  his  earth  but  from  an  bumble  maid ; 

Then  what  can  birth,  or  mortal  men,  bestow? 

Since  floods  no  higher  than  their  fountains  flow. 

We,  who  for  name  and  empty  honour  strive. 

Our  true  nobility  from  him  derive. 

Your  ancestors,  who  puff  your  mind  with  pride^ 

And  vast  estates  to  mighty  titles  ty'd. 

Did  not  your  honour,  but  their  own,  advance  ; 

For  virtue  comes  not  by  inheritance. 

If  you  tralineate  from  your  fiither's  mind. 

What  are  you  else  but  of  a  bastard-kind? 

Do,  as  your  great  progenitors  have  donc^ 

And  by  their  virtues  prove  jrourself  their  son. 

No  &ther  can  inftise  or  wit  or  grace ; 

A  mother  comes  across,  and  mars  the  race. 

A  grandsire  or  a  grandame  taints  the  blood  ; 

And  seldom  three  descents  continue  good. 

Were  virtue  by  descent,  a  noble  name 

Could  never  villaniie  his  father's  fame : 

But,  as  the  first,  the  last  of  all  the  line 

Would  like  the  Sun  even  in  descending  shine  ; 

Take  fire,  and  bear  it  to  the  darkest  hcniae. 

Betwixt  king  Arthur's  court  and  Caucasus; 

If  you  depart,  the  flame  shall  still  remain. 

And  the  bright  blaze  enlighten  all  the  pldm  : 

Nor,  till  the  fuel  perish,  can  decay, 

By  Nature  form'd  on  things  combustible  to  pray. 

Such  is  not  man,  who,  mixing  better  seed 

With  worse,  begets  a  base  degenerate  breed  : 

The  bad  corrupts  the  good,  sind  leaves  behmd 

No  trace  of  all  the  great  begetter's  nund. 

The  fitther  sinks  within  his  son,  we  see, 

And  often  rises  in  the  third  degree ; 

If  better  luck  a  better  mother  give. 

Chance  gave  us  being,  and  by  chance  we  live. 

Such  as  our  atoms  were,  even  such  are  we. 

Or  call  it  chance,  or  strong  necessity : 

Thus  loaded  with  dead  w^ght,  the  will  is  ffcee. 

And  thus  it  needs  must  be :  for  seed  conjoin'd 

Lets  into  nature's  work  th*  imperfect  kind ; 

But  fire,  th'  enlivener  of  the  general  frame, 

Is  one,  its  operation  still  the  same. 

Itq  principle  is  in  itself:  while  ours 

Works,  as  confederates  war,  with  mingled  powcre  g 

Or  roan  or  woman,  whichsoever  fails : 

And,  ofl,  the  vigour  of  the  worse  prevails. 

Ether  with  sulphur  blended  alters  hue. 

And  casts  a  dusky  gleam  of  Sodom  blue. 

Urns,  in  a  brute,  their  ancient  honour  ends^ 

And  the  fiur  mermaid  in  a  fish  descends : 

Ibe  line  is  gone;  no  longer  duke  or  earl ; 

But,  by  hiiJMelf  degraded,  turns  a  chuiL 

Nobili^  of  blood  is  but  renown 

Of  thy  great  fiuhers  by  their  virtue  known. 

And  a  long  trail  of  light,  to  thee  descending  dom-g^ 

If  in  thy  smoke  it  enu,  their  ivories  shine ; 

But  infiuny  and  villanage  are  thine. 

Then  what  I  said  befofe  is  pbinly  sbow'd» 

The  true  nobility  proceeds  fltxn  God : 

Nor  left  us  by  inheritance,  but  given 

By  bounty  of  our  stan,  and  grace  of  Heaven. 

lius  fVom  a  captive  Servius  Tulliua  rose^ 

Whom  for  his  virtues  the  first  Romans  chose : 
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FaMaos  from  tiiar  vwOt  rapdl'd  tiw  toe. 

Whose  noble  handb  had  cxerds'd  the  ploi^h. 

From  bence,  my  lord  and  love,  I  thus  conclude, 

TW  tfaougb  my  bomdy  ancestors  were  rude, 

Meio  ss  I  am,  yet  I  may  hare  the  grace 

To  make  yoa  fitther  of  a  generous  noe : 

And  noble  then  am  I,  when  I  begin. 

In  Viitae  cloath'd,  to  cast  the  rags  of  Shi. 

If  pofctty  be  my  ophraided  crime^ 

Aad  yaa  beliere  m  Heaven,  there  was  a  tunc 

Wheo  He^  die  great  controller  of  aur  fate, 

DagnM  to  be  man,  and  lhr*d  in  low  estate : 

Whidi  be,  who  had  the  world  at  his  dispose. 

If  poterty  were  vice,  would  never  choose. 

lUloiophen  have  said,  and  poets  sing. 

Hat  a  glad  poverty's  an  honest  thing. 

CboteBt  is  wealth,  the  riches  of  the  mind ; 

And  happy  he  who  can  that  treasure  find. 

Bat  the  base  miser  starves  amidst  his  store, 

fireodf  00  his  goAd,  and,  griping  sCiU  at  more. 

Sis  ttdly  pining,  aind  believes  he'a  poor. 

The  lagged  be^jar,  though  he  want  relief, 

fl»  not  to  lose,  and  sings  before  the  thief. 

Want  is  a  bitter  and  a  hateful  good, 

Betuse  its  virtues  are  not  understood : 

Tet  many  things,  impossible  to  thought, 

Have  been  by  need  to  full  perfection  brought : 

The  daring  oif  the  soul  proceeds  from  thence, 

&rpae»  of  wit,  and  active  diligence ; 

Fnidenctf  at  once,  and  fortitude,  it  gives. 

And,  if  in  patience  taken,  mends  our  lives ; 

Ihot  ev'n  that  indigence,  that  brings  me  low. 

Hakes  me  myself  and  Hira  above,  to  know. 

A  good  whidi  none  would  challenge,  few  would 

choose, 
A  fair  poaecsaon,  which  mankind  refuse. 
If  «e  from  wealth  to  poverty  descend, 
Want  gives  to  know  the  flatterer  from  the  friend. 
If  1  am  ok!  and  ugly,  well  for  you, 
Xo  lewd  adulterer  will  my  love  pursue ; 
Nor  jealousy,  the  bane  of  marry'd  life, 
SUl  hnmt  you  for  a  wither'd  homely  wife ; 
^ageaod  ugtineas,  as  all  agree, 
Aa  the  best  guards  of  female  chastity. 

"  Tet  snce  I  see  your  mind  is  worldly  bent, 
1^  do  ray  beat  to  frirther  your  content. 
^  therefore  of  two  gifts  in  my  dispose. 
Think  ere  yen  speak,  I  grant  you  leave  to  choose ; 
VonU  jou  I  should  be  still  deform*d  and  old, 
^^WKOus  to  touch,  and  loathsome  to  behokl ; 
Oi  this  condition  to  remain  for  life 
Acaicfiil,  tender,  and  obedient  wife, 
latU  I  am,  contribute  to  your  ease, 
^  not  m  deed,  or  word,  or  thought,  displease  ? 
^vottkl  you  rather  have  me  young  and  fiur, 
Aad  take  the  chance  that  h^ipens  to  your  share  ? 
Toptatkas  are  in  beauty,  and  in  youth, 
^ hov  can  you  dqiend  upon  my  truth? 
Nov  wdgh  the  danger  with  the  doubtful  bliss, 
Aadthsak  yourself  if  aught  should  fidl  amiss.' 

8br  agh'd  the  knight,  who  this  kmg 


^Hgtb,  conklering  all,  his  heart  he  cheer'd ; 
^tfansreply'd :  **  My  lady  and  my  wife, 
^yoor  wise  conduct  I  resign  my  life : 
^^W  yon  for  ms^  for  well  you  understand 
^fclBie  good  aad  iO,  on  either  hand : 
^ifaa  bunlile  husband  may  req[ueat, 
^XMide,  aid  order  all  things  for  the  best ; 
Ynnbe  tfaa care  to  proSt,  and  to  please: 
^kt your  8uti}ect  servant  take  hb  ease." 


**  Hien  thus  in  peace,**  quoth  she,  "  concludes 

the  strife, 
Since  I  am  tum'd  the  husband,  you  the  wife : 
The  matrimonial  victory  is  mine, 
Which,  having  fairly  gain'd,  I  will  resign ; 
Foivive  if  I  have  saiid  or  done  amiss. 
And  seal  the  bargain  with  a  friendly  kiss : 
I  promis'd  you  but  one  content  to  share. 
But  now  I  win  become  both  good  and  &ir. 
No  nuptial  quarrel  shall  disturb  your  case ; 
The  business  of  my  life  shall  be  to  please : 
And  for  my  beauty,  that,  as  time  shall  try ; 
But  draw  the  curtain  fir^  and  cast  your  eye.'* 
He  look'd,  and  saw  a  creature  heavenly  fair, 
In  bloom  of  youth,  and  of  a  charming  air. 
With  joy  he  turn'd,  and  seiz'd  her  ivory  arm ; 
And  like  Pygmalion  found  the  statue  warm.    ' 
Small  arguments  there  needed  to  prevail, 
A  storm  of  kisses  pour'd  as  thick  as  hail. 
Thus  long  in  mutual  bliss  they  lay  embrac'd, 
And  their  first  love  continued  to  the  last : 
One  sunsliine  was  their  life,  no  cloud  between ; 
Nor  ever  was  a  kinder  couple  seen. 

And  so  may  all  our  lives  like  thdrs  be  led ; 
Heaven  send  the  maids  young  husbands  fteA  in 

bed; 
May  widows  wed  as  oflen  as  they  can. 
And  ever  for  the  better  change  their  man ; 
And  some  devouring  plague  pursue  their  lives. 
Who  will  not  well  be  govem'd  by  their  wives. 


CHARACTER  OF  A  GOOD  PARSON. 

A  PARISH  priest  was  of  the  pilgrim-train ; 

An  awfiil,  reverend,  and  religious  man. 

His  eyes  diffus'd  a  venerable  grace, 

And  charity  itself  was  in  his  face. 

Rich  was  hb  soul,  though  his  attire  was  poor. 

As  God  had  doth'd  his  own  ambassador. 

For  such,  on  Earth,  his  bless'd  Redeemer  bore. 

Of  sixty  years  he  seem'd ;  and  well  might  last 

To  sixty  more,  but  that  he  liv'd  too  fast ; 

Refin'd  himself  to  soul,  to  curb  the  sense ; 

And  made  almost  a  sin  of  abstinence. 

Yet,  had  his  a^>ect  nothing  of  severe. 

But  such  a  face  as  promis'd  him  sincere. 

Nothing  reserv'd  or  sullen  wss  to  see : 

But  sweet  regards,  and  pleaamg  sanctity : 

Mild  was  his  accent,  and  his  action  free. 

With  eloquence  innate  his  tongue  was  arm'd ; 

Though  harsh  the  precept,  yet  the  people  charm'd 

For,  letting  down  the  golden  chain  from  high. 

He  drew  his  audience  upward  to  the  sky  : 

And  oft  with  holy  hymns  he  charm'd  their  ears, 

(A  music  more  melodious  than  the  spheres,) 

For  David  left  him,  when  he  went  to  rest, 

His  lyre ;  and  after  him  he  sung  the  best 

He  bore  his  great  commission  in  his  look : 

But  sweetly  temper'd  awe ;  andsoflen'd  all  he  spoke. 

He  preachM  the  joys  of  Heaven,  and  pains  of  Hell, 

And  wam'd  the  smner  with  becoming  seal; 

But  on  eternal  mercy  lov'd  to  dwell. 

He  taught  the  gospel  rather  than  the  law ; 

And  forc'd  hunself  to  drive ;  but  k)v'd  to  draw. 

For  Fear  but  freezes  minds :  but  Love,  like  heat» 

Exhales  the  soul  sublime,  to  seek  her  native  seat. 
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To  threap  the  itubboni  doner  oft  fa  hard, 
Wrapp*d  in  his  crimes,  against  the  stonn  prepared  ; 
But  when  the  milder  beams  of  Mercy  plagft» 
He  melts,  and  throws  his  cumbrous  cloak  awagr* 
Liglitiling  and  thunder  (Heaven*s  artillery) 
As  harbingers  before  th*  Almighty  fly : 
Hiose  but  proclaim  his  style,  and  disappear ; 
The  stiller  sound  sucoeed^  and  God  is  there. 

The  tithes,  his  parish  freely  paid,  he  took ; 
But  never  sued,  or  curs*d  with  bell  and  book. 
With  patience  bearing  wrong ;  but  offering  none : 
Since  every  man  is  fne  to  lose  his  own. 
The  counb7  churls,  according  to  their  kind, 
(Who  grudge  their  dues,  and  love  to  be  behind,) 
The  less  he  sought  his  offerings,  pinch'd  the  more. 
And  prais'd  a  priest  contented  to  be  poor. 

Yet  of  his  little  he  had  some  to  ^>are. 
To  feed  the  famished,  and  to  clothe  the  bare : 
For  mortify*d  he  was  to  that  degree, 
A  poorer  dian  himself  he  would  not  see. 
IVue  priests,  he  said,  and  preachers  of  the  word, 
Were  only  stewards  of  their  sovereign  lord ; 
Nothing  was  theirs ;  but  all  the  public  store : 
Intrusted  riches,  to  relieve  the  poor. 
Who,  should  they  steal,  for  want  of  his  relief. 
He  judged  himself  accomplice  with  the  thief. 

Wide  was  hb  parish ;  not  contracted  close 
In  streets,  but  here  and  there  a  straggling  house ; 
Yet  still  he  was  at  hand,  without  request. 
To  serve  the  sick ;  to  succour  the  distressed : 
Tempting,  on  foot,  alone,  without  affright. 
The  dangers  of  a  duk  tempestuous  night. 

All  this,  the  good  old  man  perfonn*d  alone, 
Nor  spared  his  pains ;  for  curate  he  had  noncu 
Nor  durst  he  trust  another  with  his  care ; 
Nor  ro^  himself  to  Faurs,  the  public  fiir. 
To  chaffer  for  preferment  with  his  gold. 
Where  bishoprics  and  smecures  are  sold. 
But  didy  watch*d  his  flock,  by  night  and  day ; 
And  from  the  prowling  wolf  redeemed  the  prey : 
And  hungry  sent  the  wily  fox  away. 

The  proud  he  tam*d,  the  penitent  he  cheer*d : 
Nor  to  rebuke  the  rich  offender  fcar'd. 
His  praachiiig  much,  but  more  his  practice  wrought, 

iA  living  sermon  of  the  truths  he  taught,) 
\>r  this  by  rules  severe  his  life  he  squar*d : 
That  all  might  see  the  doctrine  which  they  heard. 
For  priests,  he  said,  are  patterns  for  the  rest 
(The  gold  of  Heaven,  who  bear  the  God  impreas'd) : 
But  when  the  precious  coin  is  kept  unclean. 
The  sovereign's  image  is  no  longer  seen* 
If  they  be  foul  on  whom  the  people  trusty 
Well  nuiy  the  baser  brass  contract  a  rust. 
The  prelate,  for  his  holy  life  he  prix*d ; 
The  worldly  pomp  of  preUu^  despis'd. 
His  Saviour  came  not  with  a  gaudy  show ; 
Nor  was  his  kingdom  of  the  world  below. 
Patience  in  want,  and  poverty  of  mind. 
These  marks  of  church  and  churchmen  he  design'd. 
And  living  taught,  and  dying  left  behind. 
The  crown  he  wore  was  of  the  pointed  thorn : 
In  purple  he  was  crucified,  not  bom. 
They  who  contend  for  place  and  high  degree. 
Are  not  his  sons,  but  those  of  Zeb^ee. 

Not  but  he  knew  the  signs  of  earthly  power 
Might  well  become  Saint  Peter's  successor; 
The  holy  father  holds  a  double  reign,  [plain. 

The  prince  may  keep  his  pomp,  the  fisher  must  be 
Such  was  the  saint ;  who  shone  with  every  grace. 
Reflecting,  Moses  like,  his  Maker's  face. 


God  aair  his  iuM^  ttvaly  waa  «i|iicaa*d; 
And  hia  own  work,  aa  in  creatioii,  bleaa'd. 


The  tempter  aaw  him  too  with  envioua  eye  ; 
And,  aa  on  Job,  demanded  leave  to  try. 
He  took  the  time  whim  Richard  waa  depoa'd. 
And  high  and  low  with  happy  Harry  cloa'd. 

Thia  prince,  though  great  in  aima^  the  priol 
withstood: 
Near  though  he  wa^  yet  not  the  next  of  bkwd. 
Had  Ricfaardt  unooDatrain'd,  resign'd  the  throne^ 
A  king  can  give  no  more  than  is  his  own : 
The  title  stood  entaifd^  had  Richard  bad  a  aoa. 

Conqueat,  an  odioaa  name,  waa  laid  aaide^ 
Where  all  aubmitted,  none  the  battle  try'd. 
The  senseless  plea  of  right  by  Providence 
Was,  by  a  flattering  priest,  invented  since; 
And  lasts  no  longer  than  the  present  sway  ; 
But  justifies  the  next  who  comes  in  play. 

The  people's  right  remains ;  let  tliose  who  dare 
Dispute  their  power,  when  they  the  judges  are. 

He  join'd  not  in  their  dioice,  because  he  knew 
Worse  might,  and  often  did,  from  change  ensue. 
Much  to  fimsdf  he  thought;  but  little  ^poke  ; 
And,  undepriv'd,  his  benefice  forsook,     [stretch'd : 

Now,  through  the  land,  his  cure  of  souU  ha 
And  like  a  primitive  apostle  preach'd. 
Still  cheerful ;  ever  constant  to  his  call ; 
By  many  follow'd ;  lov'd  by  moat,  admir'd  bv  all 
With  what  he  begg'd,  his  brethren  he  reliev*a  ; 
And  gave  the  charities  hiinaelf  receiv'd. 
Gave,  while  he  taught ;  and  edify'd  the  more. 
Because  he  show'd,  by  proof,  'twas  easy  to  be  paoi« 

He  went  not  widi  ibe  crowd  to  see  a  shiina; 
But  fed  us,  by  the  way,  with  food  divine 

In  deference  to  his  virtues,  I  forbear 
To  show  you  what  the  rest  ui  orders  were : 
Hits  brillknt  is  so  spotless,  and  so  bright. 
He  needs  no  foil,  but  ttiaigt  by  his  own  proper 
light. 


THEODORE  AND  HONORIA. 

Op  all  the  cities  in  Romanian  lands. 
The  chief,  and  most  renown'd,  Ravenna  stands^ 
Adora'd  in  ancient  times  with  arms  and  arta» 
And  rich  inhabitants,  with  generoua  hearts. 
But  Theodore  the  brave,  above  the  reat. 
With  gifb  of  Fortune  and  of  Nature  bleaa*d» 
The  foremost  pUce  for  wealth  and  honour  UM, 
And  all  in  feats  of  chivahry  excell'd. 

Thia  noble  youth  to  madness  lov'd  a  dame 
Of  high  degree,  Honoila  waa  her  name ; 
Fair  aa  the  fairest,  but  of  haughty  mind* 
And  fiercer  than  became  so  soft  a  kind. 
Proud  of  her  birth  (for  equal  she  had  noiie)^ 
Tlie  rest  she  scom'd,  but  hated  faim  alone ; 
Hia  gif^  lib  constant  courtship,  nothing  gaiu*d; 
For  she,  the  more  he  lov'd,  the  n|ore  diadain*d. 
He  liv'd  with  all  the  pomp  he  could  devise, 
At  tilts  and  tournaments  obtain'd  the  priie ; 
But  found  no  favour  in  his  lady's  eyes : 
Relentless  as  a  rock,  the  lofty  maid, 
Tum'd  all  to  poison,  that  he  did  or  said :     Inaove  ; 
Nor  prayers,  nor  tears,  nor  oflRor'dvows,  cotM, 
Tlie  work  went  backward ;  and  the  more  he  strove 
T'  advance  hia  auit,  the  farther  from  her  lo^re. 

Weary'd  at  length,  and  wanting  remedy. 
He  doubted  oft,  and  oft  reaob *d  to  die 
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But  VMt  ilood  nadjr  to  pfevent  tlit  blow. 
For  wfao  would  die  to  gni&fy  a  Ibe  ? 
Hii  gBMiuui  ndnd  disdaiii'd  ao  mMn  s  firt«  ; 
Hal  pav'dy  hii  nut  eiidc«?oiir  was  to  bate. 
But  fainar  that  relief  tfaaa  all  the  rart. 
The  ks  ha  liop*d,  with  more  desire  possess'd ; 
Lata  stood  the  riege,  and  would  not  yiield  his  brciit. 
Change  was  the  next,  but  diange  deceiv'd  his  care ; 
He  soD^  a  fidrer,  but  found  none  so  fiur. 
He  wonld  hare  worn  ber  out  by  sbw  degrees^ 
At  BMO  bj  fiMting  starve  tfa*  untam*d  diMase : 
But  iMisiut  lore  requir'd  a  present  ease. 
f4ieaing  ba  Iveds  akme  his  fiunith*d  eyes. 
Feeds  lingering  Death,  but  looking  not  he  dies. 
Tet  sdll  he  cboae  the  longest  way  to  Fate, 
Wastiqg  at  once  his  life  and  his  estate. 

His  friends  beheld,  and  pity'd  him  in  vain. 
For  what  advice  can  ease  a  lover's  pain ! 
Abssnce^  the  best  expedient  they  could  find, 
Ifigiit  save  die  Ibrtnne,  if  not  cure  the  mind: 
TVs  means  they  long  propos'd,  but  little  gain*d, 
Tet,  after  mnrfa  pursuit,  at  length  obtain*d. 

Hard  you  may  think  it  was  to  give  consent, 
3nt  itei^agliug  with  his  own  desins  he  wenty 
With  kfge  expense,  and  with  a  pompous  train, 
bonded  as  to  visit  FVance  and  Spam, 
Or  tar  some  distant  voyage  o'er  the  main. 
Blst  Love  had  clipp'd  his  vrings,  and  cut  him  short, 
OsofinM  vntfain  the  purlieus  ^the  court 
Tlnce  miles  he  went,  nor  fivtfaer  could  retreat ; 
ffis  tianrds  ended  at  his  country  seat : 
To  C3Haais'  pleasing  plains  he  took  his  way, 
IWfe  piidi'd  hb  tents,  and  diere  rescdv'd  to  stay. 

The  spring  was  in  the  prime;  the  nei^ibouring 


Sopply'd  vritfa  birds,  the  dioristera  of  Love: 
Knsk  nnbougfat,  tbU  minister'd  delight 
To  maniing  walks,  and  lull'd  his  cares  by  night : 
IWre  he  diacbarg'd  his  friends :  but  not  tfa'  expense 
Of  frequent  treats,  and  proud  magnificence. 
He  fiv'd  as  kings  retire,  though  more  at  large 
From  public  businesi^  yet  widi  equal  charge ; 
With  honae  and  heart  still  open  to  receive: 
As  wefl  content  as  Love  would  give  him  leave : 
He  would  have  liv'd  more  free ;  but  many  a  guest, 
Who  eonid  forsake  the  friend,  punued  the  feast 

b  hapt  one  morning,  as  his  fimcy  led, 
BcCvelas  unialhour  he  left  his  bed; 
Ts  wa&  within  a  lonely  lawn,  that  stood 
On  every  side  surrounded  by  a  wood: 
AlsBc  he  walk'd,  to  please  his  pensive  mind. 
And  sought  the  deepest  solitude  to  find ; 
Twsa  in  a  grove  of  qireading  pines  he  stray'd; 
The  winds  within  the  quivering  branches  pla^^d. 
And  ^aatfi^  trees  a  mournful  music  made*. 
The  pJaee  itself  was  suiting  to  his  care, 
Oneooth  and  savage,  as  the  cruel  fiur. 
He  waader'd  on,  unknowing  where  he  went 
Last  in  Ifae  wood,  and  all  on  love  intent : 
The  Day  already  half  hb  race  had  run. 
And  auKBBon'd  him  to  due  repast  at  noon, 
Bat  Love  oonld  fied  no  fatmger  but  his  own. 

Whflst  fistentng  to  the  murmuring  leaves  he  stood, 
Msae  ten  a  mile  inuners'd  vrithin  the  wood. 
At  anee  tfie  wind  was  laid ;  the  whispering  sound 
WasdHob ;  a  rising  earthquake  rock'd  the  ground; 
wiM  deeper  brawn  die  grove  was  uveispiead ; 
A  m^iiw  horrocr  seixed  his  giddy  head. 
And  Us  can  tinkled,  and  his  colour  Bed. 
e  was  in  alarm;  some  danger  nigh 
I'd  Afiafcii'd,  tbftugh  unseen  to  mortal  eye. 


Unus'd  to  iear,  be  summon*d  all  his  soul» 
And  stood  odlected  in  himself;  and  whole ; 
Not  long :  for  soon  a  whiriwind  rose  around. 
And  from  afiu*  he  heard  a  screaming  sound. 
As  of  a  dame  distress'd,  who  cry'd  for  aid. 
And  fiU'd  with  loud  laments  the  secret  shade. 

A  thicket  dose  beside  the  grove  there  stood. 
With  briers  and  brambles  choak'd,  and  dwsrfish 

wood; 
From  thence  the  noise,  which  now,  approaching  noar. 
With  more  distinguirfi'd  notes  invades  his  ear ; 
He  rais'd  hb  head,  and  saw  a  beauteous  maid. 
With  hair  dishevell'd,  issuing  through  the  shade  ; 
Stripp'd  of  her  dothcs,  and  ev'n  those  parts  reveal'd, 
Whidi  modest  Nature  keeps  from  sight  conceal'd. 
Her  fiice,  her  hands,  her  naked  limbs  were  torn. 
With  pabsing  through  the  brakes,  and  prickly  thorn ; 
Two  mastic  gaunt  and  grim  her  flight  pursu'd. 
And  oft  thdr  fasten'd  fimgs  in  blood  embru'd; 
Oft  they  came  up,  and  pinch'd  her  tender  side, 
**  Mercy,  O  mercy  Heaven  !*'  she  ran,  and  cry'd. 
When  Heaven  was  nam'd,  they  loos'd  thdr  hold 

again. 
Then  sprang  she  forth,  they  follow'd  her  amain. 

Not  fiur  Miind,  a  knight  of  swarthy  face. 
High  on  a  coal-black  steed  pursu'd  the  chase : 
Widi  flashing  flames  his  ardent  eyes  were  fiU'd, 
And  in  hb  hand  a  naked  sword  he  held  : 
He  cheer'd  the  dogs  to  follow  her  who  fled. 
And  vow'd  revenge  on  her  devoted  head. 

As  Theodore  was  bom  of  noble  kind, 
The  brutal  action  rous'd  his  manly  mind ; 
Mov'd  with  unworthy  usage  of  the  maid, 
He^  though  unarm'd,  resoTv'd  to  give  ber  aid, 
A  saplin  pine  be  wrench'd  from  out  the  ground, 
The  readiest  weapon  that  hb  fury  found. 
Thus  fumish'd  for  offence,  he  cross'd  the  way 
Betwixt  the  graceless  villain  and  his  prey. 

The  knight  came  thundering  on,  but,  from  afar. 
Thus  in  imperious  tone  forbade  the  war : 
"  Cease,  Theodore,  to  proffer  vain  relief, 
Nor  stop  the  vengeance  of  so  just  a  grief; 
But  ffive  me  leave  to  seixe  my  destin'd  prey. 
And  let  Eternal  Justice  take  the  way : 
I  but  revenge  my  fi;^  disdain'd,  betray'd. 
And  suffering  death  for  thb  ungrateful  maid." 

He  said,  at  once  dismounting  firom  the  steed ; 
For  now  the  hell-hounds  with  superior  speed 
Had  readi'd  the  dame,  and,  fastening  on  ber  side. 
The  sround  with  issuing  streams  of  purple  dy'd. 
Stood  Theodore  surpris'd  in  deadly  fHsht, 
With  chattering  teeth,  and  bristling  hair  upright ; 
Yet  arm'd  with  inborn  worth,  «  Whate'er,"  said  he, 
"  Thou  art,  who  know'st  me  better  than  I  thee ; 
Or  prove  thy  rightful  cause,  or  be  dei^'d ;" 
Hie  spectre,  fiercely  staring,  thus  reply'd  : 

*•  Know,  Theodore,  thy  ancestry  I  claim. 
And  Guide  Cavalcanti  was  my  name. 
One  common  sire  our  fiithers  did  beget, 
My  name  and  story  some  remember  yet : 
Thee,  then  a  boy,  within  my  arms  I  laid, 
When  for  my  sins  I  lov'd  this  haughty  maid ; 
Not  less  ador'd  in  life,  nor  serv'd  by  me. 
Than  proud  Honoria  now  is  loved  by  thee. 
What  did  I  not  her  stubborn  heart  to  gain  ? 
But  all  my  vows  were  answer'd  with  £sdain  : 
She  scom'd  my  sorrows,  and  despb'd  my  pain. 
Long  time  I  dragg'd  my  days  in  fruiUess  care ; 
Then,  loathing  life,  and  plung'd  in  deep  de^air. 
To  finish  my  unhappy  life,  I  fdl 
On  thb  sharp  sword,  and  now  am  damn'd  in  HdL 
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«  Short  was  ber  joy ;  for  moo  th*  insulting  wM 
By  Heaven's  decree  in  this  cold  grave  was  laid. 
And  as  in  unrepented  sin  she  dy*d,  [pride: 

Doom*d  to  the  same  bad  place  is  punish'd  for  her 
Because  she  deemed  I  w^  deserv'd  to  die. 
And  made  a  merit  of  her  cruelty.  [cast, 

There,  then,  we  met ;  both  try*d,  and  both  were 
And  this  irrevocable  sentence  pass'd ; 
'Iliat  she,  whom  I  so  long  pursu*d  in  vain. 
Should  suffer  from  my  hands  a  lingering  pais : 
Renew'd  to  life  that  she  might  dauy  die, 
I  daily  doom'd  to  follow,  she  to  fly ; 
No  more  a  lover,  but  a  mortal  foe, 
I  seek  her  life  (for  love  is  none  below) ; 
As  often  as  my  dogs  with  better  speed 
Arrest  her  flight,  is  she  to  death  decreed : 
Then  with  this  figital  sword,  on  which  I  dy'd, 
I  pierce  her  open  back,  or  tender  side. 
And  tear  that  harden'd  heart  from  out  her  breast. 
Which,  with  her  entrails,  makes  my  hungiy  hounds 

a  feasL 
Nor  lies  she  long,  but,  as  her  Fates  ordain. 
Springs  up  to  life,  and  fresh  to  second  pain, 
Is  sav'd  to-day,  to-morrow  to  be  slain.** 

This,  vers*d  in  death,  th'  infernal  knight  relates, 
And  then  for  proof  fulfiU'd  the  common  fates ; 
Her  heart  and  bowels  through  her  back  he  drew. 
And  fed  the  hounds  that  be]p*d  him  to  pursue^ 
Stem  look*d  the  fiend,  as  firustrste  of  his  will. 
Not  half  suffic*d,  and  greedy  yet  to  kilL 
And  now  the  soid,  expiring  through  the  wound, 
Jiad  1^  the  body  breathless  on  the  ground. 
When  thus  the  grisly  spectre  spoke  again  : 
**  Behold  the  fruit  of  ill-rewarded  pain : 
As  many  months  as  I  sustaiu'd  her  bate, 
So  many  years  b  she  condemned  by  Fate 
To  daily  death ;  and  every  several  place. 
Conscious  of  her  disdain  and  my  disgrace. 
Must  witness  her  just  punishment ;  and  be 
A  scene  of  triumph  and  revenge  to  me  ! 
As  in  this  grove  I  took  my  last  farewell. 
As  on  this  very  spot  of  earth  I  fell. 
As  Friday  saw  me  die,  so  she  my  prey 
Becomes  ev*n  here,  on  this  revolving  day.** 

Thus  while  he  spoke  the  virgin  from  the  ground 
Upstarted  fresh,  already  clos'd  the  wound. 
And,  unconcem*d  for  all  she  felt  before. 
Precipitates  her  flight  along  the  shore : 
The  hell-hounds,  as  ungorg'd  with  flesh  and  blood. 
Pursue  their  prey,  and  seek  their  wonted  food : 
The  fiend  remounts  his  courser,  mends  his  pace ; 
And  all  the  vision  vanish*d  from  the  place. 

Long  stood  the  noble  youth  oppress'd  with  awe 
And  stupid  at  the  wondrous  things  he  saw,       [law. 
Surpassing  common  faith,  transgressing  Nature's 
He  would  have  been  asleep,  and  wish*d  to  wake^ 
But  dreams,  he  knew,  no  long  impression  make. 
Though  strong  at  first ;  if  vision,  to  what  end. 
But  such  as  must  his  Aiture  state  portend  ? 
His  love  the  damsel,  and  himself  the  fiend. 
But  yet,  reflecting  that  it  could  not  be 
Fhnn  Heaven,  which  cannot  impious  acts  decree, 
Resolv'd  within  himself  to  shun  the  snare. 
Which  Hell  for  his  destruction  did  prepare ; 
And,  as  his  better  genius  should  direct, 
F^rom  an  ill  cause  to  draw  a  good  effect. 

Inspir*d  from  Heaven  he  homeward  took  his  way, 
Nor  ylfJA^d  hb  new  design  with  long  delay : 
But  of  his  train  a  trusty  servant  sent. 
To  call  his  friends  together  at  }m  tent. 


They  camo,  wmI*  umal  salutations  pakl, 
With  words  premeditated  thus  he  said : 
**  What  you  have  often  oounsell*d,  to  remove 
My  vain  pursuit  of  unregarded  love ; 
By  thrift  my  sinking  fortune  to  repair, 
Though  late  yet  is  at  last  become  m^  care : 
My  heart  shall  be  my  own ;  my  vast  expense 
Reduc*d  to  bounds,  by  timely  providence ; 
Thb  only  I  require ;  invite  for  me 
Honoria,  with  her  father's  fiunily. 
Her  friends,  and  mine;  the  cause  I  shaU  dispUy, 
On  Friday  next;  for  that's  th*  appomted  day." 
Well  pleas*d  wereaU  bis  friends,  the  task  was  ligbt, 
The  fioher,  mother,  daughter,  they  invite  ; 
Hardly  the  dame  was  drawn  to  this  repsst ; 
But  yet  resolv'd,  because  it  was  the  lart. 
The  day  was  come^  the  guests  invited  cune, 
And,  with  the  rest,  th'  inexorable  dame : 
A  feast  prepar'd  with  riotous  expense,^ 
Much  cost,  more  care,  and  most  magnificence* 
The  place  ordain'd  was  in  that  haunted  grove, 
Where  the  revenging  ghost  pursu'd  his  love : 
The  tables  in  a  proud  pavilion  spread. 
With  flowers  below,  and  tissue  overhead ': 
The  rest  in  rank,  Honoria,  chief  in  pUce, 
Was  artfully  contriv'd  to  set  her  hea 
To  front  the  thicket,  and  behold  the  chase. 
The  feast  viras  serv'd,  the  time  so  well  forecast, 
That  just  when  the  desert  and  fruits  were  plsc'a, 
The  fiend's  alarm  began  ;  the  hollow  sound 
Sung  in  the  leaves,  the  forest  shook  around. 
Air    blackcn*d,  roU*d  the  thunder,    groon'd  the 
ground. 

Nor  long  before  the  loud  laments  arise,  ^ 
Of  one  distrcss*d,  and  mastiffs*  mingled  cries ; 
And  first  the  dame  came  rushing  throu^  the  wood, 
And  next  the  famish'd  hounds  that  sought  their  food, 
And  grip'd  her  flanks,  and  oft  essay'd  their  jawi «» 
blood.  ^^ 

Last  came  the  felon,  on  his  sable  steed,        [sp«* 
Arm*d  widi  his  naked  sword,  and  urg*d  Ms  dogs  to 
She  ran,  and  cry*d,  her  flight  directly  bent 
(A  guest  unbidden)  to  the  fatal  tent^  l««J' 

The  scene  of  death,  and  place  ordain*d  for  puni»- 
Loud  was  the  noise,  aghast  was  every  guest, 
The  women  shriek*d,  the  men  forsook  the  fesst ; 
The  hounds  at  nearer  distance  hoarsely  bsy'd; 
The  hunter  close  pursu'd  the  viaonary  maid,  [•». 
She  rent  the  Heaven  with  loud  laments,  implonng 

The  gallants,  to  protect  the  kdy's  right, 
Their  faulchions  brandish*d  at  the  grisly  sprite  j 
High  on  his  stirrups  he  provok*d  the  fight. 
Then  on  the  crowd  he  cast  a  furious  look, 
And  wither'd  all  their  strength  before  he  spoke : 
«  Back  on  your  Uves ;  let  be,**  said  he,  "my  pitji 
And  let  my  vengeance  take  the  destin*d  way : 
Vain  are  your  arms,  and  vainer  your  defence, 
Against  th*  eternal  doom  of  Providence : 
Mme  is  th*  ungrateful  maid  by  Heaven  ^**^J*,. 
Mercy  she  woidd  notgive,  nor  mercy  shall  she  find. 
At  this  the  former  tale  again  he  told 
With  thundering  tone,  and  dreadfUl  to  behold : 
Sunk  were  their  hearts  with  horrour  of  the  cniae, 
Nor  needed  to  be  wam'd  a  second  time. 
But  bore  each  otlier  back :  some  knew  the  lace, 
And  all  had  heard  the  raucb-hunented  case 
Of  him  who  feU  for  love,  and  this  the  fatal  place. 

And  now  th*  infernal  minister  advanc'd, 
Sei»*d  the  due  victim,  and  with  fury  lanc'd  ^^ 
Her  back,  and,  piercing  through  her  inmost  heart* 
Drew  backH^urd  as bcfonrth*,.<^i?ding  part; 
Digitized  by " 
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Us  raaldiig  cnttifls  next  he  tore  away, 
Aad  to  his  meagre  iiiMlilft  made  a  prey. 
Hie  pale  a<wifttanta  on  each  other  tlar*d, 
With  gaping  mouths  for  issuiBg  words  prepar'd ; 
Ibe  stOUKim  sounds  upon  the  palate  hung» 
And  dy'd  hnperfect  on  the  &ultering  tonguew 
Hie  tnAt  was  general ;  but  the  female  band 
(A  hel^eas  train)  in  more  confusion  stand : 
with  bofTour  shuddering,  on  a  heap  they  run, 
Sck  at  the  sight  of  hateful  justice  done;  [thdrown. 
For  conscience  rung  th*  alsrm,  and  nuKle  the  case 

So^  spread  upon  a  lake  with  upward  eye, 
A  phunp  of  fowl  behold  thor  foe  on  high; 
Hwy  dose  their  trembling  troop ;  and  all  attend 
On  wbom  the  sowsms  eagle  wUl  descend. 

But  moet  the  proud  Honoria  fear*d  th*  event, 
And  ttioagfat  to  her  alone  the  vision  senL 
Her  guih  presents  to  her  distracted  mind 
Heaven's  justice,  Theodore's  revengeful  kind. 
And  the  same  Sale  to  the  same  sin  assign'd. 
Already  sees  herself  the  monster's  prey. 
And  feds  her  heart  and  entrails  toili  away. 
*T«as  a  mute  scene  of  sorrow,  mix*d  vrith  fear ; 
ttai  on  the  taUe  lay  th'  unfinish'd  cheer  r 
Ibe  kniglit  and  hungry  mastiff^  stood  around. 
The  mangled  dame  ky  t»eathless  on  the  ground ; 
When  on  a  sudden,  re-in^'d  with  breath, 
Agsin  she  loee,  again  to  sufi^  death ; 
Nar  staid  the  belUxmnds,  nor  the  hunter  staid, 
But  fioUow'd,  as  before,  the  flying  maid : 
Hi'  avenger  took  finom  earth  th*  avenging  sword, 
And  mounting  light  as  air  his  sable  steed  he  8purr*d : 
The  douds  dispell*d,  the  sky  resum*d  her  light. 
And  Nature  atood  recover'd  of  her  fright. 
But  fear,  the  last  of  ills,  remain'd  befamd. 
And  horrour  heavy  sat  on  every  mind. 
Mor  Theodore  cncourag*d  more  the  feast. 
Bat  sternly  look'd,  as  batdung  in  his  breast 
Some  deep  deagns ;  vrfaich  when  Honoria  view*d, 
Thtt  ftcah  nnpulse  her  former  fright  renew'd ; 
Ske  iboagfat  herself  the  trembling  dame  who  fled, 
And  faim  tiie  grisly  ghost  that  spurred  th*  infemd 


Tkt  mate  disiDay*d,  for  when  the  guests  withdrew, 
Ikcir  courteous  host,  saluting  all  the  crew,  [adieu^ 
Bapvdieaa  paaa'd  her  o'er ;  nor  grac'd  with  kind 
Thm.  sting  infiz'd  within  her  haughty  mind 
The  dowi^Ul  of  her  empire  she  divin'd  ; 
A«d  her  proud  heart  with  secret  sorrow  pin*d. 
Heme  as  they  went,  the  sad  discourse  renew'd 
or  the  rdendesa  dame  to  death  purRi*d, 
And  of  ifae  ogbt  obsoeae  so  ktely  view'd. 
JIane  durst  arraign  the  righteous  doom  she  bore, 
Ev'n  tey  who  pity'd  most,  yet  blam*d  her  more : 
Ibepsrdld  tfa^  needed  not  to  name, 
But  in  tfhe  dead  they  damn*d  the  living  dame. 

Atcaety  little  noise  she  look*d  bdiind, 
For  Hill  dK  knight  vras  present  to  her  mind : 
Asd  snxioas  oft  die  started  on  the  way. 
And  ^MHi^  the  horseman-gjbost  came  thundering 

for  hia  prey. 
Batan'd,  she  took  her  bed  vrith  little  rest, 
Baft  la  Aott  dnmbers  dreamt  the  fiineral  feast : 
Awdk'd,  die  tnrn'd  her  ade,  and  slept  again ; 
The  t^  UadL  vapours  mounted  in  her  brain, 
Aadte  same  dreams  retnm'd  with  double  pain. 

Havigic'd  to  vrake,  because  afraid  to  sleep, 
Herllaodall  fever'd,  wtlfa  a  furious  leap 
flhe  ipnBi  foom  bed,  distracted  In  her  mind, 
Aad  fe«^at«vcry  step,  a  twitching  HMfite  behind. 


Darkling  and  desponate,  with  a  staggering  pace, 
Of  death  afraid,  and  conscious  of  disgrace ; 
Fear,  Pride>  Remorse,  at  once  her  heart  assail'd, 
Fride  put  Rcmone  to  flight,  but  Fear  prevail'd. 
Friday,  the  fetal  day,  when  next  it  came,      [game, 
Her  soul  forethought  the  flend  would  chax^  his 
And  her  pursue,  or  Theodore  be  slain,  QiUun. 

And  two  ghosts  join  theur  packs  to  hunt  her  o'er  the 
This  dreadbftil  image  so  possess'd  her  mind, 
That,  desperate  any  succour  else  to  find, 
She  ceas'd  all  fertfaer  hope  ;  and  now  began 
To  make  reflection  on  th*  unhappy  man. 
Rid),  brave,  and  young,  who  put  expression  lov'd. 
Proof  to  disdain,  and  not  to  be  remov'd : 
Of  all  the  men  rejected  and  admir'd. 
Of  all  the  dames,  except  herself,  desir*d : 
Why  not  of  her?  preferr*d  above  the  rest 
By  him  with  knightly  deeds,  and  open  love  profe98*d  ? 
So  had  another  been,  where  he  his  vows  address'd. 
This  quell*d  her  pride^  yet  other  doubts  remain*d. 
That,  once  disdaining,  she  might  be  disdain*d. 
Hie  fear  was  just,  but  greater  fear  prevail'd. 
Fear  of  her  life  by  hellish  hounds  assail'd : 
He  took  a  lowering  leave ;  but  who  can  tell. 
What  outward  hate  might  inward  love  conceal  ? 
Her  8ex*s  arts  she  knew ;  and  why  not,  then. 
Might  deep  dissembling  have  a  place  in  men  ? 
Here  hope  began  to  davm;  resolv'd  to  try, 
She  flx*d  on  ^is  her  utmost  remedy : 
Death  was  behind,  but  hard  it  was  to  die. 
*Twas  time  enough  at  last  on  Death  to  call. 
The  precipice  in  sight :  a  dumb  was  all. 
That  kindly  stood  betwixt  to  break  the  fetal  &1L 

One  nudd  she  had,  belov'd  above  the  rest ; ' 
Secure  of  her,  the  secret  she  confeas'd ; 
And  now  the  cheerful  light  her  fears  dispdl'd. 
She  with  no  vrinding  turns  the  truth  coiiced'4 
But  put  the  woman  off,  and  stood  reveal'd: 
With  feults  confeas'd  onnmission'd  her  to  go. 
If  pity  yet  had  place,  and  recondle  her  foe. 
The  welcome  message  made,  was  soon  recdv'd ; 
'Twas  to  be  wish'd,  uid  hop*d,  but  scarce  believ'd  ; 
Fate  seem'd  a  fair  occasion  to  present; 
He  knew  the  sex,  and  fear'd  she  might  repent, 
Shou'd  he  delay  the  moment  of  consent. 
There  yet  remain'd  to  gain  her  friends  (a  care 
The  modesty  of  maidens  wdl  might  spue) ; 
But  she  with  such  a  seal  the  cause  embrac'd, 
(As  women,  where  they  virill,  are  dl  in  haste) 
The  fether,  mother,  and  the  kin  beside. 
Were  overborne  by  fury  of  the  tide ; 
With  full  consent  of  all  she  chang*d  her  state ; 
Resistless  in  her  love,  as  ih  her  iwte. 
By  her  example  vram*d,  the  rest  beware : 
More  easy,  less  imperious,  were  the  feir  ; 
And  that  one  hunting,  which  the  DevH  design*d 
For  one  fair  flamde,  lost  him  half  the  kind. 


RELIGIO  LAICL 

▲K   BFXSTLX. 

Dim  as  the  botrow*d  beams  of  Moon  and  stars 
To  lonely,  weary,  wandering  travellers, 
Is  reason  to  the  soul :  and  as  on  high. 
Those  rolling  fires  discover  but  the  sky. 
Not  light  us  here ;  so  Reason's  glimmering  my 
Was  lent,  not  to  assure  our  doubtful  way. 
But  guide  us  upward  to  a  better  day.      . 
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And  as  tboM  nlglitly  tapen  diMppear 

When  day's  bright  locd  ascends  our  hemisphere ; 

So  pale  grows  Reason  at  Religion's  sight ; 

So  dies,  and  so  dissolves  in  supernatural  light 

Some  few,  whose  lamp  shone  brighter,  have  been  led 

From  cause  to  cause,  to  Nature's  secret  head ; 

And  found,  that  one  first  principle  must  be : 

But  what,  or  who,  that  universal  He ; 

Whether  some  soul  encompassing  this  ball 

Unmade,  unmo¥'d ;  yet  making,  moving  all ; 

Or  various  atoms,  interfering  dance, 

Leap'd  into  form,  the  noble  work  of  chance ; 

Or  this  great  all  was  from  eternity ; 

Not  ev*n  the  Stagirite  himself  could  see ; 

And  Epicurus  guess'd  as  well  as  he ; 

As  blindly  grop'd  they  for  a  future  state ; 

As  rashly  judg'd  of  providence  and  fate : 

But  least  of  all  could  their  endeavours  find 

What  most  concem'd  the  good  of  human  kind : 

For  happiness  was  never  to  be  found ; 

But  vamsh'd  from  them  like  enchanted  ground. 

One  thought  content  the  good  to  be  enjoy'd ; 

This  every  little  accident  destroy'd : 

The  wiser  madmen  did  for  virtue  toil ; 

A  thorny,  or  at  best  a  barren  soil : 

In  pleasure  some  their  glutton  souk  would  steep ; 

But  found  their  line  too  short,  the  well  too  deep ; 

And  leaky  vessek  which  no  bliss  could  keep* 

Thus  anxious  thoughts  in  endless  circles  roll, 

Without  a  centre  whov  to  fix  the  soul : 

In  this  wild  maze  their  vain  endeavours  end : 

How  can  the  less  the  greater  comprehend  ? 

Or  finite  reason  reach  Infinity  ? 

For  what  could  fathom  God  were  more  than  He. 

Hie  deist  thinks  he  stands  on  firmer  ground ; 
Cries  tvfttu^  the  mighty  secret's  found : 
God  is  that  spring  of  sood ;  supreme,  and  best; 
We  made  to  serve,  and  in  that  service  blest. 
If  so,  some  rules  of  worship  must  be  given, 
I>istributed  alike  to  all  by  Heaven : 
£lse  God  were  partial,  and  to  some  deny'd 
The  means  his  justice  should  for  all  provide. 
Hiis  general  worship  is  to  praise  and  pray : 
One  part  to  borrow  blessings,  one  to  pay: 
And  when  frail  Nature  slides  into  offence^ 
Hie  aacrtfioe  for  crimes  is  penitence. 
Yet,  since  the  effects  of  providence,  we  find. 
Are  variously  dispens'd  to  human  kind ; 
lliat  Vice  triumphs,  and  Virtue  suffers  here, 
A  brand  that  sovereign  justice  cannot  bear ; 
Our  reason  prompts  us  to  a  future  state : 
The  last  appeal  from  fortune  and  from  fate : 
Where  God's  all-righteous  ways  will  be  dedar'd; 
The  bad  meet  punidunent,  the  good  reward. 

Thus  man  by  his  own  strength  to  Heaven  would 
soar: 
And  would  not  be  oblig'd  to  God  for  more. 
Vain  wretched  creature,  how  art  thou  misled 
To  diink  thy  wit  these  godlike  notions  bred ! 
Hiese  truths  are  not  the  product  of  thy  mind. 
But  dropt  from  Heaven,  and  of  a  nobler  kind. 
Reveal'd  religion  first  inform'd  thy  sight. 
And  reason  saw  not  till  fidth  sprung  the  light 
Hence  all  thy  natural  worship  takes  the  source : 
'Tis  revelation  what  thou  think'st  discourse. 
Else  how  com'st  thou  to  see  these  truths  so  dear, 
Which  so  obscure  to  heathens  did  appear? 
Not  Plato  these,  nor  Aristotle  found : 
Nor  he  whose  wisdom  oracles  renown 'd. 
Hast  thou  a  wit  so  deep,  or  so  sublime. 
Or  canst  thou  lower  dive,  cm*  higher  climb  ? 


Canst  tfaoM  by  reason  more  of  godhead  know 

Than  Plutardi,  Seneca,  or  Cicero  ? 

Tliose  giant  wits  in  happier  ages  bom, 

When  arms  and  arts  did  Greece  and  Rome  adorn, 

Knew  no  such  system :  no  such  piles  could  rsiac 

Of  natural  worship,  buUt  on  {nrayer  and  praise 

To  one  sole  God. 

Nor  did  remorse  to  expiate  sin  prescribe  : 

But  slew  their  fellow-creatures  for  a  bribe : 

The  guiltless  victim  groan'd  for  their  offence: 

And  cruelty  and  blood  was  penitence. 

If  sheep  and  oxen  could  atone  for  men. 

Ah !  at  how  cheap  a  rate  the  rich  might  sin ! 

And  great  oppressors  might  Heaven's  wrath  beguk^ 

By  offering  Ins  own  creatures  for  a  spoil ! 

Dar*st  thou,  poor  worm,  offend  Infinity? 
And  must  the  terms  of  peace  be  given  by  thee? 
Then  thou  art  Justice  in  the  last  appeal ; 
Thy  easy  God  instructs  thee  to  rebel : 
And,  like  a  king  remote  and  weak,  must  take 
What  satisfiMTtion  thou  art  pleas'd  to  make. 

But  if  there  be  a  power  too  just  and  stronj^ 
To  wink  at  crimes,  and  bear  unpunish'd  wrong ; 
Look  humbly  upward,  see  his  will  disclose 
The  forfeit  first,  and  then  the  fine  impose: 
A  mulct  thy  poverty  could  never  pay. 
Had  not  Eternal  Wisdom  found  the  way : 
And  with  celestial  wealth  supply'd  thy  store : 
His  justice  makes  the  fine,  his  mercy  quits  the  score. 
See  God  descending  in  thy  human  frame ; 
Til*  oflfended  suffering  in  th'  offender's  name : 
All  thy  misdeeds  to  him  imputed  see. 
And  all  his  righteousness  devolv'd  on  thee. 

For,  granting  we  have  sinn'd,  and  that  th' offence 
Of  man  is  made  against  Omnipotence, 
Some  price  that  bttrs  propoition  must  be  paid; 
And  infinite  with  infinite  be  weighed. 
See  then  the  deist  lost :  remorse  for  vice. 
Not  paid ;  or,  paid,  inadequate  in  price : 
What  farther  means  can  reason  now  direct, 
Or  what  relief  from  human  wit  expect? 
That  shows  us  sick ;  and  sadly  are  we  sure 
Still  to  be  sick,  till  Heaven  reveal  the  cure : 
If  then  Heaven's  will  must  needs  be  understood, 
Which  must,  if  we  want  cure,  and  Heaven  be  goo(^ 
Let  all  records  of  will  reveal'd  be  shown  ; 
With  Scripture  all  in  equal  balance  thrown. 
And  our  one  sacred  book  will  be  that  one. 

Fhxxf  needs  not  here ;  for  whether  we  compare 
That  impious,  idle,  supmtitious  ware 
Of  rites,  lustrations,  offerings,  which  before^ 
In  various  ages,  various  countries  bore. 
With  Christian  faith  and  virtues,  we  shdl  find 
None  answering  the  great  ends  of  human  kind 
But  this  one  rule  of  Ufe,  that  shows  us  best 
How  God  may  be  af^peas'd,  and  mortals  blest 
Whether  from  length  of  time  its  worth  we  draw» 
The  word  is  scarce  more  ancient  than  the  law  : 
Heaven's  early  care  prescrib'd  for  every  age  ; 
First,  in  the  soul,  and  after,  in  the  page. 
Or,  whether  more  abstractedly  we  look, 
Or  on  the  writers,  or  the  written  book. 
Whence,  but  from  Heaven,  could  men  unakill'd  in 

art^ 
In  several  ages  bom,  in  several  parts, 
Weave  such  agreeing  truths  ?  or  how,  or  wbj. 
Should  all  conspire  to  cheat  us  with  a  lie  ? 
Unask'd  tlieir  pains^  ungratef\d  their  advice. 
Starving  their  gain,  and  martyrdom  their  price. 

If  on  the  book  itself  we  cast  our  view. 
Concurrent  heathens  prove  the  story  true  ; 
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"Hip  doctrine  mSndm ;  wliicfa  must  coiiTmce, 
Vor  HeBTcn  in  dieni  appeals  to  hunuui  sense : 
Aod  though  thej  prove  not,  they  confinn  the  cause, 
When  what  is  taught  agrees  with  Nature*8  kws. 

Then  far  the  style,  nuyestic  and  divine. 
It  q»eaks  no  less  than  God  in  every  line : 
Commanding  words ;  whose  force  is  still  the  same 
As  the  first  fist  that  produced  our  frame. 
All  fiuths  beside,  or  did  by  arms  ascend ; 
Or  sense  indolg*d  has  made  mankind  then*  friend : 
This  only  doctrine  does  our  lusts  oppose : 
Uiifed  by  Nature's  soil,  in  which  it  grows ; 
ChHs  to  our  interests,  curbing  sense  and  sin  ; 
Oppress'd  without,  and  undennin*d  within. 
It  thrives  through  pain ;  its  own  tormentors  tires; 
And  with  a  stubborn  patience  still  aspires. 
To  what  can  reason  such  effects  assign 
Transcending  nature,  but  to  laws  divine ; 
Which  in  that  sacred  volume  arc  contained  ; 
Sufficient,  dear,  and  for  that  use  ordain*d? 
Bat  stay :  the  deist  here  will  urge  anew. 
No  nipernatural  worship  can  be  true : 
Because  a  general  Uw  is  that  alone 
WlBch  must  to  all,  and  every  where,  be  known : 
A  ityle  so  large  as  not  this  book  can  claim, 
Nor  ought  that  bears  reveal*d  religion's  name. 
*Tb  said  the  sound  of  a  Messiah's  birth 
Is  gone  through  all  the  habitable  Earth  : 
But  stin  that  text  must  be  confin'd  alone 
To  wlHKt  was  then  inhabited  and  known  : 
Aod  what  provision  could  from  thence  accrue 
To  Indian  souls,  and  worids  discovered  new? 
la  otfaar  parts  it  helps,  that,  ages  past, 
TTk  Scriptures  there  were  known,  and  were  cmbrac'd, 
ra  sin  spread  once  again  the  shades  of  night : 
What's  that  to  these,  who  never  saw  the  light  ? 

Of  all  objections  this  indeed  is  chief 
To  startle  reason,  stagger  frail  belief : 
We  grant,  *tis  true,  that  Heaven  from  human  sense 
Has  Ud  the  secret  paths  of  providence  : 
B«  boundless  wisdom,  boundless  mercy,  may 
Fiad  ev'n  for  those  bewilder*d  souls  a  way : 
If  from  his  nature  foes  may  pity  claim, 
Math  mon  may  strangers  who  ne'er  hcnud  liis  name. 
And  thoc^  no  name  be  for  salvation  known. 
Bat  that  of  his  eternal  Son's  alone ; 
Who  knows  how  far  transcending  goodness  can 
Bitend  the  meriu  of  that  Son  to  man  ? 
Wlo  knows  what  reasons  may  his  mercy  lead ; 
Or  ignorance  invindble  may  plead  ? 
list  only  charity  bids  hope  the  best. 
Bat  mor«  the  ^reat  apostle  has  exprest : 
**  That  if  the  Gentiles,  whom  no  Law  inspir'd , 
By  aatare  did  what  was  by  law  requir'd  ; 
TWy,  who  the  written  rule  bad  never  known, 
Wne  to  themselves  both  rule  and  law  alone : 
To  otfrne's  plain  indictment  tliey  shall  plead ; 
Aad  by  their  conscience  be  condemn'd  or  freed.'* 
Ifott  ri^iteoos  doom !  because  a  rule  reveal'd 
Is  none  to  tfiose  from  whom  it  was  conceal'd. 
I^Kn  those  who  foUow'd  reason's  dictates  right; 
liv'd  op,  and  lifted  high  their  natural  light ; 
With  Socrates  may  see  their  Maker's  face. 
Wide  thousand  rubric-martyrs  want  a  place. 

Nor  does  it  baulk  my  charity,  to  find 
Tk^  Egyptian  bishop  of  anottier  mind : 
Vv  dbough  his  creed  eternal  truth  contains, 
*TiihKd  for  man  to  doom  to  endless  pains 
AU  wha  believ'd  not  all  his  zeal  requir'd ; 
Vakm  he  fint  oould  prove  he  was  inqiir'd.  j 


I'  Then  let  us  either  think  he  meant  to  say 
This  fiuth,  where  publish'd^  was  the  only  waj ; 
Or  else  conclude,  that,  Arius  to  confute. 
Hie  good  old  man,  too  eager  in  dispute. 
Flew  high ;  and  as  his  Christian  fury  rose, 
Damn'd  all  for  heretics  who  durst  oppose. 

Thus  far  my  charity  this  path  has  try'd ; 
A  much  unskilfbl,  but  welUmeaning  guide :    [bred 
Yet  what  they  are,  ev'n  these  crude  thoughts  were 
By  reading  that  which  better  thou  hast  read. 
Thy  matchless  author's  work :  which  thou,  my  friend. 
By  well  translating  better  dost  commend : 
Those  youthfid  lumrs  which,  of  thy  equals  most 
In  toys  have  squander'd,  or  in  vice  have  lost. 
Those  hours  hast  thou  to  nobler  use  employ 'd ; 
And  the  severe  delights  of  truth  enjoy'd. 
Witness  this  weighty  book,  in  which  appears 
The  crabbed  toil  of  many  thoughtful  years, 
Spent  by  the  author,  in  the  sifUng  care 
Of  rabbins  old  sophisticated  ware 
From  gold  divine ;  which  he  who  well  can  sort 
May  afterwards  make  algebra  a  sport 
A  treasure,  which  if  country-curates  buy. 
They  Junius  and  Tremellius  may  defy  : 
Save  pains  in  various  readings,  and  translations ; 
And  without  Hebrew  make  most  Icam'd  quotations. 
A  work  so  full  with  various  learning  fraught, 
So  nicely  ponder'd,  yet  so  strongly  wrought. 
As  Nature's  height  and  Art's  last  hand  requir'd  : 
As  much  as  man  could  compass,  uninspir'd. 
Where  we  may  see  what  errours  have  been  made 
Both  in  the  copier's  and  translator's  trade : 
How  Jewish,  popish,  interests  have  prevail'd. 
And  where  in&llibility  has  fail'd. 

For  some,  who  have  his  secret  meaning  gucss'd. 
Have  found  our  author  not  too  much  a  priest : 
For  fashion-sake  he  seems  to  have  recourse 
To  pope,  and  councils,  and  tradition's  force  : 
But  he  that  old  traditions  could  subdue, 
Could  not  but  find  the  weakness  of  the  new ; 
If  Scripture,  though  deriv'd  from  heavenly  birth, 
Has  been  but  carelessly  preserv'd  on  Earth ; 
If  God's  own  people,  who  of  God  before 
Knew  what  we  know,  and  had  been  promis'd  more. 
In  fuller  terms,  of  Heaven's  assisting  care. 
And  who  did  neither  time  nor  study  spare 
To  keep  this  book  untainted,  unperplext. 
Let  in  gross  errors  to  corrupt  the  text, 
Omitted  paragraphs,  embroU'd  the  sense. 
With  vain  traditions  stopt  the  gaping  fence. 
Which  every  common  hand  puU'd  up  with  ease : 
What  safety  from  such  brushwood-helps  as  these? 
If  written  words  from  time  are  not  secur'd. 
How  can  we  think  have  oral  sounds  endur'd  ? 
Which  thus  transmitted,  if  one  mouth  has  fail'd. 
Immortal  lies  on  ages  are  intail'd : 
And  that  some  such  have  been,  is  prov'd  too  plain ; 
If  we  consider  interest,  church,  and  gain. 

O  but,  says  one,  tradition  set  aside, 
Wliere  can  we  hope  for  an  unerring  guide? 
For  since  th'  original  Scripture  has  been  lost. 
All  copies  disagreeing,  maim'd  the  most. 
Or  chnstian  frith  can  have  no  certam  ground. 
Or  truth  in  church-tradition  must  be  found. 

Such  an  omniscient  church  we  wish  mdeed ; 
'Twere  worth  both  Testaments ;  cast  in  the  creed : 
But  if  this  mother  be  a  guide  so  sure. 
As  can  all  doubto  resolve,  all  truth  secure. 
Then  her  infiOUbUity,  as  well 
Where  copies  are  corrupt  or  J 
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RoCore  loit  canon  with  as  little  pons, 

As  truly  explicate  what  still  remains : 

Which  yet  no  council  dare  pretend  to  do ; 

.Unless  like  Esdras  they  could  write  it  new : 

Strange  confidence  still  to  interpret  true, 

Yet  not  be  sure  that  all  they  have  explain 'd 

Is  ic  the  blest  original  contain'd. 

More  safe,  and  much  more  modest  'tis,  to  say 

God  would  not  leave  mankind  without  a  way : 

And  that  the  Scriptures,  though  not  every  where 

rtce  from  comipticH],  or  entire,  or  clear. 

Are  uncorrupt,  sufficient,  clear,  entire. 

In  all  things  which  our  needful  faith  require. 

If  others  in  the  same  glass  better  see, 

*Tls  for  themselves  they  look,  but  not  for  me : 

For  my  salvation  must  its  doom  receive. 

Not  fVom  what  others,  but  what  I  believe. 

Must  all  tradition  then  be  set  aside  ? 
This  to  affirm,  were  ignorance  or  pride. 
Are  there  not  many  points,  some  needful  sure 
To  saving  faith,  that  Scripture  leaves  obscure  ? 
Which  every  sect  will  wrest  a  several  way. 
For  what  one  sect  interprets,  all  sects  may : 
We  hold,  and  say  we  prove  from  Scripture  plain, 
That  Christ  k  God;  the  bold  Socinian 
From  the  same  Scripture  urges  he's  but  man. 
Now  what  appeal  can  end  th*  important  suit? 
Both  parts  talk  loudly,  but  the  rule  u  mute. 

Shall  I  speak  plain,  and  in  a  nation  hee 
Assume  an  honest  layman's  liberty  ? 
I  think,  according  to  my  little  skill, 
To  my  own  mother-cbiu^  submitting  still, 
Hiat  many  have  been  sav'd,  and  many  may. 
Who  never  heard  this  question  brought  in  play 
Th*  unlettered  Christian,  who  bdievus  in  grQss, 
Flods  on  to  Heaven ;  and  ne'er  is  at  a  loss : 
For  the  strBJghtrgate  would  be  made  straighter  yet, 
Were  none  admitted  there  but  men  of  wit. 
Hie  few  by  Nature  fbrm'd,  with  learning  fraught. 
Bom  to  instruct,  as  others  to  be  taught. 
Must  study  well  the  sacred  page ;  and  see 
Which  doctrine,  this,  or  tha^  £>es  best  agree 
With  the  whole  tenour  of  the  work  divine : 
And  plainliest  points  to  Heaven's  reveal'd  design ; 
Which  exposition  flows  firom  genuine  sense. 
And  whidi  is  forc'd  by  wit  and  eloquence. 
Not  that  tradition's  parts  are  useless  here : 
When  general,  old,  disinterested,  clear  *. 
Hiat  ancient  fathers  thus  expound  the  page. 
Gives  truth  the  reverend  majesty  of  age : 
Confirms  its  fbrce  by  biduig  every  test ; 
For  best  authorities,  next  rules,  are  best. 
And  still  the  nearer  to  the  spring  we  go 
More  limpid,  more  unsoil'd,  the  waters  flow, 
Thus  first  traditions  were  a  proof  alooe ; 
Could  we  be  certain  such  they  were,  so  known : 
But  since  some  flaws  in  long  descent  may  be, 
Tliey  make  not  truth,  but  probability. 
Ev'n  Arius  and  Pelagiut  durst  provoke 
To  what  the  centuries  preceding  spoke. 
Such  diflTerence  is  there  in  an  cSUtold  talc : 
But  truth  by  Its  own  sinews  will  prevail. 
IVadition  written  therefore  more  commends 
Authority,  than  what  fVom  voice  descends : 
And  this,  as  perfect  as  its  kind  can  be. 
Rolls  down  to  us  the  sacred  history : 
Which,  from  the  universal  church  receiv'd. 
Is  liy'd,and  afier,  for  itsdf  believ'd. 

The  partial  papists  would  infer  from  hence 
Their  dmrch,  in  last  resort,  should  judge  the  sense. 


But  first  they  would  assume,  with  wondrous  art. 
Themselves  to  be  the  whole,  who  are  but  part 
Of  that  vast  frame  the  church ;  yet  grant  they  were 
The  handers-down,  can  they  from  thence  infer 
A  right  t*  interpret  ?  or  would  they  alone, 
Who  brought  the  present,  claim  it  for  their  own? 
The  book's  a  common  lai^gess  to  mankind  ; 
Not  more  for  them  than  every  man  design'd  : 
The  welcome  news  is  in  the  letter  found ; 
Hie  carrier's  not  commission'd  to  expound. 
It  speaks  itself,  and  what  it  does  contain. 
In  all  things  needful  to  be  known  is  plain. 
i      In  times  o'ergrown  with  rust  and  ignorance, 
1  A  gainfVil  trade  their  clergy  did  advance : 
•  When  want  of  learning  kept  the  laymen  low, 
!  And  none  but  priests  were  authoris'd  to  know : 
I  When  what  small  knowledge  was,  in  them  did  dwdl; 
I  And  he  a  god  who  could  but  read  and  spell ; 
Tlien  mother-church  did  mightily  prevail : 
She  parcel'd  out  the  Bible  by  retail : 
But  still  expounded  what  she  sold  or  gave  ; 
To  keep  it  in  her  power  to  damn  and  save  : 
Scripture  was  scarce,  and,  as  the  mariiet  went. 
Poor  laymen  took  salvation  on  content ; 
As  needy  men  take  money  good  or  bad : 
Crod's  word  they  Imd  not,  but  the  priest's  they  had. 
Yet  whate'er  false  conveyances  they  made, 
TTie  lawyer  still  was  certain  to  be  paid. 
In  dioae  dark  times  they  leam*d  their  knack  so  well. 
That  by  long  use  they  grew  infallible : 
At  last  a  knowing  age  began  t'  inquire 
If  they  the  book,  or  that  did  them  inspire  *. 
And,  making  narrower  search,  they  found,  though 

late, 
That  what  they  thought  the  priest's,  was  their  estate : 
Taught  by  the  will  produc*d,  tlie  written  word. 
How  long  (hey  had  been  cheated  on  record. 
Then  every  man  who  saw  the  title  fair, 
Claim'd  a  child's  part,  and  put  in  for  a  share : 
Consulted  soberly  his  private  good ; 
And  sav'd  himself  as  cheap  as  e'er  he  could. 

'Tts  true,  my  friend,  and  far  be  flattery  hence. 
This  good  had  full  as  Imd  a  consequence : 
llie  book  thus  put  in  every  vulgar  hand. 
Which  each  presum'd  be  best  could  understand. 
The  common  rule  was  made  the  common  prey ; 
And  at  the  mercy  of  the  rabble  lay. 
The  tender  page  with  homy  fists  was  gaird  ; 
And  he  was  gifted  most  that  loudest  bawl'd  : 
The  spirit  gave  the  doctoral  degree : 
And  every  member  of  a  company 
Was  of  his  trade,  and  of  tlie  Bible  free. 
Plain  troths  enough  for  needful  use  tliey  found ; 
But  men  would  still  be  itching  to  expound  : 
Each  was  ambitious  of  tii'  obscurest  place. 
No  measure  ta'en  from  knowledge,  all  from  grace. 
Study  and  pains  were  now  no  more  their  care  ; 
Texts  were  explain'd  by  fasting  and  by  prayer  ; 
Tliis  was  die  Aiiit  the  private  spirit  brought ; 
Occasion'd  by  great  z^  and  little  thought. 
While  crowds  unleam'd,  with  rode  devotion  warm. 
About  the  sacred  viands  bus  and  swarm. 
The  fly-blown  text  creates  a  crawling  brood  ; 
And  turns  to  maggots  what  was  meant  for  fSood. 
A  thousand  daily  sects  rise  up  and  die ; 
A  thousand  more  the  perish'd  race  supply : 
So  all  we  make  of  Heaven's  disoover'd  wUl, 
Is,  not  to  have  it,  or  to  use  it  ilL 
The  danger's  much  tfie  same ;  on  several  slidves 
If  others  wreck  us,  or  we  wreck  ourselves. 
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What  tfaen  remains,  but,  WBThig  each  extreme, 
Tlie  tides  of  ignorance  and  pride  to  stem  ? 
Meitlier  ao  rich  a  treasure  to  forego ; 
Nor  proudly  seek  be3rond  our  power  to  know : 
Fntfa  b  not  buiH  on  disquisitions  vain; 
Hie  things  we  must  beliere  are  few  and  plain : 
But,  since  men  will  believe  more  than  they  need. 
And  erery  man  will  make  himself  a  creed, 
I        In  doubtful  questions  'tis  the  safest  way 
I        Td  learn  what  unsuspected  ancients  say : 
For  'tis  not  likely  we  should  higher  soar 
In  seaorcfa  of  Heaven,  than  all  the  diurchiiefore : 
Nor  can  we  be  decdv'd,  unless  we  see 
Hk  Scripture  and  the  fethers  disagree. 
If  after  all  they  stand  suspected  still, 
For  no  man's  faith  depends  upon  his  will ; 
*Tb  some  relief,  that  points  not  clearly  known 
Without  much  hazard  may  be  let  alone  • 
And,  after  hoaring  what  our  church  can  say. 
If  stin  our  reason  runs  another  way. 
That  private  reason  *tis  more  just  to  curb, 
Tlian  by  di^mtes,  the  public  peace  disturb. 
Far  points  obscure  are  of  small  use  to  learn : 
But  common  quiet  is  mankind's  concern. 

Thus  have  I  made  my  own  opinions  clear : 
Yet  oeitber  praise  expect,  nor  censure  fear : 
And  this  unpolish'd  nigged  verse  I  chose; 
As  fittest  for  discourse,  and  nearest  prose : 
For  while  from  sacred  truth  I  do  not  swerve, 
Tom  Sterahold's  or  Tom  Shadwell's  rhymes  will 


TO  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

PKUfCirAL  rAINTER  TO  HIS  MAJESTY. 

Oks  I  beheld  the  feirest  of  her  kind, 

And  stin  the  sweet  idea  charms  my  mind : 

IVue,  she  was  dumb ;  fen*  Nature  gaz*i  so  long, 

Pkas'd  with  her  work,  that  she  forgot  her  tongue ; 

But,  smiling,  said,  "  She  still  shall  gain  the  prize ; 

I  only  have  transferr'd  it  to  her  eyes.'* 

Sach  are  thy  pictures,  Kneller :  such  thy  skill, 

Tliat  I^tnre  seems  obedient  to  thy  will ; 

Cones  out,  and  meets  thy  pencil  in  the  draught ; 

lives  there,   and  wants  but  words  to  speak  her 

thfwigfafc 
At  least  thy  pictures  look  a  voice ;  and  we 
Tiaai^ini  sounds,  deceiv'd  to  that  degree. 
We  tliiiik  'tis  somewhat  more  than  just  to  see. 

Sadows  are  but  privations  of  the  light ; 
Tel,  when  vre  walk,  they  shoot  before  the  sight ; 
Wiifa  us  ^jproadi,  retire,  arise,  and  fell ; 
neching  themselves,  and  yet  expressing  alL 
Sacfa  are  thy  pieces,  imitating  life 
So  aesr,  they  almost  conquer  in  the  strife ; 
Aad  from  ^eir  animated  canvass  came, 
Dmaiiding  souls,  and  loosen'd  from  the  feame. 

jftooiedieua,  were  he  here,  would  cast  away 
VBt  Adam,  and  refuse  a  soul  to  clay ; 
Aad  cMwr  would  thy  noble  work  inspire. 
Or  tfaink  it  warm  enough  without  his  fire. 
Bat  vulgar  hands  may  vulgar  likeness  raise ; 

'Bis  is  the  least  attoidant  on  thy  pnise : 

Vrasiheoee  the  rudiments  of  art  began ; 

Aood,  or  dialk,  first  imitated  man  : 

Folaps  tbe  shadow,  taken  on  a  wall, 

Gas*  ooilinfli  to  the  rude  original ; 


Ere  canvass  yet  was  stnin'd,  befete  the  grace 
Of  blended  colours  found  their  use  and  place, 
Or  cypress  tablets  ^rst  receiv'd  a  face. 

By  slow  degrees  the  godlike  art  advanc'd ; 
As  man  grew  poliah'd,  picture  was  enhanc'd : 
Greece  added  posture,  shade,  and  perspective  ; 
And  then  the  mimic  piece  began  to  live. 
Yet  perqiective  was  lame,  no  distance  true, 
But  all  c^me  forward  in  one  common  view ; 
No  point  of  light  was  known,  no  bounds  of  art; 
When  light  was  there,  it  knew  not  to  depart^ 
But  glanng  on  remoter  objects  play'd ; 
Not  languish'd,  and  insensibly  decay'd. 

Rome  rais'd  not  art,  but  barely  kept  alive^ 
And  with  old  Greece  unequally  did  strive : 
Til]  Goths  and  Vandals,  a  rude  northern  race, 
Did  all  the  matchless  monuments  deface. 
Hien  all  the  Muses  in  one  ruin  lie. 
And  rhyme  began  t'  enervate  poetry 
Thus,  in  a  stupid  military  state, 
Hie  pen  and  pencil  find  an  equal  fiite. 
Flat  feces,  such  as  would  disgrace  a  screen. 
Such  as  in  Bantam's  embassy  were  seen. 
Unnus'd,  unrounded,  were  the  rude  delight 
Of  brutal  nations,  only  born  to  fight 
Long  time  the  sister  arts,  in  iron  sleep, 
A  heavy  sabbath  did  supinely  keep : 
At  length,  in  Raphael's  age,  at  once  they  rise, 
Stretch  all  their  limbs,  and  open  all  their  eyes. 
Thence  rose  the  Roman,  and  the  Lombard  line : 
One  colour'd  best,  and  one  did  best  design. 
Raphael's,  like  Homer's,  was  the  nobler  part. 
But  Titian's  painting  look'd  like  Virgirs  art. 

Thy  genius  gives  thee  both ;  where  true  design. 
Postures  unforc'd,  and  lively  colours  join. 
Likeness  is  ever  there ;  but  still  the  best. 
Like  proper  thoughts  in  lofty  language  drest ; 
Where  light,  to  shades  descending,  plays,  not  strive^ 
Dies  by  degrees,  and  by  degrees  revives. 
Of  various  parts  a  perfect  whole  is  wrought : 
Thy  pictures  think,  and  we  divine  tlieir  thought. 

Shakspeare,  thy  gif^  I  place  before  my  sight : 
With  awe,  I  ask  his  blessing  ere  I  write ; 
With  reverence  look  on  his  majestic  face ; 
Proud  to  be  less,  but  of  his  godlike  race, 
His  soul  inspires  me,  while  thy  praise  I  write. 
And  I,  like  Teucer,  under  Ajax  fight.  [breast 

Bids  tJiee,   through  me,  be  bold ;   with  dauutlesa 
Contemn  the  bad,  and  emulate  tbe  best 
Like  his,  thy  critics,  in  tli'  attempt  are  lost : 
When  most  they  rail,  know  then,  they  envy  most. 
In  vain  they  snarl  aloof ;  a  noisy  crowd. 
Like  women's  anger,  impotent  and  loud. 
While  they  their  barren  industry  deplore 
Pass  on  secure,  and  mind  the  goal  before. 
Old  as  she  is,  my  Muse  shall  march  behind 
Bear  off  the  blast,  and  intercept  the  wind. 
Our  arts  are  sisters,  though  not  twins  in  blrtli : 
For  hymns  were  sung  in  Eden's  happy  cartli : 
But  oh,  the  painter  Muse,  though  lost  in  place. 
Has  seiz'd  the  blessmg  first,  like  Jacob's  race. 
Apelles'  art  an  Alexander  found  ; 
And  Raphael  did  with  Leo's  gold  abound ; 
But  Homer  was  with  barren  laurel  crown'd. 
Thou  hadst  thy  C^harles  a  while,  and  so  had  I ; 
But  pass  we  that  unpleasing  image  by. 
Rich  in  thyself,  and  of  thyself  divine  ; 
All  pilgrims  come  and  ofier  at  thy  sluine. 
A  graceful  truth  thy  pencil  can  command ; 
The  fair  themselves  go  mended  from  thy  hand. 
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likenen  appears  in  every  Mneanunt  ;• 

But  likeness  in  thy  work  is  eloquent. 

Though  Nature  there  her  true  resemblance  bears, 

A  nobler  beauty  in  thy  piece  appears. 

So  warm  ifay  work,  so  glows  the  generous  ihune. 

Flesh  looks  less  living  in  the  lovely  dame. 

Thou  paiut'st*  as  we  describe,  improving  still. 

When  on  wild  Nature  we  ing^raft  our  skill ; 

But  not  creating  beauties  at  our  will. 

But  poets  are  confin*d  in  narrower  space, 
To  speak  the  language  of  their  native  place : 
Hie  painter  widely  stretdies  his  command ; 
Thy  pencil  speaks  the  tongue  of  every  land. 
From  hence,  my  friend,  all  climates  are  your  own, 
Nor  can  you  forfeit,  for  you  hold  of  none. 
All  nations  all  immunities  will  give 
To  make  you  theirs,  where'er  you  please  to  live ; 
And  not  seven  cities,  but  the  world  would  strive. 

Sure  some  propitious  planet  then  did  smile. 
When  €rst  you  were  oonducted  to  this  isle : 
Our  genius  brought  you  here,  t*  enlarge  our  fimie ; 
For  your  good  stars  are  every  where  the  same. 
Thy  matchless  hand,  of  every  region  free. 
Adopts  our  climate,  not  our  climate  thee. 

Great  Rome  and  Venice  early  did  impart 
To  ihoe  til*  examples  of  their  wondrous  art 
Hiose  masters  then,  but  seen,  not  understood. 
With  generous  emulation  iir*d  thy  blood : 
For  what  in  Nature's  dawn  the  child  admir'd. 
The  youth  cndeavour'd,  and  the  man  acquired. 

If  yet  thou  hast  not  reach'd  their  high  degree, 
'Tis  only  wanting  to  this  age,  not  thee. 
Thy  genius,  bounded  by  the  times,  like  mine. 
Drudges  on  petty  draughts,  nor  dare  design 
A  more  exalted  work,  and  more  divine. 
For  what  a  song,  or  senseless  opera. 
Is  to  the  living  labour  of  a  play ; 
Or  what  a  play  to  Virgil's  work  would  be. 
Such  is  a  single  piece  to  history. 

But  we,  who  Ufe  bestow,  ourselves  must  live : 
Kings  cannot  reign,  unless  their  subjects  give : 
And  they,  who  pav  the  taxes,  bear  the  rule : 
Thus,  thou,  sometimes,  art  forc'd  to  draw  a  fool : 
But  so  his  follies  in  thy  posture  sink. 
The  senseless  ideot  seems  at  last  to  think.        [vain. 
Good  Heaven  !  that  sots  and  knaves  should  be  so 
To  wish  their  vile  resemblance  may  remain  ! 
And  stand  recorded,  at  their  own  request 
To  future  days,  a  libel  or  a  jest ! 

Else  should  we  see  your  noble  pencil  trace 
Our  unities  of  action,  time,  and  place : 
A  whole  compos'd  of  parts,  and  those  the  best. 
With  every  various  character  exprcst ; 
Heroes  at  large,  and  at  a  nearer  view : 
Less,  and  at  distance,  an  ignobler  crew. 
While  all  the  figures  in  one  action  join. 
As  tending  to  complete  the  main  design. 
More  cannot  be  by  mortal  art  exprest ; 
But  venerable  age  shall  add  the  rest. 
For  Time  shall  with  his  ready  pencil  stand ; 
Retouch  your  figures  with  his  ripening  hand ; 
Mellow  your  colours,  and  imbrown  the  teint ; 
Add  every  grace,  which  Time  alone  can  grant ; 
To  future  ages  shall  your  fame  convey. 
And  give  more  beauties  than  he  takes  away. 


THE  COCK  AND  THE  FOX: 

OE  THB  TALE  OP  THE  KUN's  PRIEST. 

There  liv'd,  as  authors  tell,  in  days  of  yoie, 
A  widow,  somewhat  old,  and  veiy  poor : 
Deep  in  her  cell  her  cottage  lonely  stood. 
Well  thatch'd,  and  under  covert  of  a  wood. 
This  dowager,  on  whom  my  tale  I  found. 
Since  last  die  laid  her  husband  in  the  ground^ 
A  simple  sober  life,  in  patience,  led. 
And  had  but  just  enough  to  buy  her  bread : 
But  huswifing  the  little  Heaven  had  lent. 
She  duly  paid  a  groat  for  quarter  rent ; 
And  pinch'd  her  belly,  with  her  daughters  twtv 
To  bring  the  year  about  with  much  ado. 

The  cattle  in  her  homestead  were  three  aows. 
An  ewe  call'd  Mallie,  and  three  brinded  cows. 
Her  parlour-window  stuck  with  herbs  around. 
Of  savoury  smell ;  and  rushes  strew'd  the  ground. 
A  maple^^reaser  in  her  hall  she  had. 
On  which  full  many  a  slender  meal  she  i 
For  no  delicious  morsel  pass'd  her  throat ; 
According  to  her  cloth  she  cut  her  coat : 
No  poignant  sauce  she  knew,  nor  costly  treat. 
Her  hunger  gave  a  relish  to  her  meat : 
A  qiaring  diet  did  her  health  assure ; 
Or,  sick,  a  pepper  posset  was  her  cure. 
Before  ^  day  was  done,  her  work  she  ^ed. 
And  never  went  by  candle-light  to  bed : 
With  exercise  she  sweat  ill  humours  out, 
Her  dancing  was  not  hinder'd  by  the  gout. 
Her  poverty  was  glad ;  her  heart  content ; 
Nor  knew  she  what  the  spleen  or  vapours  meant. 

Of  wine  she  never  tasted  through  the  year. 
But  white  and  black  was  all  her  homely  dieer : 
Brown  bread,  and  milk,  (but  first  she  skinun*d  her 

bowls) 
And  rashers  of  sing'd  bacon  on  the  coals. 
On  holy  days  an  egg,  or  two  at  most; 
But  her  ainbition  never  reach'd  to  roast. 

A  yard  she  had  with  pales  enclos*d  about. 
Some  Iiigh,  some  low  and  a  dry  ditch  without. 
Within  this  homestead,  liv'd,  without  a  peer. 
For  crowing  loud,  the  noble  Chanticleer ; 
So  hight  her  cock,  whose  singing  did  surpasa 
The  merry  notes  of  organs  at  the  mass. 
More  certain  was  the  crowing  of  the  cock 
To  number  hours,  than  is  an  abbey-clock ; 
And  sooner  than  the  matin-bell  was  rung. 
He  clapp'd  his  wings  upon  his  roost,  and  sung  . 
For  whcni  degrees  fifteen  ascended  right. 
By  sure  instinct  he  knew  'twas  one  at  night. 
High  was  his  comb,  and  coral-red  withal. 
In  dente  embattled  like  a  castle  wall ; 
His  bill  was  raven-bhick,  and  shone  like  jet  ; 
Blue  were  his  legs,  and  orient  were  his  feet : 
White  were  his  nails,  like  silver  to  behold. 
His  body  glittering  like  the  bumish'd  gdd. 
This  gentle  cock,  for  solace  of  his  life. 
Six  misses  had,  besides  his  lawful  wife ; 
Scandal,  that  spares  no  king,  though  ne'er  so  good. 
Says,  they  were  all  of  his  own  flesh  and  blood. 
His  sisters  both  by  sire  and  mother's  side ; 
And  sure  their  likeness  show'd  them  near  aUy*d. 
But  make  the  worst,  the  monarch  did  no  more^ 
Than  all  the  Ptolemys  had  done  before : 
When  incest  is  for  interest  of  a  nation, 
*Tis  made  no  sin  by  holy  dispensation. 
Some  lines  have  been  maintain'd  by  this  alone^ 
Which  by  their  common  ucUb 
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But  ptmmg  this,  ts  from  our  tale  apcrt. 

Dune  Fntlct  was  the  soverdgii  of  hit  heart : 
Ardent  in  love,  outrageous  in  his  plaj, 
Ha  feathered  her  a  hundred  times  a  day: 
And  ahe,  that  was  not  only  passing  fair. 
Bat  was  withal  discreet,  and  debonair, 
BcMrfv*d  the  paasire  doctrine  to  fulfil, 
Though  loth ;  and  let  him  work  his  wicked  will : 
At  board  and  bed  was  affable  and  kind, 
Accading  as  their  marriage  vow  did  bind. 
And  as  the  church's  precept  had  enjoin*d : 
Ev'n  wice  she  was  a  se'am'ght  old,  they  say. 
Was  chaste  and  humble  to  her  dying  day, 
Mbr  chick  nor  hen  was  known  to  disobey. 

By  this  her  husband's  heart  she  did  obtain ; 
What  cBonot  beauty,  join*d  with  virtue,  gain  I 
flbe  was  hb  only  joy,  and  he  her  pride, 
9ie,  when  h^  walk*d,  went  pecking  by  his  side ; 
11^  spuming  up  the  ground,  he  sprung  a  com. 
The  tribute  in  his  bUl  to  her  was  borne. 
Bat,  oh !  what  joy  it  was  to  hear  him  ting 
In  sommcr,  when  the  day  began  to  spring, 
Stretching  his  neck,  and  warbling  in  his  thixiat, 
**  Sohts  cum  sola,"  then  was  all  his  note. 
For  in  the  days  of  yore,  the  birds  of  parts       [arts. 
Wave  bred  to  speak,  and  sing,  and  leam  the  liberal 

It  happ'd,  that,  perching  on  the  parlour-beam 
Aaaidst  his  wives,  he  had  a  deadly  dream, 
Jort  at  the  dawn ;  and  sigh*d,  and  groan*d  so  fint. 
At  werr  breath  he  drew  would  be  Us  last 
Jktat  Fartlct,  ever  nearest  to  his  side. 
Heard  all  his  piteous  moan,  and  how  he  cry'd 
Far  hdp  froro  gods  and  men  :  and  sore  aghast 
fta  peck*d  and  pull'd,  and  waken*d  hhn  at  hut 
"  Dearhcarty"  said  she,  «  for  love  of  Heaven,  decbre 
Toar  pain,  nid  make  me  partner  of  your  care. 
Too  groan,  air,  ever  since  the  moming.light, 
At  something  had  disturb*d  your  noUe  spright'* 

"  And,  madam,  weU  I  might,'*  said  Chanticleer, 
*  Never  waa  Shrovetide  cock  in  suchalear; 
Ev*B  adO  I  run  all  over  in  a  sweat. 
Iff  ffiiK**y  tgnscs  not  recover  d  j^et. 
Fer  sodi  a  dream  I  had  of  dire  portent, 
Thtft  usath  I  lear  my  body  will  be  shent : 
It  bodes  I  shall  have  vrars  and  woefVil  strife^ 
Or  hum  loathsome  dungeon  end  my  life. 
Kaov,  dame,  I  dreamt  within  my  troubled  breast. 
That  in  our  yard  I  saw  a  murderous  beast, 
That  oo  my  body  would  have  made  arrest. 
Widi  waking  eyca  I  ne'er  beheld  his  fi^ow ; 
Si  coloor  was  betwixt  a  red  and  yellow : 
Tlni'd  was  hb  tail,  and  both  hb  pricking  ears 
Wen  black,  and  moch  unlike  hb  other  hairs : 
Tha  rest,  in  shape  a  beagle's  vrhelp  throughout. 
With  broader  Ibrehead,  and  a  sharper  snout : 
Beep  ia  fab  finont  were  sunk  hb  glowing  eyes. 
That  yet  methinks  I  see  him  with  surprise. 
Baach  out  your  hand,  I  drop  with  clammy  sweat. 
And  bj  k  to  my  heart,  and  feel  it  beaL" 

^  Ihm'ff  for  shanae,"  quoth  she,  «  by  Heaven 


Thaa  haat  tar  ever  lost  thy  bdy's  bve ; 
Xa  awnan  can  eadnre  a  recreant  kni|^ 
He  aMBt  be  bold  by  di^,  and  free  by  ni|^  3 
<kr  sex  dearea  a  hodMUid  or  a  friend. 
Who  CHI  our  honour  and  fab  own  defiad ; 
WiR,  hardy,  secret,  liberal  of  hb  purse : 
A  CmI  b  nauseous  but  a  coward  worse : 
Ka  bfiggii^  cojccomb,  yet  no  baiRed  knight, 
H«w  dtf'iK  ffaott  talk  of  lova^  and  dar'at  not  fight  ? 


I  How  dar'st  thou  tell  thy  dame  thou  art  aflWd  ? 
Hast  thou  no  manly  heart,  and  hast  a  beard  ? 

"  If  aught  from  fearful  drenins  may  be  divin'd, 
They  signify  a  cock  of  dungliiH  kind. 
All  dreams,  as  in  old  Galen  I  have  read, 
Are  from  repletion  and  complexion  bred; 
From  rising  fumes  of  indigested  food. 
And  noxious  humours  tliat  infect  the  blood : 
And  sure,  my  lord,  if  I  can  read  ariglit. 
These  foolish  fancies  you  have  liad  to-night 
Are  certain  symptoms  (in  tlic  canting  ityle) 
Of  boiling  cholvr,  and  aboimding  bile ; 
Tlib  yellow  eall,  that  in  your  stonMch  floats. 
Engenders  afi  these  visionary  tlioughts. 
When  choler  overflowrs,  then  dreams  are  bred 
Of  flames,  and  all  the  family  of  red ; 
Red  drugons,  and  red  beasts  in  sleep  we  view, 
For  humours  are  distinguish'd  by  tlieir  hue. 
From  hence  vre  dream  of  wars  and  warUke  thinga^ 
And  wasps  and  hornets  with  tlieir  double  wings. 
Choler  adust  congeab  our  blood  with  fear. 
Then  bbck  bulls  toas  us,  and  bbck  devib  tear. 
In  sanguine  airy  dreams  alofl  we  bound. 
With  liieums  oppress'd  we  u'nk,  in  rivers  drown'd. 

**  More  I  could  say,  but  thus  conclude  my  theme, 
Tlie  dominating  humour  makes  the  dream. 
Cato  was  in  his  tune  accounted  wise, 
And  he  condemns  them  all  for  empty  lies. 
Take  my  advice,  and  when  we  fly  to  ground. 
With  bxatives  preserve  your  body  sound. 
And  purge  the  peccant  humours  that  aboand. 
I  should  be  loth  to  by  you  on  a  bier ; 
And  though  there  lives  no  'pothecary  near, 
I  dare  for  once  prescribe  for  your  disease. 
And  save  long  bills,  and  a  damn'd  doctor's  feet. 

«  Two   sovereign    herbs,  which  I  by   prtctica 
know. 
And  both  at  hand  (for  in  our  yard  they  grow) ; 
On  peril  of  my  soul  iKall  rid  you  wholly 
Of  ydlow  choler,  and  of  melancholy : 
You  must  both  purge  and  vomit ;  but  obey. 
And  for  the  love  of  Heaven  make  no  deby. 
Since  hot  and  dry  in  your  complexion  join, 
Bevrare  the  Sun  when  in  a  vernal  sign ; 
For  when  he  mounts  exalted  in  the  Ram, 
If  then  he  finds  your  body  in  a  flame. 
Replete  with  choler,  I  dtfe  by  a  groat, 
A  tertian  ague  b  at  least  your  lot. 
Perhaps  a  fever  (which  the  gods  forefend) 
May  bring  your  youth  to  some  untimely  end : 
And  therefore,  sir,  as  you  desire  to  live, 
A  day  or  two  before  your  laxative. 
Take  just  three  worms,  nor  under  nor  above, 
Becauae  the  gods  unequal  numbers  love. 
These  digestives  prepare  you  for  your  pui^ge ; 
Of  fumetery,  centaury,  and  spurge. 
And  of  ground-ivy  add  a  leaf  or  two. 
All  whidi  within  our  yard  or  garden  grow. 
Eat  these,  and  be,  my  lord,  of  better  sheer ; 
Your  fiuber's  son  was  never  bom  to  fear." 

<*  Madam,'*  quoth  he,  **  grammercy  for  your  care, 
But  Cato^  whom  you  quoted,  you  may  spare: 
'Tb  tme,  a  wise  and  worthy  man  he  seems. 
And  (as  you  say)  gave  no  belief  to  dreams : 
But  other  men  of  more  authority. 
And,  by  th'  immortal  powers,  as  wise  as  he. 
Maintain,  with  sounder  sense,  that  dreams  forebode  ; 
For  Homer  plainly  says  they  come  firom  God. 
Nor  Cato  laid  it :  but  some  modem  fool 
Impos'd  in  Cato's  name  on  boys  at  schooL 
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'<  Believe  me,  madam,  morning  dreams  foreshow 
Til*  event  of  things,  and  future  weal  or  woe : 
Some  truths  are  not  by  reason  to  be  try*d. 
But  we  have  sure  experience  for  our  guide. 
An  ancient  author,  equal  with  the  be^ 
Bektes  this  tale  of  drVams  among  the  rest. 

*<  IVo  fnends  or  brothers,  with  devout  intent, 
On  some  far  pilgrimage  together  went. 
It  bappen*d  so^  that,  when  the  Sun  was  down. 
They  just  arriv*d  by  twilight  at  a  town  : 
That  day  had  been  the  baiting  of  a  bull, 
*Twas  at  a  feast,  and  every  inn  so  full. 
That  no  void  room  in  chamber,  or  on  ground. 
And  but  one  sorry  bed  was  to  be  found : 
And  that  so  little  it  would  hold  but  one, 
Hiougfa  till  this  hour  they  never  lay  alone. 

«  So  were  they  forc'd  to  part ;  one  stay*d  beliind. 
His  fellow  sought  what  lodging  be  could  find : 
At  last  be  found  a  stall  where  oxen  stood. 
And  that  he  rather  chose  than  lie  abroad. 
'Twas  in  a  fiuther  yard  without  a  door ; 
But,  for  hb  ease,  well  litter*d  was  the  floor. 

*'  His  fellow,  who  the  narrow  bed  had  kept, 
Was  weary,  and  without  a  rocker  slept : 
Supine  he  snor*d ;  but  in  the  dead  of  night. 
He  dreamt  his  friend  appeared  before  his  sight. 
Who,  with  a  ghastly  look  and  doleful  cry. 
Said,  *  Help  me,  brother,  or  this  ni^t  I  die : 
Arise,  and  help,  before  all  help  be  vain, 
Or  in  an  oz*s  stall  I  shall  be  slain.* 

'<  Rous*d  from  his  rest,  he  waken*d  in  a  start. 
Shivering  with  honour,  and  with  aching  heart. 
At  lengm  to  cure  himself  by  reason  tries ; 
*T!s  but  a  dream,  and  what  are  dreams  but  lies? 
So  thinking,  chang*d  his  side,  and  clo8*d  his  eyes. 
His  dream  returns ;  his  friend  appears  again : 
'  Tbe  murderers  come,  now  help,  or  I  am  slain  :* 
*Twas  but  a  vision  still,  and  visions  are  but  vain. 
He  dreamt  the  third :  but  now  his  friend  appear'd 
Pale,  naked,  pierc*d  with  wounds,  vrith  blood  be- 

smear*d: 
Hirice  wam*d,  *  Avrake,'  said  he ;  *  relief  is  late. 
The  deed  is  done ;  but  thou  revenge  my  fate: 
Tardy  of  aid,  unseal  thy  heavy  eyes, 
Awake,  and  with  the  dawning  day  arise : 
Tike  to  the  western  gate  thy  ready  vray. 
For  by  that  passage  they  my  corpse  convey : 
My  corpse  is  in  a  tumbril  laid,  among 
The  filth  and  ordure,  and  endos'd  with  dung : 
That  cart  arrest,  and  raise  a  common  cry ; 
For  sacred  hunger  of  my  gold,  I  die : 
Then  show*d  his  grisly  wound :  and  last  he  drew 
A  piteous  sigh,  and  took  a  long  adieu.* 

**  The  frighted  friend  arose  by  break  of  day. 
And  found  the  stall  where  late  his  fellow  Uy. 
Tlien  of  his  impious  host  inquiring  more, 
Was  answer'd  that  hb  guest  was  gone  before : 
<  Muttering,  he  went,*  said  he^  <  by  morning  light. 
And  much  complain*d  of  his  ill  rest  by  nigirt.' 
This  FBis*d  suspicion  in  the  pilgrim's  mind ; 
Because  all  hosts  are  of  an  evil  kind. 
And  oft  to  share  the  spoils  with  robbers  ioin*d. 

**  His  dream  confirm'd  bis  thought :  with  troubled 
look 
Stnught  to  the  western  gate  his  way  be  took; 
There,  as  his  dream  foretold,  a  cart  he  found. 
That  carry'd  compost  forth  to  dung  tlic  ground. 
This  when  the  pilgrim  saw,  he  stretched  liis  throat. 
And  cry*d  out  mwUcr  with  a  yelling  note. 
'  My  murdcr'd  fellow  in  this  cart  lies  dead, 
'Vengeance  and  justice  on  the  villain's  head. 


Ye  nugistratesy  who  sacrod  laws  dispense^ 
On  you  I  call,  to  punish  this  offence.* 

**  The  word  thus  given,  within  a  little  space, 
Die  mob  came  roaring  out,  and  throng*d  the  place. 
All  in  a  tiice  they  cast  the  cart  to  the  ground. 
And  in  thic  dung  the  murder'd  body  found  ; 
Tliough  breathless,  warm,  and  reeking  from  the 

vroiind. 
Good  Heaven,  whose  darling  attribute  we  find 
Is  boundless  grace,  and  mercy  to  mankind. 
Abhors  the  cruel;  and  the  deeds  of  night 
By  wondrous  ways  reveals  in  open  light : 
Murder  may  pass  unpunish*d  for  a  time. 
But  tardy  Justice  will  o'ertake  the  crime. 
And  oft  a  speedier  pain  the  guilty  feels : 
lliehueand  cry  of  Heaven  pursues  him  at  tlie  heels: 
Fresh  from  the  fiict,  as  in  the  present  case. 
The  criminals  are  seix'd  upon  the  place : 
Carter  and  host  confronted  dee  to  face. 
Stiff*  in  denial,  as  the  law  appoints, 
On  engines  they  distend  th<dr  tortur*d  joints: 
So  was  confession  fbrc*d,  th*  off*ence  was  known. 
And  public  justice  on  th*  offenders  done. 

*'  Here  may  you  see  that  visions  are  to  dread ; 
And  in  the  page  that  follows  this,  1  read 
Of  two  young  merchants,  whom  the  liope  of  gain 
Induc'd  in  partnership  to  cross  the  main. 
Waiting  till  willing  winds  their  sails  supplj'd. 
Within  a  trading  tovm  they  long  abide. 
Full  fairly  situate  on  a  haven's  side ; 
One  evening  it  befell,  that  looking  out. 
Hie  wind  they  long  had  vrish'd  was  come  about : 
Well  pleas'd  they  went  to  rest ;  and  if  the  gale 
Till  mom  continued,  both  rcaolv*d  to  saiL 
But  as  together  in  a  bed  they  lay,  « 

The  younger  had  a  dream  at  break  of  day. 
A  man  he  thought  stood  frowning  at  his  side : 
Who  wam*d  him  for  his  safety  to  provide. 
Nor  put  to  sea,  but  safe  on  shore  abide. 
*  I  come,  thy  genius,  to  command  thy  stay  ; 
Trust  not  the  winds,  for  fiital  u  the  day. 
And  Death  unhop'd  attends  the  watery  way.' 

<*  The  vision  said :  and  vanish'd  from  his  sight : 
The  dreamer  waken'd  in  a  mortal  fright : 
Then  pull*d  his  drowsy  neighbour,  and  declar'd 
What  in  his  slumber  hie  bad  seen  and  heard. 
His  friend  smil'd  scornful,  and  vrith  proud  cootenapc 
Rejects  as  idle  what  his  fellow  dreamt. 
'  Slay,  who  will  stay :  for  me  no  fears  restrain. 
Who  follow  Mercury  the  god  of  gain; 
Let  each  man  do  as  to  his  &ncy  seems, 
I  wait  not,  I,  till  you  have  better  dresins. 
Dreams  are  but  interludes  which  Fancy  makes 
When  monarch  Reason  sleeps,  this  mimic  wakes  : 
(Compounds  a  medley  of  disjointed  things, 
A  mob  of  coblers,  and  a  court  of  kings : 
Light  fumes  are  meny,  grosser  fumes  are  sad  :. 
Both  are  the  reasonable  soul  run  mad : 
And  many  monstrous  fonns  in  sleep  we  se^ 
That  neider  were,  nor  are,  nor  e*er  can  be. 
Sometimes  forgotten  things  long  cast  befaind 
Rush  forward  in  the  brain,  and  come  to  miiMl. 
Hie  nurse*!  legends  are  for  truths  receiv*d» 
And  the  man  dreams  but  what  the  boy  believ*d. 
Sometimes  we  but  rehearse  a  fonner  play. 
The  night  restores  our  actions  done  by  day  ; 
As  hounds  in  sleep  will  open  for  their  prey. 
In  short,  the  fiuxe  of  dreams  is  of  a  piece. 
Chimeras  all ;  and  more  absurd,  or  less: 
You,  who  believe  in  tales,  abide  alone : 
Whate*er  I  get  this  voyage  is  my  f^^j^ 
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•*  Thus  while  be  spoke»  he  beard  the  shouting  crew 
Tlwt  cali'd  aboard,  and  took  his  last  adieu. 
The  Teasd  went  before  a  merry  gale, 
And  for  quick  paasage  put  on  every  sail  : 
But  when  least  fear*d,  and  ev'n  in  open  day, 
Ihe  miaduef  overtook  her  in  the  way : 
Whether  she  quimg  a  leak,  I  cannot  find. 
Or  whether  iht  was  overset  with  wind. 
Or  that  some  rock  below  her  bottom  rent ; 
But  down  at  once  with  all  her  crew  she  went : 
Her  miow  ships  fimn  fior  her  loss  descry'd : 
But  only  she  was  sunk,  and  all  were  safe  beside. 

**  By  thtt  example  you  are  taught  again, 
Hiat  dreams  and  visiotis  are  not  alwaya  vain : 
But  if,  dear  Fiartlet,  you  are  still  in  doubt, 
Anothor  tale  shall  make  the  former  out. 

**  Kenefan  the  son  of  Kenulph,  Mercia*s  king. 
Whose  holj  life  the  legends  loudly  sing/ 
Wam'd  in  a  dream,  hu  murder  did  foretell 
From  pcHut  to  point  as  after  it  befell ; 
All  circumstances^  his  nurse  he  told 
(A  wonder  horn  a  child  of  seven  years  old) : 
IW  dream  vritfa  horrour  heard,  the  good  old  wife 
Ftom  treason  counseled  him  to  guanl  his  life ; 
But  dose  to  keep  the  secret  in  his  mind. 
For  a  boy*s  vision  small  belief  would  find. 
IW  pious  child,  by  promise  bound,  obey'd, 
K«r  was  the  fatel  murder  long  debiy*d : 
By  Qncnda  slain,  he  fiall  before  his  time, 
Msde  a  young  martyr  by  his  sister's  crime. 
The  tple  is  told  by  venerable  Bede, 
Which  at  your  better  leisure  you  may  read. 

"  Macnbius  too  relates  the  vision  sent 
To  the  great  Sdpio,  with  the  fam*d  event : 
Objections  makes,  but  after  makes  replies, 
AjmI  adds,  that  dreams  are  often  prophesies. 

**  Of  Daniel  you  may  read  in  holy  writ, 
Who^  when  the  king  his  vision  did  foiget. 
Could  word  for  word  the  wondrous  dream  repeat 
Kot  less  of  patriarch  Joseph  understand. 
Who  by  a  dream  enslav*d  th*  Egyptian  land. 
The  yens  of  plenty  and  of  dearth  foretold. 
When,  for  their  biead,  their  liberty  they  sold. 
Ksr  must  th*  exalted  butler  be  forgot, 
Nar  he  whose  dream  i»esag'd  his  hanging  lot 

*■  And  did  not  Cronus  &e  same  de^  foresee, 
Baii'd  in  his  vision  on  a  lofty  tree  ? 
The  wife  of  Hector,  in  his  utmost  pride^ 
Ihfanii  of  his  death  the  u'ght  before  he  dy*d ; 
Wdl  was  he  wam*d  fircmi  battle  to  refrain. 
But  BMB  to  death  decreed  are  wam'd  in  vain  : 
He  dar'd  the  dream,  and  by  his  fatal  foe  was  slain. 

"  Much  more  I  know,  which  I  forbear  to  spetk, 
For  see  Ihe  ruddy  day  begins  to  break ; 
Lst  tUs  soffioe,  that  phunly  I  foresee 
Ify  dream  wns  had,  and  bodes  adversity : 
Bm  uddner  pills  nor  laxatives  I  like, 
They  only  serve  to  make  the  well-man  sick : 
Of  dbaae  hb  gain  the  sharp  physician  makes, 
And  oAen  gcves  a  purge,  but  seldom  takes : 
Iky  not  correct,  but  poison  all  the  blood. 
And  ne'er  did  any  but  the  doctors  good : 
Thsar  tribe,  trade^  trinkets,  I  defy  them  all, 
Waa  evoy  wofk  of  'potfaecary's  hall. 
nine  aaabHicboly  matters  I  forbear : 
B«t  let  aw  tell  thee,  Fiartlet  mine,  and  swear, 
Th«t  when  1  view  the  beauties  of  thy  &ce, 
I  foar  not  death,  nor  dangers,  nor  disgrace : 
So  WMj  my  soul  have  bliss»  as,  when  I  spy 
TWacarkt  red  about  thy  partridge  eye, 


While  thou  art  constant  to  thy  own  true  knight, 
While  thou  art  mine,  and  I  am  thy  deliglit, 
All  sorrows  at  thy  presence  take  their  flight. 
For  true  it  is,  as  in  prindpio, 
Mulier  est  hominis  confusio. 
Madam,  the  meaning  of  this  Latin  is. 
That  woman  is  to  man  his  sovereign  bliss. 
For  when  by  night  I  feel  your  teller  side. 
Though  for  the  narrow  perch  I  cannot  ride. 
Yet  I  have  such  a  solace  in  my  mind. 
That  all  my  boding  cares  are  cast  behind ; 
And  ev'n  already  I  forget  my  dream  :'* 
He  said,  and  downward  flew  from  off  the  beam. 
For  day-light  now  began  apace  to  spring. 
The  thrush  to  whistle,  and  the  lark  to  sing. 
Then  crowing  dapp'd  his  wings,  th*  appointed  call, 
To  chuck  his  wives  together  in  the  halL 

By  this  the  widow  had  unbarr'd  the  door. 
And  Chanticleer  went  strutting  out  before, 
With  royal  courage,  and  with  heart  so  light. 
As  show'd  he  scom*d  the  visions  of  the  night 
Now  roaming  in  the  yard  he  spum*d  the  ground. 
And  gave  to  Partlet  the  first  grain  he  found. 
Then  often  feather*d  her  with  wanton  play. 
And  trod  her  twenty  times  oe  jnime  of  day  : 
And  took  by  turns  and  gave  so  much  delight. 
Her  sisters  pin*d  with  envy  at  the  sight 
He  chuck'd  asain,  when  other  corns  he  found. 
And  scarcely  deiffn*d  to  set  a  foot  to  ground; 
But  swagger'd  like  a  lord  about  hb  hidl. 
And  his  seven  wives  came  running  at  his  call. 

'Twas  now  the  month  in  which  the  world  began 
(If  March  beheld  the  first  created  man) : 
And  since  the  vernal  equinox,  the  Sun, 
In  Aries,  twelve  dc^grees,  or  more,  had  run  ^ 
When  casting  up  his  eyes  against  the  light. 
Both  month,  and  day,  and  hour,  he  measur'd right. 
And  told  more  truly  than  th*  Ephemeris : 
For  Art  may  err,  but  Nature  cannot  miss. 

Thus  numbering  times  and  seasons  in  hb  breast, 
Hb  second  crowing  the  third  hour  confess'd. 
Then  turning,  said  to  Partkt,  «  See,  my  dear. 
How  lavish  Nature  has  adom*d  the  year ; 
How  the  pale  primrose  and  blue  violet  spring. 
And  birds  essiqr  their  throats,  disus*d  to  sing : 
All  these  are  ours ;  and  I  with  pleasure  see 
Man  strutting  on  two  legs,  and  aping  me : 
An  unfledg'd  creature,  of  a  lumpish  frame, 
£ndow*d  with  fewer  particles  of  flame : 
Our  dames  sit  scouring  o*er  a  kitchen  fire, 
I  draw  fteAx  air,  and  Nature's  works  admire : 
And  ev*n  thb  day  in  more  delight  abound, 
Than,  since  I  was  an  egg,  I  ever  found.** 

The  time  shall  come  when  Chanticleer  shall  wbh 
Hb  words  unsaid,  and  hate  hb  boasted  bliss ; 
The  crested  bird  shall  by  experience  know, 
Jove  made  not  him  hb  master-piece  below ; 
And  learn  the  latter  end  of  joy  b  woe. 
The  vessel  of  hb  bliss  to  dregs  b  run. 
And  Heaven  will  have  him  taste  hb  other  tun. 

Ye  wise^  draw  near,  and  hearken  to  my  tale, 
Which  proves  that  oft  the  proud  by  flattery  fall : 
The  legend  b  as  true,  I  undertake. 
As  Tristran  is,  and  Launcelot  of  the  lake : 
Which  all  our  ladies  in  such  reverence  hold, 
As  if  in  book  of  martyrs  it  were  told. 

A  fox,  full-fraught  vrith  seemmg  sanctity, 

TTiat  fear*d  an  oath,  bu^  like  the  Devil,  would  lie  i 

Who  look*d  like  Lent,  and  had  the  holy  leer. 

And  durst  not  sui  before  he  said  his  prayeiu 
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Thh  pious  cheat,  that  never  suck*d  tlic  blood. 
Nor  chew*d  the  flesh  of  lambs,  but  when  he  cott*d  ; 
Had  pass*d   three  summers  in  the  neighbouring 

wood: 
And  musinff  long  whom  next  to  drcumvent, 
On  Chanticleer  his  wicked  fancy  bent : 
And  in  his  high  imagination  cast, 
By  stratagem  to  gratify  his  taste. 

The  plot  oontriv'd,  before  the  break  of  day. 
Saint  Ileynard  through  the  hedge  had  made  his  way ; 
The  pale  was  next,  but  proudly  with  a  bound 
He  leapt  the  fence  of  the  forbidden  ground : 
Tet,  fearing  to  be  seen,  within  a  bed 
Of  coleworts  he  conceal'd  his  wily  head ; 
Then  sculk*d  till  afternoon,  and  watch*d  his  time, 
(As  murderers  use)  to  perpetrate  his  crime. 

0  hypocrite,  ingenious  to  destroy, 

O  traitor,  worse  tlmn  Sinon  was  to  Troy ! 
O  vile  subverter  of  the  Gallic  reign. 
More  false  than  Gano  was  to  Charlemaign ! 

0  Chanticleer,  in  an  unhappy  hour 
Didst  thou  forsake  the  safe^  of  thy  bower : 
Better  for  thee  thou  hadst  believ*d  thy  dream. 
And  not  that  day  descended  from  the  beam  I 

But  here  the  doctors  eagerly  dispute : 
Some  hold  predestination  absolute : 
Some  clerks  maintain,  that  Heaven  at  first  foresees. 
And  in  the  virtue  of  foresight  decrees. 
If  this  be  so,  then  prescience  binds  the  will, 
And  mortals  are  not  free  to  good  or  ill : 
For  what  he  first  foresaw,  he  must  ordain,  - 
Or  Its  eternal  prescience  may  be  vain : 
As  bad  for  us  as  prescience  had  not  been. 
For  first,  or  last,  he*s  author  of  the  sin. 
And  who  says  that,  let  the  blaspheming  man 
Say  worse  ev*n  of  the  Devil,  if  he  can. 
For  how  can  that  eternal  Power  be  just 
To  punish  man,  who  sins  because  he  must  ? 
Or,  how  can  he  reward  a  virtuous  deed. 
Which  is  not  done  by  us ;  but  first  decreed? 

1  cannot  bolt  this  matbn-  to  the  bran. 
As  Bradwardin  and  holy  Austin  can ; 
If  prescience  can  determine  actions  so 
That  we  must  do,  because  he  did  foreknow, 
Or  that,  forduowing,  yet  our  choice  is  free. 
Not  forc*d  to  sin  by  strict  necessity ; 

This  strict  necessi^  they  simple  call. 
Another  sort  there  is  conditionaL 
The  fint  so  binds  the  will,  that  things  foreknown 
By  spontaneity,  not  choice,  are  done. 
Thus  galley-slaves  tug  willing  at  their  oar. 
Content  to  vrork,  in  prospect  of  the  shore ; 
But  would  not  work  at  all  if  not  constrain*d  before. 
Huit  other  does  not  liberty  constrain, 
But  man  may  either  act,  or  may  refhdn. 
Heaven  made  us  agents  tree  to  good  or  ill. 
And  forc*d  it  not,  though  he  foresaw  the  wilL 
Freedom  was  first  bestow*d  on  human  race. 
And  presdence  only  held  the  second  place. 
If  he  could  make  such  agents  wholly  free, 

1  not  dispute,  the  pouit*s  too  high  for  me ;  [sound. 
For  Heaven's  unfiithom*d  power  what  man  can 
Or  put  to  his  Omnipotence  a  bound? 

He  made  us  to  his  image,  all  agree  ; 
ThMt  image  is  the  soul,  and  that  must  be. 
Or  not  the  Maker's  image,  or  be  free. 
But  whether  it  were  better  man  had  been 
By  nature  bound  to  good,  not  free  to  sin, 
I  wave,  for  fear  of  splitting  on  a  rock. 
The  tale  I  tell  is  only  of  a  cock« 


Who  had  not  run  the  hazard  of  his  life. 
Had  he  believ'd  his  dream,  and  not  his  wife : 
For  women,  with  a  mischief  to  their  kind. 
Pervert,  with  bad  advice,  our  better  mind. 
A  woman's  counsel  brought  us  first  to  woe. 
And  made  her  man  his  Paradise  forego^ 
Wlicre  at  heart's  ease  he  lived ;  and  might  have  beea 
As  free  from  sorrow  as  he  was  from  sin. 
For  what  the  devil  had  their  sex  to  do. 
That,  bom  to  folly,  they  presum'd  to  know. 
And  could  not  see  the  serpent  in  the  grass  ? 
But  I  myself  presume,  and  let  it  pass. 

Silence  in  times  of  suffering  is  the  best, 
*T!s  dangerous  to  disturb  an  hornet's  nest. 
In  other  authors  you  may  find  enough. 
But  all  they  say  of  daxpes  is  idle  stuff. 
Legends  of  lying  wits  together  bound. 
Hie  Wife  of  Bath  would  throw  them  to  the  ground ; 
These  are  the  words  of  Chanticleer,  not  mine, 
I  honour  dames,  and  think  their  sex  divine. 

Now  to  continue  what  my  tale  begun  ; 
Lay  madam  Partlet  basking  in  the  Sun, 
Breast-high  in  sand :  her  sisters,  in  a  row, 
Enjoy'd  the  beams  above,  the  warmth  below. 
Hie  cock,  that  of  his  flesh  was  ever  fVee, 
Sung  merrier  than  the  mermaid  in  the  se* : 
And  so  befell,  that  as  he  cast  his  eye. 
Among  the  coleworts,  on  a  butterfly. 
He  saw  false  Reynard  where  he  lay  full  low  . 
I  need  not  swear  he  had  no  list  to  crow : 
But  cry'd,  **  Cock,  cock !"  and  gave  a  sudden  start, 
As  sore  dismay'd  and  frighted  at  his  heart ; 
For  birds  and  beasts,  inform'd  by  Nature,  know 
Kinds  opposite  to  theirs,  and  fly  their  foe. 
So  Chanticleer,  who  never  saw  a  fox. 
Yet  shunn'd  him  as  a  sailor  shuns  the  rocks. 

But  the  false  loon,  who  could  not  work  his  will 
By  open  force,  employ'd  his  flattering  skill  ; 
«*  I  hope,  my  lord,"  said  he,  "  I  not  offend  ; 
Are  you  afraid  of  me,  that  am  your  friend? 
I  were  a  beast  indeed  to  do  you  wrong, 
I,  who  have  lov'd  and  honour *d  you  so  lon^  t 
Stay,  gentle  sir,  nor  take  a  false  alarm. 
For,  on  my  soul,  I  never  meant  you  harm. 
I  come  no  spy,  nor  as  a  traitor  press. 
To  learn  Ahe  secrets  of  your  soft  recess : 
Far  be  fro|n  Reynard  ao  profane  a  thought. 
But  by  tbeftweetness  of  your  voice  was  brouglit : 
For,  as  I  bid  ray  beads,  by  diance  I  heard. 
The  song  as  of  an  angel  in  tlie  yard ; 
A  song  tliat  would  have  charm'd  th'  infernal  gods. 
And  banisli'd  horrour  from  the  dark  abodes  ; 
Had  Orpheus  sung  it  in  tlie  nether  sphere. 
So  much  the  hymn  had  pleas'd  the  tyrant's  ear. 
The  wife  had  been  detained,  to  keep  the  husiwnd 
there. 

**  My  lord,  your  sire  familiarly  I  knew, 
A  peer  deserving  such  a  son  as  you : 
He,  with  your  lady-mother  (whom  Heav^i  real) 
Has  often  grac'd  my  house,  and  been  my  guest  : 
To  view  his  living  ieatures,  does  me  good  ; 
For  I  am  your  poor  neighbour  in  the  wood  ; 
And  in  my  cottage  should  be  proud  to  see 
The  worthy  heir  of  my  friend's  fiunily. 

<*  But  since  I  speak  of  singing,  let  me  mj^ 
As  with  an  upright  heart  I  safely  may,        LC^f  nci 
That,  save  yourself,  there  breathes    not    oin      tht 
One  like  your  father  for  a  sflver  sound. 
So  sweetly  would  he  waka  the  winter-day. 
That  matrons  to  the  church  mistook  their  way  ^ 
And  thought  they  heard  the  merry  oi;gan  play* 
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And  be^  to  nite  bis  voice  with  artftil  care, 
(What  will  not  beaux  attempt  to  please  the  fidr  ?) 
On  tiptoe  stood  to  sing  with  greater  strength, 
And  stretcb'd  his  comely  neck  at  all  the  length : 
And  wfaOe  bestrain*d  ha  voice  to  pierce  the  skies, 
As  saints  in  raptures  use,  would  shut  his  eyes, 
That  the  sound  striving  through  the  narrow  throat. 
His  winking  might  avul  to  mend  the  note. 
By  diis,  in  song,  he  never  had  his  peer, 
From  sweet  Cecilia  down  to  Chanticleer ; 
Not  Maro's  Muse,  who  sung  the  mighty  man. 
Nor  FSndar*s heavenly  lyre,  nor  Horace  when  aswan. 
Tour  ancestors  proceed  from  race  divine : 
¥nm  Brennus  and  Belinus  is  your  line ; 
Who  gave  to  sovereign  Rome  such  loud  alarms, 
That  ev'n  the  priests  wetf  not  excused  fiom  arms. 

**  Besides,  a  fiunous  monk  of  modem  times 
Has  left  of  cocks  recorded  in  his  ihymes, 
That,  of  a  pariah-priest  the  son  and  heir, 
(When  sons  of  priests  were  from  the  proverb  clear,) 
Affionted  once  a  cock  of  noble  kind. 
And  either  lam*d  his  legs,  or  strudi  him  blind ; 
For  which  the  derk  his  father  was  disgru'd. 
And  in  his  benefice  another  plac*d. 
Now  sing,  my  lord,  if  not  for  love  of  me, 
Tet  lor  the  sake  of  sweet  saint  Charity ; 
Hake  hills  and  dales,  and  Earth  and  Heaven  rejcMce, 
And  enmlate  your  fktfaer*s  angel  voice.*' 

The  cock  was  pleas'd  to  hear  him  speak  so  fior, 
And  proud  beside,  as  solar  people  are ; 
Nor  could  the  treason  from  the  truth  descry, 
80  was  he  ravished  with  this  flattery: 
So  modi  the  more,  as,  from  a  little  elf, 
He  had  a  high  opinion  of  himself; 
Ihoogfa  sick^,  slender,  and  not  Ivge  of  limb, 
Cooduding  all  the  world  was  made  for  him. 

Te  princes,  rais*d  by  poets  to  the  gods, 
And  AJezander'd  up  in  lying  odes, 
Befavc  not  every  flattering  knave's  report, 
ltoe*a  many  a  Reynard  lurking  in  the  court ; 
And  be  shall  be  reodv*d  with  more  regard 
And  listen'd  to,  than  modest  Truth  Ai  heard. 
TUa  Chantideer,  of  whom  the  story  sings. 
Stood  high  upon  his  toes,  and  clapp*d  his  wings; 
Tbea  abetch'd  his  neck,  and  wink'd  with  boUi  his 

eyes, 
Aabitioas,  as  he  sought  th*  Olympic  pflxe. 
But,  while  he  pain*d  himself  to  raise  ift^ote, 
Fsbe  Reynaid  rush'd,  and  caught  hinfby  the  throat. 
Then  OB  his  back  he  laid  the  precious  load. 
And  aongbt  his  wonted  shdter  of  the  wood ; 
ftrifily  he  made  his  way,  the  mischief  done. 
Of  all  unheeded,  and  pursu'd  by  none. 
Alaa,  what  stay  is  there  in  human  state. 
Or  who  can  slmn  inevitable  fote? 
The  doom  was  written,  the  decree  was  past, 
En  the  foundations  of  the  world  were  cast! 
In  Aries  though  the  Sun  exalted  stood. 
His  patnm^lanet  to  procure  his  good ; 
Tet  Saturn  was.his  mortal  foe,  and  he, 
ia  libra  rais*d,  oppos*d  the  same  degree : 
Tke  lajs  bodi  good  and  bad,  of  equal  power, 
Sack  thwarting  odier  made  a  mingled  hour.     . 

On  Frkky  mom  he  dreamt  this  direful  dream, 
Cnesa  to  the  worthy  native,  in  his  scheme ! 
11^  yHrful  Venus,  goddess  of  delight, 
Hiw  eoold'st  thou  soflfer  thy  devoted  knight, 
Oa  ftj  own  day  to  All  by  foe  oppressed, 
1^  wig^  of  all  the  world  who  served  thee  best  ? 


I  Who,  true  to  love,  was  all  for  recreation. 
And  minded  not  the  work  of  propagation. 
Gauflide,  who  could*st  so  wdl  in  rh^e  complain 
llie  death  of  Richard  with  an  arrow  slain. 
Why  had  not  I  thy  Muse,  or  thou  my  heart. 
To  sing  this  heavy  dirge  with  eqiial  art! 
Hiat  I  like  thee  on  Friday  might  complain; 
For  on  that  day  was  Coeur  de  lion  shun. 

Not  louder  cries,  when  Ib'um  was  in  flames, 
Were  sent  to  Heaven  by  woeful  Trojan  dames. 
When  Pyrrhus  toss'd  on  high  his  burnish'd  blode^ 
And  offer'd  Priam  to  his  &tber*s  shade, 
Hian  for  the  cock  the  widow'd  poultry  made. 
Fair  Partlet  first,  when  he  was  borne  from  sight. 
With  sovereign  shrieks  bewail'd  her  captive  knight: 
Far  louder  t£m  the  Carthaginian  wife. 
When  Asdrubel,  her  husband,  lost  his  life. 
When  she  behdd  the  smouldering  flames  ascend. 
And  all  the  Punic  glories  at  an  end : 
Willing  into  the  fires  she  plung'd  her  head. 
With  greater  ease  than  others  seek  their  bed ; 
Not  more  aghast  the  matrons  of  renown, 
When  t3rrant  Nero  bum'd  th*  imperial  town, 
Shriek*d  for  the  downfidl  in  a  doleful  cry. 
For  which  their  guiltless  lords  were  doom*d  to  die. 

Now  to  my  story  I  return  again : 
The  trembling  widow,  and  her  daughters  twain. 
This  woeful  cackling  cry  with  horrour  heard. 
Of  those  distracted  damsels  in  the  yard ; 
And,  starting  up,  beheld  the  heavy  sight. 
How  Reynard  to  the  forest  took  his  flight. 
And  cross  his  back,  as  in  triumphant  scorn. 
The  hope  and  pillar  of  the  bouse  was  borne. 

<*  The  foxi  the  wicked  fox  !'*  was  all  the  cry; 
Out  from  his  house  ran  every  neighbour  nigh : 
The  vicar  first,  and  aAer  him  the  crew 
With  forks  and  staves,  the  fdon  to  pursue. 
Ran  Coll  our  dog,  and  Talbot  with  the  band; 
And  Malkin,  with  tier  distaff  in  her  hand ; 
Ran  cow  and  calf,  and  family  of  hogs. 
In  panic  horrour  of  pursuing  dogs ; 
With  many  a  deadly  grunt  and  doleful  squeak  > 
Poor  swine,  as  if  their  pretty  hearts  would  break. 
The  shouts  of  men,  the  women  in  dismav. 
With  shrieks  augment  the  terror  of  the  day ; 
The  ducks,  that  heard  the  proclamation  cry*d. 
And  fear*d  a  persecution  might  betide. 
Full  twenty  miles  from  town  their  voyage  take. 
Obscure  in  rushes  of  the  liquid  lake. 
The  geese  fly  o*er  the  bam;  the  bees  in  arms 
Drive  headlong  from  their  waxen  cells  in  swarms. 
Jack  Straw  at  London-^tone,  with  all  his  rout, 
Stmck  not  the  citv  with  so  loud  a  shout ; 
Not  when  with  English  hate  they  did  pursue 
A  Frenchman,  or  an  unbelieving  Jew ; 
Not  when  the  welkin  rung  with  one  and  all ; 
And  echoes  bounded  back  from  Fox*s  hall :      [fall. 
Earth  seem'd  to  sink  beneath,  and  Heaven  above  to 
With  might  and  main  they  chac'd  the  murderous 

fox. 
With  braxen  trumpets,  and  inflated  box. 
To  kindle  Mars  with  military  sounds. 
Nor  wanted  boms  t*  inspire  sagadous  hounds. 

But  see,  how  Fortune  can  confound  the  wise. 
And,  when  they  least  expect  it,  turn  the  dice. 
TTje  captive  code,  who  scarce  could  draw  his  breath. 
And  lay  within  the  very  jaws  of  Death ; 
Yet  in  this  agony  his  fancy  wrought. 
And  Fear  supply^d  him  with  this  happy  thought : 
O  3 
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«  Your*s  is  the  priie,  lictorious  prince,**  said  he, 
«  The  vicar  my  defeat,  and  all  the  village  see. 
Enjoy  yoiir  friendly  fortune  while  you  may, 
And  bid  the  churls  that  envy  you  the  prey 
Call  back  tlieir  mungril  curs,  and  cease  their  cry, 
8ee^  fools,  the  shelter  of  the  wood  is  nigh. 
And  Chanticleer  in  your  despite  shall  me. 
He  shall  be  pluck'd  and  eaten  to  the  bone.'* 

«  'Us  weU  advis'd,  in  fiuth  it  shall  be  done ;" 
This  Reynard  said :  but,  as  the  word  he  spoke. 
The  prisoner  with  a  spring  from  prison  brdce : 
Then  stretch'd  his  feather'd  &ns  with  all  his  might, 
And  to  the  neighbouring  maple  wing*d  his  fligj^ ; 
Whom  when  the  tnutor  safe  on  tree  beheld. 
He  curs'd  the  gods,  with  shame  and  sorrow  fill'd ; 
Shame  for  his  folly,  sorrow  out  of  time. 
For  plotting  an  unprofitable  crime ; 
Tet,  mastering  both,  th'  artificer  of  lies 
Renews  th'  assault,  and  his  last  battery  tries,  [fend, 

"  Though  I,"  said  he,  «« did  ne'er  in  thought  of- 
How  justly  may  my  lord  suspect  his  friend! 
Th*  appearance  is  against  me,  I  confess, 
VHto  seemingly  have  put  you  in  distress : 
You,  if  your  goodness  does  not  plead  my  cause, 
May  think  I  broke  all  hospitable  laws, 
To  bear  you  from  your  palace-yard  by  might. 
And  put  your  noble  person  in  a  fright : 
This,  since  you  take  it  ill,  I  must  repent, 
HxMi^  Heaven  can  witness,  with  no  bad  intent : 
I  practb'd  it,  to  make  you  taste  your  cheer 
With  double  pleasure,  first  prepar'd  by  fear. 
So  loyal  subjects  often  seize  their  prince, 
Forc'd  (for  his  good)  to  seeming  violence^ 
Yet  mean  his  sacred  person  not  the  least  offence. 
Descend ;  so  help  me  Jove  as  you  shall  find 
Tliat  Reynard  comes  of  no  dissembling  kind.' 

"  Nay,"  quoth  the  cock ;  "but  I  beshrew  us  both. 
If  I  believe  a  saint  upon  hu  oath : 
An  honest  man  may  take  a  knave's  advice. 
But  idiots  only  may  be  cozen'd  twice : 
Once  wam'd  is  well  bewar'd  ;  not  flattering  lies 
Shall  sooth  me  more  to  sing  with  winking  eyes 
And  open  mouth,  for  fear  of  catching  flies. 
Who  blindfold  walks  upon  a  river's  brim. 
When  he  should  see,  has  he  deserv*d  to  swim?" 
'*  Better,  sir  cock,  let  all  contention  cease,  [peace." 
"  Come  down,"  said  Reynard,   "  let  us  treat  of 
**  A  peace  with  all  my  soul,"  said  Chanticleer ; 
"  But,  with  your  favour,  I  will  treat  it  here : 
And,  lest  the  truce  with  treason  should  be  mizt, 
•Tis  my  concern  to  have  the  tree  betwixt." 

THK   MORAL. 

In  thb  plain  &ble  you  th*  effect  may  see 
Of  negligence,  and  fond  credulity  : 
And  learn  beside  of  flatterers  to  beware. 
Then  most  pernicious  when  they  speak  too  fair. 
The  cock  and  fox,  the  fool  and  knave  imply ; 
The  truth  is  moral,  though  the  tale  a  lie. 
Who  spoke  in  parables,  I  dare  not  say; 
But  sure  he  knew  it  was  a  pleasing  way, 
Sound  sense,  by  plain  example,  to  convey; 
And  in  a  heathen  author  we  may  find, 
TTjat  pleasure  with  instruction  should  be  join'd ; 
So  take  the  com,  and  leave  the  chaff  behind. 


THE  FLOWER  AND  THE  LEAF: 

Oa  nil   LADT  IK  THE  AKBOUK. 

jt  Visioiu 

Now,  turning  tnxa  the  wintery  signs,  die  Sun 
His  course  exalted  through  the  Ram  had  run, 
And,  whirling  up  the  skies,  his  chariot  drove 
Hirough  Taurus  and  the  lightsome  realms  of  Love; 
Where  Venus  firom  her  orb  descends  in  showen, 
To  {^  the  ground,   and  paint  the  fields  with 

flowers: 
When  first  the  tender  blades  of  grass  appear, 
And  buds,  that  yet  the  blast  of  Eurus fear,   [ym: 
Stand  at  the  door  of  life,,  and  doubt  to  clothe  the 
TUl  gentle  heat,  and  sofl  repeated  rains. 
Make  the  green  blood  to  dance  within  dieir  vdns: 
Then,  at  their  call  embolden'd,  out  they  come, 
And  swell  the  germs,  and  burst  the  narrow  raom ; 
Broader  and  broader  yet,  their  blooms  display, 
Salute  the  welcome  Suu,  and  entertain  the  day. 
Then  from  their  breathing  souls  the  sweets  repsir, 
To  scent  the  skies,  and  purge  th*  unwholesome  air : 
Joy  qpreads  the  heart,  and,  with  a.general  song, 
%>ring  issues  out,  and  leads  the  jolly  months  along. 

In  that  sweet  season,  as  in  bed  I  lay, 
And  sought  in  sleep  to  pass  the  niglit  away, 
I  tum'd  my  weary'd  side,  but  still  in  vain, 
Though  full  of  youthful  health,  and  void  of  pain : 
Cares  I  had  none,  to  keep  me  from  my  rest, 
For  Love  had  never  enter'd  in  my  breast ; 
I  wanted  nothing  Fortune  could  supply, 
Nor  did  she  slumber  till  that  hour  deny. 
I  wonder'd  then,  but  after  found  it  true, 
Much  joy  had  dry'd  away  the  balmy  dew : 
Seas  would  be  pools,  without  the  brushing  air. 
To  curl  the  waves :  and  sure  some  little  care 
Should  weary  Nature  so,  to  make  her  want  repsir. 

When  Chanticleer  the  second  watch  had  sung, 
Scorning  the  scomer  Sleep,  from  bed  I  sprung ; 
And,  dressing  by  the  Moon,  in  loose  array, 
Pass'd  out  in  open  air,  preventing  day. 
And  sought  a  goodly  grove,  as  fancy  led  my  way. 
Straight  as  a  line  in  b^uteous  order  stood 
Of  cSks  unshorn  a  venerable  wood ; 
Fresh  was  the  grass  beneath,  and  every  tree 
At  distance  planted  in  a  due  degree. 
Their  branching  arms  in  air  with  equal  space 
Stretch'd  to  their  neighbours  with  a  long  embrace, 
And  the  new  leaves  on  every  bough  were  seen. 
Some  ruddy  colour'd,  some  of  lighter  green. 
The  painted  birds,  companions  cf  the  Spring, 
Hopping  from  spray  to  spray,  were  heard  to  sing* 
Both  eyes  and  ears  receiv'd  a  like  delight. 
Enchanting  music,  and  a  charming  sight. 
On  Philomel  I  fix*d  my  whole  desire ; 
And  listen'd  for  the  queen  of  all  the  quire ; 
Fain  would  I  hear  her  heavenly  voice  to  sing ; 
And  wanted  yet  an  omen  to  the  spring. 

Attending  long  in  vain,  I  took  the  way. 
Which  through  a  path  but  scarcely  printed  lay ; 
In  narrow  mases  oft  it  seem*d  to  meet, 
And  look'd  as  lightly  press'd  by  fairy  feet 
Wandering  I  walk'd  alone,  for  stiU  methoaght 
To  some  strange  end  so  strange  a  path  was  wrongfat: 
At  last  it  led  me  where  an  arbour  stood, 
The  sacred  receptacle  of  the  wood:  [gr*«°* 

llus  place  unmark'd,  though  oCt   I    walk'd    the 
In  all  my  progress  I  had  ncjsi  seaa  : 
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Andy  aea,*d  at  once  with  wonder  and  ddighc, 
Gas*d  all  around  me^  new  to  tfie  transporting  sight 
'Twas  bcnch'd  with  turf,  and  goodly  to  be  seen, 
The  thick  young  grass  arose  in  fresher  green : 
The  mound  was  newly  made,  no  sight  could  pass 
Betwixt  the  nice  partitions  of  the  grass ; 
llae  well-united  sods  so  dosdy  lay ; 
And  all  around  the  shades  defended  it  from  day : 
For  sycamores  with  eglantine  were  quread, 
A  be^^  about  the  si£s,  a  coloring  orer  head. 
And  so  the  fragrant  brierwas  wore  between, 
Hie  sycamore  and  flowers  were  roix'd  with  green. 
That  Nature  seem*d  to  vary  the  ddi{^ ; 
And  8Btisly*d  at  once  the  smell  and  sight. 
Tlie  master  workman  of  the  bower  was  known 
Hirongh  fiury  lands,  and  built  for  Oberon ; 
Who  twining  leaves  with  such  proportion  drew. 
They  rose  by  measure,  and  by  rule  they  grew  ; 
No  mortal  tongue  can  half  the  beauty  tell: 
For  none  but  hands  divine  could  work  so  welL 
Both  roof  and  sides  were  like  a  parlour  made, 
A  soft  recess,  and  a  cool  summer  shade ; 
The  hedge  was  set  so  thick,  no  foreign  eye 
The  penoos  plac*d  within  it  could  espy  : 
But  an  that  pass*d  without  with  ease  was  seen, 
Asif  nor  fence  nor  tree  waspbic*d  between. 
Twaa  bordered  with  a  field ;  and  some  was  plain 
With  grass,  and  some  was  sow*d  with  rising  grsin. 
That  (now  thedewwith  spangles  deck*d  the  ground) 
A  aicttttt  spot  of  earth  was  never  found. 
I  look*d  and  look'd,  and  still  witii  new  delight ; 
8Dcb  joy  my  soul,  such  pleasures  fill'd  my  sight : 
And  the  fredi  eglantine  exbd'd  s  breath. 
Whose  odours  were  of  power  ta  raise  from  death. 
Nor  sullen  discontent,  nor  anxious  care, 
Ev'n  though  brought  thither,  could  inhabit  there: 
But  tfaence  they  fled  as  from  their  mortal  foe ; 
For  this  sweet  place  could  only  pleasure  know. 

Urns  as  I  mus'd,  I  cast  aside  my  ^^e. 
And  aaw  a  medlar.tree  was  planted  nigfa. 
Tbe  spreading  branches  made  a  goodly  show. 
And  foil  of  opening  blooms  was  every  bough : 
A  goldfinch  there  I  saw  with  gawdy  pride 
Of  painted  plumes,  that  hopp*d  from  side  to  side, 
Stall  pf^*"»g  as  she  pass*d ;  and  still  she  drew 
The  sweets  from  every  flower,  and  suck'd  the  dew : 
SnflBc'd  at  length,  she  warbled  in  her  throat, 
And  tnn'd  her  voice  to  many  a  merry  note, 
But  iadistuict,  and  neither  sweet  nor  clear, 
Tct  socfa  as  sootfa*d  my  soul  and  pleas  d  my  ear. 

Her  short  performance  was  no  sooner  try*d. 
When  she  I  sought,  the  nightingale  reply*d : 
So  sweet,  m  sfariU,  so  variously  she  sung, 
Hhst  die  grove  echoed,  and  the  valleys  rung : 
And  I  so  lavish'd  with  her  heavenly  note, 
I  Mood  entranc'd,  and  had  no  room  for  thought. 
Bat,  an  o'erpower'd  vrith  ecstasy  of  bliss, 
Was  in  a|dcasing  dream  of  Paradise ; 
At  Ic^di  I  wak'd,  and  looking  round  the  bower, 
Sewcfa'd  every  tree,  and  pry'd  on  every  flower. 
If  any  where  by  diance  I  might  espy^ 
The  ninl  poet  of  die  melody ; 

Par  stin  raediooght  she  sung  not  far  away : 

At  lait  I  Ibund  her  on  a  laurel  spray. 

dsae  by  my  side  she  sat,  and  fair  in  sight, 

VA  in  a  line  aoatnat  her  opposite ; 

Where  stood  w&  eglantine  die  laurel  twin*d; 

iM  bodi  their  native  sweets  were  well  conjoinU 
On  the  gicen  bank  I  sat,  and  listen'd  long 

(Saiag  was  more  convenient  for  die  song) : 


Nor  till  her  lay  was  ended  could  I  move, 
But  wish*d  to  dwdl  for  ever  in  the  grove. 
Only  mediought  the  time  too  swiftly  pass'd. 
And  every  note  I  fear*d  would  be  the  ksL 
My  sight,  and  smell,  and  hearing  were  employ'd. 
And  all  three  senses  in  full  gust  e^joy'd. 
And  what  alone  did  all  the  rest  surpass, 
llie  sweet  possession  of  the  fairy  place; 
Single,  and  conscious  to  myself  alone 
Of  pleasures  to  th*  excluded  world  unknown : 
Pleasures  which  no  vrhere  else  were  to  be  found. 
And  all  Elysium  in  a  spd  of  ground. 

Thus  wlule  I  sat  intent  to  see  and  hear. 
And  drew  perfumes  of  more  than  vital  air. 
All  suddenly  I  heard  th*  approaching  sound 
Of  vocal  music,  on  th*  endianted  ground: 
An  host  of  saints  it  seem'd,  so  full  the  quire ; 
As  if  the  bless'd  above  did  all  conspire 
To  join  their  voices,  and  neglect  the  lyre. 
At  lengdi  there  issued  from  the  grove  behind 
A  fSur  assembly  of  the  female  kind : 
A  train  less  fiur,  as  ancient  fathers  tell, 
Seduc'd  the  sons  of  Heaven  to  rebel 
I  pass  their  form,  and  every  charming  grace, 
Los  than  an  angel  would  their  worth  debase : 
But  their  attire,  like  liveries  of  a  kind 
All  rich  and  rare,  is  finesh  within  my  mind. 
In  velvet  white  as  snow  the  troop  was  gown'd« 
The  seams  with  spaikling  emeralds  set  around : 
Their  hoods  and  sleeves  the  same ;  and  purfled  o'er 
With  diamonds,  pearls,  and  all  the  shining  store 
Of  eastern  pomp :  their  long  descending  train, 
Widi  rubies  edg'd,  and  sapphires,  swept  die  plain : 
High  on  their  heads,  with  jewels  richly  set, 
Each  lady  wore  a  radiant  coronet. 
Beneath  the  circles,  all  the  quire  was  grac*d 
With  chaplets  green,  on  their  fiur  foreheads  plac'd. 
Of  laurd  some,  of  woodbine  many  more ; 
And  wreaths  of  agnus-castus  others  bore : 
These  last,  vdio  with  those  virgin  crowns  were  dress'd, 
Appear*d  in  higher  honour  than  the  rest. 
They  danc'd  around :  but  in  the  midst  was  seen 
A  lady  of  a  more  majestic  mien ; 
By  statute  and  by  beauty  mark'd  their  sovereign 
queen. 

She  in  the  midst  began  with  sober  grace ; 
Her  servant's  eyes  were  fixed  upon  her  fiic^ 
And,  as  she  mov'd  or  tum'd,  her  motions  view'd. 
Her  measures  kept,  and  step  by  step  pursued. 
Mediought  she  trod  the  ground  with  greater  grace. 
With  more  of  godhead  shining  in  lier  fece ; 
And  as  in  beauty  she  surpass'd  the  quire, 
So,  nobler  than  the  rest,  was  her  attire. 
A  crown  of  ruddy  gold  endosd  her  brow. 
Plain  without  pomp,  and  rich  without  a  show . 
A  branch  of  agnus-castus  in  her  hand 
She  bore  aloft  (her  sctptre  of  command)  ; 
Admir'd,  ador'd  by  all  the  circling  crowd, 
For  wheresoe'cr  she  tum*d  her  fiwje,  they  bow  d : 
And  as  she  danc*d,  a  roundelay  she  sung, 
In  honour  of  die  laurel,  ever  young: 
She  rais'd  her  voice  on  high,  and  sung  so  clcar^ 
Tbe  fawns  came  scudding  firom  the  groves  to  hear ; 

And  aU  die  bending  forest  lent  an  ear.   

At  every  dose  she  made,  di*  attaaihng  dnrong 
Reply'd,  and  bore  die  burthen  of  die  song: 
So  just,  so  small,  yet  in  so  sweet  a  note. 
It  seem'd  die  music  meUed  m  die  diroat. 

Thus dandnc  on,  and  «»g»^«r^.^^ ^' 
They  to  die  middle  of  die  mead  advanc  d. 
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Till  round  my  ariMmr  a  new  ring  they  made, 
And  footed  it  about  the  secret  a^de. 
O'erjqy'd  to  see  the  jolly  troop  so  near, 
But  somewhat  aw'd,  I  shook  with  holy  fear ; 
Yet  not  so  much,  but  that  I  noted  well 
Who  did  the  most  in  song  or  dance  excel. 

Not  long  I  had  obserr'd,  when  horn  aiue 
I  heard  a  sudden  sympbsaw  of  war ; 
The  neighing  coursers,  and  the  soUUen'  cry, 
And  sounding  trumps  that  seem*d  to  tear  the  sky : 
I  saw  soon  aSer  this,  behind  the  grove 
From  whence  the  ladies  did  in  oraer  move, 
Come  issuing  out  in  arms  a  warrior  train, 
IJiat  like  a  £luge  pour'd  upon  the  plain : 
On  barbed  steeds  they  rode  in  proud  array, 
Thiok  as  the  college  of  the  bees  in  May, 
When  swarming  o'er  the  dusky  fields  they  fly. 
New  to  the  flowers,  and  ixiteroept  the  sky. 
So  fierce  they  drove,  their  coursers  were  so  fleet. 
That  tke  turf  trembled  underneath  thdr  feet. 

To  tell  their  costly  furniture  were  long. 
The  summei^B  day  would  end  belbre  the  song : 
To  purdiaae  but  the  tenth  of  all  their  store. 
Would  make  the  mighty  Persian  monarch  poor. 
Yet  what  I  can,  I  will ;  before  the  rest 
Hie  trumpets  issued,  in  white  m^wrioa  dress'd : 
A  numerous  troop,  and  all  their  heads  around 
Wi^  diaplets  green  of  cerrial-oak  were  crown'd; 
And  at  each  trumpet  was  a  banner  boimd. 
Which,  waving  in  the  wind,  display'd  at  large 
Their  master's  coat  of  arm%  and  knightly  dSurge. 
Broad  were  the  banners,  and  of  snowy  huei, 
A  purer  web  the  silk-worm  never  drew. 
The  chief  about  their  necks  the  scutcheons  wore, 
With  orient  pearls  and  jewels  powder'd  o'er : 
Broad  were  their  collars  too,  and  every  one 
Was  set  about  with  many  a  costly  stone. 
Next  these  of  klngs-at-arms  a  godly  train 
In  proud  array  came  prancing  o'er  the  plain: 
Tbiir  cloaks  were  cloth  of  silver  mix'd  with  sold. 
And  garlands  green  around  their  temples  n^'d ; 
Rich  crowns  were  on  their  royal  scutcheons  placed, 
With  sapphires,  diamonds,  and  with  rubies  mc'd : 
And  as  the  trumpets  their  appearance  made. 
So  these  in  habits  were  alike  array'd ; 
But  with  a  pace  more  sober,  and  more  slow ; 
And  twenty,  nmk  in  rank,  they  rode  a  row. 
Hie  pursuivants  came  next,  in  number  m<Mre ; 
And  like  the  heralds  each  hb  scutcheon  bore : 
Clad  in  white  velvet  all  their  troop  they  led, 
With  each  an  oaken  chaplet  on  his  head. 

Nine  royal  knights  in  equal  rank  succeed, 
Each  warrior  mounted  on  a  fiery  steed: 
In  golden  armour  glorious  to  behold ; 
The  rivets  of  their  arms  were  nail'd  with  gold. 
Their  surooats  of  white  ermin  fur  were  m^e. 
With  doth  of-  gold  between,  that  cast  a  glittering 


The  trappings  of  their  steeds  were  of  the  same ; 
The  golden  fringe  ev*n  set  the  ground  on  flame. 
And  drew  a  precious  trail :  a  crown  divine 
Of  laurel  did  about  their  temples  twine. 

Hiree  henchmen  were  for  every  knight  assigned. 
All  in  rich  livery  clad,  and  of  a  kind : 
White  velve^  but  unshorn,  for  cloaks  they  wore. 
And  each  within  his  hand  a  truncheon  bore : 
The  foremost  held  a  helm  of  rare  device ; 
A  prince's  ransom  would  not  pay  the  price. 
The  second  bore  the  buckler  of  his  knight, 
The  third  of  cornel-wood  a  spear  upright, 
Haaiid  with  piercing  steel,  and  polish'd  bi%ht 


Like  to  their  loida  their  equipage  was  sesA, 
And  all  their  foreheads  crowned  with  garlaads  green. 
And  after  these  came,  arm'd  with  qMar  and  ihidd, 
An  host  so  great,  as  oover'd  all  the  fieli^ 
And  all  their  foreheads,  like  the  knij^ta  befiH^ 
With  laureb  ever  green  were  shaded  o'er. 
Or  oak,  or  other  leaves  of  lasting  kiitd. 
Tenacious  of  the  stem,  and  firm  against  the  wind. 
Some  in  their  hands,  beside  the  lance  and  shidd, 
The  boughs  of  woodlbine  or  of  hawthorn  held. 
Or  branches  for  their  mystic  emblems  took, 
Of  palm,  of  laurel,  or  of  cerrial-oak. 
TliuB  mardiing  to  the  trumpet's  \ottf  sound, 
Drawn  in  two  lines  adverse  they  wheel'd  around. 
And  in  the  middle  meadow  took  their  ground. 
Among  themselves  the  tumey  Uiey  divide, 
In  equal  squadrons  rang'd  on  &ih&r  side. 
Then  tum'd  their  horses'  heads,  and  man  to  nun, 
And  steed  to  steed  oppos'd,  the  justs  began. 
Then  lightly  set  their  lances  in  the  rest. 
And,  at  the  sign,  against  each  other  press'd: 
They  met.     I,  sitting  at  my  case,  beheld 
Hie  mix'd  events,  and  fortunes  of  the  field. 
Some  broke  their  spears,  some  tumbled  bone  and 


And  round  the  field  the  lighten'd  coursers  tan. 
An  hour  and  more,  like  tides,  in  equal  sway 
They  rush'd,  and  won  by  turns,  and  lost  the  day: 
At  length  the  nine  (who  still  together  held) 
Their  feinting  foes  to  shameful  fight  compell'd, 
And  with  renstless  force  o'erran  the  field. 
Tlius,  to  their  feme,  when  finish'd  was  the  fight* 
The  victors  from  their  lofty  steeds  alight: 
Like  them  dismounted  all  the  warlike  train. 
And  two  by  two  proceeded  o'er  the  plain : 
Till  to  the  fiur  assembly  they  advanc'd. 
Who  near  the  secret  harbour  sung  and  danc'd. 

The  ladies  left  their  measures  at  the  sight, 
To  meet  the  chie&  returning  from  the  fight, 
And  each  withopen  arms  embrac'd  her  chosen  knigjit' 
Amid  the  plain  a  spreading  laurel  stood. 
The  grace  and  ornament  of  all  the  wood : 
That  pleasuig  shade  they  sought,  a  soft  retrest 
FWun  sudden  April  showers,  ashelter  from  the  heat: 
Her  leafy  arms  with  such  extent  were  spread. 
So  near  ibs  clouds  was  her  aspiring  head. 
That  hosts  of  birds,  that  wing  the  liquid  air, 
Perch'd  in  the  boughs,  had  nightly  lodging  there 
And  flocks  of  sheep  beneath  the  shade  from  far 
Might  hear  the  rattling  hail,  and  wintery  war. 
From  Heaven's  inclemency  here  found  retreat, 
Enjoy'd  the  cool,  and  ahunn'd  the  scorchinirheal: 
A  hundred  knights  might  there  at  ease  abide; 
And  every  knight  a  lady  by  his  side : 
The  trunk  itself  such  odours  did  bequeath, 
Tliat  a  Moluccan  breeze  to  these  was  commoft 

breath. 
Tlie  lords  and  ladies  here,  approaching,  paid 
Their  homage,  with  a  low  obeisance  made : 
And  seem'd  to  venerate  the  sacred  atiade. 
These  ritc?s  perform'd,  their  pleasures  they  purrofi 
With  song  of  love,  and  mix  with  pleasures  new ; 
Around  the  holy  tree  their  dance  they  frame, 
And  every  champion  leads  his  diosen  dame. 

I  cast  my  sight  upon  the  flirther  field, 
And  a  fresh  object  of  delight  belield : 
For  from  the  region  of  the  west  I  heard 
New  music  sound,  and  a  new  troop  appear'd ; 
Of  knights,  and  ladies  mix'd,  a  jolly  iNindt 
But  all  on  foot  they  niarch'd,  and  band  in  band. 
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Ibe  lai&s  drMs'd  in  ridi  cymair  were  seen 
Of  Florence  satin,  flowered  with  white  and  green. 
And  for  a  shade  betwixt  the  bloomy  gridelin. 
Hie  borders  of  their  petticoats  below 
Were  guarded  thick  with  rubies  on  a  row ; 
And  every  damsel  wore  upon  her  head 
Of  flowers  a  garland  blended  white  and  red. 
Attir'd  in  mantles  all  the  knights  were  seen, 
Hiat  gratify'd  the  view  with  cheerful  green : 
Hisir  cfaapkts  of  their  ladies  colours  were,      [hair. 
Compoa'd  of  white  and  red,  to  shade  their  shining 
Befive  the  merry  troop  the  minstrels  phiy*d  ; 
An  in  tfaetr  master's  liveries  were  array*d. 
And  dad  in  grem,  and  on  dieir  temples  wore 
The  cfaaplets  wiate  and  red  theur  ladies  bore. 
Their  instruments  were  various  in  their  kind. 
Some  fiv  the  bow,  and  some  for  breathing  wind : 
The  sawtry,  pipe,  and  hautboy's  noisy  band,  [hand. 
And  the  soft  lute  trembling  beneath  the  touching 
A  tnft  of  daisies  on  a  flowery  lay 
Tbtj  saw,  and  thitherward  they  bent  their  way; 
To  this  both  knights  and  dames  their  homage  made, 
And  doe  obeisance  to  the  daisy  paid. 
And  then  die  band  of  flutes  b^an  to  pky, 
To  wbkh  a  lady  sung  a  virelay : 
And  soil  at  ereiy  dose  she  wmild  repeat 
The  burthen  of  the  song,  «  The  dai^  is  sosweet.*' 
"  The  daisy  is  so  sweet,**  when  she  b^n, 
TIk  troop  of  kni^its  and  dames  continued  on. 
The  cumjcit  and  the  voice  so  charm'd  my  ear» 
And  sooCfa'd  my  soul,  that  it  was  Heaven  to  hear 

Bat  soon  their  pleasure  pass*d  :  at  noon  of  day, 
IW  Snn  with  sultry  beams  began  to  play : 
Not  Soxiis  siioots  a  fiercer  flame  from  high, 
When  with  fats  poisonous  breath  he  blasts  the  sky: 
Then  droop'd  the  fading  flowers  Ttheir  beauty  fled) 
Afld  doa'd  their  sickly  eyes,  and  hung  the  hiaul ; 
Ab4  rrvd'd  up  with  beat,  lay  dying  in  their  bed. 
He  ladies  gasp'd,  and  scarcely  could  respire : 
The  breath  th^  drew,  no  longer  air,  but  fire; 
The  fisinty  kn^fata  were  8c<m:h'd ;  and  knew  not 


\ 


To  ran  fior  shelter,  for  no  shade  was  near ; 
Aad  after  this  the  gathering  clouds  amain 
Fnr'd  down  a  storm  of  rattling  hail  and  rain  : 
And  lightning  flash'd  betwixt :  the  field,  and  flowers, 
BoiBt  np  bcfine,  were  buried  in  the  showers. 
The  bdKa  and  the  knights,  no  shelter  nigh, 
Bare  to  the  weather,  and  the  winteiy  sky, 
Woe  drK^pptng  wet,  disconsolate,  and  wan, 
And  ifaoogb  dieir  thin  array  reoeiv'd  the  rain ; 
While  tfaoac  in  white,  protected  by  the  tree,     [free. 
Saw  paos  in  vain  tfa'  assault,  and  stood  from  danger 
B«t  aaeompoasion  mov'd  their  gentle  minds, 
When  eeaa'd  the  stonn,  and  silent  were  the  winds, 
Dis|iliai'd  at  what,  not  suffering,  they  had  seen, 
TWy  went  to  cheer  the  faction  of  the  green  : 
The  ^wcn  in  white  array,  before  her  ^d, 
Sslatiag,  took  her  rival  1^  the  hand : 
8o£d  the  knights  and  dunes,  with  courtly  grace, 
And  with  behaviottr  sweet,  their  foes  embrace : 
Then  Ana  the  queen  with  laurd  on  her  brow, 
*  Far  sBsia^  I  hove  suffer'd  in  your  woe ; 
lier  daE  be  wanting  aught  within  my  power 
Fsr  yoor  relief  in  my  refreshing  bower." 
Tbat  aiher  answer'd  with  a  lowly  look. 
And  saoa  the  giadoiis  invitation  took : 
Fv  A  SI  eaie  both  she  and  all  her  train 
The  tosBdaog  Sun  hod  borne,  and  beating  nun. 
lAe  oaatesy  was  us'd  by  all  in  white,        [knight 
^^■di  daae  a  dame  reoeiv'd,  and  cva7  knight  a 


Tlie  laurel  champions  with  theur  swords  invade 
The  neighbouring  forests,  where  the  justs  were  made, 
And  screwood  from  the  rotten  hedges  took. 
And  seeds  of  latent  fire  from  flints  provoke : 
A  cheerful  blase  arose,  and  by  the  fire  [attire. 

They  warm'd  their  frosen  feet,  and  dry'd  their  wet 
Ref^esh*d  with  heat,  the  ladles  sought  around 
For  virtuous  heibs,  which  gather'd  firmi  the  ground 
They  squees'd  the  juice,  and  cooling  ointment  made. 
Which  on  their  sun4Muiit  cheeks  and  their  chapt 

skins  they  laid: 
Then  sought  green  salads,  whichtfaey  bade  them  oat, 
A  sovereign  remedy  for  inward  heat. 

Tlie  lady  of  the  leaf  ordain'd  a  feast. 
And  made  the  lady  of  the  flower  her  guest: 
When  lo,  a  bower  ascended  on  the  plain» 
With  suddtti  seats  ordain'd,  and  large  for  either  train. 
Tins  bower  was  near  my  pleasant  arbour  plac'd. 
That  I  could  hear  and  see  whatever  pass'd : 
Tlie  ladies  fat  with  each  a  knight  between, 
Distinguish'd  by  their  colours,  white  and  green ; 
The  vanquish'd  party  with  the  victors  join'd,  [mind. 
Nor  wanted  sweet  discourse,  the  banquet  of  the 
Meantime  the  minstrels  play'd  on  either  side^ 
Vain  of  their  art,  and  for  the  mastery  vy'd : 
The  sweet  contention  lasted  for  an  hour. 
And  reach'd  my  secret  arbour  fixmi  the  bower. 

The  Sun  was  set ;  and  Vesper,  to  supply 
His  absent  beams,  had  lighted  up  the  sky : 
When  Fhilomd,  oflidous  all  the  day 
To  sing  the  service  of  th'  ensuing  May, 
Fled  from  her  laurel  shade,  and  wing'd  her  flight 
Directly  to  the  queen  array 'd  in  white ; 
And,  hopping,  sat  familiar  on  her  hand, 
A  new  musidan,  and  increas'd  the  band. 

The  goldfinch,  who,  to  shun  the  scalding  lieat, 
Had  dumff'd  the  medlar  for  a  safer  seat, 
And,  hid  m  bushes,  'scap'd  the  bitter  shower. 
Now  perch'd  upon  the  lady  of  the  flower ; 
And  dther  songster  holding  out  their  throats, 
And  folding  up  their  wings,  renew'd  their  notes : 
As  if  all  day,  prduding  to  the  fight, 
Tliey  only  had  rehears'd,  to  sing  by  night : 
The  banquet  ended,  and  the  battle  done. 
They  danc'd  by  star-light  and  the  friendly  Moon : 
And  when  they  were  to  part,  the  laureat  queen 
Suppl/d  with  steeds  the  lady  of  the  green. 
Her  and  her  train  conducting  on  the  way. 
The  Moon  to  follow,  and  avoid  the  day. 

Tliis  when  I  saw,  inquisidve  to  know 
The  secret  moral  of  the  mysdc  show, 
I  started  from  my  shade,  in  hopes  to  find 
Some  nymph  to  satisfy  my  longing  mind : 
And,  as  my  fidr  adventure  fdl,  I  found 
A  lady  all  in  white,  with  laurd  crown'd, 
Who  dos'd  the  rear,  and  softly  pac'd  along. 
Repeating  to  hersdf  the  former  song. 
With  due  respect  my  body  I  inclin'd. 
As  to  some  bdng  of  superior  kind. 
And  made  my  court  according  to  the  day. 
Wishing  her  queen  and  her  a  happy  May. 
«  Great  thanks,  my  daughter,"  with  a  gradous  bow 
She  said ;  and  I,  who  much  desir'd  to  know 
Of  whence  she  was,  yet  fesrful  how  to  break 
My  mind,  adventur'd  humbly  thus  to  speak : 
"  Madam,  might  I  presume  and  not  offend. 
So  may  the  stars  and  shining  Moon  attend 
Your  nightly  sports,  as  you  vouchsafe  to  tell 
What  nymphs  they  were  who  mortal  forms  excel. 
And  what  the  knights  who  fought  in  listed  fidds  so 
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To  this  the  dame  raply*d :  <*  Fair  daughter,  know, 

That  what  you  saw  was  all  a  fairy  show  : 

And  all  those  airy  shapes  you  now  behold,     [mold. 

Were  human  bodies  once,  and  cloth'd  with  earthly 

Our  souls,  not  yet  prepar'd  for  upper  light, 

Till  doomsday  wander  in  the  shades  of  ni^t ; 

Tlus  only  holiday  of  all  the  year. 

We  privUeg'd  in  sunshine  may  i^ppear : 

With  songs  and  dance  we  celebrate  the  day. 

And  with  due  honours  usher  in  the  May. 

At  other  times  we  reign  by  night  alone. 

And  posting  through  the  skies  pursue  the  Moon: 

But  when  the  mom  arises,  none  are  found ; 

For  cruel  Demogorgon  walks  the  round. 

And  if  he  finds  a  fiury  lag  in  light. 

He  drives  the  wretch  before,  and  li^es  into  night. 

'*  All  courteous  are  by  kind ;  and  ever  proud 
With  friendly  offices  to  help  the  good. 
In  evciy  land  we  have  a  larger  space 
Than  wliat  is  known  to  you  of  mortal  race : 
Where  we  with  green  adorn  our  fairy  bowers. 
And  ev'n  this  grove,  unseen  before,  is  ours. 
Know  fiurther :  every  lady  cloth*d  in  white, 
And,  crown'd  with  oak  and  laurel  every  knight. 
Are  servants  to  the  Leaf,  by  liveries  known 
Of  innocence ;  and  I  myself  am  one. 
Saw  you  not  her  so  graceful  to  behold 
In  white  attire,  and  crown'd  with  radiant  gold  ? 
llie  sovereign  lady  of  our  land  is  she, 
Diana  caJiVd,  the  queen  of  chastity : 
And,  for  the  spotless  name  of  maid  she  bears. 
That  agnus-castus  in  her  hand  appears  ; 
And  all  her  train,  with  leafy  chaplets  crown'd. 
Were  for  unblam*d  virginity  renown'd ; 
But  those  the  chief  and  highest  in  command 
Who  bear  those  holy  branches  in  their  hand  : 
The  knights  adom*d  with  laurel  crowns  are  they. 
Whom  deadi  nor  danger  never  could  dismay. 
Victorious  names,  who  made  the  world  obey : 
Who,  while  they  liv*d,  in  deeds  of  arms  exceU'd, 
And  after  death  for  deities  were  held. 
But  those,  who  wear  the  woodbine  on  tlieir  brow. 
Were  knights  of  love,  who  never  broke  their  vow ; 
Firm  to  their  plighted  faith,  and  ever  free 
From  fears,  and  fickle  diance,  and  jealousy. 
'Hie  lords  and  ladies,  who  the  woodbine  bear. 
As  true  as  Tristram  and  Isotta  were.**  [nine, 

'*  But  what  are  those,"  said  I,  **  th*  unconquer*d 
Who  crown*d  with  laurel-wreaths  in  golden  armour 

shine  ? 
And  wlio  the  knights  in  green,  and  what  the  train 
Of  ladies  dress'd  with  daisies  on  the  plain  ? 
Why  both  the  bands  in  worship  disagree. 
And  some  adorn  the  flower,  and  some  the  tree  ?** 

"  Just  is  your  suit,  fiur  daughter,**  said  the  dame : 
"  Those  laurel*d  chiefs  were  men  of  mighty  fame ; 
Nine  worthies  were  they  call'd  of  different  rites, 
Three  Jews,   three   Pigans,  and  three  Christian 

knights. 
These,  as  you  see,  ride  foremost  in  the  field. 
As  they  the  foremost  rank  of  honour  held. 
And  all  in  deeds  of  chivalry  ezcell*d : 
Their  temples  wreath'd  with  leaves,  that  still  renew ; 
For  deathless  laurel  is  the  victor's  due : 
Who  bear  the  bows  were  knights  in  Arthur's  reign. 
Twelve  they,  and  twelve  the  peers  of  Charlemain ; 
For  bows  the  strength  of  brawny  arms  imply. 
Emblems  of  valour  and  of  vict<ny. 
Behold  an  order  yet  of  newer  date 
Doubling  tlicir  number,  equal  in  their  state ; 


Our  England's  ornament,  the  crown's  ddSencc, 
In  battle  brave,  protecton  of  their  prince  : 
Unchang'd  by  fbrtune^  to  their  sovereign  true, 
For  which  their  manly  legs  are  bound  with  blue. 
Tbese^  of  the  garter  call'd,  of  ftith  unslain'd, 
In  fi^iting  fields  the  laurel  have  obbdn'd. 
And  well  repaid  the  honours  which  they  gam'd. 
The  laurel  wreaths  were  first  by  Cssarwom, 
And  still  they  Caesar's  successors  adorn: 
One  leaf  of  this  is  immortality. 
And  more  of  worth  than  all  the  world  csn  bof" 
"  One  doubt  remains,"  and  I,  <«tfaedames  is 

green. 
What  were  their  qualities,  and  who  dieir  queen  r 
"  Flora  command^,**  said  she,  "  those  nymphi  «Dd 

knights. 
Who  liv'd  in  slothful  ease  and  loose  ddigfatt ; 
Who  never  acts  of  honour  durst  pursue, 
Tlie  men  inelorious  knights,  the  ladies  all  untne ; 
Who,  nurs'd  in  idleness,  and  train'd  m  cooits, 
Pass'd  all  their  precious  hours  in  plays  and  norts, 
Till  Death  behind  came  stalking  on,  unseen,  [green. 
And  vrither'd  (like  the  storm)  the  freshness  of  their 
Tliese,  and  theur  mates,  enjoy  thebr  present  hasTt 
And  therefore  pay  their  homage  to  the  Rower. 
But  knights  in  knightly  deeds  should  persevere, 
And  still  continue  vriiat  at  first  they  were; 
Continue,  and  proceed  in  honour's  fair  career. 
No  room  for  cowardice,  or  dull  delay ; 
From  good  to  better  they  should  urge  their  waj. 
For  this  with  golden  spurs  the  chiefs  are  grac'd. 
With  pointed  rowels  arm'd  to  mend  their  haste ; 
For  this  with  Usting  leaves  their  brows  are  bound ; 
For  laurel  is  the  sign  of  labour  crown*d,  [ground; 
Which  bears  the  bitter  blast,  nor  shaken  &Us  to 
From  virinter  winds  it  sufiRers  no  decay. 
For  ever  firesh  and  fair,  and  every  month  is  May. 
Ev'n  when  the  viul  sap  retreats  below, 
Ev'n  when  the  hoary  head  is  hid  in  snow ; 
Hie  life  is  in  the  leaf,  and  still  between 
Tlie  fits  of  falling  snow  appears  the  streaky  gntSL 
Not  so  the  flower,  which  lasts  for  little  space, 
A  sliort-liv'd  good,  and  an  uncertain  grace ; 
This  way  anc^  that  the  feeble  stem  is  £iven, 
Weak  to  sustain  the  storms  and  injuries  of  Heaven. 
Propp'd  by  the  spring,  it  lifts  aloft  the  head, 
But  of  a  sickly  beauty,  soon  to  shed : 
In  summer  living,  and  in  winter  dead. 
For  things  of  tender  kind,  for  pleasure  made. 
Shoot  up  with  swift  increase,    and   sudden  are 

decay'd." 
With  humble  words,  the  wisest  I  could  frame, 
And  proferr*d  service,  I  repaid  the  dame ; 
That,  of  her  grace,  she  gave  her  maid  to  know 
The  secret  meaning  of  this  moral  show. 
And  she,  to  prove  what  profit  I  had  made 
Of  mystic  truth,  in  fables  first  conrey'd. 
Demanded,  till  the  next  returning  May, 
Whether  the  Leaf  or  Flower  I  would  obey? 
I  chose  the  loaf;  she  smil'd  with  sober  cbear. 
And  wish*d  me  fair  adventure  for  the  year, 
And  gave  me  charms  and  sigila,  for  defence 
Against  ill  tongues  that  scandal  innocence : 
**  But  I,**  said  she,  **  my  fellowa  must  pursue, 
Already  past  the  plain,  and  out  of  view." 

We  parted  thus  ;  I  homeward  aped  my  way, 
Bewilder'd  in  the  wood  till  dawn  of  day  : 
And  met  the  merry  crew  who  danc'd  about  the  MaJ 
Then,  late  refresh'd  with  sleep,  I  rose  to  write 
llic  visionary  vigils  of  thcgni^t : 
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^  as  them  may'st,  my  Uttle  Book,  widi  shame, 
Nor  hope  with  homelj  rene  to  purchase  fiune; 
For  such  thy  Maker  chose :  and  so  design'd 
Tl^  single  style  to  suit  thy  lowly  kind. 


CYMON  AND  IPHIGENIA. 

FORA  LOQUrrUB. 

OiA  as  I  am,  Ibr  Uidies*  lore  unfit, 

Thepovrer  of  beauty  I  remember  yet  [wit 

Which  once  inHam'd  my  soul,  and  still  in^ires  my 

If  lore  be  folly,  the  severe  divine 

Has  felt  that  fdly,  though  he  censures  mine; 

Pollutes  die  pleasures  of  a  chaste  embrace. 

Acts  what  I  write,  and  propagates  in  grace, 

With  riotous  excess,  a  priestly  race. 

fluppuae  him  free,  and  that  I  foige  th'  offence, 

He  Aow'd  the  way,  perverting  Snt  my  sense : 

In  malice  witty,  and  with  venom  frau^it 

He  makes  me  speak  the  things  I  never  thought 

Owynte  the  gains  of  his  ungovem'd  zeal ; 

HI  snics  his  doth  the  praise  of  railing  well. 

The  world  will  dnnk,  that  what  we  loosdy  write. 

Though  DOW  anraign'd,  he  read  with  some  delight ; 

Because  be  seems  to  chew  the  cud  again. 

When  his  broad  comment  makes  the  text  too  plain ; 

And  teaches  more  m  one  explaining  page, 

Tkn  aU  the  double-meanings  of  the  stagew 

What  needs  he  parqilurase  oo  what  vre  mean  ? 
We  were  at  wont  but  wanton ;  he's  obscene. 
I  not  my  fellows  nor  myself  excuse ; 
But  ]ovc*a  the  sulject  of  the  comic  Muse ; 
Kor  can  we  vnite  without  it,  nor  would  you 
A  tiie  of  only  dry  instruction  Tiew ; 
Nor  love  is  always  of  a  vicious  kind. 
But  oft  to  Tiituous  acts  inflames  the  nund. 
Awakes  the  sleepy  vigour  of  the  soul, 
An^  bnuhii^  d'er,  adds  motion  to  the  pool. 
Lovc^  stiadious  how  to  please,  improves  our  parts 
Widi  potish'd  manners,  and  adorns  with  arts. 
Love  fint  navented  vene,  and  form*d  the  rhyme, 
He  Botioo  measur'd,  harmoniz'd  the  diime ; 
To  liwral  acta  enlaig*d  the  narrow-soul'd, 
SsAca'd  die  fierce,  and  made  the  coward  bold : 
The  wosid,  when  waste,  be  peopled  with  increase, 
And  wBixiiig  natiofis  recondl*d  in  peace. 
fkraand,  the  first,  and  all  the  fair  may  find, 
b  thas  osie  legend,  to  their  fimte  designed, 

i  Beauty  fires  the  blood,  bow  love  exalts  the 


Iv  Aat  aweet  iaie  where  Venus  keeps  her  court, 
Andcvciy  Gnce,  and  all  the  Loves,  resort; 
Where  esdwr  sex  is  form*d  of  softer  earth. 
And  takca  the  bent  of  pleasure  from  thdr  birth; 
D^ssv  fiv'd  a  Cyprian  lord  above  the  rest 
Wae,  w«aithy»  with  a  numerous  issue  bless*d. 

Bat  as  no  gift  of  Fortune  is  sincere, 
Was  only  waatii^  in  a  worthy  heir ; 
Sa  ildaat  bom,  a  goodly  youth  to  view, 
Ixeiil'd  the  rest  in  shi^ie,  and  outward  show, 
Mi,  tdO,  his  Umba  with  doe  proportion  join*d. 
But  «f  a  heavy,  doll,  degenerate  mind. 
Bk  sod  bciy'd  the  ftatnres  of  his  face ; 
BiBi^  was  tberev  but  beaaty  in  disgrace. 
A  dmmA  tnea,  a  vofce  wi^  rustic  sound, 
A^«9id  ejti  that  ev«r  loT*d  the  ground. 


He  look'd  I&e  Nature's  errour,  as  tlie  mind 

And  body  were  not  of  a  piece  design'd. 

But  made  for  two,  and  by  mistake  in  one  were  join'd. 

Hie  ruling  rod,  the  fioher's  forming  care,  ' 
Were  exerds'd  in  Tain  on  Wit*s  despair ; 
Tlie  more  inform'd,  the  less  he  understood. 
And  deeper  sunk  1^  floundering  in  the  mud. 
Now  scom'd  of  all,  and  grown  the  public  sham^ 
The  people  from  Galesus  chang'd  his  name. 
And  Cymon  call'd,  which  signifies  a  brute; 
So  well  his  name  did  with  his  nature  suit 

His  father,  when  he  found  his  labour  lost. 
And  care  employ'd  that  answer'd  not  the  cost. 
Chose  an  ungrateftil  object  to  remove. 
And  loath'd  to  see  what  Nature  made  him  love ; 
So  to  his  country  farm  the  fool  confin'd  ; 
Rude  work  well  suited  with  a  rustic  mind. 
Thus  to  the  wilds  the  sturdy  Cymon  went,    [ment 
A  squire  among  the  swains,  and  pleas'd  with  banish- 
His  com  and  osttle  were  his  only  care. 
And  his  supreme  delight,  a  country  fair 

It  happen'd  on  a  summer's  holiday, 
Hiat  to  the  green-wood  shade  he  took  his  way ; 
For  Cymon  shunn'd  the  church,  and  us'd  not  much 

to  pray. 
His  quarter-staff,  which  he  could  ne'er  forsake, 
Hung  half  before,  and  half  behind  his  back. 
He  trudg'd  along,  unknowing  what  he  sought. 
And  whistled  as  he  went  for  want  of  thought. 

By  Chance  conducted,  or  by  thirst  constrain'd. 
The  deep  recesses  of  the  grove  he  gain'd ; 
Where,  in  a  plain  defend^  by  the  wood, 
Crept  throu^  the  matted  grass  a  crystal  flood. 
By  which  an  alabaster  fountain  stood : 
And  on  the  margin  of  the  fount  was  laid 
(Attended  by  her  slaves)  a  sleeping  maid. 
Like  Dian  and  her  nymphs,  when,  tir'd  with  sport. 
To  rest  by  cool  Eurotas  they  resort : 
The  dame  herself  the  ffoddess  well  express'd. 
Not  more  distiiiguish'd  by  her  purple  vest. 
Than  by  the  charming  featiues  of  her  fiue. 
And  er'n  in  slumber  a  superior  grace : 
Her  comely  limbs  compos'd  with  decent  care. 
Her  body  shaded  with  a  slight  cymarr ; 
Her  bosom  to  the  view  was  only  bare : 
Where  two  be^nning  paps  were  scarcely  spy'd. 
For  yet  their  places  were  but  signify*  d : 
Hie  fanning  wind  upon  her  bosom  blows. 
To  meet  the  fanning  wind  the  bosom  rose ; 
The  fiuining  wind,  and  purling  streams,  continue 
her  repose. 

Hie  fool  of  Nature  stood  with  stupid  eyes, 
And  gaping  mouth  that  testifyd  surprise, 
Fix'd  on  bar  face,  nor  oould  remove  his  sight. 
New  as  he  was  to  love,  and  novice  to  delight : 
Long  mute  he  stood,  and  leaning  on  his  stafi*, 
His  wonder  witness'd  with  an  imot  laugh ; 
Then  would  have  spoke,  but  by  his  elimmering  sense 
Fivt  found  his  want  of  words,  and  fear'd  ofi*ence : 
Doubted  for  what  he  was  he  should  be  known. 
By  his  clown  accent,  and  his  country  tone. 
Through  the  rude  chaos  thus  the  running  light 
Shot  the  first  ray  that  pierc'd  the  native  night: 
Then  day  and  darkness  in  the  mass  were  mix'd. 
Till  gather'd  in  a  globe  the  beams  were  fix'd : 
Last  shone  the  Sun,  who,  radiant  in  his  sphere, 
niumin'd  Heaven  and  Earth,  and  roU'd  around  the 

year. 
So  reason  in  this  brutal  soul  began, 
Love  mode  him  first  suspect  iia  was  a  man ; 
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Jjove  madif  him  doubt  his  brosd  bartiarian  sound ; 
By  love  his  want  of  words  and  wit  he  found ; 
That  sense  of  want  prepared  the  future  way 
To  knowledge,  and  disclos'd  the  promise  of  a  day. 

What  not  his  father's  care,  nor  tutor's  art, 
Could  plant  with  pains  in  his  unpolish'd  heart, 
The  bat  instructor,  LoTe,  at  once  inspir'd. 
As  barren  grounds  to  fruitiulness  are  fir*d : 
Love  taught  him  shame ;  and  Shame,  with  Love  at 

strife, 
Soon  taught  the  sweet  civilities  of  life ; 
His  gross  material  soul  at  once  could  find 
Somewhat  in  her  excelling  all  her  kind : 
Exciting  a  desire  till  then  unknown. 
Somewhat  unfound,  or  found  in  her  alone. 
This  made  the  first  impression  on  his  mind. 
Above,  but  just  above,  the  brutal  kind. 
For  heists  can  like,  but  not  distinguish  too. 
Nor  their  own  liking  by  reflection  know ; 
Nor  why  they  like  or  this  or  t'other  face, 
Or  judge  of  this  or  that  peculiar  grace ; 
But  love  in  gross,  and  stupidly  admire : 
As  flies,  allur'd  by  light,  approach  the  fire. 
Thus  our  man4>ea3t,  advancing  by  degrees. 
First  likes  the  whole,  then  separates  what  he  sees ; 
On  several  parts  a  several  praise  bestows. 
The  ruby  lips,  the  well-proportion*d  noe»e, 
The  snowy  skin,  and  raven-glossy  hair, 
Tlie  dimpled  cheek,  and  forehead  rising  fiur. 
And,  ev'n  in  sleep  itself,  a  smiling  air. 
From  thence  his  eyes  descending  viewed  the  rest, 
Her  plump  round  arms,  white  hands,  and  heaving 

breast 
Ix)ng  on  the  last  he  dwelt,  though  every  part 
A  pointed  arrow  sped  to  pierce  his  heart. 

Tlius  in  a  trice  a  judge  of  beauty  grown, 
(A  judge  erected  from  a  country  down) 
He  long*d  to  see  her  eyes,  in  slumber  hid. 
And  wish'd  his  own  could  pierce  within  the  lid : 
He  would  have  wak'd  her,  but  restrain'd  his  thought. 
And  Love,  new-born,  the  first  good-manners  taught. 
And  awful  Fear  his  ardent  wish  withstood, 
Nor  durst  disturb  the  goddess  of  the  wood. 
For  such  she  seem'd  by  her  celestial  face. 
Excelling  all  the  rest  of  human  race. 
And  things  divine,  by  common  sense  he  knew. 
Must  be  devoutly  seen,  at  distant  view : 
So  checking  his  desire,  with  trembling  heart 
Gazing  he  stood,  nor  would  nor  could  depart ; 
Fix'd  as  a  pilgrim  wilder'd  in  his  way. 
Who  dares  not  sdi;  by  night,  for  fear  to  stray. 
But  stands  with  awftil  eyes  to  watch  the  dawn  of 
day. 

At  length  awaking,  Iphigene  the  fair 
rSo  was  the  beauty  call'd  who  caus'd  his  care) 
tJnclos'd  her  eyes,  and  double  day  reveal'd. 
While  those  of  all  her  slaves  in  sleep  were  seal'd. 

The  slavering  cudden,  propp'd  upon  his  stair, 
Stood  ready  gaping  with  a  grinning  laugh. 
To  welcome  her  awake ;  nor  durst  begin 
To  speak,  but  wisely  kept  the  fool  within. 
Then  she :  "  What  makes  you,  Cymon,  here  alone  V 
(For  Cy»non's  name  was  round  the  country  known 
Because  descended  of  a  noble  race, 
And  for  a  soul  ill  sorted  with  his  face). 

But  still  the  sot  stood  silent  with  surprise, 
With  fix'd  regard  on  her  new-open'd  eyes. 
And  in  Iiis  breast  received  th'  envenom 'd  dart, 
A  tickling  pain  tliat  ]>leas'd  amid  the  smart. 
But,  conscious  of  Iter  form,  with  quick  distrust 
She  saw  lus  sparkling  eyes,  and  fcar'd  his  brutal  lust : 


This  to  prevent,  she  wak'd  her  sleepy  crew. 
And,  rising  hairty,  took  a  short  adieu. 

Then  Cymon  first  his  rustic  voice  essay'd. 
With  proff^'d  service  to  the  parting  maid 
To  see  her  safe ;  his  hand  she  long  deny'd. 
But  took  at  length,  asham'd  of  such  a  guide. 
So  Cymon  led  her  home,  and  leaving  there, 
No  more  would  to  his  country  clowns  repair,  ^ 

But  sought  his  father's  house,  with  better  nuod. 
Refusing  in  the  farm  to  be  confin'd. 

TTie  father  wonder'd  at  the  son's  return. 
And  knew  not  whether  to  rejoice  or  mourn; 
But  doubtfully  receiv'd,  expecting  still 
To  learn  the  secret  causes  of  his  alter'd  wilL 
Nor  was  he  long  delay'd :  the  first  request 
He  made,  wis  like  his  brothers  to  be  dresB*d, 
And,  as  his  birth  requir'd,  above  the  rest. 

With  ease  his  suit  was  granted  by  his  sire, 
Distinguishing  his  heir  by  rich  attire : 
His  b^y  thus  adom'd,  he  next  design'd 
With  liberal  arts  to  cultivate  his  mind : 
He  sought  a  tutor  of  his  own  accord. 
And  study'd  lessons  he  before  abborr'd. 

Tlius  the  man-child  advanc'd,  and  learnM  so  t^ 
That  in  short  time  his  equals  he  surpaas'U : 
His  brutal  manners  from  his  breast  exil'd. 
His  mien  be  fashion'd,  and  his  tongue  he  fil'd ; 
In  every  exercise  of  all  admir'd. 
He  seem'd,  nor  only  seem'd,  but  was  inspb'd: 
Inspir'd  by  Love,  whose  business  is  to  please ; 
He  rode,  he  fenc'd,  he  mov'd  with  graceful  ease, 
More  fam'd  for  sense,  for  courtiy  carriage  more. 
Than  for  his  brutal  folly  known  before. 

What  then  of  alter'd  Cymon  shall  we  say. 
But  that  the  fire  which  cboak'd  in  ashes  lay, 
A  load  too  heavy  for  his  soul  to  move,  [Low. 

Was  upward  blown  below,  and  brudi'd  away  by 
Love  made  an  active  progress  through  his  miiHl, 
The  dusky  parts  he  dear'd,  the  groes  refin*d, 
Tlie  drowsy  wak'd ;  and  as  he  went  impreas'd 
The  Maker's  unage  on  the  human  *breast. 
Thus  was  the  man  amended  by  desire. 
And  though  he  lov'd  perhaps  with  too  much  fire. 
His  fiuher  all  his  fiuilts  with  reason  scann'd. 
And  lik'd  an  errour  of  the  better  hand ; 
Excus'd  th'  excess  of  passion  in  his  mind. 
By  flames  too  fierce,  perhaps  too  much  refin'd : 
So  Cymon,  since  his  sire  indulg'd  his  will. 
Impetuous  lov'd,  and  would  be  C3nnon  still ; 
Galesus  he  disown'd,  and  chose  to  bear 
The  name  of  fool  confirm'd  and  bishop'd  by  the  fair. 

To  Cipseus  by  his  friends  his  suit  he  mcyv'd, 
D'pseus  the  father  of  the  fair  he  lov'd : 
But  he  was  pre-engag'd  by  former  ties. 
While  Cymon  was  endeavouring  to  be  wise : 
And  Ipldgene,  oblig'd  by  former  vows. 
Had  given  her  faith  to  wed  a  foreign  spouse : 
Her  dre  and  she  to  Rhodian  Pssimond, 
Though  both  repenting,  were  by  promise  bound. 
Nor  could  retract;  and  thus,  as  Fate  decreed. 
Though  better  lov'd,  he  spoke  too  late  to  speed. 

The  doom  was  past,  the  ship,  already  sent. 
Did  all  his  tardy  diligence  prevent : 
Sigh'd  to  herself  the  fiur  unhappy  maid. 
While  stormy  Cymon  thus  in  secret  said : 
"  Hie  time  is  come  for  Iphigene  to  find 
Tlie*  mirade  she  wrought  upon  my  mind : 
Her  charms  have  made  me  man,  her  mvish*d  \onre 
In  rank  shall  place  me  with  tiie  bless'd  above. 
For  mine  by  love,  by  force  she  shall  ho  raicur. 
Or  death*  if  force  should  fail,  shall  finish  rr^  •iAign  * 
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Bcnlr'd  he  lud;  and  rkg'd  with  speedj  cue 
A  ifHel  strong,  and  weUequipp'd  for  war. 
Hk  aecret  9hq>  with  chosen  friends  he  stor'd ; 
And,  bent  to  die  or  conquer,  went  aboard. 
Ambudi'd  he  laj  behind  the  Cyprian  shore, 
Waiting  the  sail  that  all  his  wishes  bore ; 
Nor  kn^  expected,  for  the  following  tide 
Sent  out  the  hostile  ship  and  beauteous  bride. 

To  Rhodes  the  riral  bark  directly  steer'd. 
When  Cymon  sudden  at  her  back  appeared. 
And  stDf^'d  her  flight :  then,  stanHing  on  his  prow, 
In  haughty  terms  he  thus  defy*d  the  K>e 


'  Or  strike  your  sails  at  summons,  or  prepare 
To  profve  the  last  extremities  of  war.*' 
Tfana  wmm*d,  the  Rhodians  for  the  fight  pnmde ; 
AbeMiy  were  the  Teasels  side  by  side, 
These  obarinate  to  save,  and  those  to  seiae  the  bride. 
Bat  Cymoo  soon  his  crooked  grapples  cast, 
Which  with  tenacious  hold  his  foes  embrac'd. 
And*  arm*d  with  sword  and  shield,  amid  the  press 

hepass'd. 
Fierce  was  the  fight,  but,  hastening  to  his  prey. 
By  force  the  furious  lover  freed  his  way  : 
Himaelf  aione  dispers'd  the  Rhodian  crew. 
The  weak  disdain'd,  the  valiant  overthrew ; 
Cheap  conquest  for  his  following  friends  remained. 
He  reap*d  the  fidd,  and  they  but  only  glean'd. 

His  victory  conftas'd,  the  foes  retreat, 
And  oast  the  vrtapaas  at  the  victor's  feet      [fought 
Whom  thus  he  cheer'd:   «0  Rhodian  youth,  I 
For  huve  alone,  nor  other  booty  sought ; 
Toar  fives  are  safe ;  your  vessel  I  resign ; 
Toots  be  yoor  own,  restoring  what  is  mine ; 
1b  Ipfaigene  I  daim  my  rigfatfril  due, 
Bebb'd  by  my  rival,  and  (&tain'd  by  you : 
Tour  Pksimond  a  lawless  bargain  drove, 
Tk  parent  could  not  sell  the  daughter's  love ; 
Ol^  ^he  could,  my  Love  disdains  the  laws. 
And  13ce  a  king  by  conquest  gains  his  cause : 
Where  arms  take  place,  all  other  pleas  are  vain. 
Love  taught  me  force,  and  Force  shall  love  maintain, 
Ton,  what  by  strength  you  could  not  keep,  release, 
AadaCan  easy  ransom  buy  your  peace." 

Fear  on  the  conquer'd  side  soon  sign'd  th*  accord. 
And  Ipfaigene  to  Cymon  was  restor'd : 
WUe  to  hia  arms  the  blushing  bride  he  took, 
To  swming  sadness  she  compos'd  her  look ; 
As  if  by  force  subjected  to  his  will, 
Ifaongh  i^eas'd,  dissembling,  and  a  woman  still. 
And,  for  she  wept,  he  wip'd  her  foiling  tears, 
And  pray'd  her  to  dismiss  her  empty  foars; 
**  For  yours  I  am,"  he  said,  *'  and  have  deserv'd 
Tear  love  much  better  whom  so  long  I  serv'd, 
Ihsn  he  to  whom  your  formal  fother  ty'd 
Toor  vows,  and  sold  a  shve,  not  sent  a  bride." 
Hbs  wlnle  be  spoke,  he  seiz'd  the  willing  prey. 
As  Fmu  bore  the  Spartan  spouse  away. 
Fntly  Att  acream'd,  and  ev'n  her  eyes  confeas'd 
■k  nifaer  would  be  thought,  than  was  distress'd. 
Who  now  exults  but  Cymon  in  his  mind? 
Tan  hopefc  and  empty  joys  of  human  kind, 
Fhmd  of  the  present,  to  the  future  blind ! 
have  of  Fate,  while  Cymon  plows  die  sea. 
Aid  steers  to  Candy  with  his  conquer'd  prey, 
leaoe  the  tiard  glass  of  measur*d  hours  was  run, 
^Vko,  fike  a  fiery  meteor,  sunk  the  Sun ; 
tWpnnise  of  a  storm;  the  shifting  gales 
V^ike  by  fits,  sod  fill  the  flaggmg  saUs ; 
^■■v  BMiuuua  of  the  main  from  far  were  heard, 
^  i^  came  on,  not  by  degrees  prepar'd. 


I  3ut  all  at  once;  at  onoe  the  winds  arise. 
The  thunders  roll,  the  ibrky  lightning  flies. 
In  vain  the  master  issues  out  commands, 
In  vain  the  trembling  sailcffs  ply  their  hands : 
The  tempest  unforeseen  prevents  their  care. 
And  from  the  first  they  labour  in  despair. 
Tlie  giddy  ship  betwixt  the  vrinds  and  tides, 
Forc'd  back,  and  forwards,  in  a  circle  rides, 
Stunn'd  with  the  different  blows;  then  shoots  amain. 
Till,  countertmflTd,  she  stops,  and  sleeps  again. 
Not  more  aghast  the  proud  archangel  fell, 
Phmg'd  from  the  height  of  Heaven  to  deepest  Hell, 
Than  stood  the  lover  of  his  love  possess'd. 
Now  curs'd  the  more,  the  more  be  had  been  blesa'd ; 
More  anxious  for  her  danger  than  his  own, 
Death  he  defies ;  but  wouM  be  lost  alone. 

Sad  Iphigene  to  womanish  complaints 
Adds  pious  prayers,  and  wearies  dl  the  saints ; 
Ev'n  if  she  could,  her  love  she  would  repent, 
But,  since  she  cannot,  dreads  the  punishment : 
Her  forfeit  faith,  and  Pasimond  betray'd. 
Are  ever  present,  and  her  crime  upbraid. 
She  blames  herself,  nor  blames  her  lover  less. 
Augments  her  anger,  as  her  fears  increase  :* 
FVom  her  own  bad:  the  burthen  would  remove, 
And  lays  the  load  on  his  ungovem'd  love, 
Which,  interposmg,  durst,  in  Heaven's  deqnte. 
Invade,  and  violate  another's  right : 
The  powers  incens'd  awhile  deferr'd  his  pain. 
And  made  him  master  of  his  vows  in  vain : 
But  soon  they  punish'd  his  presumptuous  pride ; 
That  for  hu  daring  enteiprize  she  dy'd ; 
Who  rather  not  resisted,  than  comply'd. 

Then,  impotent  of  mind,  with  alter'd  sense, 
She  hugg'd  th'  offender,  and  forgave  th'  ofience, 
Sex  to  the  last :  meantime  with  sails  declin'd 
The  wandering  vessel  drove  before  the  wind : 
Toss'd  and  retoss'd,  aloft,  and  then  below. 
Nor  port  they  seek,  nor  certain  course  they  know, 
But  every  moment  wait  the  coming  blow. 
Thus  blindly  driven,  by  breaking  day  they  view'd 
Tlie  land  bdfore  them,  and  their  fears  renew'd ; 
The  land  vras  welcome,  but  the  tempest  bore 
The  threatened  ship  against  a  rocky  shore. 

A  winding  bay  vras  near;  to  this  they  bent. 
And  just  esoqi'd ;  then*  force  already  q)ent : 
Secure  from  storms,  and  panting  from  the  sea. 
The  land  unknown  at  leisure  they  survey ; 
And  saw  (but  soon  their  sickly  sight  withdrew) 
The  rising  towers  of  Rhodes  at  distant  view ; 
And  curs'd  the  hostile  shore  of  Pasnnond, 
Sav'd  from  the  seas,  and  shipvrreck'd  on  the  ground. 

The  frighted  sailors  try'd  their  strength  in  vain 
To  turn  the  stem,  and  tempt  the  stonny  main ; 
But  the  stiff  wind  withstood  the  labouring  oar. 
And  forc'd  them  forward  on  the  fatal  abme  I 
The  crooked  keel  now  bites  the  Rhodian  strand. 
And  the  ship  moor'd  constrains  the  crew  to  land ; 
Yet  still  they  might  be  safe,  because  unknown, 
But,  as  ill  fortune  seldom  comes  alone, 
The  vessel  they  dismiss'd  vras  driven  before. 
Already  shelter'd  on  their  native  shore ;       [cheer ; 
Known  each,  th^  know;  but  each  with  change  of 
The  vanquish'd  side  exults ;  the  victors  fear ; 
Not  them,  but  theirs,  made  prisoners  ere  they  fight, 
Despabring  conquest,  and  d^riv'd  of  flight 

The  country  rings  around  with  loud  alarms. 
And  raw  in  fields  the  rude  militia  swarms ; 
Mouths  without  hands ;  maintain'd  at  vast  expense. 
In  peace  a  charge,  in  war  a  weak  defence : 
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Stout  once  s  month  they  nurcb,  a  blustering  band. 

And  erer,  but  in  thnes  of  need,  at  hand ; 

Hiit  was  the  mom  when,  issuing  on  the  guard. 

Drawn  up  in  rank  and  file  thejr  stood  prqpar'd 

Of  seeming  arms  to  make  a  short  essay. 

Then  hasten  to  be  drunk,  the  business  of  the  day. 

The  cowards  would  have  fled,  but  that  they  knew 
ThemselTes  so  many,  and  their  foes  so  few: 
But,  crowding  on,  the  last  the  first  impel : 
Till  overborn  with  weight  the  Cyprians  fell. 
Cymon  enslav'd,  who  first  the  war  begun. 
And  Iphigene  once  more  is  lost  and  won. 

Deep  in  a  dungeon  was  the  captive  cast, 
Deprir'd  of  day,  and  held  in  fetters  fast : 
His  life  was  only  spar'd  at  their  request, 
Whom  taken  he  so  nobly  had  releas'd : 
But  Iphigenia  was  the  ladies*  care. 
Each  in  their  turn  address'd  to  treat  the  fair ; 
While  Fksimond  and  his  the  nuptial  feast  prepare. 

Her  secret  soul  to  Cymon  was  inclin*d, 
But  she  must  suffer  what  her  Fates  assigned ; 
So  passive  is  the  church  of  woman-kincL 
What  worse  to  C]rmon  could  his  fortune  deal, 
BoU*d  to  the  lowest  spoke  of  aU  her  wheel? 
It  rested  to  dismiss  the  downivard  weight. 
Or  raise  him  upward  to  his  former  height ; 
Tlie  latter  pleas'd ;  and  Love  (concem'd  the  most) 
ftepar*d  th*  amends,  for  what  by  love  he  lost 

The  sire  of  Fbsimond  had  left  a  son, 
Hiough  younger,  yet  for  courage  early  known, 
Ormiwla  call'd,  to  whom,  by  promise  ty*d, 
A  Rhodian  beauty  viras  the  destin*d  bride ; 
Cassandra  was  her  name^  above  the  rest 
Renown'd  for  birth,  with  fortune  amply  bless'd. 
Lysimachus,  who  rul*d  the  Rhodian  state, 
Was  then  by  choice  their  annual  magistrate : 
He  lov'd  Cassandra  too  with  equal  fire. 
But  Fortune  had  not  fiivour'd  his  desire ; 
Cross' d  by  her  friends,  by  her  not  disapprov'd. 
Nor  yet  preferred,  or  like  Ormisda  lov'd : 
So  stood  th'  affUr :  some  little  hope  remain'd, 
That,  should  his  rival  chance  to  lose,  he  gain'd. 

Meantime  young  Pasimond  his  marriage  prcss'd, 
Ordain'd  the  nup^  day,  prepar'd  the  feast ; 
And  frugally  resolv'd  (the  charge  to  shun. 
Which  would  be  double  should  he  wed  alone) 
To  join  his  brotlier's  bridal  vritli  his  own. 

Lysimachus,  oppress'd  with  mortal  grief, 
Receiv'd  the  news,  and  study'd  quick  relief: 
The  fatal  day  approach'd ;  if  force  were  us'd, 
Tlie  magistrate  his  public  trust  abus'd ; 
To  justice  liable,  as  law  requir'd ; 
For,  when  his  office  ceas'd,  his  power  ezpir'd : 
While  povrer  remain'd  the  means  were  in  his  hand 
By  force  to  seise,  and  then  forsake  the  land : 
Betwixt  extremes  he  knew  not  1k>w  to  move, 
A  slave  to  fame,  but,  more  a  slave  to  love : 
Restraining  oUiers,  yet  himself  not  free, 
Made  impotent  by  power,  debas'd  by  dignity. 
Both  sides  he  weish'd :  but,  after  much  d^ate. 
Hie  man  prevail'd  above  the  magistrate. 

Love  never  fiuls  to  master  what  he  finds, 
But  works  a  diiferent  way  in  different  minds, 
The  fool  enlightens,  and  the  wise  he  blinds. 
This  youth,  proposing  to  possess  and  'scape. 
Began  in  murder,  to  condude  in  rape :  [bless 

Unprais'd  by  me,  though  Heaven  sometimes  may 
An  impious  act  with  undeserv'd  success : 
the  great  it  seems  are  privileg'd  alone 
To  punish  all  injustice  but  tfaor  own. 


But  here  I  stop,  not  daring  to  proceed, 
Tet  blush  to  flatter  an  unrighteous  deed : 
For  crimes  are  but  permitted,  not  decreed. 

Resolv'd  on  force,  his  vrit  the  pretor  bent, 
To  find  the  means  that  might  secure  th'  event : 
Nor  long  he  labour'd,  for  his  lucky  thought 
In  captive  Cymon  found  the  ftiend  he  sought ; 
Th'  example  pleas'd :  the  cause  and  crime  the  same ; 
An  injur'd  lover,  and  a  ravisfa'd  dame. 
How  much  he  durst  he  knew  by  what  he  dar*d. 
The  less  he  had  to  lose,  the  less  he  car'd 
To  manage  loathsome  life^  when  love  vras  the  reward. 

lliis  ponder'd  well,  and  fix'd  on  his  intent. 
In  depth  of  night  he  for  the  prisoner  sent ; 
In  secret  sent,  the  public  view  to  shun. 
Then  with  a  sober  smile  he  thus  begun. 
**  The  powers  above,  who  bounteowily  bestow 
Hicir  gifts  and  graces  on  mankind  below. 
Yet  prove  our  merit  first,  nor  blindly  give 
To  such  as  are  not  worthy  to  receive. 
For  valour  and  for  virtue  they  provide 
Their  due  reward,  but  first  they  must  be  try'd  : 
Hiese  fruitful  seeds  within  your  mind  they  sow'd ; 
*Twas  yours  t'  improve  the  talent  they  bes^ow'd : 
They  gave  you  to  be  bom  of  noble  kind, 
They  gave  you  love  to  lighten  up  your  mind. 
And  puTge  the  grosser  parts ;  they  gave  you  care 
To  please,  and  courage  to  deserve  the  fair. 

«  Thus  far  they  try'd  you,  and  by  proof  they 
found 
The  grain  intrusted  in  a  grateful  ground : 
But  still  the  great  experiment  remain'd. 
They  sufier'd  you  to  lose  the  prize  you  gain'd. 
That  you  miglit  leam  the  gift  was  theirs  alone. 
And  when  restor'd,  to  them  the  blessing  own. 
Restor'd  it  soon  wUl  be ;  the  means  prepar'd. 
The  difficulty  smooth'd,  the  danger  shar'd : 
Be  but  yourself  the  care  to  me  resign. 
Then  Iphigene  is  yours,  Cassandra  mine. 
Your  rival  Pasimond  pursues  your  life. 
Impatient  to  revenge  his  ravisli'd  vrife. 
But  yet  not  his ;  to-morrow  is  behind. 
And  Love  our  fortunes  in  one  band  has  join'd  : 
Two  brothers  are  our  foes,  Ormisda  mine. 
As  much  declar'd  as  Bssunond  is  thine: 
To-morrow  must  their  common  vows  be  ty*d : 
With  Love  to  friend,  and  Fortune  for  our  guide. 
Let  both  resolve  to  die,  or  each  redeem  a  bride. 

**  Right  I  have  none,  nor  hast  thou  much  to  piced; 
'Tis  force,  when  done,  must  justify  the  deed  : 
Our  task  perform'd,  we  next  prepare  for  flight : 
And  let  the  losers  talk  in  vain  of  right : 
We  with  the  fair  will  sail  before  the  wind. 
If  they  are  griev'd,  I  leave  the  laws  behind. 
Speak  thy  resolves :  if  now  thy  courage  droop. 
Despair  in  prison,  and  abandon  hope : 
But  if  thou  dar'st  in  arms  thy  love  regain, 
(For  liberty  without  thy  love  were  vain,) 
Then  second  my  design  to  seize  the  prey,      [vmy.** 
Or  lead  to  second  rape,  for  well  thou  knoVst  the 

Said  Cymon  oveijoy'd,  <'  Do  thou  propoao 
The  means  to  fight,  and  only  show  the  foes : 
For  from  the  first,  when  love  had  fir'd  my  mind^ 
Resolv'd  I  left  the  care  of  life  behind." 

To  this  the  bold  Lysimachus  reply'd, 
<*  Let  Heaven  be  neuter,  and  the  sword  decide  • 
The  spousals  are  prepar'd,  already  play 
The  minstrels,  and  provoke  the  tudy  day : 
By  this  the  brides  are  wak'd,  their  grooms  are  dres^'d; 
All  Rhodes  is  summon'd  to  the  nuptial  feast, 

AU  but  myself  the  sole  unbidden  guesu^ 
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Unbiddtn  though  I  am,  I  will  be  there, 
Amd,  jom'd  by  thee,  intend  to  joy  the  fair. 

"  Novr  bear  the  rest;  when  Day  resigns  the  light. 
And  cfaeediil  torches  gild  the  jolly  Night, 
Be  rea^  at  my  call ;  my  chosen  few 
With  anna  administered  shall  aid  thy  crew. 
Thai,  entfring  unexpected,  will  we  seize 
Our  deatiii'd  prey,  fit>m  men  dissolved  in  ease, 
By  wine  diaahled,  unpn^Mr'd  for  fight, 
Ajid  haafpning  to  the  seas,  suborn  our  flight : 
The  seaa  are  oun,  for  I  command  the  fort, 
A  flhq>  welUmann*d  expects  us  in  the  port : 
If  CfaqTf  or  if  their  friends,  the  prize  contest. 
Death  flUl  attend  the  man  who  dares  resist.*' 

It  pleaa'd !  the  prisoner  to  his  hold  retir'd, 
Hk  troop  with  equal  emulation  fired, 
AH  fiz'd  to  fight,  and  all  their  wonted  work  required. 
The  San  aroae ;  the  streets  were  throng'd  around. 
The  pahce  open'd,  and  the  posts  were  crown'd. 
Ihe  doidile  bridegroom  at  the  door  attends 
Th'  ejipectad  spouse,  and  entertains  the  friends : 
They  meet,  th^  lead  to  cburch,  the  priests  invoke 
The  powers,  and  feed  the  flames  with  fragrant  smoke. 
This  done,  tbey  feast,  and  at  the  close  of  night 
By  kindled  torahes  nury  their  del^bt. 
These  lead  the  lively  dance,  and  those  the  brimming 


How  at  tfa*  appointed  place  and  hour  assign'd, 
Widi  soula  resolT'd  the  rarishers  were  join'd : 
Tkce  banda  are  Ibrm'd ;  the  first  is  sent  before 
Ts  fcwur  the  retreat,  and  guard  the  shore; 
Tke  second  at  the  palace  gate  is  plac'd, 
Aad  up  the  loAy  stairs  ascend  the  last : 
A  peaceful  troop  they  seem  with  shining  vests. 
Bat  coals  of  mail  beneath  secure  their  breasts. 

Dannrlews  they  enter,  Cymon  at  their  head. 
And  And  the  feast  renew'd,  the  table  spread  : 
,  mix'd  vrith  instrumental  sounds, 
I  the  vsulted  roof,  the  vaulted  roof  rebounds. 
I  like  the  harpies  rushing  through  the  hall 
i  troop  appears,  the  tables  fall. 
That  •'"^^'"g  load  is  on  the  pavement  thrown ; 
Each  mrisher  prepares  to  seize  his  own ; 
The  brides,  iinnided  with  a  rude  embrace, 
Arick  out  Ibr  aid,  confusion  fills  the  place. 
Vtk  to  redeem  the  prey  their  plighted  lords 
Advnce,  the  pahMX  gleams  with  shining  swords. 

Bat  bile  is  all  defience,  and  succour  vam ; 
He  nfe  is  inade,  the  ravishers  remain : 
T*D  sturdy  slaves  vrere  only  sent  before 
TWbev  the  purchaa'd  prize  insafety  to  the  shore. 


The  troop  retires,  the  loversclose  the  rear, 
With  forward  fiices  not  confessmg  fear : 
Backward  they  move,  but  scorn  their  pace  to  mend. 
Then  seek  the  stairs,  and  with  slow  haste  descend. 

Fierce  Pasimond,  their  passage  to  prevent. 
Thrust  full  on  Cymon*s  back  in  his  descent ; 
The  blade  retum*d  unbath'd,  and  to  the  handle  bent. 
Stout  Cymon  soon  remounts,  and  cleft  in  two 
His  rival's  head  with  one  descending  blow : 
And  as  the  next  in  rank  Ormisda  stood. 
He  tum'd  the  point ;  the  svrord,  inur*d  to  blood, 
Bor*d  his  unguarded  breast,  which  pour*d  a  purple 

flood. 
With  vow*d  revenge  the  gathering  crowd  pursues, 
The  ravishers  turn  head,  the  fight  renevra; 
Tlie  hall  is  heap*d  with  corps ;  the  sprinkled  gore 
Besmears  the  walls,  and  floats  the  mart>le  floor. 
DispersM  at  length  the  drunken  squadron  flies, 
Tlie  victors  to  theur  vessel  bear  the  prize ; 
And  hear  behind  loud  groans,  and  hunentable  cries. 
The  crew  vrith  merry  shouts  their  andiors  weigh. 
Then  ply  their  oars,  and  brush  the  buxom  sea. 
While  troops  of  gaUier^d  Rhodians  crowd  the  key. 
What  should  the  people  do  when  left  alone  ? 
The  governor  and  government  are  gone. 
Tlie  public  wealth  to  foreign  parts  oonvey*d ; 
Some  troops  disbanded,  ai^  the  rest  unpaid. 
Rhodes  is  the  sovereign  of  &e  sea  no  more ; 
Tlicir  ships  unrigg*d,  and  spent  their  naval  store, 
They  neither  could  defend,  nor  can  punue. 
But  grinn'd  dieir  teeth,  and  cast  a  helpless  view  ; 
In  vain  vrith  darts  a  distant  war  they  try. 
Short,  and  more  short,  the  missive  wctqwns  fly. 
Meanwhile  the  ravishers  their  crimes  enjoy. 
And  flying  sails  and  sweeping  oars  employ : 
The  difis  of  Rhodes  in  little  space  are  lost, 
Jove's  isle  they  seek ;  nor  Jove  denies  his  coast 

In  safety  landed  on  the  Candian  shore. 
With  generous  wines  their  spirits  they  restore : 
Tliere  Cymon  with  his  Rhodian  friend  resides. 
Both  court,  and  wed  at  once  the  willing  brideSi 
A  WBX  ensues,  the  Cretans  own  their  cause, 
Stiff  to  defend  their  hospitable  laws : 
Both  parties  lose  by  turns ;  and  neither  vrins. 
Till  peace  propounded  by  a  truce  begins. 
The  kindred  cxfthe  slain  forgive  the  deed, 
But  a  short  exile  must  for  show  precede : 
The  term  expir'd,  from  Candia  they  remove ; 
And  happy  cicli,  at  home,  enjoys  his  love. 
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JOHN  PHILIPS. 


JoBK  Philips,  an  English  poet,  wu  the  scm  of 
Dr.  Stephen  Philips,  archdeacon  of  Salop.  He 
was  bom  at  Bampton,  in  Oxfbirdsfaire,  in  1676,  and 
received  his  classical  education  at  Winchester 
schooL  He  was  removed  to  Christ-Church  col- 
lege, in  Oxford,  in  1694,  where  he  fully  nudntained 
the  distinction  he  had  already  acquired  at  school, 
and  obtained  the  esteem  of  several  eminent  literary 
characters.  In  1703  he  made  himself  known  by 
his  poem  of  **  The  Splendid  Shilling,**  a  pleasant 
burlesque,  in  which  he  happily  imitated  the  style 
of  Milton.  The  reputation  he  acquired  by  tiiis 
piece  caused  him  to  be  selected  by  the  leaders  of 
the  Tory  party  to  celebrate  the  victory  of  Blenheim, 
in  competition  with  Addison,  an  attempt  which, 
however,  seems  to  have  added  little  to  his  fiune. 


Hu  didactic  poem  on  Cyder,  published  in  1706,  is 
considered  as  his  prindiMl  performance^  and  is  that 
with  which  his  name  is  chiefly  associated.  It  be- 
came popular,  and  raised  him  to  eminence  among 
the  poets  of  his  age  and  class.  This,  and  his 
"  Splendid  Shilling,**  are  the  [Meces  by  which  be 
will  chiefly  deserve  to  be  remembered.  Philips 
died  of  a  pulmonaiy  affection,  in  February  1706, 
at  his  mother's  house  in  Hereford,  greatly  regretted 
by  his  friends,  to  whom  he  was  endeared  by  the 
modesty,  kindness,  and  blamelessness  of  his  cha- 
racter. Besides  a  tablet,  with  a  Latin  inscription, 
in  Hereford  cathedral,  he  was  honoured  with  a 
monument  in  Westminster  Abbey,  erected  by 
Lord  Chancellor  Harcourt,  with  a  long  and  das> 
sical  epitaph,  composed  by  Atterbury. 


THE  SPLENDID  SHILLING. 

<* Sing,  heavenly  Muse ! 

Things  unattempted  yet,  in  prose  or  rhyme^*' 
A  shSling,  breeches,  and  chimeras  dire. 

iriAprr  the  man,  who,  void  of  cares  and  strife. 
In  silken  or  in  leathern  purse  retains 
A  Splendid  Shilling :  he  nor  hears  with  pain 
New  oysters  cry*d,  nor  sighs  for  cheerful  ale ; 
But  wi^  his  fHends,  when  nightly  mists  arise. 
To  Juniper*s  Magpie,  or  Town-hall  *  repairs : 
Where,  mindful  of  the  nymph,  whose  wanton  eye 
IVansfix'd  his  soul,  and  kindled  amorous  flamo, 
Chloe,  or  Phillis,  he  each  circling  glass 
Wisheth  her  health,  and  joy,  and  equal  love. 
Meanwhile,  he  smokes,  and  laughs  at  merry  tale. 
Or  pun  ambiguous,  or  conundrum  quaint. 
But  I,  whom  griping  Penury  surrounds. 
And  Hunger,  sure  attendant  upon  Want, 
With  scanty  offals,  and  small  add  tiff; 
(Wretched  repast !)  my  meagre  corpse  sustain : 
Tlien  solitary  walk,  or  doze  at  home 
In  garret  vile,  and  with  a  warming  puff* 
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Regale  chi]l*d  fingers :  or  horn  tube  as  Uack 
As  winter-chimney,  or  well-polished  jet, 
Exhale  mundungus,  ill-perfuming  scent : 
Not  blacker  tube,  nor  of  a  shorter  sise. 
Smokes  Cambro- Briton  (vers*d  in  pedigree, 
I  l^rung  from  Cadwallador  and  Arthur,  kings 
{  Full  fiunous  in  romantic  tale)  when  he 
O'er  many  a  craggy  hill  and  barren  clilT, 
Upon  a  cargo  of  fiun*d  Cestrian  cheese^ 
High  over-shadowing  rides,  with  a  design 
To  vend  his  wares,  or  at  tfa*  Arvonian  mart. 
Or  Maridunum,  or  the  antient  town 
Yclep'd  Brechinia,  or  where  Va^*s  stream 
Encircles  Ariconium,  fruitful  soil ! 
Whence  flow  nectareous  wines,  that  vreU  may  vie 
With  Massic,  Setin,  or  renown'd  Falem. 

Thus  while  my  joyless  minutes  tedious  flow, 
With  looks  demure,  and  silent  pace,  a  Dun, 
Horrible  monster !  hated  by  goos  and  men, 
To  my  aerial  dtadel  ascends, 
Widi  vocal  heel  thrice  tfaunderins  at  mw  gate. 
With  hideous  accent  thrice  he  calls ;  I  know 
The  voice  ill-boding,  and  the  solemn  sound. 
What  should  I  do?  or  whither  turn  ?     Ainax*d, 
Confounded,  to  the  dark  recess  I  fly 
Of  wood-hole ;  straight  my  bristling  hairs  erect 
I  Through  sudden  fear;  a  chilly  sweat  bedewa 
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Uj  Juddering  limbs,  and  (wonderftil  to  tell !  ] 

My  tongue  forgets  ber  faculty  of  speech; 

Sohombiebeseems!     His  feded  brow, 

Entrench'd  with  many  a  frown,  and  conic  beaid. 

And  spreading  band,  admir*d  1^  modern  saints, 

I>uiitrousactsibrbode;  in  bis  right  hand 

long  looDs  of  paper  solemnly  he  waves, 

Witfa  characters  and  figures  dire  inscrib'd, 

Grierooi  to  mortal  eyes;  (ye  gods,  aTcrt        [stalks 

ftichplsgoes  from  righteous  men !)     Behind  hhn 

Another  monster,  not  unlike  himself, 

Wlen  of  aipect,  by  the  vulgar  cali'd 

A  catcfapole,  whose  polluted  hands  the  gods, 

Witli  force  incredibbe,  and  magic  charms, 

F!nt  have  endued :  if  he  his  ample  palm 

Sbould  haply  on  ill.&ted  shoulder  lay 

Of  dehtor,  straight  bis  body,  to  the  touch 

Obnquioos  (as  whilom  knights  were  wont), 

To  lome  enchanted  castle  is  convey'd, 

W'iere  gates  impregnable,  and  coercive  chains, 

la  dnrance  strict  detain  Mm,  till,  in  form 

Of  avney,  Pallas  sets  the  captive  free. 

Beirare,  ye  debtors !  when  ye  walk,  beware. 
Be  circumspect ;  oft  with  insidious  ken 
IW  caitiff  eyes  your  steps  aloof,  and  oft 
lies  perdue  in  a  nook  or  gloomy  cave, 
ftompt  to  enchant  some  inadvertent  wretch 
^^  his  unhallow'd  touch.     So  (poets  sing) 
GrimaUdn,  to  domestic  vermin  sworn 
Aacverisfldngfoe,  with  watchful  eye 
Liet  nuhtly  brooding  o'er  a  chinky  gap, 
Aoteodbuig  ber  fell  claws,  to  thoughtless  mice 
Sure  rdn.     So  ber  disembowelPd  web 
Aadme,  in  a  hall  or  kitchen,  spreads 
OMoas  to  vagrant  files :  she  secret  stands 
^idan  her  woven  cell :  the  bumming  prey, 
S<g»dless  of  their  fiitc,  rush  un  the  toils 
loatricable,  nor  will  aught  avail 
Tha  arts,  or  arma^  or  s^pes  of  lovely  hue ; 
^  «Mp  inaidiflfus,  and  the  bu&dng  drone, 
Aad  butterfly,  proud  of  expanded  wings 
I^^XiBct  with  gold,  entangled  in  ner  snares, 
UieleB  resistance  make ;  with  eager  strides, 
ftetowcring  flies  to  her  expected  spoils; 
^^  with  envenom *d  jaws,  the  vital  blood 
I^vnb  of  rductant  fbes,  and  to  her  cave 
^^  bulky  carcaaaes  triumphant  dxtigs. 

So  pass  my  days.      But  when  nocturnal  shades 
Thb^orid  envelop,  and  th*  inclement  air 
'^B'vades  men  to  repel  benumbing  frosts 
^^  pkaaant  wines,  and  crackling  blase  of  wood ; 
Me,  knely  sitting,  nor  the  glimmering  light 
^Bske.w<^fat  candle,  nor  the  joyous  talk 
0(hna^  frinid,  deli^rts  :  distress'd,  forlorn, 
f^^  ^  horroors  of  the  tedious  night, 
wliog  I  9|^  and  feed  with  dismal  thoughts 
l^raBooos  nund :   or  sometimes  mournful  verse 
Wee,  and  sing  of  groves  and  myrtle  shades, 
^de^Krate lady  near  a  purling-stream, 
w  Vwer  pendant  on  a  willow-tree. 
Y^'ovlde  I  bboor  with  eternal  drought, 
™»«Wbb  wiali,  and  rave ;  my  parched  throat 
™»  no  relief,  nor  heavy  eyes  repose : 
Batifadnmberhai^y  does  invade 
*^*»y  fimba,  my  fancy  's  still  awake, 
*^^^tfd  of  drink,  and  eager,  in  a  dream, 
JW^'mmpBuj  pots  of  ale, 
J*  ^;  awake  I  find  the  settled  thirst 
^  pttving,  and  the  pleasant  phantom  curse. 
1^  do  I  live,  from  pleasure  quite  debarred. 


Nor  taste  the  fruits  that  the  Sun's  genial  nys 

Mature,  john-apple,  nor  the  downy  peach, 

Nor  walnut  in  rouffh-furrow*d  coat  secure. 

Nor  medlar,  fruit  delicious  in  decay ; 

Afilictions  great !  yet  greater  still  ronain : 

My  galligaskins,  that  ^ve  long  withstood 

The  winter's  fury,  and  encroaching  frosts, 

By  time  subdued  (what  will  not  time  subdue !) 

An  horrid  chasm  disdos'd  with  orifice 

Wide,  discontinuous ;  at  which  the  winds 

Eurus  and  Auster,  and  the  dreadful  force 

Of  Boreas,  that  congeab  the  Cronian  waves, 

Tumultuous  enter  with  dire  dulHng  blasts. 

Portending  agues.     Thus  a  welUfraught  ship. 

Long  sail'd  secure,  or  through  th*  JEgean  deep. 

Or  the  Ionian,  till  cruising  near 

Hie  Xilybean  shore,  with  hideous  crush 

On  Scylla,  or  Charybdis  (dangerous  rocks !) 

She  stnkes  rebounding ;  whence  the  shatter'd  oak. 

So  fierce  a  shock  unable  to  withstand. 

Admits  the  sea :  in  at  the  gaping  side 

Hie  crowding  waves  gush  with  impetuous  rage. 

Resistless,  overwhelming ;  horrors  seize 

The  mariners ;  Death  in  their  eyes  appears,   [pray : 

They  stare,  they  lave,  they  pump,  tb^  swear,  they 

(Vain  efforts !)  still  the  battering  waves  rush  in. 

Implacable,  till,  delug'd  by  the  foam, 

Tlie  ship  sinks  foimdering  in  the  vast  abyss. 


CIDER, 

A   rOKM,   IN  TWO   HOOKS. 

.  Honos  erit  huic  quoque  Pomo  ? 
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What  soil  the  apple  loves,  what  care  is  due 
To  orchats,  timeliest  when  to  press  the  fruits, 
Hiy  gift,  Pomona,  in  Miltonian  verse 
Adventurous  I  presume  to  sing;  of  verse 
Nor  skill'd,  nor  studious*,  but  my  native  soil 
Invites  me,  and  the  theme  as  yet  unsung. 

Ye  Ariconian  knights,  and  fairest  dames. 
To  whom  propitious  Heaven  these  blessings  grants. 
Attend  my  lays,  nor  hence  disdain  to  learn, 
How  Nature's  gifts  may  be  improv'd  by  art. 
And  thou,  O  ftfostjm,  whose  benevolence, 
And  candour,  oft  experienc'd,  me  voudisaf  d 
To  knit  in  friendship,  growing  still  with  years. 
Accept  this  pledge  of  gratitu&  and  love. 
May  it  a  lading  monument  remain 
Of  dear  respect ;  that  when  this  body  frail 
Is  moulder'd  into  dust,  and  I  become 
As  I  had  never  been,  late  times  may  know 
I  once  was  bless'd  in  such  a  matchless  friend  ! 

Whoe'er  expects  his  labouring  trees  should  bend 
With  ftiiitage,  and  a  kindly  hairest  yield, 
Be  this  his  first  concern,  to  find  a  tract 
Imperrious  to  the  winds,  begirt  with  bills 
That  intercept  the  Hyperborean  blasts 
Tempestuous,  and  cold  Eurus'  nipping  force, 
Noxious  to  fiseble  buds:  but  to  the  west 
Let  him  free  entrance  grant,  let  Zephyrs  bland 
Administer  their  tepid  genial  airs ; 
Nought  fear  he  from  the  west,  whose  gentle  warmth 
Discloses  well  the  Earth's  all-teeming  womb, 
Invigorating  tender  seeds ;  whose  breath 
Nurtures  the  orange,  and  the  citron  groves, 
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Hcsperim  fruits,  and  wtifb  their  odoura  tweet 
M^ide  tlirough  the  air,  and  disunt  sliores  perfiimcs. 
Nor  only  do  the  hills  eidude  the  winds : 
But  wlHfn  the  blackening  clouds    in    sprinkling 

showers 
Distil,  fVom  tlie  high  summiu  down  the  rain 
Runs  trickling ;  with  the  fertile  moisture  clieer*d, 
Tlie  orchats  smile ;  joyous  the  farmers  see 
Their  tliriving  plants,  and  bless  tlie  heavenly  dew. 

Next  let  tlic  planter,  witli  discretion  meet, 
Tlie  force  and  genius  of  each  soil  ex|>lore ; 
To  what  adapt^,  what  it  shuns  averse : 
Without  this  necessary  care,  in  vain 
He  hopes  an  apple-vintage,  and  invokes 
Pomona's  aid  in  vain.     Tlie  miry  fields. 
Rejoicing  in  rich  mould,  most  ample  fruit 
Of  beauteous  form  produce ;  pleasing  to  sight, 
But  to  the  tongue  inelegant  and  flat. 
So  Nature  has  decreed :  so  oft  we  see 
Men  passing  fair,  in  outward  lineaments 
Elaborate ;  less,  inwardly,  exact. 
Nor  fkom  the  siil>]e  ground  expect  success. 
Nor  from  cretaceous,  stubborn  and  jejune :  ^ 

The  Must,  of  pallid  hue,  declares  tlie  soil 
Devoid  of  spirit ;  wretched  he,  that  quail's 
Such  wheyish  liquors;  oft  with  colic  pangs, 
With  pungent  colic  pangs  distrcssM  lieMl  roar, 
And  toss,  and  turn,  and  curse  th'  unwholesome 

draught. 
Bat,  ikrmer,  look  wliere  full-ear*d  sheaves  of  ryo 
Grow  wavy  on  the  tilth,  that  soil  select 
For  apples :  thence  tliy  industry  shall  gain 
Ten-fold  reward  :  thy  gamers,  thence  with  store 
Surcharg*'  ^  shall  burst ;  thy  press  with  purest  juice 
Shall  flow,"wliich,  iti  revolving  years,  may  try 
Thy  feeble  feet,  and  bin<i  tliy  faltering  tongue. 
Such  is  the  Kentchurdi,  such  Dantzeyan  ground, 
Such  thine,  O  learned  Brome,  and  Capel  such, 
WilUsian  Burlton,  much-lov'd  Geers  his  Marsh, 
And  Sutton-a4.^es,  drench*d  with  regal  blood 
Of  Ethelbert,  when  to  tli*  unhallow*d  feast 
Of  Merdaa  Offa  he  invited  came. 
To  treat  of  spousal^ :  Ions  connubial  joys 
He  promis'd  to  himself,  aUur*d  bv  fair 
ElfHda*s  beauty :  but,  deluded,  dy*d 

In  height  of  hopes oh !  hardest  fate,  to  fall 

By  show  of  friendship,  and  pretended  love ! 

X  nor  advise,  nor  reprehend  the  choice 
Of  Mardey-hill ;  the  apple  no  where  finds 
A  kinder  mould :  yet  *tis  unsafe  to  trust 
Deceitful  ground  :  who  knows  but  that,  once  more, 
This  mount  may  journey,  and,  his  present  site 
Forsaking,  to  thy  neighbour's  bounds  transfer 
The  goodly  plants,  aflbrding  matter  strange 
For  law-debates  •  ?  If  therefore  thou  incline 

•  February  the  seventh,  1571,  at  six  o'clock  in 
the  evening,  this  hill  roused  itself  with  a  roaring 
noise,  and  by  seven  the  next  morning  had  moved 
forty  paces;  it  kept  moving  for  tliree  days  to- 
gether, carrying  with  it  sheep  in  their  cotes,  liedge- 
rows  and  trees,  and  in  its  passage  overtlirew  Kin- 
naston  Chappie,  and  turned  two  highways  near  an 
hundred  yards  from  their  former  position.  The 
ground  thus  moved  was  about  twenty-six  acres, 
which  opened  itself,  and  carried  the  earth  before  it 
for  four  hundred  yards  space,  leaving  tliat  wludi 
was  pasture  in  tlie  place  of  the  tillage,  and  the  til- 
lage overspread  with  pa^ure.  See  feed's  Account 
of  Herefordshire,  page  49,  and  Camden's  BriUinnia. 


To  deck  this  rise  wHh  fruits  of  various  tastes, 
Fail  not  by  frequent  vows  t'  implore  success; 
Tims  piteous  Heaven  may  flx  the  wandering  glebe. 

But  if  (for  Nature  dotli  not  share  alike 
Her  gifts)  an  happy  soil  sliould  be  witlihcid ; 
If  a  penurious  clay  sliould  Im*  thy  lot, 
Or  rough  unwieldy  earth,  nor  to  the  plough. 
Nor  to  tlie  cattle  kind,  with  sandy  stones 
And  gravel  o'er-abounding,  think  it  not 
Beneatli  thy  toil ;  tlie  stiiiSy  pear-tree  licre 
Will  rise  luxuriant, and  with  tougliest  root 
Iferce  tlie  obstructing  grit,  and  restive  marie. 
Tlius  nought  is  useless  made  ;  nor  is  there  laiid« 
But  what,  or  of  itself,  or  else  coinpell'd, 
Aflbrdft  advantage.     On  tlie  barren  heath 
llie  sheplierd  tends  his  flock,  that  daily  crop 
Their  verdant  dinner  from  tlie  mossy  turf. 
Sufficient ;  aft^r  them  the  cackling  goose, 
Closo-graser,  finds  wherewith  to  case  her  want. 
What  should  1  more  ?     Ev'n  on  the  cliffy  height 
Of  Penmenmaur,  and  that  cloud-piercing  hill, 
Plinliinmon,  from  afar  tlie  traveller  kens 
Astonisird,  how  the  goats  their  slirubby  browxe 
Gnaw  pendent;  nor  untrcmbling  canst  thou  see. 
How  from  a  scraggy  rock,  whose  prominence 
Half  oversliades  the  ocean,  hardy  men. 
Fearless  of  rending  winds,  and  dasliing  waves. 
Cut  samphire,  to  excite  tlie  squeamisli  gust 
Of  pamper'd  luxury.     Then,  let  tliy  ground 
Not  lie  unlabor'd ;  if  tlie  ricliest  stem 
Refuse  to  tlirivc,  yet  wlio  would  doubt  to  plant 
Somewhat,  tliat  may  to  human  use  redoundt 
And  penury,  tlie  worst  of  ills,  remove  ? 

Tliere  are,  wlio,  fondly  studious  of  increase. 
Rich  foreign  mould  on  their  ill-natur'd  land 
Induce  laborious,  and  witli  fattening  muck 
Besmear  the  roots;  In  vain  !  the  nursling  grove 
Seems  fair  a  while,  cherisli'd  with  foster  eartli : 
But  when  the  alien  compost  is  exhaust. 
Its  native  poverty  again  prevails. 

Thougli  tliis  art  fails,  despond  not ;  little  pains. 
In  a  due  hour  emplqy'd,  great  profit  yield. 
Tir  industrious,  when  the  Sun  in  Leo  rides, 
And  darts  his  sultriest  beams,  portending  drought. 
Forgets  not  at  tlie  foot  of  every  plant 
To  sink  acircling  trench,  and  daily  pour 
A  just  supply  of  alimental  streams. 
Exhausted  sap  recruiting ;  else  false  liopct 
He  clierislies,  nor  will  liis  fruit  expect 
Th'  autumnal  season,  but,  in  summer's  pride, 
Wlien  other  orchats  smile,  abortive  fail. 

Tlius  tlie  great  Uglit  of  Heaven,  tliat  in  his  coursft 
Surveys  and  quickens  all  thines,  often  proves 
Noxious  to  planted  fields,  and  often  men 
Perceive  his  influence  dire ;  sweltering  tlx*y  run 
To  grots,  and  caves,  and  the  cool  umbrage  sci^k 
Of  woven  arix>rets,  and  oft  the  rills 
Sdll  streaming  fresh  revisit,  to  allay 
Thirst  inextinguishable :  but  if  the  spring 
Preceding  should  be  destitute  of  rain, 
Or  blast  septentrional  with  brusliing  wines 
Sweep  up  tlie  smoky  mists,  and  vapours  £unp. 
Then  woe  to  mortals !     Titan  tlien  exerts 
His  heat  intense,  and  on  our  \-itals  preys  ; 
Then  maUdies  of  various  kinds,  and  names 
Unknown,  malignant  fevers,  and  tliat  foe 
To  blooming  beauty,  which  imprints  the  fmcQ 
Of  fairest  nymph,  and  diecks  our  growing  love. 
Reign  far  and  near ;  grim  Death  in  difllWcnt  Ui 
Depopulates  the  nations  ;  thousands  fall 
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Hk  vldliM;  yoothi,  adl  Tirgiiii,  io  tbev  flowo-, 
Scbctiiit  die,  and  flghiiig  Ittve  their  Joves 
UnlBnh'd,  by  infections  heaven  destroyed. 

Such  heats  prerafl'd,  when  ftir  Eliza,  last 
Of  Wiocboomb's  name   (next  thee  in  bkxMl  and 

worth, 
OfuiestStJofan!)  left  diis  toUaome  world 
la  beauty*!  prime,  and  aadden'd  all  the  year  : 
Nor  could  her  Tirtues,  nor  repeated  tows 
Of  thouamd  lovers,  the  relentless  hand 
OfDeadianest:  die  with  the  vulgar  fell, 
OalydiBtingiiish'd  by  tfab  humhle  verM. 

ftit  if  it  please  the  Sun's  intemperate  force 
To  kiKnr,  attend;  whilst  I  of  ancient  fiune 
Ibeaanab  trace,  andimage  tothy  mind, 
Hev  ourfore&tibers,  (luckless  men !)  ingulft 
%  tlie  wide-yawning  Earth,  to  Stygian  shades 
West  quick,  in  one  sad  sepulchre  enclos*d. 
In  cUer  di^s,  ere  yet  the  Roman  bands 
yidanam,  Itu  our  other  worid  subdued, 
A  ipidoas  dty  stood,  with  firmest  walls 
ftirc  nounded,  and  with  numerous  turrets  crown'd, 
A&idipm^  and  citadels,  the  seat 
Of  kingsi  and  heroes  resolute  in  war, 
Fim'd  Ariconium  :  uncontroll'd  and  free^ 
im  ilUubdiiing  Liatian  arms  prevail*d. 
T^  ilso^  tfaoogfa  to  foreign  yoke  submiss, 
fte  nadoiiolish'd  stood,  and  ev'n  till  now 
fMhipt  had  stood,  of  ancient  British  art 
A  pkariag  monument,  not  less  admir'd 
«  what  from  Attic,  or  Etruscan  hands 
inns;  had  not  the  h4venly  Powers  averse 
Deoned  her  final  doom:  for  now  the  fields 
l4boar*d  with  thirst;  Aquarius  had  not  shed 
Bk  wonted  showers,  and  Shrius  parch*d  with  heat 
Solitiiial  the  green  herb:  hence 'gan  relax 
TWgreond's  contexture,  hence  Tartarian  dregs, 
^MiB'^i  and  nitrous  q>ume,  enkindling  fierce, 
Bdlov'd  within  their  darksome  caves,  by  &r 
XondiBDal  than  the  loud  disploded  roar 
^kiKo  enginry,  tfiat  ceaseless  istorm 
TW  btttion  of  a  welUbuilt  dty,  deem'd 
Tfiigiiiihlt :  th'  infernal  winds,  till  now 
^My  imprison'd,  by  Utanian  warmth 
I19itiB|,  ad  with  unctuous  vapours  fed, 
^^i»^ma*d  their  narrow  cells ;  and,  tfaeur  fiiill  strength 
^^Bs^f,  from  beneath  the  solid  mass 
tfhnr'd^and  all  her  castles  rooted  deep 
Aosk  from  their  lowest  seat :  old  Vaga*s  stream, 
^*Cd  by  the  sudden  sbock,  her  wonted  track 
^■*Mk,  and  drew  her  humid  train  aslope, 
^^ttUbg  ber  banks :  and  now  the  lowering  sky, 
Asd  bsl^il  Ugfatning,  and  the  thunder,  vdce 
^^fPJ  gods,  that  rnttled  solemn,  dismayed 
Thcaakiiighnrtsof  men.    Where  should  they  turn 
^^^^nwfd?  whence  seek  for  aid  ?  when  from  below 
^  dacaiens,  and  ev'n  Fate  supreme  gives  signs 
Of  VMh  snd  desolation  :  vain  were  vows, 
^  pUnis,  and  suppliant  hands  to  Heaven  erect! 
^HBie  to  lanes  repair'd,  and  humble  rites 
^"^nfd  to  Tbor,  and  Woden,  fabled  gods, 
Vbs  with  their  votaries  in  <Ae  ruin  shar'd, 
UiA^d,  and  o'erwbelm'd.    Others  in  frantic  mood 
■BBhswlBig  through  the  atreets ;  their  hideous  yells 
^■dihedark  wdkin;  Horror  stalks  around, 
"'^^^tviag,  and,  hia  and  concomitant, 
|N«f€fabiectIook:  at  every  gate 

^""%Big  populace  with  hasty  strides 
^•fcnpni,  and,  too  eager  of  escape, 
*•»«  file  easy  way;  the  rodungtown 


Supplants  their  footsteps :  to,  and  fh>,  they  red 
Astonish*d,  as  o*ercharg*d  with  wine ;  when  lo ! 
Hie  ground  adust  her  riven  mouth  disparts. 
Horrible  chasm;  profound !  with  swift  descent 
Old  Ariconium  sinks,  and  all  her  tribes, 
Heroes,  and  senators,  down  to  the  realms 
Of  endless  night.    Meanwhile,  the  loosen'd  winds, 
Infbriate,  molten  rocks  and  flaming  globes 
Hurrd  high  above  the  douds ;  till  all  thdr  force 
Consum'd,  her  ravenous  jaws  th*  EarA  satiate  clos'd. 
Thus  this  fiur  dty  fell,  of  which  the  name 
Survives  alone ;  nor  b  there  found  a  mark, 
Whereby  the  curious  passenger  nuty  learn 
Her  ample  site,  save  coins,  and  mouldering  urns, 
And  huge  unwiddy  bones,  lasting  remains 
Of  that  gigantic  race ;  which,  as  he  breaks 
The  clotted  glebe,  the  ploughman  haply  finds, 
Appall'd.     Upon  that  trea^erous  tract  of  hind, 
She  whilome  stood;  now  Ceres,  in  her  prime, 
Smiles  fertile,  and  with  ruddiest  fni^i  bedcck'd, 
Hie  apple>tree,  by  our  fbrefiUhers  blood 
Improved,  that  now  recalls  the  devious  Muse, 
Urging  her  destin'd  labours  to  pursue. 

The  prudent  will  observe,  what  passions  rdgn 
In  various  plants  (for  not  to  man  done. 
But  all  the  wide  creation.  Nature  gave 
Iiove,  and  aversion  :)  everlasting  Imte 
The  Vine  to  Ivy  bear^,  nor  less  abhors 
The  Colewort*s  rankness ;  but  with  amorous  twine 
Clasps  the  tall  Efan :  the  Ptestan  Rose  unfolds 
Her  bud  more  lovely,  near  the  fetid  Leek, 
(Crest  of  stout  Britons,)  and  enhances  thence 
The  price  of  her  cdestid  scent:  the  Gourd, 
And  thirsty  Cucumber,  when  they  percdve 
Hi*  approaching  Olive,  with  resentment  fiy 
Her  fatty  fibres,  and  with  tendrib  creep 
Diverse,  detesting  contact ;  wHSkt  the  Fig 
Contemns  not  Rue,  nor  Sage*s  humble  leaf. 
Close-neighbouring:  th*  Herefordian  plant 
Caresses  freely  the  contiguous  Peach, 
Hazd,  and  wdght-resisting  Fdm,  and  likes 
T*  approach  tibe  Quince,  and  the  Elder's  pithy  stem ; 
Uneasy,  seated  by  funa«d  Yew, 
Or  Walnut,  (whose  malignant  touch  impairs 
All  generous  fruits,)  or  near  the  bitter  dews 
Of  Cherries.     Therefore  wdgh  the  habits  well 
Of  plants,  how  they  associate  best,  nor  let 
HI  neighbourhood  corrupt  thy  hopefiil  grafik. 

Would*st  thou  thy  vats  with  generous  juice  should 
fh>th? 
Respect  thy  ordiats ;  think  not,  that  the  trees 
Spontaneous  will  produce  an  wholesome  draught, 
lit  Art  correct  thy  breed :  from  parent  bough 
A  don  meedy  sever :  after,  force 
A  way  into  the  crabstock*s  dose-wrought  grain 
By  wedges,  and  within  the  living  wound 
Enclose  the  foster  twig ;  nor  over-nice 
Rel\ise  with  thy  own  hands  around  to  spread^ 
The  binding  clay :  ere-long  their  differing  vdns 
Unite,  and  kindly  nourishment  convey 
To  the  new  pupil ;  now  he  shoots  Ids  arms 
With  quickest  growth ;  now  shake  the  teeming  dunk, 
Down  rain  th*  empurpled  balls,  ambrosial  fruit 
Whether  the  Wil<ttng*s  fibres  are  contriv*d 
To  draw  th*  earth's  purest  spirit,  and  resist 
It*s  feculence,  which  in  more  porous  stocks 
Of  dder-planto  finds  passage  free,  or  dse 
The  native  vcijuice  of  the  Crab,  deriv'd 
Through  th*  infix'd  graff,  a  grateful  mixture  forms 
Of  tart  and  sweet ;  wliatcvcr  be  Uie  cause, 
P  t; 
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This  doubcAil  progeny  by  nicest  tastts 
Expected  best  acceptance  finds,  and  pays 
Largest  revenues  to  the  orchat-Iord. 

Some  think  the  Quince  and  Apple  would  combine 
In  happy  union ;  others  fitter  deem 
The  Sloe-stem  bearing  Sylvan  Hums  austere. 
Who  knows  but  both  may  thrive?  howe'er,  what  loss 
To  try  the  powers  of  both,  and  search  how  far 
Two  different  natures  may  concur  to  mix 
In  close  embraces,  and  strange  offspring  bear? 
Thou'lt  find  that  pUnts  will  n^uent  changes  try. 
Undamaged,  and  their  marriageable  arms 
Conjoin  witfi  others.     So  Silurian  plants 
Admit  the  Peach's  odoriferous  globe, 
And  Fears  of  sundry  forms ;  at  different  times 
Adopted  Plums  will  alien  branches  grace ; 
And  men  have  gather*dfrom  the  Hawthorn's  brandi 
Larce  Medlars,  imitating  regal  crowns. 

noir  is  it  hard  to  beautify  each  month 
With  files  of  parti-colour'd  fruits,  that  please 
The  tongue,  and  view,  at  once.     So  Maro's  Muse, 
Thrice  sacred  Muse!  commodious  precepts  gives 
Instructive  to  the  swains,  not  wholly  bent 
On  what  is  gainful :  sometimes  she  diverts 
From  solid  counsels,  shows  the  force  of  love 
In  savage  beasts ;  how  virgin  face  divine 
Attracts  the  helpless  youth  through  storms  and  waves, 
Alone,  in  deep  of  night :  then  she  describes 
The  Scythian  winter,  nor  disdains  to  sing 
How  under  ground  the  rude  Biphmm  race 
Mimic  brisk  Cider  with  the  brakes  product  Mrild  ; 
Sloes  pounded.  Hips,  and  Servis'  harshest  juice. 

Let  sage  Experience  teach  thee  all  the  arts 
Of  grafting  and  in-eyeing ;  when  to  lop 
The  flowing  branches ;  what  trees  answer  best 
From  root,  or  kernel :  she  will  best  the  hours 
Of  harvest,  and  seed-time  declare ;  by  her 
Hie  different  qualities  of  things  were  found,  . 
And  secret  motions ;  how  with  heavy  bulk 
Volatile  Hermes,  fluid  and  unmoist. 
Mounts  on  the  wings  of  air ;  to  her  we  owe 
Hie  Indian  weed*,  unknown  to  ancient  times, 
Nature's  choice  gift,  whose  acrimonious  fume 
Extracts  superfluous  juices,  and  refines 
The  blood  distemper'd  from  ite  noxious  salts ; 
Friend  to  the  spirits,  which  with  vapours  bland 
It  gently  mitigates,  companion  fit 
Of  pleasantry,  and  wine;  nor  to  the  bards 
Unfriendly,  when  they  to  the  vocal  sliell 
Warble  melodious  their  well-labour'd  songs. 
She  found  the  polish'd  glass,  whose  small  convex 
Enlarges  to  ten  millions  of  degrees 
The  mite,  invisible  else,  of  Nature's  hand 
Least  annual;  and  shows,  what  Uws  of  life 
The  cheese-inhabitanta  observe,  and  how 
Fabric  their  mansions  in  the  harden'd  milk. 
Wonderful  artists !  But  the  hidden  ways 
Of  Ni^ure  would'st  thou  know?  how  first  she  frames 
All  things  in  miniature?  Thy  specular  orb 
Apply  to  Well-dissected  kernels ;  lo ! 
Strange  forms  arise,  in  each  a  little  plant 
Unfolds  its  boughs :  observe  the  slender  tlircads 
Of  first  beginning  trees,  their  roots,  their  leaves, 
In  narrow  seeds  describ'd ;  thou'lt  wondering  say. 
An  inmate  orchat  every  apple  boasts. 
Hius  all  things  by  experience  are  dlsplay'd. 
And  most  improv'd.     Then  sedulously  think 
To  meliorate  thy  stock ;  no  way,  or  rule, 

•  Tobacco. 


Be  unaaay'd ;  prevent  the  morning  star 
Assiduous,  nor  with  the  western  Sun 
Surcease  to  work  ;  lo !  thougfatftil  of  thy  gain, 
Not  of  my  own,  I  all  the  live-long  day 
Consume  in  meditation  deep,  recluse 
From  human  converse,  nor,  at  shut  of  eve, 
Enjoy  repose ;  but  oft  at  midnight  lamp 
Ply  my  brain-racking  studies,  if  by  chance 
Thee  I  m^  counsel  right ;  and  oft  this  care 
Disturbs  me  slumbering.    Wilt  thou  tlien  repine 
To  labour  for  thyself?  and  rather  diooae 
To  lie  supinely,  hoping  Heaven  will  bless 
Thy  slighted  fruits,  and  give  thee  bread  uneam'd  ? 
'Twill  profit,  when  the  stork,  sworn  foe  of  snakes. 
Returns,  to  show  compassion  to  thy  plants, 
Fatigu'd  with  breeding.     Let  the  arched  knife 
Well  sharpen'd  now  aMail  the  spreading  shades 
Of  vegetables,  and  their  thinty  limbs 
Dissever :  for  the  genial  moisture,  due 
To  apples,  otherwise  mis-spends  itself 
In  barren  twigs,  and  for  th'  expected  crop. 
Nought  but  vain  shoots,  and  empty  leaves  abound. 

When  swelling  buds  their  odorous  foliage  abed. 
And  gently  har£n  into  fruit,  the  wise 
Spare  not  the  little  offsprings,  if  they  grow 
Redundant ;  but  the  thronging  clusters  tliin 
By  kind  avulsion  :  else  the  starveling  brood. 
Void  of  sufficient  sustenance,  will  yield 
A  slender  autumn ;  which  the  niggard  soul 
Too  Ute  shall  weep,  and  curse  his  thrifty  liand. 
That  would  not  timely  ease  the  ponderous  boughs. 

It  much  conduces,  all  the  cares  to  know 
Of  gardening,  how  to  scare  nocturnal  thieves. 
And  bow  the  little  race  of  birds  that  hop 
From  spray  to  spray,  scooping  the  postliest  fruit 
Insatiate,  undisturb'd.     Priapus'  form 
Avails  but  little ;  rather  guard  each  row 
With  the  frdse  terrours  of  a  breathless  kite. 
This  done,  the  timorous  flock  with  swiftest  wiog 
Scud  through  the  air ;  their  fimcy  represents 
His  mortal  talons,  and  his  ravenous  beak 
Destructive ;  glad  to  shun  his  hostile  gripe. 
They  quit  their  thefts,  and  unfi^quent  the  fields. 

Besides,  the  filthy  swine  vrill  oft  invade 
Thy  firm  enclosure,  and  with  delving  snout 
The  rooted  forest  undermine :  forthwith 
Halloo  thy  ftirious  mastiff,  bid  him  vex 
Hie  noxious  herd,  and  print  upon  their  ears 
A  sad  memorial  of  their  past  offence. 

The  flagrant  Procyon  will  not  fail  to  bring 
Large  shells  of  slow  house4)earing  snails,  that  creep 
O'er  the  ripe  fruitage,  paring  slimy  tracts 
In  the  sleek  rinds,  and  unprest  Cider  drink. 
No  art  averu  this  pest;  on  thee  it  lies, 
With  morning  and  with  evening  hand  to  rid 
The  preying  reptiles ;  nor,  if  wise^  wilt  thou 
Decline  this  labour,  which  itself  rewards 
With  pleasing  gain,  whilst  the  warm  limbec  draws 
Salubrious  waters  from  the  nocent  brood. 

Myriads  of  wasps  now  also  clustering  hang. 
And  drain  a  spurious  honey  from  thy  groves, 
Tlieir  winter  food ;  though  oft  repuls'd,  again 
They  rally,  undismay'd;  but  fraud  with  ease 
Ensnares  the  noisome  swarms ;  let  every  bough 
Bear  frequent  vials,  pregnant  with  the  dregs 
Of  Moyle,  or  Mum,  or  Tireacle's  viscous  juice ; 
They,  by  th'  alluring  odour  drawn,  in  ha^ 
Fly  to  the  dulcet  cates,  and  crowding  sip 
Hwir  palatable  bane ;  joyful  thou'lt  see 
The  clammy  surface  aU  o'ewtp<mn  with  tribe* 
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Ofgrcedy  insects,  that  wHh  fruitless  toil 

Fttp  61iny  pennons  oft,  to  eitricate 

tlieir  ftet,  in  liquid  shackles  bound,  Ull  deatli 

Bereave  them  of  their  worthless  souls :  such  doom 

Waits  luxuiy,  and  lawless  love  of  gain ! 

Howe'er  thou  may'st  forbid  external  force, 
latestiDe  evils  will  prevail ;  damp  airs, 
And  runj  winters,  to  the  centre  pierce 
TIk  firmest  fruits,  and  by  unseen  decay 
UK  proper  relish  vitiate:  then  the  grub 
OA  uDobserv'd  invades  the  vital  core, 
Fenudoas  tenant,  and  her  secret  cave 
£iilai|^  houriy,  preying  on  the  pulp 
Ceaseless;  meanwhile  tl^  apple's  outward  form 
Delectable  the  witless  swain  beguiles, 
Tni,  with  a  writfaen  mouth,  and  ^pattering  noise. 
He  tastes  the  bitter  morsel,  and  rejects 
Disrelished;  not  with  less  surprise,  than  when 
Eaibattled  troops  with  flowing  banners  pass 
ITvougfa  flowery  meads  delighted,  nor  distrust 
Tht  smiling  suribce ;  whilst  the  cavem*d  ground, 
Widi  grain  incentive  stor*d,  by  sudden  blaze 
Bunts  &ial,  and  involves  the  hopes  of  war, 
Tn  fiery  whirls ;  full  of  victorious  thoughts, 
Tom  and  dismembered,  they  aloft  expire. 

Now  turn  thine  eye  to  view  Alcinous*  groves, 
IW  pride  of  the  Fhteadan  isle,  from  whence, 
SailiDg  the  spaces  of  the  boundless  deep. 
To  Ariconinm  precious  fruits  anriv*d  : 
Thtt  Pippin  burnished  o*er  with  gold,  the  Moyle 
Of  sweetest  honied  taste,  tlie  fair  Fermain 
Teaiper*d,  like  comliest  nymph,  with  red  and  white. 
Silopan  acres  flourish  widi  a  growth 
mltv,  styFd  the  Ottley :  be  thou  first 
Tbb  apple  to  tran^lant ;  if  to  the  name 
Its  merit  answers,  no  where  shalt  thou  find 
A  vine  more  priz*d,  or  laudable  of  taste. 
^  does  the  Eliot  least  deserve  thy  care. 
Nor  John- Apple,  whose  wither'd  rind,  intrencbt 
^A  many  a  furrow,  aptly  represents 
Duepid  age,  nor  tliat  from  Harvey  nam*d, 
QoicklreU^ng :  why  should  we  sing  tlie  lluifl, 
Codling  or  Pomroy,  or  of  pimpled  coat 
The  Russet,  or  the  Cat's- Head's  weighty  orb, 
Enonnous  in  ita  growth,  for  various  use 
IViigfa  these  are  meet,  though  after  full  repast 
Are  oft  requhr'dy  and  crown  the  rich  dessert  ? 

Wbat,  though  the  Pear-tree  rival  not  the  worth 
Of  Ariconian  prcxlucts?  yet  her  freight 
I^notcootcmn'dy  yet  her  wide-branching  arms 
Bes  screen  thy  mansion  from  the  fervent  Dog, 
Adverse  to  life ;  the  vrintry  hurricanes 
In  «sm  employ  their  roar,  her  trunk  unmov'd 
Bf^iks  die  strong  onset,  and  controls  their  rage. 
Oi^  the  Bosbury,  whose  large  increase, 
Anaoal,  in  sumptuous  banquets  claims  applause. 
^^vKc  acceptable  beverage !  could  but  Art 
Subdae  the  floating  lee,  romona's  self 
Woald  dread  thy  praise,  and  shun  tlie  dubious  strife. 
Be  it  thy  choice,  when  summer-beats  annoy, 
To  at  beneath  her  leafy  canopy, 
Qnftag  rich  liquids !  oh !  how  sweet  t'  enjoy, 
Atoaoe  her  fruits,  and  hospitable  shade ! 

Bat  bow  with  equal  nundiers  shall  we  match 
"^  Mask's  surpaattng  worth ;  that  earliest  gives 
^hopet  of  racy  wine,  and  in  its  youth, 
I^tador  nonage^  loads  the  ^[ireadinff  boughs 
^Mk  hrge  and  juicy  ofi&prtng,  that  defies 
%  Knd  nqipings,  and  cold  stdeial  blasts ! 
^<(  let  her  to  the  Red-streak  yield,  that  once 


Was  oi^tlic  sylvan  kind,  undvilis'd, 
Of  no  recard,  till  Scudamore's  skilful  hand 
Improv'd  her,  and  by  courtly  discipline 
Taught  lier  the  savage  nature  to  forget: 
Hence  styl'd  the  Scudamorcan  plant ;  whose  wine 
Whoever  tastc«,  let  him  with  grateful  heart 
Respect  that  ancient  loyal  house,  and  wish 
Hie  nobler  peer,  that  now  transcends  our  hopes 
In  early  wortli,  his  country's  justest  pride^ 
Um'ntemipted  joy,  and  health  entire. 
Let  every  tree  in  every  garden  own 
Tlie  lled-streak  as  supreme,  whose  pulpous  fruit 
With  gold  irradiate,  and  vermilion  shines. 
Tempting,  not  fatal,  as  the  birth  of  that 
Primeval  interdicted  plant  that  won 
Fond  Eve  in  liapless  hour  to  taste,  and  die. 
Tliis,  of  more  bounteous  influence,  inspires 
Poetic  raptures,  and  tlie  lowly  Muse 
Kindles  to  loftier  strains ;  even  I  perceive 
Her  sacred  virtue.     See !  the  numbers  flow 
Easy,  whilst,  cheer'd  with  her  nectareous  juice. 
Hers,  and  my  country's  praises  I  exalt 
Hail  Herefordian  plant,  that  dost  disdain 
All  otlier  Holds !  Heaven's  sweetest  blessing,  hail ! 
Be  thou  the  copious  matter  of  my  song. 
And  thy  choice  nectar;  on  which  always  waits 
Laughter,  and  sport,  and  care-beguiling  wit, 
And  friendship,  chief  delight  of  human  life. 
What  should  we  wish  for  more  ?  or  why,  in  quest 
Of  foreign  vintage,  insincere,  and  mixt. 
Traverse  th*  extremest  world  ?  why  tempt  the  rago 
Of  the  rough  ocean  ?  when  our  native  glebe 
Imparts,  from  bounteous  womb,  annual  recruits 
Of  wine  delectable,  that  far  surmounts 
Gallic,  or  Latin  grapes,  or  those  that  see 
The  setting  sun  near  Calpe's  towering  height 
Nor  let  the  Rhodian,  nor  tlic  Lesbian  vines 
Vaunt  their  rich  Must,  nor  let  Tokay  contend 
For  sovereignty ;  Phanieus'  self  must  bow 
To  th'  Ariconian  vales :  and  shall  we  doubt 
T'  improve  our  vegetable  wealth,  or  let 
The  soil  lie  idle,  which,  with  fit  manure, 
With  largest  usury  repay,  alone 
Empowered  to  supply  what  Nature  asks 
Frugal,  or  what  nice  appetite  requires  ? 
The  meadows  here,  with  battening  ooze  enrich'd. 
Give  spirit  to  the  grass ;  thn^e  cu^ts  high 
The  jointed  herbage  shoots ;  th*  unfallow'd  glebe 
Yearly  o'ercomes  the  granaries  with  store 
Of  golden  wheat,  the  strength  of  human  life. 
Lo,  on  auxiliary  poles,  the  hops 
Ascending  spiral,  rang'd  in  meet  array ! 
Lo,  how  the  arable  with  barley-grain 
Stands  thick,  o'ershadow'd,  to  the  thirsty  hind 
Transporting  prospect !  thoe,  as  modem  use 
Ordains,  infus'd,  an  auburn  drink  compose. 
Wholesome,  of  deathless  fame.     Here,  to  the  sight, 
Apples  of  price,  and  plenteous  slieaves  of  com, 
Oft  interlac'd  occur,  and  both  imbibe 
Fitting  congenial  juice ;  so  rich  the  soil. 
So  much  does  fructuous  moisture  o'er-abound! 
Nor  are  the  hills  unamiable,  whose  tops 
To  Heaven  aspire,  affording  prospect  sweet 
To  human  ken ;  nor  at  their  feet  the  vales 
Descending  gently,  where  the  lowing  herd 
Chew  verdurous  pasture ;  nor  the  yellow  fields 
Gaily'  interchang'd,  with  rich  variety 
Pleasing ;  as  when  an  emerald  green,  endias'd 
In  flamy  gold,  from  the  bright  mass  acquires 
A  nobler  hue,  more  delicate  to  8ighjtQQ[c 
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Neit  add  the  sylvan  Bhades,  and  dknt  grores, 
(Haunt  of  the  Druids)  whence  the  Earth  is  fed 
With  copious  fuel ;  whence  the  sturdy  oak, 
A  prince's  refuge  once»  th*  eternal  guard 
Of  England's  throne,  by  sweating  peasants  fetl'd, 
Stems  the  vast  nudn,  and  bears  tremendous  war 
To  distant  nations,  or  with  sov'reign  sway 
Awes  the  dirided  world  to  peace  and  love. 
Why  should  the  Chalybes,  or  Bilboa  boast 
Their  harden'd  iron ;  when  our  mines  produce 
As  perfect  martial  ore?    Can  Tmolus'  head 
Vie  with  our  saffVon  odours?  or  the  fleece 
Birtic,  or  finest  Tarendne,  compare 
With  Lemster's  silken  wool  ?    Where  shall  we  find 
Men  more  undaunted,  for  their  country's  weal 
More  prodigal  of  life  ?  In  ancient  days 
llie  Bioman  I^ons,  and  great  Caesar,  found 
Our  ftthers  no  mean  foes :  and  Cressy's  plains^ 
And  Agincourt,  deep-ting'd  with  blood,  confba 
What  the  Silures'  vigour  unwithstood 
Could  do  in  rigid  fight ;  and  chiefly  what 
Brydges'  wide-wasting  hand,  first  garter'd  knight, 
Puissant  author  of  great  Chandos'  stem, 
High  Chandos,  that  transmits  paternal  worth. 
Prudence,  and  ancient  prowess,  and  renown, 
T*  his  noble  offspring.     O  thrice  happy  peer ! 
Hiat,  blest  with  hoary  vigour,  view'st  diyself 
Fresh  blooming  in  thy  generous  son ;  whose  lips, 
Flowing  with  nervous  doquence  exact. 
Charm  the  wise  senate,  and  attention  win 
In  deepest  councils :  Ariconium  pleas'd. 
Him,  as  her  chosen  worthy,  first  salutes. 
Him  on  th'  Iberian,  on  the  Gallic  shore. 
Him  hardy  Britons  bless ;  his  faithful  hand 
Conveys  new  courage  from  afar,  nor  more 
Hie  general's  conduct,  than  his  care  avails. 

Thee  also,  glorious  branch  of  Cecil's  line, 
Hus  country  daims ;  with  pride  and  joy  to  thee 
Thy  Alterennis  calls :  yet  she  endures 
Psdent  thy  absence,  since  thy  prudent  choice 
Has  fiz'd  thee  in  the  Muses'  fairest  seat  *, 
Where  Aldrfch  f  reigns  and  from  his  endless  store 
Of  universal  knowledge  still  supplies 
His  noble  care :  he  generous  thoughts  instUs 
Of  true  nobility,  their  country's  love, 
(Chief  end  of  lifie,)  and  forms  their  ductile  minds 
To  human  virtues :  by  his  genius  led, 
Hum  soon  in  every  art  pre-eminent 
Shalt  grace  this  isle,  and  rise  to  BuHeigh's  fame. 

HaU,  high-born  peer !  and  thou,  great  nurse  of  arta^ 
And  men,  flrom  whence  conspicuous  patriots  ^ring, 
Hanmer,  and  Bromley ;  thou,  to  whom  with  due 
Respect  Wintonia  bows,  and  joyful  owns 
Thy  mitred  offspring ;  be  for  ever  blest 
With  like  examples,  and  to  future  times 
Proficuous,  such  a  race  of  men  produce, 
As,  in  the  cause  of  virtue  firm,  may  fix 
Her  throne  inviolate.     Hear,  ye  gods,  this  vow 
From  one,  the  meanest  in  her  numerous  train ; 
Though  meanest,  not  least  studious  of  her  praise. 

Muse,  raise  thy  voice  to  Beaufort's  spotless  fame, 
To  Beaufort,  in  a  long  descent  deriv'd 
From  royal  ancestry,  of  kingly  righu 
Faithful  assertors,  in  him  centering  meet 
Their  glorious  virtues,  high  desert  from  pride 
Disjoin'd,  unshaken  honour,  and  contempt 
Of  strong  allurements.     O  illustrious  prince ! 

•  Oxford. 

t  Dr.  Aldrich,  dean  of  Christ  Church. 


O  thou  of  ancient  fidth !  exulting,  thee, 

In  her  fUr  list  this  happy  land  enrolls. 

Who  can  refuse  a  tributary  verse 

To  Weymouth,  firmest  friend  of  slighted  worth 

In  evil  days  ?  whose  ho^itable  gate, 

Unbarr'd  to  all,  invites  a  numerous  train 

Of  daily  guests;  whose  board,  with  plen^  crown'dy 

Revives  the  feast-rites  old :  meanwhile  his  care 

Forgets  not  the  afflicted,  but  content 

In  acts  of  secret  goodness,  shuns  the  prsiae. 

That  sure  attends.     Permit  me,  bounteous  lord. 

To  blazon  what,  though  hid,  will  beauteous  shine^ 

And  with  thy  name  to  dignify  my  song. 

But  who  is  he,  that  on  the  winding  stream 
Of  Vaga  first  drew  vital  breath,  and  now 
Approv'd  in  Aima's  secret  councils  sits, 
Weighing  the  sum  of  things,  with  wise  forecaat 
Solicitous  of  public  good  ?  How  large 
His  mind,  that  comprdiends  whate'er  was  known 
To  okl,  or  present  time ;  yet  not  elate. 
Not  conscious  of  its  skill  ?    What  praise  deserves 
His  liberal  hand,  that  gathers  but  to  give. 
Preventing  suit  ?  O  not  unthankful  Muse, 
Him  lowly  reverence,  that  first  deign'd  to  hear 
Thy  pipe,  and    screen'd  thee  horn   opprobrioua 

tongues. 
Acknowledge  thy  own  Harley,  and  his  name 
Inscribe  on  every  bark  ;  the  wounded  plants 
Will  fast  increase,  faster  thy  just  reiipect 

Such  are  our  heroes,  by  their  virtues  known. 
Or  skill  in  peace,  and  war:  of  softer  mould 
Hie  female  sex,  vrith  sweet  attractive  airs 
Subdue  obdurate  hearts.     Hie  travellers  oft, 
Hiatview  their  matchless  forms  with  transient  glance. 
Catch  sudden  love,  and  sigh  for  nymphs  unknown, 
Smit  with  the  magic  of  their  eyes :  nor  hath 
Hie  daedal  hand  of  Nature  only  pour'd 
Her  gifts  of  outward  grace ;  their  innocence 
Unfeign'd,  and  virtue  most  engaging,  free 
Vrom  pridie,  or  artifice,  long  joys  afford 
To  th'  honest  nuptial  bed,  and  in  the  wane 
Of  life,  rebate  the  miseries  of  age. 
And  b  there  found  a  vrretch  so  base  of  mind, 
Hiat  woman's  powerful  beauty  dares  condemn, 
Exactest  work  of  Heaven  ?  He  ill  deserves 
Or  love,  or  pity ;  friendless  let  him  see 
Uneasy,  tedious  day,  despis'd,  foriom. 
As  stain  of  human  race :  but  may  the  man. 
That  cheerftiUy  recounts  the  feinale's  pnuae. 
Find  equal  love,  and  love's  untainted  sweets 
Enjoy  with  honour !  O,  ye  gods !  might  I 
Elect  my  fate,  my  happiest  choice  should  be 
A  fair  and  modest  virgin,  that  invites 
With  aspect  chaste,  forbidding  loose  desire. 
Tenderly  smiling ;  in  whose  heavenly  eye 
Sits  purest  love  enthron'd :  but  if  the  stars 
Malignant  these  my  better  hopes  oppose. 
May  I,  at  least,  the  sacred  pleasures  know 
Of  strictest  amity ;  nor  ever  want 
A  friend,  with  whom  I  mutually  may  share 
Gladness  and  anguish,  by  kind  intercourse 
Of  speech  and  offices.    Hay  in  my  mind, 
InddibU  a  grateful  sense  remain 
Of  favours  undeterv'd !  —  O  thou !  from  whooi 
Gladly  both  rich  and  low  sedc  aid ;  most  wise 
Interpreter  of  right,  whose  gracious  voice 
Breathes  equity,  and  curbs  too  rigid  law 
With  mild,  impartial  reason ;  what  returns 
Of  thanks  are  due  to  thy  beneficence 
FVeely  voochsafd,  vrhen  to  the  agates  of  Death 
Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


CIDEIL 


215 


IlndedpraM?  if  thj indulgcni cmrt 

tbd  not  pnrmi'd,  among  ui£ody*d  A 

I  aov  hid  wander*d ;  and  tbew  empty  thoughts 

Ofipplapcnsh'd;  but,  upnisM  by  tfaee, 

I  Ame  my  pipe  afresh,  each  night  and  day, 

%  ninamplgd  goodness  to  extol 

Dnirous;  but  nor  night,  nor  day,  suffice 

For tiMt great  task;  the  highly.honour'd  name 

Of  IVnor  must  employ  my  willing  thoughts 

InccMDBt,  dwell  for  ever  on  my  tongue. 

Ice  me  be  grateful ;  but  let  fiur  from  me 

Be  frwiiing  cringe,  and  false  dissembling  look. 

And  senrile  flatta7,  that  harbours  oft 

In  eoum  and  gilded  roo&.     Some  loose  the  bands 

Of  andeot  friendship^  cancel  Nature's  laws 

For  pngesntiy,  and  tawdry  gewgaws.     Some 

Aenonoce  their  sires,  oppose  paternal  right 

Forrule  and  power ;  aind  others  realms  invade 

With  apedousflbows  of  love.  This  traitorous  wretch 

Betnji  hk  sovereign.    Others,  destitute 

Of  real  seal,  to  every  altar  bend 

Bj  bcre  sway*d,  and  act  the  basest  things 

To  be  styl'd  honourable :  the  honest  man, 

Smple  of  heart,  prefers  inglorious  want 

To  iO^  wealth ;  rather  from  door  to  door, 

Ajoaad  pilgrim,  though  distress'd,  he*ll  rove, 

llan  bresk  his  plighted  faith ;  nor  fear,  nor  hope. 

Win  ihock  his  stedfast  soul ;  rather  debarred 

Each  oommon  privilege,  cut  off  from  hopes 

Of  meanest  gsin,  of  present  goods  despoird, 

H^  besr  tie  marks  of  infamy  contemn'd, 

VBfitfd ;  yet  his  mind,  of  enl  pure, 

Sspports  him,  and  intention  free  fipom  fraud. 

If  no  retinue  widi  observant  eyes 

Attend  hnn,  if  he  can't  vrith  purple  stain 

Of  cnmbffons  vestments,  laboured  o'er  with  gold, 

DHde  the  crowd,  and  set  them  all  agape; 

Tec  dsd  hi  bomdy  weeds,  from  Envy's  darts 

Ronole  he  Uves,  nor  knows  the  nighdy  pangs 

Of  cooadence,  nor  with  spectres'  grisly  forms, 


MDions,  and  mjur'd  souls,  at  close  of  day 

Aaaoy'd,  sad  interrupted  slumbers  finds ; 

^  (as  a  child,  whose  inexperienc'd  age 

^evU  purpose  fears,  nor  knows)  enjoys 

Night's  sweet  refreshment,  humid  sleep  sincere. 

When  Chantidcer,  with  clarion  shrill,  recalls 

Ihe  tardy  day,  he  to  his  labours  hies 

^^l*dBQine,  intent  on  somewhat  that  may  ease 

^^■Mtfay  mortals,  and  with  curious  search 

^^W"»wies  all  the  properties  of  herbs, 

f<mk,  and  miiienls,  thatth*  embowell'd  Earth 

l''>P^Ja»if  by  his  industry  he  can 

Beoctft  human  race :  or  dse  his  thoughts 

Am  eicfds*d  with  speeulattons  deep 

^good,  and  just,  and  meet^  and  th*  wholesome  rules 

Qfiiiu|iuauce,  and  aught  that  may  improve 

tkemallife;  not  sedulous  to  rail, 

Norwiih  ettvcnom'd  tongue  to  blast  the  fiune 

Of  hsnnkss  men,  or  secret  whispers  spread 

1fii>g  ftschful  friends,  to  breed  distrust  and  hate. 

^■'ious  of  virtue,  he  no  liffe  observes, 

uccpt  bis  own  ;  bis  own  employs  his  cares, 

I^Maatjcct!  that  he  labours  to  refine 

^»  Bor  ofhis  little  stock  denies 

lit  ahns  to  lasers,  merciful  and  meek. 

Ikas  ascred  Virgil  liv'd  from  courtly  vice, 
AidWttsof  ponqpoas  Rome  secure;  at  court, 
Mihoagfatfril  of  the  rural  honest  life, 
Aaihsw  t^  improve  his  grounds,  and  how  himself: 
'"ipMt!  fit  ezcmplAr  for  the  tribe 


Of  Phoebus,  nor  less  fit  Maeom'des, 

Poor  eyeless  pilgrim !  and,  if  after  these, 

If  after  these  another  I  may  name, 

Tlius  tender  Spenser  liv'd,  with  mean  repast 

Content,  dqnress'd  by  penury,  and  pin'd 

In  foreign  realm ;  yet  not  debas'd  hb  verse 

By  Fortune's  firowns.     And  had  that  other  baid  *, 

Oh,  had  but  he,  that  first  ennobled  song 

With  holy  rapture,  like  his  Abdiel  been ; 

*Mong  many  fiuthless,  strictly  frdthful  fbund; 

Unpity'd,  he  should  not  have  wail'd  his  orbs, 

That  roll'd  in  vain  to  find  the  piercing  ray. 

And  found  no  dawn,  by  dim  diffusion  veil'd ! 

But  he  — >  however,  let  the  Muse  abstain. 

Nor  blast  his  fame,  from  whom  she  learnt  to  sing 

In  much  inferior  strains,  grovelling  beneath 

Th'  Olympian  hill,  on  plains,  and  vales  intent, 

Mean  follower.     There  let  her  rest  a  while, 

Pleas'd  with  the  fragrant  walks,  and  cool  retreat. 


Book  II. 

O  HAacoDKT,  whom  th'  ingenuous  love  of  arts 
Has  carry  *d  firora  thy  native  soQ,  beyond 
Th*  eternal  Alpine  snows,  and  now  detains 
In  Italy's  waste  realms,  how  long  must  we 
Lament  thy  absence?  whilst  in  sweet  sojourn 
Hiou  view'st  the  relics  of  old  Rome;  or,  what 
Unrivall'd  authors  by  their  presence  made 
For  ever  venerable,  rural  seats, 
Tibur,  and  Tusculum,  or  Virgil's  urn. 
Green  with  immortal  bays,  which  haply  thou. 
Respecting  his  great  name,  dost  now  approach 
With  bended  knee,  and  strow  with  purple  flowers  ; 
Unmindful  of  thy  friends,  that  ill  can  brook 
Hus  long  delay.     At  length,  dear  vouth,  return. 
Of  wit  and  judgment  ripe  in  blooming  years, 
And  Britain's  isle  with  Latian  knowleclge  grace. 
Return,  and  let  thy  Cither's  worth  excite 
TUrst  of  pre-eminence ;  see !  how  the  cause 
Of  widows,  and  of  orplums,  he  asserts 
With  vrinning  rhetoric,  and  well-argu'd  law ! 
Mark  well  his  footsteps,  and,  like  hun,  deserve 
Ihy  prince's  favour,  and  thy  country's  love. 

Meanwhile  (although  the  Massic  gnne  delimits, 
Ihregnant  of  racy  juice,  and  Fomdan  hills 
Temper  thy  cups,  yet)  vrilt  not  thou  reject 
Thy  native  liquon :  lo !  for  thee  my  mill 
Now  grinds  choice  apples,  and  the  British  vats 
O'eHbw  with  generous  Ckler ;  far  remote 
Accept  this  labour,  nor  despise  the  Muse, 
That,  passing  lands  and  seas,  on  thee  attends. 

Thus  fiur  of  trees :  the  pleasing  task  remains, 
1^0  sing  of  wines,  and  Autumn's  blest  increase. 
Th*  effect  of  art  are  shown,  yet  what  avails 
'Gainst  Heaven?  oft,  notwithstanding  all  thy  care 
To  help  thy  plants,  when  the  small  frnitery  seems 
Exempt  from  ills,  an  orieeital  blast 
DisasOious  flies,  soon  as  the  hind  fiitigued 
Unyokes  his  team ;  the  tender  fJrei^it,  unskillM 
To  bear  the  hot  disease,  distemper'd  pines 
In  the  year's  prime :  the  deadly  plague  annoys 
The  vride  endosure :  think  not  vainly  now 
To  treat  thy  neighbours  with  mellifluous  cups. 
Thus  disappointed.     If  the  former  years 
Exhibit  no  supplies,  alas !  thou  must 
With  tasteless  water  wash  thy  droughty  throat. 

•  Milton. 
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A  thousand  accidents  the  farmer's  hopes 
Subvert,  or  check  ;  uncertain  all  histoid 
Till  lusty  Autumn's  lukewarm  days,  allay'd 
Witli  gentle  colds,  insensibly  confirm 
His  ripening  labours :  Autunm,  to  the  fruits 
Earth's  various  lap  produces,  vigour  gives 
Equal,  intenerating  milky  grain. 
Berries,  and  sky^y'd  Plums,  and  what  in  coat 
Rough,  or  soft-rin'd,  or  bearded  husk,  or  shell ; 
Fat  Olives,  and  Pistecio's  fragrant  nut, 
And  the  fine's  tasteful  apple  :  Autumn  paints 
Ausonian  hills  with  Grapes ;  whilst  English  plains 
Blush  with  pomaccous  harvests,  breathing  sweets. 
O  let  me  now,  when  the  kind  early  dew 
Unlocks  th'  embosom'd  odours,  walk  among 
The  well-rang'd  files  of  trees,  whose  fiill-ag'd  store 
Dififbse  ambrosial  steams,  thu2  Myrrh,  or  Nard, 
More  grateful,  or  perfuming  floweiy  Bean ! 
Sof%  whispering  airs,  and  the  lark's  mattin  song 
Then  woo  to  musing,  and  becalm  the  mind 
Perplex'd  with  irksome  thoughts.  Thrice  happy  time, 
Best  portion  of  the  various  year,  in  wliidi 
Nature  rejoiceth,  smiling  on  her  works 
Lovely,  to  full  perfection  wrought !  but  ah  ! 
Short  are  our  joys,  and  neighbouring  griefs  disturb 
Our  pleasant  hours !  inclement  Winter  dwells 
Cont^ous ;  forthwith  frosty  blasts  deface 
The  blithsome  year  :  trees  of  tlieir  shrivelled  fruits 
Are  widow'd,  dreary  storms  o'er  all  prevail ! 
Now,  now  's  the  time,  ere  hasty  suns  forbid 
To  work,  disburthen  thou  thy  sapless  wood 
Of  its  rich  progeny  ;  the  tui^d  fruit 
Abounds  with  mellow  liquor:  now  exhort 
Illy  hinds  to  exercise  the  pointed  steel 
On  the  hard  rock,  and  give  a  whccly  form 
To  the  expected  grinder :  now  prepare 
Materials  for  thy  mill ;  a  sturdy  post 
Cylindric,  to  support  die  grinder's  weight 
Excessive  ;  and  a  flexile  ullow,  intrench'd, 
Rounding,  capacious  of  tlie  juicy  hord. 
Nor  must  thou  not  be  mindftil  of  thy  press, 
Ix>ng  ere  the  vintage ;  but  with  timely  care 
Shave  the  goat's  sbaffgy  beard,  lest  thou  too  late 
In  vain  should'st  sedL  a  strainer  to  dispart 
The  husky,  terrene  dregs,  from  purer  Must 
Be  cautious  next  a  proper  steed  to  find. 
Whose  prime  is  past ;  the  vigorous  horse  disdains 
Such  servile  labours,  or,  if  forc'd,  forgets 
His  past  achievements,  and  victorious  palms. 
Blind  Bayard  rather,  worn  with  work,  and  years, 
ShaH  roll  th'  unwieldy  stone ;  vrith  sober  pace 
He'll  tread  the  circling  path  till  dewy  eve. 
From  early  day-spring,  pleas'd  to  find  his  age 
Declining  not  unuseful  to  his  lord. 

Some,  when  the  press,  by  utmost  vigour  screw'd, 
Has  drain'd  the  pulpous  mass,  regale  Uieir  swine 
With  the  dry  refuse ;  thou,  more  vnse,  sliall  steep 
Thy  husks  in  water,  and  again  employ 
The  ponderous  engine.     Water  will  imbibe 
The  small  remains  of  spirit,  and  acquire 
A  vinous  flavour  ;  this  the  peasants  blidie 
Will  quaff,  and  whistle,  as  thy  tinkling  team 
Hiey  drive,  and  sing  of  Fusca's  radiant  eyes, 
Pleas'd  with  the  medley  draught.  Nor  ahalt  thou  now 
Reject  the  apple-cheese,  though  quite  exhaust: 
Even  now  'twill  cherish,  and  miprove  the  roots 
Of  sickly  plants ;  new  vigour  hoice  convey'd 
Will  yield  an  harvest  of  unusual  growth. 
Such  profit  springs  from  husks  discreetly  us'd ! 

The  tender  apples,  from  their  parents  rent 


I  By  stormy  shodu,  must  not  neglected  lie, 
I  The  prey  of  wonns:  a  frugal  man  I  knew, 
j  Rich  in  one  barren  acre,  which,  subdued 
By  endless  culture,  with  sufiident  Must 
His  casks  replenish'd  yearly :  he  no  more 
Desir'd,  nor  vranted ;  diligent  to  Icam 
The  various  seasons,  and  by  skill  repel 
Invading  pests,  successful  in  his  cares. 
Till  the  damp  Libyan  wind,  vrith  tempests  arm'd 
Outrageous,  bluster'd  horrilile  amidst 
His  Cider-grove :  o'i»tum'd  by  furious  blasts. 
The  sightly  ranks  fall  prostrate,  and  around 
Hieir  fruitage  scatter'd,  from  the  genial  boughs 
Stript  immature :  yet  did  he  not  repine, 
Nor  curse  his  stars :  but  prudent,  his  fallen  heaps 
Collecting,  cherish'd  vrith  tlie  tepid  wreaths 
Of  tedded  grass,  and  the  Sun's  mdlowing  beams 
Rivall'd  with  artful  heats,  and  thence  procur'd 
A  costly  liquor,  by  improring  time, 
Equall'd  with  what  the  happiest  vintage  bears. 

But  this  I  warn  thee,  and  shall  always  warn. 
No  heterogeneous  mixtures  use,  as  some 
With  wat'ry  turnips  have  debas'd  their  vrines. 
Too  frugal ;  nor  let  the  crude  humours  dance 
In  heated  brass,  steaming  vrith  fire  intense; 
Altliough  Devonia  much  commends  the  use 
Of  strengthening  Vulcan  :  with  their  native  strength 
Thy  wines  suffident,  other  aid  refuse ; 
And,  wheuth'  allotted  orb  of  time's  complete. 
Are  more  commended  than  the  labour'd  drinks. 

Nor  let  thy  avarice  tempt  thee  to  withdraw 
The  priest's  appointed  share ;  vrith  cheerful  heart 
Hie  tentli  of  tliy  increase  bestow,  and  ovm 
Heaven's  bounteous  goodness,  that  vrill  sure  repay 
Thy  grateful  duty  :  this  neglected,  fear 
Signal  avengcance,  such  as  overtook 
A  miser,  that  unjustly  once  withheld 
The  dergy's  due  :  relying  on  himself. 
His  fields  he  tended,  with  successless  care. 
Early  and  late,  when  or  unwish'd>for  rain 
Descended,  or  unseasonable  frosts 
Curb'd  his  increasing  hopes  ;  or,  when  around 
Hie  douds  dropt  fatness,  in  the  middle  sky 
Hie  dew  suspended  staid,  and  left  unmoist 
His  execrable  glebe :  recording  this. 
Be  just,  and  wise,  and  tremble  to  transgress. 

Learn  now  the  promise  of  the  coming  year. 
To  know,  that  by  no  flattering  signs  abus'd, 
Hiou  wisely  may'st  provide :  the  various  Moon 
Prophedc,  and'  attendant  stars,  explain 
Each  rising  dawn;  ere  icy  crusts  surmount 
Tlie  current  stream,  the  heavenly  orbs  serene 
Twinkle  vrith  trembling  rays,  and  Cynthia  glovrs 
With  light  unsully'd :  now  the  fowler,  wam'd 
By  these  good  omens,  with  swift  early  steps  [glades 
Treads  the  crimp  earth,  ranging  through  fields  and 
Offensive  to  the  birds ;  sulphureous  doith 
Checks  their  mid  flight,  and  heedless  miiile  they  strain 
Tlieir  tuneful  throats,  the  towering,  heavy  IomI 
O'ertakes  their  speed ;  they  leave  their  little  lives 
Above  the  clouds,  predpitant  to  Earth. 

The  woodcock's  early  visit,  and  abode 
Of  long  continuance  in  our  temperate  dimc^ 
Foretell  a  liberal  harvest ;  he  of  times 
Intelligent,  the  harsh  Hyperborean  ioe 
Shuns  for  our  equal  vrinters ;  when  our  suns 
Cleave  the  chill'd  soil,  be  backward  vrings  his  ymf 
To  Scandinavian  frosen  summers,  meet 
For  his  numb'd  Mood.     But  nothing  profits  mtme 
Than  frequent  snows  :  O,  may'st  thou  often  i 
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Tliy  All  rows  whiifttt'd  by  tbt  wodXtj  nun 

NnCritkws !  secret  nitre  lurks  within 

The  porous  wet,  quickening  the  bngoid  glebe. 

Somethnes  tboa  shalt  with  fenrent  tows  implore 
A  modemte  wind:  the  orchst  loves  to  wave 
With  winter  winds,  before  the  gems  exert 
Thar  feeble  heads;  the  lobsen*d  roots  then  drink 
Lsige  mcranent,  esmest  of  happy  yeBTs* 

Nor  will  it  nothing  profit  to  oixenre 
The  monthly  stars,  thdr  powerful  inftuence 
0*cr  pbnted  fields,  what  vegetables  reign 
Under  each  sign.     On  our  account  has  Jove 
lodnlgent,  to  all  moons  some  succulent  plant 
Alktted,  that  poor  hdpless  man  might  slack 
His  present  ddrst,  and  matter  find  for  toiL 
Now  will  the  Corindis,  now  the  Rasps,  supply 
Delieious  dranghts ;  the  Quinces  now,  or  Plums, 
Or  Cherries,  or  die  fiur  Thiabeian  fruit 
Aie  pf«st  to  wines ;  the  Britons  squccTe  the  works 
Of  sedulous  bees,  and  mixing  odorous  herbs 
Prepm  balsamic  cups,  to  wheezing  lungs 
Medicinal,  and  abort-breath*d,  ancient  sires. 

But,  if  tfaoo  *rt  indefatigably  bent 
To  toil,  and  omnifarious  drinks  would'st  brew ; 
Beades  the  ovchat,  every  hedge  and  bush 
Aflbfds  awrislnnce ;  ev*n  afflictive  Birch, 
Can(*d  by  onlettcT'd,  idle  youth,  distils 
A  fimpid  current  from  her  wounded  bark, 
IVolbae  of  nursing  sap.     When  solar  beams 
Psrch  tlvsty  fauimm  veins,  the  damask'd  meads, 
Uolbfc'd,  display  ten  thousand  painted  flowers 
Useful  m  potables.     Thy  little  sons 
Pennc  to  range  the  pastures :  gladly  they 
Will  mow  the  Cowslip-posies,  fiiintly  sweet, 
Fnm  vrhence  thou  artificial  wines  shalt  drain 
Of  icy  taste,  diat,  in  mid  fervours,  best 
Sbck  cravii^  thirst,  and  mitigate  the  day. 

Hapfyy  liSme  *,  whose  most  wholesome  air 
Puiaoua  cuf  enom'd  spiders,  and  forbids 
The  baleful  toad,  and  viper,  from  her  shore  ! 
More  happy  in  her  balmy  draughts,  enrich*d 
With  misoeUflneous  tsfoces,  and  the  root, 
(For  dunt-abating  sweetness  prais'd)  which  wide 
t  her  fiune,  and  to  each  drooping  heart 
:  redress,  and  lively  health  convey. 

See,  bow  the  Bdgie,  sedulous  and  stout, 
With  bowk  of  fettening  Mum,  or  blissftil  cups 
Of  kemel.reBsh'd  flui£,  the  fiur  star  ^ 
Of  early  Phosphorus  salute,  at  noon 
Jocund  with  frequent-rising  fumes !  by  use 
lastmcied,  thus  to  quell  their  native  phlegm 
IVevailia^  and  engender  wayward  mirth. 

What  need  to  treat  of  distant  dimes/ remov*d 
Farftoui  the  sloping  joumev  of  the  year. 
Beyond  Pletaora,  and  Islamfic  coasts? 
Wheie  cvcr-dniing  snows,  perpetual  shades 
Of  darkncasy  vroold  congeal  their  Ihrid  blood. 
Did  sot  the  Arctic  tract  spontaneous  yield 
A  rih><  liiij^  purple  berry,  big  with  wine, 
TntiMK  Ij  ttrretdt  which  each  hour  they  crave, 
Spnad  round  a  flaming  pile  of  pines,  and  oft 
^ley  interlard  their  native  drinks  with  choice 
Of  atraugeat  Brandy,  yet  scarce  with  these  aids 
Enabled  to  prevent  die  sudden  rot 
Of  fracnag  nose,  and  quick-decaying  feet 

Bar  IcM  die  nble  borderers  of  Nile, 
Nor  dtey  who  Tqirobane  manure,  nor  they, 

'  Bornio  bears,  are  stor*d  with  streams 
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Egregious,  Rum,  and  Rice's  spirit  extract. 

For  l»re,  expos'd  to  perpendicular  rays. 

In  vain  they  covet  slwdes,  and  Thracia's  gales. 

Pining  with  equinoctial  heat,  unless 

Tlie  (^rdial  glass  perpetual  motion  keep, 

Quick  circuiting ;  nor  dare  they  close  thdr  eyes, 

Void  of  a  bulky  charger  near  tiidr  lips. 

With  whicli,  in  often  interrupted  sleep, 

Hidr  firying  blood  compels  to  irrigate 

Thdr  dry-furr*d  tongues,  else  minutely  to  death 

Obnoxious,  dismal  death,  th*  eflbct  of  drought ! 

More  happy  they,  bom  in  Columbus*  world, 
Carybbes,  and  they,  whom  the  Cotton  plant 
With  downy-sprouting  vests  arrays !  their  woods 
Bow  with  prodigious  nuts,  that  give  at  once 
Celestial  food,  and  nectar ;  then,  at  hand 
The  Lemon,  uncorrupt  with  voyage  long. 
To  vinous  spirits  added  (heavenly  drink  !) 
They  with  pneumatic  engine  ceaseless  draw. 
Intent  on  laughter;  a  continud  tide 
Flows  from  th*  exhilarating  fount     As,  when 
Against  a  secret  clifl^,  with  sudden  shock 
A  ship  is  dash*d,  and  leaking  drinks  the  sea. 
Hi*  astonisli*d  mariners  aye  ply  the  pump. 
Nor  stay,  nor  rest,  till  the  wide  breach  is  clos*d : 
So  they  (but  cheerful)  unfatigucd,  still  move 
The  draining  sucker,  then  alone  concem*d 
When  the  dry  bowl  forbids  their  pleasing  work. 

But  if  to  hoardiiiff  thou  art  bent,  thy  hopes 
Are  fhistrate,  should*st  thou  think  thy  pipes  will  flow 
With  early  limpid  wine.     The  hoarded  store. 
And  the  harsh  draught,  must  twice  endure  tlie  Sun*s 
Kind  strengthening  heat,  twice  Winter*s  purging 
cold. 

There  are,  that  a  compounded  fluid  drain 
From  different  mixtures.  Woodcock,  Pippin,  Moyle, 
Rough  Eliot,  sweet  Fermain :  the  blendied  streams 
(Each  mutually  correcting  each)  create 
A  pleasurable  medley,  of  what  taste 
Hardly  distmguish*d ;  as  the  showery  arch, 
With  listed  colours  gay,  ore,  axure,  gules. 
Delights  and  puxzles  the  beholder's  eye. 
That  views  the  wat*ry  brede,  with  thousand  shows 
Of  painture  vary'd,  yet  *s  unskilFd  to  tell 
Or  where  one  colour  rises,  or  one  fiunts. 

Some  Ciders  have  by  art,  or  age,  unleam'd 
Thdr  genuine  relish,  and  of  sundry  vines 
Assum'd  the  flavour ;  one  sort  counterfdts 
The  Spanish  product;  this,  to  Gauls  has  secm'd 
The  sparidmg  Nectar  of  Champdgne ;  with  that, 
A  Goman  oft  has  swill*d  his  throat,  and  sworn, 
Dduded,  that  imperial  Rhine  bestow'd 
The  generous  rummer,  whilst  the  owner,  pleas'd, 
Laughs  inly  at  his  guests,  thus  entertain'd 
With  foreign  vintage  from  his  dder  cask. 

Soon  as  thy  liquor  from  the  narrow  cells 
Of  close-prest  husks  b  freed,  thou  must  refram 
Thy  thirsty  soul ;  let  none  persuade  to  broach 
Thy  thick,  unwholesome,  undigested  cades : 
The  hoary  frosts,  and  northern  blasts,  take  care 
Thy  muddy  beverage  to  serene,  and  drive 
Fkedpitant  the  baser,  ropy  lees. 

And  now  thy  winc*s  transpicuous,  purg'd  from  all 
Ito  earthy  gross,  yet  let  it  i^  awhile 
On  the  fat  refuse,  lest,  too  soon  dnnoin'd. 
From  sprightly,  it  to  sharp  or  vapid  change. 
When  to  convenient  vigour  it  attains, 
Suffice  it  to  provide  a  brasen  tube 
Inflext ;  self-taught,  and  voluntary,  flics^ 
The  defecated  1 
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Spouts  into  tnlject  veMela,  lovely  clear. 

At  when  a  noontide  sun,  with  nimmer  beamfl. 

Darts  through  a  doud,  her  ynlt*rj  skirts  are  edg*d 

With  lucid  junbeTy  or  undrossy  gold : 

80^  and  so  nchly,  the  purg'd  liquid  st 


Now  also,  when  the  colds  abiuey.nor  yet 
FuH  sununcr  shines,  a  dubious  season,  dose 
In  glass  thy  purer  streams,  and  let  them  gain. 
From,  due  confinement,  spirit,  and  flavour  new. 

For  this  intent,  the  subtle  chymist  feeds 
Perpetual  flames,  whose  unresisted  force. 
O'er  sand,  and  ashes,  and  the  stubborn  flint 
Prevailing,  turns  into  a  fusil  sea, 
Hiat  in  his  furnace  bubbles  sunny-red : 
"From  hence  a  glowing  drop  with  hoUow'd  steel 
He  takes,  and  by  one  efficadous  breath 
Dilates  to  a  surprising  cube,  or  sphere. 
Or  oval,  and  fit  receptacles  forms 
For  every  liquid,  with  his  plastic  lungs, 
To  human  ld<B  subservient ;  by  his  meant 
Ciden  in  metal  frail  improve:  the  Moyle, 
And  tasteful  Pippin,  in  a  moon's  short  year. 
Acquire  complete  perfection :  now  they  smoke 
TVansparent,  sparkling  in  each  drop,  delight 
Of  curious  palate,  by  fiur  vii^^ns  crav*d. 
But  harsher  fluids  different  lengths  of  time 
Expect :  thy  flask  will  slowly  mitigate 
The  Eliot's  roughness.     Sdrom,  firmest  firuit, 
Embottled  Tlong  as  Prisemian  IVoy 
Withstood  uie  Greeks)  endures,  ere  justly  mild. 
Soften'd  by  age,  it  youthful  vigour  gains. 
Fallacious  drink !  ye  honest  men,  beware. 
Nor  trust  its  smoothness ;  the  third  circling  glatt 
Sufiloet  virtue :  but  may  hypocrites, 
(That  slyly  speak  one  thing,  another  think. 
Hateful  as  Hdl)  pleas'd  with  the  relish  weak, 
Drink  on  unvram'd,  till  by  enchanting  cups 
Infhtuate,  they  their  wily  thoughts  disclose. 
And  through  intemperance  grow  awhile  sincere. 

The  farmer's  toil  is  done ;  his  cades  mature 
Now  call  for  vent;  his  lands  exhaust  permit 
T*  indulffe  awhile.     Now  solemn  rites  he  pays 
To  Bac(£u8,  author  of  heart-cheering  mirth. 
His  honest  fiiends,  at  thirsty  hour  of  dusk, 
Gmie  uninvited ;  he  with  bounteous  hand 
Imparts  his  smoking  vintage,  sweet  reward 
Of  his  own  industry ;  the  well-fraught  bowl 
Circles  incessant,  whilst  the  humble  cell 
With  quavering  laugh  and  rural  jests  resounds. 
Ease,  and  content,  and  undissembled  love. 
Shine  in  each  face ;  the  thoughts  of  labour  past 
Increase  theirjpy :  As,  from  retentive  cage 
When  sullen  Rulomel  escapes,  her  notes 
She  varies,  and  of  past  imprisonment 
Sweedy  complains;  her  liberty  retriev'd 
Cheers  her  sad  soul,  improves  her  pleasing  song. 
Gladsome  they  quaff,  yet  not  exceed  the  bouniu 
Of  healtlnr  temperance,  nor  encroach  on  night. 
Season  of  rett,  but  well  bedew'd  repair 
Each  to  hit  home,  with  unsupplanted  feeL 
Ere  Heaven  's  emblazon'd  by  the  rosy  dawn. 
Domestic  cares  awake  them ;  brisk  they  rise, 
lUfteth'd,  and  lively  with  the  joys  that  flow 
Tnm  amicable  talk,  and  moderate  cups 
Sweetly  interdiang'd.     Hie  pining  lover  finds 
Present  redress,  and  long  oblivioa  drinks 
Of  coy  Luanda.     Give  the  debtor  wine ; 
His  joys  are  short,  and  few ;  yet  when  he  drinks. 
His  dread  retires,  the  flowing  glasses  add 
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Covnge  and  ■urth: 
Imaginary  richea  he  enjoys. 
And  in  the  gaol  expatialet  unooolhi'd. 
Nor  can  the  poet  Baochut'  pnise  indite, 
Debair'd  hb  grape :  the  Muaet  itiU  re^ulTO 
Humid  r^alonent,  nor  will  aught  avail 
Imploring  Fboebut,  with  unmoitten'd  Up§, 
Thus  to  &  generous  bottle  all  incline, 
By  parching  thirst  allur'd :  with  vehement  sons 
When  dusty  Summer  hakes  the  crumbling  dodsp 
How  pleasant  is  't,  beneath  the  twisted  arch 
Of  a  retreating  bower,  in  mid-day's  reign 
To  ply  the  sweet  carouse,  remote  from  noise, 
Secur'd  of  feverish  heats!  When  th' aged  year 
Inclines,  and  Boreas'  sphit  blusters  ftme^ 
Beware  th'  indement  Heavens ;  now  let  thy  bearik 
Crackle  vrith  juiodess  boughs ;  thy  lingering  blood 
Now  instigate  with  th'  apple's  powerful  streams. 
Perpetual  shovrers,  and  stormy  gusts  confine 
The  willing  ploughman,  and  December  1 
To  annual  jollities ;  now  sportive  youth 
Carol  incondite  riiymes,  with  suiting  not 
And  quaver  unhaimonious;  sturdy  swains 
In  dean  array  for  rustic  dance  prepare, 
Mixt  with  the  buxom  damsels ;  haiMl  in  hand 
They  frisk  and  bound,  and  various  i 
Shaking  their  brawny  limbs,  with  uncouth  1 
Thmsported,  and  sometimes  an  oblique  leer 
Dart  on  their  loves,  sometimes  an  hasty  kiaa 
Steal  firom  unwary  lasses ;  they  with  team. 
And  neck  reclin'd,  resent  the  ravish'd  bliak 
Meanwhile  blind  British  bards  with  volant  toucli 
IVaverse  loquadous  strings,  whose  solemn  notoa 
Ph>voke  to  harmless  reveb ;  these  amon^ 
A  subtle  artist  stands,  with  wondrous  Im^ 
That  bears  imprison'd  vrinds  (of  gentler  sort 
Than  those,  which  erst  Laertes'  son  endos'd*) 
Peaceful  they  sleep;  but  let  the  tuneful  squeese 
Of  labouring  elbow  rouze  them,  out  they  fly 
Melodious,  and  with  sprightly  accents  charnv 
'Midst  these  desports,  forget  they  not  to  drench 
Themsdves  with  bellying  goblets ;  nor,  when  S|prin|^ 
Returns,  can  they  rduse  to  usher  in 
llie  fresh-bom  year  with  loud  acclaim,  and  stor« 
Of  jovial  draughts,  now,  when  the  sappy  bougfaa 
Attire  themselves  with  blooms,  sweet  rudimcnta 
Of  future  harvest.     When  the  Gnossian  crown 
Leads  on  expected  autumn,  and  the  trees 
Discharge  their  mellow  burthens,  let  them  thank 
Boon  Nature,  that  thus  annually  supplies 
Their  vaults,  and  with  her  former  liquid  gifts 
Exhilarates  their  languid  minds,  within 
Hie  golden  mean  confin'd  :  beyond  there's  nought 
Of  health,  or*  pleasure.     Therefore,  when  thy  henx« 
Dilates  with  fervent  joys,  and  eager  soul 
PhMnpts  to  pursue  tibe  sparkling  glass,  be  surs 
'Tis  time  to  shun  It;  if  thou  wilt  prolong 
Dire  compotation,  forthwith  Reason  quits 
Her  empire  to  confusion,  and  misrule, 
And  vain  dAates ;  then  twenty  tongues  at  once 
Conspire  in  senseless  jaigon,  nought  is  heard 
But  din,  and  various  chmiour,*  and  mad  rant : 
Distrust,  and  jealousy  to  these  succeed. 
And  anger-kindling  taunt,  the  certain  bsne 
Of  well-knit  fdlowship.     Now  horrid  finays 
Commence,  the  brimming  glasses  now  are  hurTd. 
With  dire  intent ;  bottles  with  bottles  dash 
In  rude  encounter,  round  their  temples  fly 
The  sharp-edg'd  fWigments,  down  their  bsttei^A 
che^ 
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JCz'd  gore  md  cUbr  io«#    VnmftAdlwmf 
Of  nah  Elpenor,  who  in  e?il  hour 
Drfd  an  immeasurable  bow],  end  tfacMigfat 
T*  ahele  hit  suiftk  by  irriguous  sleeps 
ImpnidcBft?  him  De^'s  iitm-sleep  oppm^ 
Deaoendingcerdewfixan  his  couch;  the  fidl 
Luift  hie  nedc-joint^  and  spinal  manrow  bniis'd. 
Mar  need  we  tell  what  anzioui  cares  attend 
The  tmbiilent  mirth  of  wine ;  nor  all  the  kinds 
Ofmaladira^  that  kad  to  Death's  grim  caye, 
Wroggfat  bj  intemperance,  joint-racking  gout, 
Iiif  siiiif  stone,  and  pining  atiophy, 
Chill  even  when  the  SuH  with  July  heats 
FHes  tbe  scorcb'd  soil,  and  drqisy  all  a-float, 
Yctcrsviiig  liquids :  nor  the  Centaun  tale 
Be  here  repeated ;  how,  with  lust  and  wine 
lolm'dy  they  fought,  and  s|^t  their  drunken  souls 
At  ff  ailing  hour.  Ye  heavenly  Powen,  that  guard 
The  British  isles,  such  dire  events  remove 
Far  from  fiur  Albion,  nor  let  civil  broils 
Ferment  ftom  social  cups :  may  vre,  remote 
Fkom  the  hoarse,  braaen  sound  of  war,  enjoy 
Our  hmnid  products,  and  with  seemly  draughts 
Knirindle  mirth,  and  hospitable  love. 
Too  oft,  alas!  has  mutual  hatred  drench'd 
Our  swords  in  native  Mood ;  too  oft  has  pride. 
And  belliah  discord,  and  insatiate  tlurst 
Of  ocfaers  rights,  our  quiet  discompos'd. 
Have  we  forgot,  how  fell  Destruction  rag'd 
Wide-spteadmg,  when  by  £ris*  torch  incens*d 
Our  firthers  warr*d?  what  beroes,  signalis'd 
For  loyahj  and  prowess,  met  thdr  fate 
IMmeiy,  undeserv'd !  how  Bertie  fel^ 
CoBsplon,  and  Granville,  dauntless  sons  of  Mars, 
Fk  tbemes  of  endless  grief,  but  that  we  view 
Their  virtues  yet  surviving  in  their  race ! 
Casi  vpe  forget,  how  the  mad,  headstrong  rout 
Deiyd  their  prince  to  arms,  nor  made  account 
Of  foitfa  or  duty,  or  allegiance  sworn  ? 
Apoatate,  athdst  rebels !  bent  to  ill, 
Wiiii  sHining  sanctity,  and  coverM  fraud, 
TtilTd  by  Um,  who  first  presumed  t*  oppose 
0—il|wiiHice;  alike  then*  crime,  th*  event 
Was  BOt  alike ;  these  triumphed,  and  in  height 
Of  barharous  malice^  and  insulting  pride, 
AfaatainM  not  from  imperial  bloo£     O  fact 
U^vaDd'd!  O  Charles,  O  best  of  kings! 
mat  stars  their  black  disastrous  influence  shed 
On  ifay  notirity,  that  thou  should'st  fall 
Ihoa^  by  inglorious  hands,  in  this  thy  realm, 
ahpteme  and  innocent,  adjudg*d  to  death 
Bjy  those  thy  mercy  only  would  have  sav*d ! 
Tec  was  the  Oder-land  unstain'd  with  guilt; 
The  CSder-lcnd,  obsequious  still  to  thrones, 
Ahhorr'd  such  base  disloyal  deeds,  and  all 
Her  pramng-hooks  extended  into  swords, 
Dndnaled,  to  assert  the  trampled  rights 
Of  aooarcfay :  but,  ah !  successless  she, 
Hswever  foHfafitl !  then  vras  no  regard 
Of  riigbt,  or  wrong.     And  this  once  happy  land. 
By  hoirinedfary  rent,  long  groan'd  beneath 
Tji  Misiii  sway,  laXi  fair  revolvmg  yean 
Ov  csil*d  kings  and  h^erty  lestorU 
lEow  we  exult,  by  mighty  Anna's  care 
HiiMi  athome,  while  she  to  foreign  realms 
Seais  fottfi  her  dreadful  legions,  imd  restrains 
The  n^  of  kings:  here,  nobly  she  supports 
iwaaBt  cppress'2 ;  here,  her  rictorious  arms 
QecBikeaaibttioiis:  firom  her  hand  alone 
All  BnKB|e  Umn  revenge,  or  hopes  redress. 


B^oic%  O  AMoal  MVir*d  flnm  the  WDffld 

By  Nature's  wise  indulgence,  indigent 

Of  nothing  from  vrithout ;  in  one  supreme 

Entirely  Msst ;  and  f^tan  beginning  time 

Design  d  thus  happy;  but  £t  fond  desire 

Of  rule  and  grandeur  multiply  *d  a  race 

Of  kings,  and  numerous  sceptres  introduc'd. 

Destructive  of  the  public  weaL     For  now 

Each  potentate^  as  wary  Ibar,  or  atrengtfa^ 

Or  emulation  urg'd,  his  nei^ibour's  bounds 

Invades,  and  ampler  territory  seeks 

With  ruinous  assault ;  on  every  plain 

Host  cop'd  with  host,  dire  was  the  din  of  vrar. 

And  ceaseless,  or  short  truce  haply  procur'd 

By  havoc,  and  dismay,  till  jealousy 

Bais'd  new  combustion.     Thus  was  peace  in  va!n 

Sought  for  by  martial  deeds,  and  conflict  stem : 

Till  Edgir  grat^\il  (as  to  those  who  phie 

A  dismal  htdf-jrear  night,  the  orient  beam 

Of  Fhcebus'  hunp)  arose^  and  into  one 

Cemented  all  the  long-contending  powers. 

Pacific  monal\:h ;  then  her  lovely  head 

Concord  rear*d  Ugh,  and  all  arcamd  diffVisM 

Tbe  spirit  of  love.     At  ease,  the  bards  new  strung 

Their  silent  harps,  and  taught  the  woods  and  valea^ 

In  uncouth  rhymes,  to  echo  £dgar*«  name. 

Then  gladness  smil'd  in  every  eye ;  the  years 

Ran  smoothly  on,  productive  of  a  line 

Of  wise,  heroic  kings,  that  by  just  laws 

£stablidi*d  happiness  at  home,  or  crush*d 

Insulting  enemies  in  furthest  climes. 

See  lion-hearted  Richard,  with  his  force 
Drawn  fWrni  the  North,  to  Jewry's  hallow'd  plams ! 
Piously  valiant  (like  a  torrent  swell'd 
With  vrintry  tempests,  that  disdains  all  moundi^ 
Breaking  a  way  impetuous,  and  involves 
Within  its  sweep,  trees,  houses,  men)  he  prass'd 
Amidst  the  thickest  battle,  and  o'er^rew 
Whate*er  withstood  his  zealous  rage :  no  pause. 
No  stay  of  sktighter,  found  his  vigorous  arm. 
But  th'  unbelieving  squadrons  tum'd  to  fliglit. 
Smote  in  the  rear,  and  with  dishonest  wounds 
Mangled  behind.     Tbe  Soldan,  as  he  fled. 
Oft  okird  on  Alh^  gnasliing  with  despite, 
And  shame,  and  murmur'd  many  an  empty  curse. 

Behold  third  Edward's  streamen  blazing  high 
On  Gallia's  hostile  ground !  his  right  withheld. 
Awakens  vengeance.     O  imprudent  Gauls, 
Relying  on  fiUse  hopes,  thus  to  incense 
Tlie  warlike  English !     One  hnportant  day 
Shall  teach  you  meaner  thoughts.     Eager  of  fight. 
Fierce  Brutus'  ofiVpring  to  the  adverse  front 
Advance  resistless,  and  their  deep  array 
With  fbrious  inroad  pierce :  the  mighty  force 
Of  Edward  twice  o'ertum'd their  desperate  king; 
Twice  he  arose,  and  join'd  the  horrid  shock : 
The  thh^  time^  with  his  wide-extended  wings, 
He  fugitive  declin'd  superior  strength, 
Discomfited ;  pursued,  in  the  sad  chase 
Tjen  thousand  ignominious  fall;  with  blood 
The  vallies  float     Great  Edvrard  thus  aveng'd. 
With  flolden  Iris  his  broad  sMehl  emboes'd. 

Thnce  glorious  prince !  whom  Fame  with  all  bar 
tonmies 
For  ever  shall  resound.     Tet  firom  his  loins 
New  authors  of  dissension  spring :  from  him 
Two  branches,  that  in  hosting  long  contend 
For  sov'rdgn  sway ;  and  can  such  anger  dwcU 
In  noblest  minds?    But  little  now  avail'd 
1  m  .«,  or  «-«U»Pi,  e*e,J5l5«§l^ 
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By  inclination,  or  Tain  hope,  repalr*d 
To  either  camp,  and  breath*d  inunortal  hate, 
And  dire  revenge.      Now  horrid  Slaughter  reigns : 
Sons  against  fathers  tilt  the  fiital  lance. 
Careless  of  dutj,  and  their  native  grounds 
Distain  witfi  kindred  blood;  the  twanging  bows 
Send  showers  of  shafts,  that  on  their  barbed  points 
Alternate  ruin  bear.     Here  might  you  see 
Barons,  and  peasants  on  th*  embattled  field 
Slain,  or  half^ead,  in  one  huge,  ghastly  heap 
Promiscuously  amassM.     With  (usmal  groans, 
And  fjuladon,  in  the  pangs  of  death 
Some  call  for  aid,  ne^ected ;  some  o*ertum*d 
In  the  fierce  shock,  lie  gasping,  and  expire. 
Trampled  by  fiery  coursers :  Horrour  thus, 
And  wild  Uproar,  and  Desolation,  reign'd 
Unrespited.     Ah  !  who  at  length  will  end 
'Hiis  long,  pernicious  fray  ?  what  man  has  Fate 
Reserv*d  for  this  great  work  ?  —  Hail,  happy  prince 
Of  Tudor's  race,  whom  in  the  womb  of  Time 
Cadwallador  foresaw !  thou,  thou  art  he. 
Great  Richmond  Henry,  that  by  nuptial  rites 
Must  close  the  gates  of  Janus,  and  remove 
Destructive  Discord.     Now  no  more  the  drum 
Provokes  to  arms,  or  trumpet's  clangour  shrill 
Affrights  the  Toves,  or  chilis  the  virgin's  blood ; 
But  joy  and  pleasure  open  to  the  view 
Uninterrupted !  with  presaging  skill 
Thou  to  thy  own  unitest  Fergus'  line 
By  wise  alliance :  from  thee  James  descends. 
Heaven's  chosen  favourite,  first  Britannic  king. 
To  him  alone  hereditary  right 
Gave  power  supreme ;  yet  still  some  seeds  remain'd 
Of  discontent :  two  nations  under  one. 
In  laws  and  interest  diverse,  still  pursued 


Peculiar  ends,  on  each  side  resolute 
To  fly  conjunction ;  neither  fear,  nor  hope, 
Nor  the  sweet  prospect  of  a  mutual  gain. 
Could  aught  avail,  till  prudent  Anna  said. 
Let  there  be  union :  strait  with  reverence  due 
To  her  command,  tiiey  willingly  unite. 
One  in  affection,  laws  and  government, 
Indissolubly  firm ;  from  Dubris  south, 
To  northern  Orcades,  her  long  domain. 

And  now,  thus  leagued  by  an  eternal  bond. 
What  shall  retard  the  Britons'  bold  designs, 
Or  who  sustain  their  force,  in  union  knit. 
Sufficient  to  withstand  the  powers  combin'd 
Of  all  this  globe  ?     At  this  important  act 
The  Mauritanian  and  Cathaian  kinp 
Already  tremble,  and  th'  unbaptis'd  Turk 
Dreads  war  from  utmost  Thule.     Unoontroll'd 
The  British  navy  through  the  ocean  vast 
Shall  wave  her  double  cross,  t'  estremest  climes 
Terrific,  and  return  with  odorous  spoils 
Of  Araby  weU  fraught,  or  Indus'  wealth. 
Pearl,  and  barbaric  gold:  meanwhile  the  swains 
Shall  unmolested  reap  what  Plenty  strows 
From  well-stor'd  hom,  ridi  grain,  and  timely  finitsk 
The  elder  year,  Pomona,  i^eas'd,  diall  deck 
With  ruby-tinctur'd  births,  whose  liquid  store 
Abundant,  flowing  in  well-blended  streamsy 
Tlie  native  shall  applaud ;  while  glad  they  talk 
Of  baleful  ills,  caus'd  by  Bellona's  wrath 
In  other  realms ;  where'er  the  British  spread 
IViumphant  banners,  or  their  fame  has  readi'd 
Diffusive,  to  the  utmost  bounds  of  this 
Wide  universe,  Silurian  cider  borne 
Shall  please  all  tastes,  and  triumph  o'er  the  vine. 
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THOMAS  PARNELL. 


PAminu,  m  agreeable  poet,  was  de- 
I  HfDin  an  ancient  family  in  Cheshire.  His 
who  was  attadied  to  die  cause  of  the  Far- 
:  in  the  civil  wars  of  Charles  I.,  withdrew  to 
Irdaod  after  the  Restoration,  where  he  purchased 
an  estate.  His  eldest  son,  Thomas,  was  bom  at 
Dublin^  in  1679,  and  receiTed  his  school  edu- 
eaboB  in  that  dty.  At  an  early  age  he  was  re- 
mawtd  to  the  college,  where  he  was  admitted  to 
the  degree  of  M.  A.  in  1700,  took  deacon's  orders 
in  tfas  sane  year,  and  was  ordained  priest  three 
jCBfs  afterwards.  In  1705  he  was  presented  to  the 
aztfadeacooiy  of  Ooghcr,  and  about  the  same  time 
named  a  lady  of  great  beauty  and  merit.  He 
BOW  began  to  make  those  frequent  excursions  to 
England,  in  which  the  most  desh^le  part  of  his 
fife  was  tiienccfortfa  spent.  Wa  first  connections 
were  piindpaUy  with  the  Whigs,  at  that  time  in 
;  and  Addison,  Congreve,  and  Steele  are 
I  among  his  diief  companions.  When,  at  the 
r  part  of  Qpeen  Anne*8  reign,  the  Tories  were 
Pamell  deserted  his  former  friends, 
with  Swift,  Pope,  Gay,  and  Ar- 
Swift  introduced  him  to  Lord-Tkeasurer 
Arley ;  and,  with  the  dictatorial  air  which  he  was 
faod  of  assuming,  insisted  upon  the  Treasurer's 
goog  with  his  staff  in  his  hand  into  the  anti- 
rlwiiliei,  where  Pamell  was  waiting  to  welcome 
fam.  It  is  said  of  this  poet,  that  every  year,  as  soon 
as  he  bad  collected  the  rents  of  his  estate,  and  the 
fevtnne  of  his  benefices,  he  came  over  to  England, 
and  ipent  some  months,  living  in  an  elegant  style, 
andzadwr  impairing  than  improving  his  fortune. 
At  tfabtinie  he  was  an  assiduous  preacher  in  the  Lon- 


don pulpits,  with  the  intention  of  rising  to  notice ;  but 
the  change  of  the  ministry  at  Queen  Anne's  death 
put  an  end  to  his  more  brilliant  prospects  in  the 
church.  By  means,  however,  of  Swift's  recom- 
mendation to  Archbishop  King,  he  obtained  a  pre- 
bend, and  the  valuable  living  of  Finglass. 

His  domestic  happiness  received  a  severe  shock 
in  1712,  by  the  death  of  his  beloved  wife;  and  it 
was  the  effect  on  his  spirits  of  this  affliction  which 
led  him  into  such  a  habit  of  intemperance  in  wine 
as  shortened  his  days.  TUs,  at  least,  is  the  gloss 
put  upon  the  circumstance  fcy  Ms  historian.  Gold- 
smith, who  represents  him,  «  as  in  some  measure  a 
martyr  to  conjugal  fidelity."  But  it  can  scarcely 
be  doubted,  that  this  mode  of  life  had  aheady  been 
formed  when  his  very  unequal  spirits  had  required 
the  aid  of  a  glass  for  his  support.  He  died  at 
Chester,  on  his  way  to  Ireland,  in  July  1717,  in 
the  thirty-ei^ith  year  of  his  age^  and  was  buried  in 
Trinity  Church,  in  that  city. 

Pamell  was  the  author  of  several  pieces,  both  in 
prose  and  verse;  but  it  is  only  by  the  latter  that  he 
is  now  known.  Of  these  a  collection  was  published 
by  Pope,  with  a  dedication  to  the  Earl  of  Oxford. 
Their  characters  are  ease,  sprightliness,  fancy, 
clearness  of  language,  and  melody  of  versification  ; 
and  though  not  ranking  among  the  most  finished 
productions  of  the  British  muse,  they  claim  a  place 
among  the  most  pleasing.  A  large  addition  to 
these  was  made  in  a  work  printed  in  Dublin,  in 
1758,  of  which  Dr.  Johnson  says,  '*  I  know  not 
whence  they  came,  nor  have  ever  enquired  whither 
they  are  going.** 


FAIRY  TALE, 
nr  TBI  AHcmrr  ncousn  sttlc 

Is  Britain's  isle,  and  Arthur's  days, 
When  midnight  fiiiries  danc'd  the  maze, 

Ltv'd  ^win  of  the  Green ; 
Uvin,  I  wis,  a  gentle  youth, 
SodcMr'd  with  courage,  sense,  and  truth. 

Though  badly  shap'd  he'd  been. 


His  mountain  back  mote  well  be  said. 
To  measure  height  against  his  head. 

And  lift  itself  above : 
Tet,  spite  of  all  that  Nature  did 
To  make  his  uncoutli  form  forbid. 

Ibis  creature  dar'd  to  love. 

He  felt  the  cliarms  of  Edith's  eyes. 
Nor  wanted  hope  to  gain  the  prise. 

Could  ladles  look  within  ; 
But  one  sir  Topaz  dress'd  with  art, 
And,  if  a  shape  could  win  a  heart. 

He  had  a  shape  to  mn, 
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Edwin,  if  riglit  I  read  my  naag. 
With  slighted  pasaioo  pac'd  along 

AU  in  the  moony  light ; 
*TwM  near  an  old  enchanttd  court, 
Where  iportiTe  fairies  made  resort 

To  revel  oat  the  night 

His  heart  was  drear,  his  hope  was  croas'd, 
'Twas  late,  *twas  £ur,  the  path  was  lost 

That  reach'd  the  neighbour-town ; 
Widi  weary  steps  he  quit^  the  shades, 
ResolT*d,  the  daiUmg  dome  he  treads. 

And  drops  his  limbs  adown. 

But  scant  he  Uys  him  on  the  floor. 
When  hollow  winds  remove  the  door. 

And  trembling  rocks  the  ground: 
And,  well  I  ween  to  count  aiigfat. 
At  once  a  hundred  tapers  liffht 

On  all  the  walls  around. 

Now  sounding  tongues  assail  his  ear. 
Now  sounding  feet  approached  near, 

And  now  the  sounds  increase  : 
And  from  the  comer  where  he  lay 
He  sees  a  train  profusely  gay. 

Come  prahkling  o*er  the  place. 

But  (trust  me,  gentlea !)  never  yet 
Was  dight  a  masquing  half  so  neat. 

Or  half  so  rich  before ; 
ITm  country  lent  the  sweet  perfumes. 
Hie  sea  the  pearl,  the  sky  the  plumes, 

The  town  its  silken  store. 

Now  whilst  he  gas*d,  a  gallant  drest 
In  flaunting  robes  above  the  rest, 

With  awfbl  accent  cry*d ; 
What  mortal  of  a  wretched  mind. 
Whose  sighs  infect  the  balmy  wind. 

Has  here  presum'd  to  hide  ? 

At  this  the  swain,  whose  venturous  soul 
No  fears  of  magic  art  control, 

Advanc'd  m  open  sight; 
«  Nor  have  I  cause  of  dreed,"  he  said, 
«  Who  view,  by  no  presumption  led. 

Your  revels  of  the  night. 

<<  *Twas  grief,  for  scorn  of  fiuthful  love. 
Which  made  my  steps  unweeting  rove 

Amid  the  nightly  dew.*' 
**  *Tb  well,**  the  gallant  cries  again, 
**  We  &uies  never  injure  men 

Who  dare  to  tell  us  true. 

«  Exalt  thy  love.4lejected  heart. 
Be  mine  the  task,  or  ere  we  part. 

To  make  thee  grief  resign ; 
Now  take  the  pleasure  of  thy  cfaaunce ; 
Whilst  I  with  Mab,  my  partoer,  daunoe. 

Be  little  Mable  thine.*' 

He  spoke,  and  all  a  sudden  there 
Light  music  floats  in  wanton  air ; 

Hie  monarch  leads  the  queen : 
The  rest  their  fiury  partners  found : 
And  Ifable  trimly  tript  the  ground 

With  Edwin  of  the  Green. 


The  daiincing  post,  the  board  was  laid. 
And  siker  such  a  ftast  was  made, 

As  heart  and  Up  desire, 
Withonftsn  hands  the  dishes  fly. 
The  glasses  with  a  wish  come  nigh. 

And  with  a  wish  retire. . 

But,  now  to  please  the  fiury  king, 
I^ill  every  deal  they  laugh  and  sing, 

And  antic  feats  deme ; 
Some  wind  and  tumble  like  an  ape. 
And  other  some  transmute  theu*  shape 

In  Edwin's  wondering  eyes. 

TOl  one  at  last,  that  Robin  bight, 
Renown*d  for  pinching  maids  by  nigfal^ 

Has  bent  him  up  aloof: 
And  full  against  the  beam  he  flung, 
Where  by  the  back  the  youth  he  hong 

To  spraul  unnealh  the  roofl 

From  thence,  '*  Reverse  my  charm,"  he 
**  And  let  it  fairly  now  suffice 

The  gambol  has  been  shown.** 
But  Obenm  answers  with  a  smile, 
**  Content  thee,  Edwin,  for  a  while^ 

Tlie  vantage  b  thine  own.** 

Here  ended  all  the  phantom^play ; 
Tliey  smelt  the  fresh  approach  of  day, 

And  heard  a  cock  to  crow ; 
Hie  whiriing  wind  that  bore  the  crowd 
Has  clapp*d  the  door,  and  whistled  loud. 

To  warn  them  all  to  go. 

Then  screaming  all  at  once  they  fly. 
And  all  at  once  the  tapers  dye ; 

Poor  Edwin  foils  to  floor; 
Forkarn  his  state,  and  dark  the  place. 
Was  never  wight  in  such  a  case 

Tbrouj^  all  the  Umd  before. 

But  soon  as  Dan  Apollo  rose. 
Full  jolly  creature  home  he  goes. 

He  fbeb  his  back  the  less; 
His  honest  tongue  and  steady  mind 
Had  rid  him  of  the  lump  behind. 

Which  mode  him  vrant  success. 

With  lusty  Uvelyhed  he  talks, 
He  seems  a  daimcing  as  he  walks. 

His  stoiy  soon  took  wind ; 
And  beauteous  Edith  sees  the  youth 
Endow'd  with  courage,  sense,  and  truth. 

Without  a  bunch  behind. 

The  story  told,  sir  Topas  mov*d, 
The  youth  of  Edith  erst  approv'd. 

To  see  the  revel  scene : 
At  close  of  eve  he  leaves  his  home, 
And  vrends  to  find  the  ruin*d  dome 

All  on  the  gloomy  plain. 

As  tiiere  he  bides,  it  so  befeU, 

Hie  vrind  came  rustling  down  a  dell, 

A  shaking  seiz'd  the  wall ; 
Up  qfuing  the  tapers  as  before. 
Hie  fairies  bragly  foot  the  floor. 

And  music  fills  the  halL 
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I  wonfy  tttsk  ivjui  WO0 
Sr  Tapm  sees  the  alphin  Aam^ 

Hit  wpuiut  in  faini  dj2 : 
When  Oberon  criei,  **  A  man  it  near, 
A  mortal  patiion,  deeped  fetor, 

Hanga  flagging  in  tlie  aky.'* 

With  that  air  Topas,  faapfev  youtfa ! 
In  aeoentt  finiltenng,  ay  fbr  ruth, 

Eotraati  them  pttjgrannti 
For  ab  he  been  a  mialer  wight 
Betny*!!  by  wandering  in  £e  ni^ 

To  traHl  the  drcied  haunt; 

*•  Ah,  keel  vile,**  at  once  they  roar: 
•«  Am!  little  tkiU*d  of  fiuiie  lore, 

Tliy  cauee  to  eome^  we  know: 
Nofw  haa  tfagr  keetrel  courage  fell ; 
And  fidriei^  rinoe  a  lye  you  tell. 

Am  five  to  work  thee  woe.** 

Thn  Wm,  who  bean  the  whiqpy  fire 
Tb  tnil  the  awaina  amoiw  the  mir^ 

Hw  oattiff  upward  mnig; 
TlMtc^  like  a  tortoiae,  inaihop 
He  dangiaJ  from  the  chamber-top, 

Where  whilome  Edwin  hung. 

The  revel  now  proceedt  apace. 
Deftly  they  ftiik  it  o*er  the  place, 

They  lit,  diey  drink,  and  eat; 
The  time  with  ftolic  mirth  beguile, 
And  poor  air  Topai  hangt  the  while 

im  all  the  rout  retreat 

By  tfait  the  ttart  began  to  wink. 
They  dviek,  they  ^,  the  tapert  aink. 

And  down  y-dropt  the  knight : 
For  never  apell  by  fiibie  laid 
With  aHoog  enchantment  bound  a  glade, 

Beyond  the  length  of  night 

GhOI,  dark,  alone,  adreed,  he  lay, 
Tin  up  the  welkin  roae  the  day, 

llien  deem*d  the  dole  was  o'er ; 
Bvt  vrot  ye  wdl  his  harder  lot  ? 
Hie  tedy  back  the  bunch  had  got 

WUch  Edwin  loot  afore. 


Ihii  tale  s  SjrbiUnurM  ared; 

flhe  softly  atroak*d  my  youngling  head. 

And  when  the  tale  was  doM, 
"  Thus  some' are  bom,  my  son,'*  the 
"  With  haae  impedimenta  to  rise, 

And  some  are  bom  with  none. 

"  Alt  virtue  can  itnlf  advance 

To  what  the  favourite  fools  of  chance 

By  fortune  seem  deiign'd ; 
Tktne  can  gain  the  odds  St  Fate, 
Aad  from  itself  shake  off  the  weight 

l^on  tfa*  unworthy  mind." 


A  NIGHT-PIECE  ON  DEATH. 

Bt  the  blue  taper's  trembling  light. 
No  more  I  waste  tbr  wakefiil  night, 
Intent  with  endless  view  to  pore 
The  schoolmen  and  the  sages  o'er : 
nUr  books  from  wisdom  widely  stray. 
Or  point  at  best  the  longest  way 
m  aedc  a  readier  path,  and  go 
Where  wisdom  's  surely  tau^  below. 
How  deep  yon  asure  dyes  the  sky ! 
VHiere  orbs  of  gold  unnumber'd  lie, 
WhOe  through  their  ranks  in  silver  pride 
Hie  nether  crescent  seems  to  glide. 
The  slumbering  breeie  forgets  to  breaths^ 
The  lake  is  smooth  and  doir  beneath. 
Where  once  again  the  spangled  show 
Descends  to  meet  our  eyes  below. 
Hie  grounds,  which  on  the  right  aqpire^ 
In  dimness  from  the  view  retire : 
The  left  presents  a  place  of  mves, 
Whose  wall  the  silent  water  laves. 
Tliat  steeple  chides  thy  doubtAil  sigbt 
Among  the  hnd  gleams  of  night 
Hiere  pass  with  melancholy  state 
By  all  the  solemn  heaps  of  Fate, 
And  think,  as  softly-Md  tou  tread 
Above  the  venerable  dead. 
Time  was,  Hkeikee,  they  life  posteti. 
And  Hme  akall  be,  that  thou  shalt  rest. 
Hkmo  vrith  bending  osier  bound, 
Tliat  nameless  heave  the  crumbled  ground. 
Quick  to  the  glancing  thought  disc&ae. 
Where  toil a.Slpov«rty  rep5». ^^ 

The  flat  smooth  stones  that  bear  a  name, 
The  chisel's  slender  help  to  feme^ 
rWhich  ere  our  set  of  friends  deosy 
Their  frequent  steps  may  wear  away) 
A  middle  noe  of  mortals  own. 
Men,  half  ambitious,  all  unknown. 

The  maible  tombs  that  rise  on  high. 
Whose  dead  in  vaulted  arches  lie. 
Whose  pillars  swdl  with  sculptur'd  stones^ 
Anna,  angels,  epitaphs,  and  bones, 
These,  all  the  poor  remains  of  stated 
Adorn  the  rich,  or  pnise  the  great; 
Who^  while  on  Earth  in  feme  they  live. 
Are  sensdess  of  the  feme  they  give. 

Ha!  WhOe  I  gaie,  pde  Cynthia  fedes. 
The  bursting  earth  unveils  the  shades ! 
All  slow,  a^  wan,  and  wrep'd  with  shrouds^ 
Hi^  rise  in  Tisionary  crowds. 
And  all  with  sober  accent  cry, 
**  Think,  mortal,  what  it  it  to  die." 

Now  from  yon  black  and  funeral  yew. 
That  bathes  the  charnel-house  with  dew, 
Methinks,  I  hear  a  voice  begin ; 
Ye  ravens,  cease  your  croaking  din, 
fe  tolling  docks,  no  time  resound 
O'er  the  bug  lake  and  midnight  ground !) 
It  sends  a  pod  of  hollow  groans, 
Huis  speaking  from  among  the  bones. 

*'  Wben  men  my  scythe  and  darts  supply. 
How  great  a  king  of  fears  am  I ! 
They  view  me  like  the  last  of  things ; 
They  make,  and  then  they  draw,  my  strings. 
Foob!  if  you  less  prorok'd  your  feara^ 
No  more  my  spectoe-fbrm  appears 
Death's  but  a  path  that  must  be  trod. 
If  man  would  ever  pass  to  God: 
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A  port  of  calms,  aitaletoeMe 

From  the  rough  rage  of  swelling  seas.** 

Why  then  thy  flowing  sable  ^es, 
Deep  pendant  cypress,  mourning  poles, 
Loose  scarfs  to  fill  athwart  thy  weeds, 
Long  palls,  drawn  hearses,  cover*d  steeds. 
And  plumes  of  black,  that,  as  they  tread. 
Nod  o'er  the  escutcheons  of  the  dead? 

Nor  can  the  parted  body  know. 
Nor  wants  the  soul  these  forms  of  woe; 
As  men  who  long  in  prison  dwell. 
With  lamps  that  glinuner  round  the  cell, 
Whene'er  their  suffering  years  are  run. 
Spring  forth  to  greet  the  glittering  Sun : 
Sudi  joy,  thou^  fin-  transcending  sense. 
Have  pious  souls  at  parting  hence. 
On  Earth,  and  in  the  body  plac'd, 
A  few,  and  eril  years,  they  waste ; 
But  when  their  chains  are  cast  aside. 
See  the  glad  scene  unfolding  wide. 
Clap  the  glad  wing,  and  tower  away. 
And  mingle  with  the  blaze  of  day. 


THE  HERMIT. 

Fam  in  a  wild,  unknown  to  public  view, 
¥Wnn  youth  to  ace  a  reverend  hermit  grew ; 
The  moas  his  heS,  the  cave  his  humble  cell. 
His  food  the  fniite,  his  drink  the  crystal  wdl : 
Remote  from  men,  with  Oodbe  pass'd  the  days, 
Flrayer  all  his  business,  all  his  pleasure  praise. 

A  life  80  sacred,  sudi  serene  repose, 
Seem'd  Heaven  itself,  till  one  suggestion  rose ; 
That  Vice  should  triumph.  Virtue,  Vice  obey, 
lliis  sprung  some  doubt  of  Providence's  sway : 
His  hopes  no  more  a  certain  prospect  boast. 
And  all  the  tenour  of  his  soul  is  lost : 
So  when  a  smooth  expanse  receives  imprest 
Calm  Nature's  image  on  its  watery  breast, 
Down  bend  the  baiSu,  the  trees  dq>ending  grow. 
And  skies  beneadi  wiUi  answerins  colours  glow : 
But  if  a  stone  the  gentle  sea  divide, 
Swifk  ruffling  circles  curl  on  every  side, 
And  glimmering  fhigments  of  a  broken  Sun, 
Banks,  trees,  and  skies,  in  thick  disorder  run. 

To  dear  this  doubt,  to  know  the  world  by  sight, 
To  find  if  books,  or  swains,  report  it  right, 
(For  yet  by  swains  alone  the  world  he  knew. 
Whose  feet  came  wandering  o'er  the  nightly  dew) 
He  quits  his  cell ;  the  pilgnm.>staffhe  bore. 
And  flx'd  the  scallop  in  his  hat  before  ; 
Then  with  the  Sun  a  rising  journey  went, 
Sedate  to  think,  and  wvtching  each  event. 

The  mom  was  wasted  in  the  paMess  grass. 
And  long  and  lonesome  was  the  wild  to  pass ; 
But  when  the  soutiiem  Sun  had  warm'd  the  day, 
A  youth  came  posting  o'er  a  crossing  way ; 
His  raiment  decent,  ms  complexion  £ur, 
And  soft  in  graceful  ringlets  wav'd  his  hair. 
Then  near  approaching,  *'  Father,  hail !"  he  cry'd, 
'<  And  hail,  my  son,"  the  reverend  sire  reply'd; 
Words  follo#'d  words,  from  question  answer  flow'd. 
And  talk  of  various  kind  deceiv*d  the  road ; 
Till  each  with  other  pleas'd,  and  loth  to  part. 
While  in  their  age  they  differ,  join  in  heart 
Thus  stands  an  aged  elm  in  ivy  bound. 
Thus  youthful  ivy  clasps  an  elm  around. 


Now  sunk  the  Son;  tfaedoiiiighoiirorday 
Came  onward,  mantled  o'er  witfa  sober  grey ; 
Nature  in  silence  bid  the  world  repose ; 
When  near  the  road  a  stately  palace  rose : 
There  by  the  Moon  through  ranks  of  trees  they  pass, 
Whose  verdure  crown'd  £eir  sloping  tides  of  gnm. 
It  chanc'd  the  noble  master  of  the  dome 
Still  made  his  house  the  wandering  stranger's  borne : 
Yet  still  the  kindness,  fiom  athirst  of  praise, 
Prov'd  the  vain  flourish  of  expensive  ease. 
Hie  pair  arrive :  the  livery'd  servants  wait; 
Their  lord  receives  tiiem  at  the  pompous  gate 
The  table  groans  vrith  costly  piles  of  food, 
And  all  is  more  than  hospitably  good. 
Then  led  to  rest,  the  day's  long  tofl  they  drown. 
Deep  sunk  in  sleep,  and  silk,  and  heaps  of  down. 

At  length  'tis  mom,  and  at  the  dawn  of  day. 
Along  the  wide  canals  the  sephjrrs  play : 
Fresh  o'er  the  gay  parterres  the  breeses  creep. 
And  shake  the  neighbouring  wood  to  banish  sleep. 
Up  rise  the  guests,  obedient  to  the  call : 
An  eariy  JJMOquet  deck'd  the  qplendid  hall ; 
Rich  luscious  wine  a  golden  goblet  grac'd. 
Which  the  kind  master  forc'd  the  guests  to  taste. 
Then,  pleas'd  and  thankful,  frcnn  the  porch  tibey  go ; 
And,  but  the  landlord,  none  had  cause  of  woe : 
His  cup  was  vanish'd;  for  in  secret  guise 
Hie  younger  guest  purloin'd  the  glittering  prixe. 

As  one  who  spies  a  serpent  in  hu  way. 
Glistening  and  basking  in  the  summer  ray, 
Diaorder'd  stops  to  shun  the  danger  near. 
Then  walks  with  faintness  on,  and  looks  with  fear ; 
So  seem'd  the  sire ;  when  far  upon  the  road. 
The  shining  spoil  his  vrily  partner  show'd. 
He  stopp'd  with  silence,  vralk'd  with  trembling  heart. 
And  much  he  wish'd,  but  durst  not  ask  to  pot : 
Murmuring  he  lifts  Us  eyes,  and  thinks  it  hard. 
That  generous  actions  meet  a  base  reward. 

While  thus  they  pass,  the  Sun  his  glory  shrouds, 
Tlie  changing  skies  han^  out  their  sable  clouds  ; 
A  sound  m  air  presag'd  approaching  rain. 
And  beasts  to  covert  scud  across  the  plain. 
Wara'd  by  the  signs,  the  wandering  pair  retreat. 
To  seek  for  shelter  at  a  neighbouring  seat 
'Twas  built  vrith  turrets  on  a  rising  ground. 
And  strong,  and  large,  and  unimprov'd  around  ; 
Its  owner's  temper,  timorous  and  severe. 
Unkind  and  griping,  caus'd  a  desert  there. 

As  near  the  miser's  heavy  doors  they  drew. 
Fierce  rising  gusts  with  sodden  fury  blew ; 
The  nimble  lightning  mix'd  with  showers  b^an. 
And  o'er  their  heads  loud  rolling  thunders  ran. 
Here  long  they  knock,  but  knodc  or  call  jn  vain. 
Driven  by  the  vrind,  and  better'd  by  the  rain. 
At  length  some  pity  warm'd  the  master's  breast, 
rTwas  then  his  threshold  first  receiv'd  a  guest)  ; 
Slow  creaking  turns  the  door  with  jealous  care. 
And  half  he  welcomes  in  the  shivering  pair; 
One  fiiigal  fagot  lights  the  naked  vndls, 
And  Nature's  fervour  through  their  limbs  recalls  t 
Bread  of  the  coarsest  sort,  with  eager  wine, 
(Each  hardly  granted)  serv'd  them  both  to  dine  ; 
And  when  the  tempest  first  ^tpear'd  to  cease, 
A  ready  warning  fcdd  them  part  in  peace. 

With  still  remark  the  pondering  hermit  view'd. 
In  one  so  ridi,  a  life  so  poor  and  rude ; 
**  And  why  should  such"  vrithin  himself  he  cryM, 
«  Lock  the  lost  virealth  a  thousand  want  beside  ?** 
But  vrhat  new  marks  of  wonder  soon  take  place. 
In  every  settling  feature  of  his  foce ; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  HERMIT. 


225 


Whai  ftom  hi»  vest  the  joung  compenioo  bore 
Tint  cup^  the  generous  landlord  own*d  before. 
And  paid  profusely  with  the  precious  bowl 
Hie  sdnted  kindmaw  of  this  churlish  soul. 

But  now  the  clouds  in  aiiy  tumult  fly; 
The  Son  emeiging  opes  an  azure  sky; 
A  fresho*  green  the  smelling  leaves  display. 
And,  i^ittoing  as  they  tremblei  choer  the  day : 
The  weather  courts  them  from  tlie  poor  retreat. 
And  the  ^ad  master  bolts  the  wary  gate. 

WhOe   hence  they  walk,  the  pilgrim's  bosom 


With  all  the  travel  of  uncertain  thought ; 
His  portner^s  acts  without  their  cause  appear, 
*Twas  there  a  vice,  and  seem'd  a  madness  here : 
Hrteating  that,  and  pitying  this,  he  goes, 
Lost  and  oonlbunded  with  the  various  shows. 

Now  Night's  dim  shades  again  involve  the  sky. 
Again  the  wanderers  vnmt  a  place  to  lie, 
Again  they  search,  and  find  a  lodging  nigh. 
The  toil  improv*d  around,  the  mansion  neat, 
And  neither  poorly  low,  nor  idly  great : 
It  seem'd  to  speak  its  master's  turn  of  mind. 
Content,  and  not  to  praise,  but  virtue  kind. 

Hither  the  walkers  turn  vrith  weary  feet, 
Tben  bless  the  mansion,  and  tlie  master  greet : 
Tlieir  greeting  fair,  bestowed  with  modest  guise, 
Tlie  courteous  master  hears,  and  thus  replies : 

**■  Without  a  vain,  without  a  grudging  heart, 
To  him  who  gives  us  all,  I  yield  a  part ; 
Fbom  him  you  come,  for  him  accept  it  here, 
A  fiank  and  sober,  more  than  costly  cheer.*' 
He  spoke,  and  bid  the  welcome  table  spread, 
Then  talk  of  virtue  till  the  time  of  bed. 
When  the  grave  housdiold  round  his  hall  repair, 
Wara'd  by  a  bell,  and  close  the  hours  with  prayer. 

At  kngdi  the  world,  renew'd  by  calm  repose^ 
Was  tfroog  for  toil,  the  dappled  Mom  arose ; 
Bc&ire  the  pilgrims  part,  the  younger  crept. 
Near  the  dos'd  cradle  where  an  ii&nt  slept. 
And  vrnth'd  his  nedL :  the  landlord's  little  pride, 
O  stange  return !  grew  black,  and  gasp'd,  and  dy'd. 
HoRoor  of  horrours !  what !  his  only  son ! 
How  look'd  our  hermit  when  the  fiict  was  done ; 
Kot  Hdl,  though  Hell's  black  jaws  in  sunder  port. 
And  bretthe  blue  fire,  could  more  assault  his  heart. 

Coolbs'd,  and  struck  with  silence  at  the  deed. 
He  iie^  but  trembling,  fbils  to  fly  vrith  speed. 
Hb steps  the  youth  pursues;  the  country  by 
Ferplex'd  vrith  roads,  a  servant  show'd  the  vroy : 
A  river  croos'd  the  path ;  the  passage  o'er 
Was  nice  to  find ;  ^  servant  trod  before ; 
Long  anna  of  oaks  an  open  bridge  supply'd, 
Aad  deep  die  waves  beneath  the  bending  gUde. 
The  joodi,  who  seem'd  to  watch  a  time  to  sm, 
Appraacfaed  the  careless  guide,  and  thrust  him  in ; 
Plingh^  be  fidk,  and  rising  lifts  his  head. 
Then  flailiiinj^  turns,  and  siidu  among  the  dead. 

Wild,  sparitling  rage  inflames  the  father's  eyes, 
He  blasts  the  banids  of  fear,  and  madly  cries, 
**  Ddertadwretdi!"— But  scarce  his  speech  began, 
When  the  strange  partner  seem'd  no  longer  man : 
Hia  yonihral  face  grew  more  serenely  sweet; 
Ka  nbe  tum'd  vrfaite,  and  flow'd  upon  his  feet ; 
Fur  iQu»k  of  radiant  points  invest  his  hair ; 
GdB^  odoon  breathe  through  purpled  air ; 
Amdwm^y^Mme  colours  glitter'd  on  the  day, 
Wide  It  hb  fcMvok  their  gradual  plumes  dl^lay. 
fbit  totm  elbeiud  burst  upon  his  sight, 
t  in  all  the  mijesty  of  li^ 


Though  loud  at  first  the  pilgrim's  passion  grew. 
Sudden  he  gax'd,  and  vrist  not  what  to  do ; 
Surprise  in  secret  phains  his  words  suspends, 
And  in  a  calm  his  settling  temper  ends. 
But  silence  here  the  beauteous  angel  broke 
(Tlie  voice  of  music  ravish'd  as  he  spoke). 

"  Thy  prayer,  thy  praise,  thy  life  to  vice  unknown. 
In  sweet  memorial  rise  before  the  throne : 
These  charms,  success  in  our  bright  region  find, 
And  force  an  angel  down,  to  calm  thy  mind; 
For  this,  commission'd,  I  forsook  the  sky. 
Nay,  cease  to  kneel  —thy  fellow-servant  I. 

"  Then  know  the  truth  of  government  divine. 
And  let  these  scruples  be  no  longer  thine. 

'*  Tlie  Maker  justly  claims  that  world  he  nvule^ 
In  this  the  right  of  Providence  is  laid ; 
Its  sacred  majesty  through  all  depends 
On  using  second  means  to  work  his  ends : 
'Tis  thus,  withdrawn  in  state  from  human  eye. 
The  power  exerts  his  attributes  on  high. 
Your  actions  uses,  nor  controls  your  vrUl, 
And  bids  the  doubting  sons  of  men  be  still. 

*'  What  strange  events  can  strike  with  more  sur- 


Than  those  which  lately  struck  thy  wondering  eyes? 
Tet,  taught  by  these,  confess  th'  Almighty  just. 
And  where  you  can't  unriddle,  learn  to  trust ! 

^  The  great,  vain  man,  who  fitf 'd  on  costly  food. 
Whose  life  was  too  luxurious  to  be  good ; 
Who  made  his  ivory  stands  vrith  goblets  shine. 
And  forc'd  his  guests  to  morning  draughts  of  vrine, 
Has,  with  the  cup,  the  graceless  custom  lost. 
And  still  he  welcomes,  but  with  less  of  cost. 

"  The  mean,  suspicious  wretch,  whose  bolted  door 
Ne'er  mov'd  in  duty  to  the  wandering  poor; 
With  him  I  left  the  cup,  to  teach  his  mind 
That  Heaven  can  bless,  if  mortals  will  be  kind. 
Conscious  of  wanting  worth,  he  views  the  bowl. 
And  feels  compassion  touch  liis  grateful  soul. 
Thus  artists  melt  the  sullen  ore  of  lead. 
With  heaping  coals  of  fire  upon  its  head ; 
In  the  kind  warmth  the  metal  learns  to  glow. 
And  loose  from  dross  the  silver  runs  below. 

'*  Long  had  our  pious  friend  in  virtue  trod. 
But  now  the  child  faalf-wean'd  liis  heart  from  God ; 
(Child  of  his  age)  for  him  he  liv'd  in  pain. 
And  measur'd  bi^  his  steps  to  Earth  again. 
To  what  excesses  had  his  dotage  run? 
But  God,  to  save  the  fiither,  took  the  son. 
To  all  but  thee,  in  fits  he  seem'd  to  go, 
(And  'twas  my  ministry  to  deal  the  blow,) 
The  poor  fond  parent,  humbled  in  the  durt. 
Now  owns  in  tears  the  pimishment  vras  just. 

'*  But  now  had  all  his  fortune  felt  a  wrack, 
Had  that  frdse  servant  sped  in  safety  back ; 
This  night  his  treasur'd  heaps  he  meant  to  steal, 
And  what  a  fund  of  charity  would  fiul ! 
Thus  Heaven  instructs  thy  mind :  this  trial  o'er, 
Depnrt  in  peace,  resign,  and  sin  no  more." 

On  sounding  pinions  here  the  youth  withdrew. 
The  sage  stood  wondering  as  the  seraph  flew. 
Thus  look'd  Elisha  when,  to  mount  on  high, 
His  master  tock  the  chariot  of  -the  sky ; 
The  fiery  pomp  ascending  left  to  view ; 
The  prophet  gas'd,  and  wish'd  to  follow  too. 

The  bending  henmt  here  a  prayer  begun, 
"Lord/  at  m  Heaoevh  on  Earth  thy  wiU  bedone:'* 
Then  gkdly  turning  sought  his  ancient  pkM^ 
And  pass'd  a  life  of  piety  and  peace. 
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HESIOD : 

OR, 

THE  RISE  OF  WOMAN. 

What  andsnt  times  (those  times  we  &ncy  wise) 
Hare  left  on  long  record  of  woman's  rise, 
Wbat  morals  teach  it,  and  what  fables  hide, 
What  author  wrote  it,  how  that  author  dy'd. 
All  these  I  sing.     In  Greece  they  fram'd  the  tale 
(In  Greece  'twas  thought  a  woman  might  be  fraU) ; 
Ye  modem  beauties !  where  the  poet  drew 
His  softest  pencil,  think  he  dreamt  of  you ; 
And,  wam*d  by  him,  ye  wanton  pens  beware 
How  Heaven's  concern'd'to  vindicate  the  fiiir. 
The  case  was  Hesiod's ;  he  the  fable  writ ; 
Some  think  with  meaning,  some  with  idle  wit : 
Perhaps  'tis  either,  as  the  ladies  please ; 
I  wave  the  contest,  and  commence  the  lays. 

In  days  of  yore  (no  matter  where  or  when, 
'Twas  ere  the  low  creation  swarm'd  with  men) 
Tliat  one  Fh>metbeus,  sprung  of  heavenly  birdi, 
(Our  author's  song  can  witness)  liv'd  on  Earth : 
He  carv'd  the  turf  to  mould  a  manly  frame, 
And  stole  fh>m  Jove  his  animating  flame. 
The  sly  contrivance  o'er  Olympus  ran. 
When  thus  the  monarch  of  die  stars  b^an : 

*'  O  vers'd  in  arts !  whose  daring  dioughts  aspire, 
To  kindle  day  with  never-dying  & ! 
Enjoy  thy  glory  past,  that  gift  was  thine ; 
The  next  thy  creature  meets,  be  fairly  mine  : 
And  such  a  gif^  a  vengeance  so  design'd. 
As  suits  the  counsel  of  a  god  to  find ; 
A  pleasing  bosom-cheat,  a  specious  iU, 
Which  felt  the  curse,  yet  covets  still  to  feeL" 

He  said,  and  Vulcan  straight  the  sire  commands, 
To  temper  mortar  with  etheraal  hands ; 
In  such  a  shape  to  mould  a  rising  fair, 
As  virffin  goddesses  are  proud  to  wear ; 
To  make  her  eyes  with  diamond-water  shine, 
And  form  her  oi^^ans  for  a  voice  divine. 
'Twas  thus  the  sire  ordain'd :  the  power  obey'd ; 
And  work'd,  and  wonder'd  at  the  work  he  made ; 
The  fidrest,  softest,  sweetest  fhune  beneath. 
Now  made  to  seem,  now  more  than  seem  to  breathe. 

As  Vulcan  ends,  the  cheerful  queen  of  charms 
Clasp'd  the  new-panting  creature  in  her  arms ; 
From  that  embrace  a  fine  complexion  spread, 
Where  mingled  whiteness  glow'd  with  softer  red. 
Hien  in  a  kiss  she  breath'd  her  various  arts. 
Of  trifling  prettily  with  wounded  hearts ; 
A  mind  for  love,  but  still  a  changing  mind : 
The  lisp  affbcted,  and  the  glance  design'd ; 
Hie  s¥reet  confusing  blush,  the  secret  wink. 
Hie  gentle  swimming  walk,  the  courteous  sink ; 
The  stare  for  strangeness  flt,  for  scorn  the  frown ; 
For  decent  yielding,  looks  declining  down ; 
The  practis'd  languish,  where  well-feign'd  desire 
Would  own  its  melting  in  a  mutual  fire; 
Gay  smiles  to  comfort :  April  showen  to  move ; 
And  all  the  nature,  all  the  art  of  love. 

Gold  scepter'd  Juno  next  exalts  the  fiur; 
Her  touch  endows  her  with  imperious  air, 
Sdf-valuing  fancy,  highly-crested  pride. 
Strong  sovereign  will,  and  some  desire  to  chide ; 
For  wtdcfa,  an  eloquence,  that  aims  to  vex, 
With  native  troops  of  anger,  arms  the  sex. 
Minerva,  skilful  goddess,  train'd  the  maid 
To  twirle  the  qiindle  by  the  twisting  thread ; 


To  fix  the  loom,  instruct  the  reeds  to  part. 
Cross  the  long  weft,  and  dose  the  web  with  art. 
An  useful  gift ;  but  whit  profuse  expense. 
What  worid  of  ftsfaions,  took  its  rise  from  hence ! 

Young  Hermes  next,  a  dose  contriving  god. 
Her  brows  encircled  with  his  serpent  rod; 
Hien  plots  and  fiur  excuses  fill'd  her  brain. 
The  views  of  breaking  amorous  vows  for  gain ; 
Hie  price  of  favours ;  the  designing  arts 
Hiat  aim  at  riches  in  contempt  of  hearts ; 
And,  for  a  comfort  in  the  marriage  life. 
The  little  pilfering  temper  of  a  wife. 

Full  on  the  fair  his  beams  Apollo  flung, 
And  fond  persuasion  tipp'd  her  easy  tongue ; 
He  gave  her  words,  where  oily  flattery  lays 
The  pleasing  coloun  of  the  art  of  praise ; 
And  wit,  to  scandal  exquisitely  prone. 
Which  firets  another's  spleen  to  cure  its  own. 

Those  sacred  \^gins  whom  the  bards  revere 
Tun'd  all  her  voice,  and  shed  a  sweetness  there. 
To  make  her  sense  with  double  charms  abound. 
Or  make  her  lively  nonsense  please  by  sound. 

To  dress  the  maid,  die  decent  Graces  brought 
A  robe  in  all  the  dies  of  beauty  wrought. 
And  plac'd  their  boxes  o'er  a  rich  brocade. 
Where  pictur'd  Loves  on  every  cover  play'd  ; 
Hien  spread  those  implements  that  Vulcan's  art 
Had  fiam'd  to  merit  Cytherea's  heart ; 
Thd  wire  to  curl,  the  close  indented  comb 
To  call  the  lodes,  that  lightly  wander,  home ; 
And  chief,  the  mirror,  where  the  ravish'd  maid 
Beholds  and  loves  her  own  reflected  shade. 

Fair  Flora  lent  her  stores ;  the  purpled  Hours 
Confin'd  her  tresses  with  a  wreath  of  flowcn ; 
Within  the  wreath  arose  a  radiant  crown ; 
A  veil  pellucid  hung  depending  down ; 
Back  roU'd  her  axure  veil  with  serpent  fi»ld. 
The  purfled  border  deck'd  the  floor  with  gold. 
Her  robe  (which  dosdy  by  the  girdle  brac'd 
Reveal'd  the  beauties  of  a  slender  waist) 
Flow'd  to  the  feet,  to  copy  Venus'  air, 
When  Venus'  statues  have  a  robe  to  wear. 

Tlie  new-sprung  creature,  finish'dthus  for  bamisy 
Adjusts  her  habit,  practises  her  charms. 
With  blushes  glows,  or  shines  with  lively  smilei^ 
Confirms  her  will,  or  recollects  her  wiles : 
Then,  consdous  of  her  worth,  with  easy  pace 
Glides  by  the  glass,  and  turning  views  her  face. 

A  finer  flax  than  what  they  wrought  before^ 
llmnigh  Time's  deep  cave,  the  sister  Fates  explore, 
Hien  &i  the  loom,  their  fingers  nimbly  weave. 
And  thus  thdr  toil  prophetic  songs  deceive. 

**  Flow  from  the  rock,  my  flax !  and  swiftly  flcnr. 
Pursue  thy  thread ;  the  ^indle  runs  bdow. 
A  creature  fond  aqd  changing,  fair  and  yain. 
Hie  creature  woman,  rises  now  to  rdgn. 
New  beauty  blooms,  a  beauty  form'd  to  fly  ; 
New  love  begins,  a  love  produc'd  to  die ; 
New  parts  distress  the  troubled  scenes  of  tile. 
The  fondling  mistress,  and  the  rulinff  wife. 

<'  Men  b<mi  to  labour,  all  with  pains  prorxde  ; 
Women  have  time  to  saorifice  to  pride : 
They  want  the  care  of  man,  their  want  they  ' 
And  dress  to  please  with  heart-alluring  show  • 
TYie  show  prevailing,  for  the  sway  contend. 
And  make  a  servant  where  they  meet  a  ftieiKl^ 

**  Tims  in  a  thousand  wax-erected  fottis 
A  loitering  race  the  painful  bee  supports; 
From  sun  to  sun,  from  bank  to  bank  he  flies^ 

With  honey  loads  his  bag,  wi 
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Fly  where  be  will,  at  home  the  race  remain. 
Inline  the  alk  dress,  and  murmuring  eat  the  gain. 

'*  Yet  here  and  there  we  grant  a  gentle  bride, 
Whose  temper  betters  by  the  father*s  side ; 
Unlike  the  rest  that  double  human  care, 
Fond  to  relieve,  or  resolute  to  share: 
Happy  the  man  whom  thus  his  stars  advance ! 
Ibe  corse  is  general,  but  the  blessing  chance."  - 

Thus  sung  the  sisters,  while  the  gods  admire 
Tbeir  beauteous  creature,  made  for  man  in  ire ; 
The  young  Pandora  die,  whom  all  contend 
To  nnke  too  perfect  not  to  gain  her  end : 
Then  bid  the  winds,  that  fly  to  breathe  the  spring, 
ReCnm  to  bear  her  on  a  gentle  win^; 
With  wafting  airs  the  winds  obseqmous  blow, 
And  land  the  shining  vengeance  safe  below. 
A  golden  coffer  in  her  hand  she  bore. 
Hie  present  treacherous,  but  the  bearer  more ; 
Twas  fiau^  with  pangs ;  for  Jove  ordain'd  above, 
Thai  gold  should  aid,  imd  pangs  attend  on  love. 

Her  gaj  descent  the  man  perceiv'd  afar, 
Woodering  henm  to  catch  the  fiilling  star : 
But  ao  surpris'd,  as  none  but  he  can  tell, 
W1k>  lanr*d  so  quickly,  and  who  lov'd  so  well. 
O'er  all  his  veins  the  wandering  passion  bums. 
He  calls  her  nymph,  and  every  nymph  by  turns. 
Her  fbnn  to  lovely  Venus  he  prefers. 
Or  swears  that  Venus'  must  be  such  as  hers. 
She,  proud  to  rule^  yet  strangely  framed  to  tease, 
y^ecta  his  offers  while  her  airs  she  plays, 
8booCs  scomfiil  glances  from  the  bended  firown, 
In  brisk  disorder  trips  it  up  and  down ; 
lUen  faiima  a  carelcsa  tune  to  lay  the  storm, 
Afd  sits,  and  bludies,  smiles,  and  yields,  in  form. 

"  Now  take  what  Jove  designed,**  she  softly  ciy'd, 
"  TUs  box  thy  portion,  and  mysdf  the  bride.** 
Kr^d  with  die  prospect  of  the  double  charms. 
He  smitdli*d  tiw  box,  and  bride,  with  eager  arms. 

Unh^ipy  man !  to  whom  so  bright  she  shone. 
Use  &tal  gift,  her  tempting  sel^  unknown ! 
Hk  winds  were  silent,  aU  the  waves  asleep, 
AjmI  Hesvcn  vras  trsc'd  upon  the  flattering  deep : 
Bat,  wUOst  he  looks  unmindful  of  a  storm, 
And  thinks  the  water  vrears  a  stable  form, 
Wb«t  dreadful  dui  around  his  ears  shall  rise !    . 
WlHt  frovns  confbse  his  picture  of  the  skies  ! 

At  fint  tfie  creature  man  was  fram'd  alone, 
liotd  of  faimadf,  and  all  the  world  his  own. 
War  Urn  the  nymphs  in  green  forsook  the  woods, 
For  Imn  the  nymphs  in  blue  forsook  die  floods ; 
Ib  vain  tbe  Satyrs  rage,  the  Tritons  rave, 
Tfacy  bote  him  heroes  in  the  secret  cave. 
Mo  etn  deatioy'd,  no  msk  disorder  prey*d, 
Ko  h— ■'fiwg  age  his  sprightly  form  decayed, 
Kb  wan  vrere  known,  no  females  heard  to  rage, 
AjkI,  pocto  tefl  us,  'twas  a  golden  age. 

Hfhen  woman  camei,  those  ills  the  box  confin'd 
Bant  fbrioos  out,  and  poison'd  all  the  wind, 
Pran  point  to  point,  Irom  pole  to  pole  they  flew, 
ajpscad  m  tfaey  went,  and  in  the  progress  grew : 
l&e  uyuiplis  regretting  left  the  mortal  race. 
And  altering  Mtare  wore  a  sickly  lace. 
Kbw  tenna  of  foUy  rose,  new  states  of  eare ; 
Vewr  pbgoea,  to  suffer,  and  to  please,  the  &ir ! 
Tbm  ^  of  whining,  and  of  wild  intrigues, 

rill 'il,  or  fin&'d  with  the  breach  of  leagues; 

Tlsr  BBtaa  designs  of  well^^lissembled  love ; 
TIse  tordid  matches  never  jotn'd  above : 
AJbmdihe  bbour,  and  at  home  the  noise, 
(  Bill's  doi4>le  sofoings  for  domestic  joys, ) 


The  curse  of  jeabusy ;  expense  and  strife  • 
Divorce,  the  public  brand  of  shameful  life ; 
The  rival's  sword ;  the  qualm  that  takes  the  ftir- 
Disdain  for  passion,  passion  in  despair  — 
These,  and  a  thousand  yet  unnam'd,  we  find ; 
Ah  fear  the  thousand  yet  unnam'd  behind ! 

Thus  on  Parnassus  tuneful  Hesiod  sung. 
The  mountain  echoed,  and  the  valley  rung, 
Tlie  sacred  groves  a  &('d  attention  show, 
Hie  crystal  Helicon  forebore  to  flow, 
The  slqr  grew  bri^it,  and  (if  his  verse  be  true) 
The  Muses  came  to  give  the  laurel  too. 
But  what  avail'd  the  verdant  prise  of  wit. 
If  Love  swore  vengeance  for  the  tales  he  writ? 
Ye  fiur  offended,  hear  your  friend  relate 
What  heavy  judgment  prov'd  the  writer's  fiite, 
Though  when  it  happen'd  no  relation  clears, 
'Tis  thought  in  five,  or  five  and  twenty  years. 

Where,  dark  and  silent,  with  a  twisted  shade 
Hie  nei^ibottring  woods  a  native  aibour  made. 
There  oft  a  tendo*  pair,  for  amorous  pky 
Retiring,  toy'd  the  ravish'd  hours  away ; 
A  Locnan  youth,  the  gentle  IVoilus  he, 
A  fair  MUesian,  kind  £vandie  she: 
But  swelling  nature  in  a  fatal  hour 
Betray'd  the  secrets  of  the  conscious  bower ; 
The  ^le  disgrace  her  brothers  count  their  own. 
And  track  her  steps,  to  make  its  author  known. 

It  chanc'd  one  evening,  'twas  the  lover's  day, 
Conceal'd  in  brakes  the  jealous  kindred  lay ; 
When  Hesiod,  wandering,  mus'd  along  the  plain, 
And  fix'd  his  seat  where  love  had  fix'd  the  scene  ; 
A  strong  suqiidon  straight  possess  their  mind, 
(For  poets  everwere  a  gentle  kind,)     « 
But  when  Evanthe  near  the  passage  stood. 
Flung  back  a  doubtfU  look,  and  shot  the  wood, 
««  Now  take"  (at  once  they  ay)  « thy  due  reward," 
And,  urg'd  with  erring  rage,  assault  the  bard. 
His  corpse  the  sea  recdv'd     Hie  dolphins  bqre 
('Twas  all  the  gods  would  do)  die  corpse  to  shore. 

Methinks  I  view  the  dead  with  pitjringeyes. 
And  see  the  dreams  of  ancient  wisdom  rise : 
I  see  the  Muses  round  the  body  cry. 
But  here  a  Cupid  loudly  lauglung  by ; 
He  wields  his  arrow  widi  insulting  hand. 
And  thus  inscribes  the  moral  on  &  sand. 
"  Here  Hesiod  lies:  ye  future  bards,  beware 
How  far  your  moral  tales  incense  the  fiur. 
Unlov'd,  unloving,  'twas.his  fate  to  bleed ; 
V^thout  his  quiver,  Cupid  caus'd  the  deed : 
He  judg'd  this  turn  of  malice  justly  due. 
And  Hesiod  dy'd  fbr  joys  he  never  knew." 


AN  ALLEOORY  ON  MAN. 

A  THOUGBTFUL  being,  long  and  spare, 
Our  race  of  mortab  call  hun  Care, 
(Were    Homer  living,  well  he  knew 
What  name  the  gods  have  call'd  him  too,) 
With  fine  mechanic  genius  wrought, 
And  lov'd  to  woric,  though  no  one  bou|^t. 
This  being,  by  a  model  bred 
In  Jove's  eternal  sable  head, 
Contriv'd  a  shape  empower'd  to  breathe^ 
And  be  the  worldling  here  beneath. 

The  man  rose,  staring  like  a  stake  * 
Wondering  to  see  himself  awake !     ■ 
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Then  look'd  bo  wise,  before  be  knew 
The  business  he  was  made  to  do ; 
Thatf  pleas'd  to  see  with  what  a  grace 
He  gravely  show'd  his  forward  fkce, 
JoTe  talk'd  of  breeding  him  on  higfa^ 
An  under-something  of  the  sky. 

But  ere  he  gave  the  mighty  nod. 
Which  ever  binds  a  poet's  god, 
(For  which  his  curls  ambrosial  shake. 
And  mother  Earth's  oblig'd  to  quake,) 
He  saw  old  mother  Earth  arise. 
She  stood  confess'd  before  his  eyes ; 
But  not  with  what  we  read  she  wore, 
A  castle  for  a  crown  before. 
Nor  with  long  streets  and  longer  roads 
Dangling  behind  her,  like  commodes : 
As  yet  with  wreaths  alone  she  drest, 
And  tnil'd  a  landskip-painted  vest 
Tlien  thrice  she  rais*d,  as  Ovid  said, 
And  thrice  she  bow*d  her  weighty  heed. 

Her  honours  made,  "  Great  Jove,"  she  cry'd, 
«  Hiis  thing  was  lashion*d  from  my  aide : 
His  hands,  his  heart,  his  head  are  mine  ; 
Then  what  hast  thou  to  call  him  thine?*' 

"  Nay,  rather  ask,*'  the  monarch  said, 
*'  What  boots  his  hand,  his  heart,  his  head. 
Were  what  I  gave  remov'd  away  ? 
Thy  part*8  an  idle  shape  of  day.** 

**  Halves,  more  than  halves!**  cry*d honest  Care^ 
«  Your  pleas  would  make  your  titles  fiur. 
You  claim  the  body,  you  the  soul. 
But  I  who  jom'd  them,  chum  the  whole.** 

Tlius  with  the  gods  debate  began, 
On  sud^a  trivial  cause,  as  man. 
And  can  celestial  tempers  rage  ? 
Quoth  Virgil,  in  a  later  age? 

As  thus  they  wrangled,  Time  came  by ; 
(TheTe*8  none  that  paint  him  such  as  I, 
For  what  the  fid>ling  ancients  sung 
Makes  Saturn  old,  when  Time  was  young). 
As  yet  his  winters  had  not  shed 
Tlieir  silver  honours  on  his  head; 
He  just  had  got  his  pinions  free. 
From  his  old  sire,  Eternity. 
A  8eq>ent  girdled  round  he  wore, 
Hie  tail  within  the  mouth,  before; 
By  which  our  almanacs  are  clear 
I^  learned  Egypt  meant  the  year. 
A  staff  be  carry*d,  where  on  high 
A  glass  was  fix'd  to  measure  by. 
As  amber  boxes  made  a  show 
For  heads  of  canes  an  age  ago. 
His  vest,  for  day  and  night,  was  py*d ; 
A  bending  sickle  arm'd  his  side; 
And  Spring's  new  months  his  train  adorn ! 
The  other  seasons  were  unborn. 

Known  by  the  gods,  as  near  he  draws, 
Hiey  make  him  umpire  of  the  cause. 
0*er  a  low  trunk  his  arm  he  laid. 
Where  since  his  hours  a  dial  made ; 
Then  leaning  heard  the  nice  debate, 
And  thus  pronounc*d  the  words  of  Fate : 

^  Since  body  from  the  parent  Earth, 
And  soul  from  Jove  receiv'd  a  birth, 
Return  they  where  they  first  began ; 
But  since  dieur  uniou  makes  the  man. 
Till  Jove  and  Earth  shall  part  these  two. 
To  Care  who  join'd  them,  man  is  due.*' 

He  said,  and  qirung  with  swift  career 
To  trace  a  dide  fat  the  year ; 


Where  ever  since  the  seasons  wheel 
And  tread  on  one  another*s  heeL** 

"  'Tb  wdl,**  said  Jove,  and  for  consent 
Thundering  he  shook  the  firmament. 
«  Our  umpire  Time  shall  have  his  way. 
With  Care  I  let  the  creature  stay : 
Let  business  vex  him,  avarice  blind, 
Xet  doubt  and  knowledge  rack  his  mind. 
Let  errour  act,  opinion  speak. 
And  want  afflict,  and  sickness  break. 
And  anger  bum,  dejection  chill. 
And  joy  distract,  and  sorrow  kiU, 
Till,  aim*d  by  Gsre,  and  taught  to  mow. 
Time  draws  the  long  destructive  blow  ; 
And  wasted  man,  whose  quick  decay 
Comes  hurrying  on  before  his  day. 
Shall  only  find  by  this  decree, 
The  soul  flies  sooner  back  to  me.  '* 


THE  BOOK. WORM. 

Coxx  hither,  boy,  we'll  hunt  to-day, 
Tlie  book-worm,  ravening  beast  of  prey, 
Ph)duc*d  by  parent  Earth,  at  odds, 
As  Fsme  reports  it,  with  the  cods. 
-Him  fiwitic  hunger  wildly  dnves 
Against  a  thousand  authors'  lives: 
Through  all  the  fields  of  wit  he  flies ; 
Dreadful  his  head  with  clusterinff  eyes, 
\^th  horns  without,  and  tusks  within. 
And  scales  to  serve  him  for  a  skin. 
Observe  him  nearly,  lest  he  climb 
To  wound  the  bards  of  andent  time. 
Or  down  the  vale  of  fimcy  go 
To  tear  some  modem  wretch  below. 
On  every  comer  fix  thine  eye, 
Or  ten  to  one  he  slips  thee  by. 
See  where  his  teeth  a  passsffe  eat: 
We*ll  rouse  him  fitim  the  Step  retreat. 
But  who  the  shdter's  forc'd  to  give  ? 
'Tis  sacred  Virgil,  as  I  live ! 
From  leaf  to  leaf,  from  song  to  song, 
He  draws  the  tadpole  form  along. 
He  mounts  the  ffUded  edge  before, 
He*s  up,  he  scuds  die  cover  o*er. 
He  turns,  he  doubles,  th^e  he  past, 
And  here  we  have  him,  caught  at  last. 
Insatiate  brute,  whose  teeth  abuse 
Tlie  sweetest  servants  of  the  Muae-^ 
(Nay  never  ofi^  to  deny, 
I  took  thee  in  the  fiu:t  to  fly). 
His  roses  nipt  in  every  page. 
My  poor  Anacreon  mourns  thy  rage ; 
By  thee  my  Ovid  wounded  lies ; 
By  thee  my  Lesbia*s  sparrow  dies ; 
Tliy  rabid  teeth  have  half  destioy*d 
The  woric  of  love  in  Biddy  Floyd, 
They  rent  Belinda*s  locks  away. 
And  ^KHl'd  the  Blouielind  of  Gay. 
For  all,  for  every  single  deed, 
Relentle^  Justice  bids  thee  bleed. 
Then  fidl  a  victim  to  the  Nine, 
MjTself  the  priest,  my  desk  the  shiinci 
Bring  Homer,  Vugil,  Tasso  near. 
To  pile  a  sacred  altar  bore ; 
Hold,  boy,  thy  hand  out-runs  thy  wit, 
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You  reach'd  me  Philips*  rustic  strain ; 
Fnj  take  your  mortal  bards  again. 

Oom^  iMndthe  Yictim,— tiKre  belies. 
And  here  between  hb  numerous  eyes 
This  venerable  dust  I  lay. 
From  manuscripts  just  swept  away. 

The  goblet  in  my  hand  I  take, 
(For  the  libation's  yet  to  make,) 
A  heahh  to  poets }  all  their  days 
May  tiiey  lunre  bread,  as  well  as  praise; 
Sense  may  tiiey  seek,  and  less  engage 
In  papers  fiU'd  with  party-rage. 
But  if  tlieir  riches  q>oil  their  indn, 
Ye  Muses,  make  them  poor  again. 

Now  bring  the  weapon,  yonder  blade. 
With  which  my  tuneful  pens  are  made. 
I  strike  the  scales  that  arm  thee  rounds 
And  twice  and  thrice  I  print  die  wound ; 
The  sacred  altar  floats  with  red. 
And  now  he  dies,  and  now  he*s  dead. 

How  like  the  son  of  JoTe  I  stand, 
Thb  Hydn  stretched  beneath  my  hand ! 
Laj  bare  the  monster's  entrails  here, 
To  see  what  dangers  threat  the  year : 
Ye  gods !  what  sonnets  on  a  wench ! 
What  lean  transladons  out  of  French ! 
'Tis  plain,  thb  lobe  is  so  unsound, 
S prints^  before  the  months  go  round. 


But  liold,  before  I  dose  the  scene, 
The  sacred  altar  should  be  dean. 
Oh  had  I  Shadwell's  second  bays, 
Or,  Tate  >  thy  pert  and  bumble  kys ! 
(Ye  pair,  fiwgive  me,  when  I  tow 
I  never  mlss'd  your  works  till  now,) 
rd  tear  the  leaves  to  vripe  tiie  shrine, 
(That  only  way  you  please  the  Nine^) 
But  since  I  chance  to  want  these  two^ 
1*11  make  the  songs  of  Durfey  do. 

Rent  from  the  corps,  on  yonder  pin, 
I  hang  the  scales  that  brac'd  it  in ; 
I  hang  my  studious  morning-gown. 
And  vmte  my  own  inscription  down. 

**  This  trophy  from  the  Fithon  woo, 
This  robe,  in  which  the  deed  was  done, 
Hiese,  Famell,  glorying  in  the  feat. 
Hung  on  these  shelves,  the  Muses*  seat. 
Here  Ignorance  and  Hunger  found 
Large  realms  of  Wit  to  ravage  round  i 
Here  Ignorance  and  Hunger  foil  ? 
Two  foei  in  one  I  sent  to  HdL 
Ye  poets,  who  my  labours  see. 
Come  share  the  triumph  all  with  me ! 
Ye  critics !  bom  to  vex  the  Muse, 
Go  mourn  the  grand  ally  you  lose." 
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NICHOLAS  ROWE. 


JNicHOLAS  Rows,  descended  from  an  ancient 
faniiljT  in  Deronthire,  was  the  son  of  John  Rowe, 
Esquire,  a  barrister  of  reputation  and  extensive 
practice.  He  was  bom  in  167S,  at  the  bouse  of  his 
maternal  grand&ther,  at  Little  Berkford,  in  Bed- 
fordshire. Being  placed  at  Westminster-scfaool, 
under  Dr.  Busby,  he  pursued  the  classical  studies 
of  that  place  with  credit  At  the  age  of  sixteen  he 
was  removed  from  school,  and  entered  a  student  of 
the  Middle  Temple,  it  being  his  father's  intention 
to  bring  him  up  to  his  own  professbn ;  but  the 
death  of  this  parent,  when  Nicholas  was  only  nine- 
teen, freed  Um  from  what  he  probably  thought  a 
pursuit  foreign  to  his  disposition ;  and  he  turned 
his  chief  studies  to  poetry  and  polite  literature. 
At  the  age  of  twenty-fiye  he  produced  his  first  tra- 
gedy, **  Hie  Ambitious  Stepmother  ;*'  which  was 
afterwards  succeeded  by  "  Tamerlane ;"  **  The  Fair 
Penitent;'*  «  Ulysses;"  "  The  Royal  Convert;" 
"Jane  Shore;"  and  «  Lady  Jane  Grey."  Of 
these,  though  all  have  their  merits,  the  third  and 
the  two  last  alone  keep  possession  of  the  stage ;  but 
Jane  Shore  in  particular  never  faib  to  be  viewed 
with  deep  interest.      His  pUys,  from  which  are 


derived  his  principal  claims  upon  posterity,  sre 
chiefly  founded  on  the  model  of  French  tragedy ; 
and  in  his  diction,  which  is  poetical  without  being 
bombastic  or  affected ;  in  his  versification,  which  is 
singularly  sweet ;  and  in  tirada  of  sentiment,  pfea 
witib  force  and  elegance,  he  has  few  competitors. 

As  a  miscellaneous  poet,  Rowe  occupies  but  an 
inconsiderable  place  among  bis  countrymen ;  but  H 
has  been  thought  proper  to  give  some  <^  his  songs 
or  ballads  in  the  pastoral  strain ;  which  have  atoucb- 
ing  simplicity,  scarcely  excelled  by  any  pieces  of 
the  kind.  His  prindpcd  efforts,  however,  were  in 
poetical  translation ;  and  his  version  of  Lucan's 
Fharsalia  has  been  placed  by  Dr.  Johnson  among 
the  greatest  productions  of  English  poetry. 

In  politics,  Rowe  joined  the  porty  of  the  Whigs, 
under  whose  influence  he  had  some  gainful  posts, 
without  reckoning  that  of  poet-laureat,  on  the  ac- 
cession of  George  L  He  was  twice  married  to 
women  of  good  connections,  by  the  first  of  whom 
he  had  a  son,  and  by  the  second,  a  daughter.  He 
died  in  December,  1718,  in  the  45th  year  of  his 
age,  and  was  interred  among  the  poets  in  West- 
minster Abbey. 


COLIN'S  COMPLAINT. 


SONO,   to    THS    TUNK    OF   **  OEDC    KING    OP    THE 
GHOSTS.** 

UasPAXimrG  beside  a  dear  stream, 

A  shepherd  forsaken  was  laid ; 
And  while  a  fidse  nymph  was  his  theme, 

A  willow  supported  his  head. 
The  wind  that  blew  over  the  plain. 

To  his  sighs  with  a  sigh  did  reply ; 
And  the  biook,  in  return  to  his  pain, 

Ran  mournfully  murmuring  by. 

"  Ah»,  silly  swain  that  I  was !" 

Thus  sadly  complaining,  he  cry'd, 
**  When  first  I  beheld  that  fan:  face, 

*Twere  better  by  fiur  I  had  dy'd. 
She  talk'd,  and  I  bless'd  the  dear  tongue ; 

When  she  smil'd,  'twas  a  pleasure  too  great 
I  listen'd,  and  cry'd,  when  she  sung, 

Was  nightingale  ever  so  sweet? 


*'  How  foolish  was  I  to  believe 

She  could  doat  on  so  lowly  a  down, 
Or  that  her  fond  heart  would  not  grieve, 

To  forsake  the  fine  folk  of  the  town  ? 
To  think  that  a  beauty  so  gay. 

So  kind  and  so  constant  would  prove  ; 
Or  go  dad  like  our  maidens  in  gray. 

Or  live  in  a  cottage  on  love  ? 

«  What  though  I  have  skill  to  complain, 

T1x>ugh  the  Muses  my  temples  have  crown'd ; 
What  though,  when  they  hear  my  soft  strain, 

Tlie  virgins  sit  weeping  around. 
Ah,  Colin,  thy  hopes  are  in  vain. 

Thy  pipe  and  thy  laurd  resign ; 
Thy  false-one  indmes  to  a  swain. 

Whose  music  is  sweeter  than  thint^ 

**  And  you,  my  companions  so  dear. 

Who  sorrow  to  see  me  betray'd, 
Whatever  I  suffer,  foibear. 

Forbear  to  accuse  the  false  maid. 
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Dioagb  tfirough  the  wide  wcnrld  I  ihould  range, 
'Tb  in  Tain  from  my  fortune  to  fly ; 

'twas  hers  to  be  fidae  and  to  change, 
'Tb  mine  to  be  constant  and  die. 

-  If  while  my  hard  fiue  I  sustain, 

In  her  breast  any  pity  is  found. 
Let  her  come  with  the  njrmphs  of  the  plain, 

And  see  me  laid  low  in  the  ground. 
Hk  last  humble  boon  that  I  crave, 

Is  to  shade  me  with  cypress  and  yew ; 
And  when  she  looks  down  on  my  grave, 

Let  her  own  that  her  shepherd  was  true. 

"  Ilien  to  her  new  lore  let  her  go, 

And  deck  her  in  golden  array. 
Be  finest  at  every  fine  show. 

And  frolic  it  all  the  long  day; 
While  CoUn,  forgotten  and  gone. 

No  more  shall  be  talk*d  o^  or  seen, 
Unless  when  beneath  the  pale  Moon, 

Hb  g^xMt  shall  glide  over  the  green." 


THE  CONTENTED  SHEPHERD. 

TO  MKS.    A  P  .♦ 

As  on  a  summer*s  day 
In  the  greenwood  shade  I  lay. 

The  maid  that  I  lov*d. 

As  her  fimcy  mov*d. 
Came  walking  forth'that  way. 

And  as  she  passed  by 
With  a  scornful  glance  of  her  eye, 

**  What  a  shame,"  quoth  she, 

*'  For  a  swain  must  it  be. 
Like  a  lazy  loon  for  to  die ! 

**  And  dost  thou  nothing  heed. 
What  Pan  our  God  has  decreed ; 

What  a  prize  to-day 

Shall  be  given  away. 
To  the  sweetest  shepherd's  reed ! 

"  There's  not  a  single  swain 
Of  all  this  fruitful  plain. 

But  with  hopes  and  fears 

Now  busily  prepares 
The  bonny  boon  to  gain. 

"  Shall  another  maiden  shine 
In  brighter  array  than  thine? 
Up,  up,  dull  swain. 
Tune  thy  pipe  once  again. 
And  make  the  garland  mine.* ' 

"  Alas !  my  love,*'  he  cry'd, 
•*  What  avails  this  courtly  pride? 

Since  thy  dear  desert 

Is  written  in  my  heart 
What  is  all  the  world  beside  ? 

**  To  me  thou  art  more  gay. 
In  this  homely  russet  gray, 

Than  the  nymphs  of  our  green, 

80  trim  and  so  sheen; 
Or  the  brightesi  queen  of  May. 

*  Afterwards  his  wife. 


«  What  diough  my  fortune  frown, 
And  deny  thee  a  silken  gown ; 
My  own  dear  maid. 
Be  content  with  this  shade, 
And  a  slicpherd  ail  thy  own." 


SONG. 

AH  WILLOW.       TO  TKZ  SAMK  IN  HKE  SICKNXSS.  - 

To  the  brook  and  the  willow  that  heard  him  complaii), 

Ah  willow,  willow. 
Poor  Colin  sat  weeping,  and  told  them  his  pain ; 

Ah  willow,  willow ;  ah  willow,  willow. 

Sweet  stream,  he  cry'd  sadly.  111  teach  thee  to  flow. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
And  the  waters  shall  rise  to  the  brink  with  my  woe. 

Ah  willow,  &C. 

All  restless  and  painful  poor  Amoret  lies, 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
And  counts  the  sad  moments  of  time  as  it  fliea. 

Ah  willow,  &c 

To  the  nymph  my  heart  loves,  ye  soft  slumbers 
repair; 

Ah  willow,  &c  [your  care* 

^read  your  downy  wings  o'er  her,  and  make  her 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

Dear  brook,  were  thy  chance  near  her  {Alow  to  creep, 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
Perhaps  thy  soft  murmurs  might  lull  her  to  sleep. 

Ah  willow,  &C. 

Let  me  be  kept  waking,  my  eyes  never  dose. 

Ah  willow,  &C. 
So  the  sleep  that  I  lose  brings  my  fiiir  one  repose, 

Ah  willow,  &c 

But  if  I  am  doom'd  to  be  wretched  indeed; 

Ah  willow,  &C. 
If  the  loss  of  my  dear^ne,  my  love  is  decreed  ; 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

If  no  more  my  sad  heart  by  those  eyes  shall  be 
cheer'd; 

Ah  willow,  &c 
If  the  voice  of  my  warbler  no  more  shall  be  heard ; 

Ah  willow.  Sec. 

Beh'eve  me,  thou  fair-one ;  thou  dear-one  believe, 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
Few  sighs  to  thy  loss,  and  few  tears  will  I  give. 

Ah  willow,  &c 

One  fate  to  thy  Colin  and  thee  shall  be  ty*d. 

Ah  willow,  &C, 
And  soon  lay  diy  shepherd  close  by  thy  cold  side. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

Then  run,  gentle  brook;  and  to  lose  thyself,  haste; 

Ah  willow,  willow. 
Fade  thou  too,  my  willow,  this  verse  is  my  last ; 

Ah  willow,  willow ;  ah  willow,  willow. 
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JOSEPH  ADDISON. 


J  oucra  AoDitoir,  a  person  in  the  foremost  ntnks 
of  wit  and  elegant  Uteiature,  was  the  son  of  the 
Reverend  Lancelot  Addison,  at  whose  parsonage  at 
Milston,  near  Ambrosbury,  Wiltshire,  be  was  bom 
in  May,  1672.  At  the  age  of  fifteen  be  was  entered 
of  Qneen's  College,  Oxford,  where  be  distinguished 
himself  by  his  proficiency  in  classical  literature, 
especially  in  Latin  poetry.  He  was  afterwards 
elected  a  demy  of  Magdalen  College,  where  he  took 
the  degrees  of  bachelor  and  master  of  arts.  In  his 
twenty.4econd  year  he  became  an  author  in  his  own 
l<"iguage,  publishing  a  short  copy  of  verses  addressed 
to  tfie  veteran  poet,  Dryden.  Other  pieces  in  verse 
and  prose  succeeded ;  and  in  1695  he  opened  the 
career  of  his  fortune  as  a  litersry  man,  by  a  com- 
plimentsry  jpoem  on  one  of  the  campaigns  of  King 
V^lliam,  addressed  to  the  Loni-keeper  Somers.  A 
pension  of  3O0L  from  the  crown,  wbich  his  patron 
obtained  for  him,  enabled  him  to  indulge  his  inclin- 
ation  for  travel ;  and  an  epistolary  poem  to  Lord 
Halifax  in  1701,  vnth  a  prose  relation  of  his  travels, 
published  on  his  return,  are  distinguished  by  the 
spirit  of  liberty  which  they  breathe,  and  whidi,  during 
life,  was  his  ruling  passion.  The  most  famous  of  his 
political  poems,  **  The  Campaign,'*  appeared  in 
1704.  It  was  a  task  kindly  imposed  by  Lord  Ha- 
lifax,  who  intimated  to  him  that  the  writer  should 
not  lose  his  labour.  It  was  accordingly  rewarded 
by  an  immediate  iq)pointment  to  the  post  of  com- 
missioner of  appeals. 

This  will  be  the  proper  place  for  considering  the 
merits  of  Addison  in  his  character  of  a  writer  in 
verse.  Iliougfa  Diryden  and  Pope  had  already  se- 
cured the  first  places  on  the  British  Parnassus,  and 
other  rivals  for  fame  were  springing  to  view,  it  will 
scarcely  be  denied  that  Addison,  l^  a  decent  me- 
diocrity of  poetic  language,  rising  occasionally  to 


superior  eflRurta,  has  deserved  that  degree  of  praise^ 
which,  in  general  estimation,  has  been  allotted  to 
him.  It  cannot  be  doubted  that  playful  and  fan- 
morons  wit  was  the  quali^  in  which  he  obtained 
almost  unrivalled  pre-eminence ;  but  the  reader  of 
his  poem  to  Sir  Godfrey  Kneller  will  discover,  in 
the  comparison  of  the  painter  to  Phidias,  a  voj 
happy  and  elegant  resemblance  pointed  out  in  hv 
verse.  His  celebrated  tragedy  of  "  Cato,"  e<]iia% 
remarkable  for  a  correctness  of  plan,  and  a  sustained 
elevation  of  style,  then  unusual  on  the  Englidh 
stage,  was  further  disdnguisbed  by  the  glow  of  ita 
sentiments  in  favour  of  political  liberty,  and  was 
equally  applauded  by  both  parties. 

A  very  short  account  will  sufiice  for  tbe  remain- 
der of  his  works.  His  connection  vrith  Ste^  en- 
graged  hhn  in  occasionally  writing  in  the  Tatler,  the 
Spectator,  and  the  Guardian,  in  which  his  produ^ 
tions,  serious  and  humorous,  conferred  upon  him 
immortal  honour,  and  placed  him  deservedly  at  the 
head  of  hu  class.  Some  other  periodical  papers, 
decidedly  political,  were  traced  to  Addison,  of  windi 
Tbe  Freeholder  was  one  of  the  most  con^icuous. 
In  1716  he  married  the  Countess- Dowager  of  War- 
wick, a  connexion  which  is  said  not  to  have  been 
renuu^bly  happy.  In  the  following  year  be  was 
raised  to  the  office  of  one  of  the  principal  secreta- 
ries of  state ;  but  finding  himself  ill  suited  to  tbe 
post,  and  in  a  declining  state  of  health,  be  resigned 
it  to  Mr.  Craggs.  In  reality,  his  constitution  waa 
suffering  from  an  habitual  excess  in  vrine;  and  it  ia 
a  lamentable  circumstance  that  a  person  so  generally 
free  from  moral  defects,  should  have  given  way  to  a 
fondness  for  the  pleasures  of  a  tavern  life.  Addisoa 
died  in  June,  1719,  leaving  an  only  daughter  by  the 
Countess  of  Warwick. 


A  LETTER  FROM  ITALY. 

TO   TH«    aiOHT    HON.    CHAaLKS    LORD    HALIFAX,    IN 
THE  YKAR  MDCCL 

Salve  magna  parens  frugum  Satnmfa  tellus. 
Magna  viriim  !  tibi  res  antiquae  laudis  etartis 
Aggredior,  sanctos  ausus  rccludere  fontes. 

ViRG.    Georg,  ii. 

W  HiLi  you,  my  lord,  the  rural  shades  admire. 
And  from  Britannia's  public  posts  retire. 
Nor  longer,  her  ungrateful  sons  to  please, 
For  their  advantage  sacrifice  your  ease ; 


Me  into  foreign  realms  my  fate  conveys 
Through  nations  fruitful  of  inunortal  lays. 
Where  the  soft  season  and  inviting  dime 
Conspire  to  trouble  your  repose  with  rhyme. 

For  wheresoe'er  I  turn  my  nvish*d  eyes, 
Gay  gilded  scenes  and  shining  prospects  rise. 
Poetic  fields  encompass  me  around. 
And  still  I  seem  to  tread  on  classic  ground ; 
For  here  the  Muse  so  oft  her  harp  Iws  strung. 
That  not  a  mountain  rears  its  head  unsung, 
RenownM  in  verse  each  shady  thicket  grows, 
And  every  stream  in  heavenly  numbers  fiowi. 

How  am  I  pleased  to  search  the  hills  and 
For  rising  springs  and  celebrated  floods ! 
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To  view  tf»  Nv,  tunnilaMNtt  in  bis  ooone^ 
Awd  tnoe  the  snooch  Clitomnut  to  his  source, 
Ibfcelhe  Minciodraw  his  watevy  store, 
Through  the  looff  windings  of  a  fruitful  shores 
And  hoeiy  Aibuto's  infected  tide 
O'er  the  wwcm  bed  of  smoking  sulphur  gUde. 

Kr'd  widi  a  fhowsand  raptures,  I  surrey 
Eridanna  tliniugh  flowery  meadow  stray, 
The  king  of  floods !  that,  rolling  o'er  the  pkins, 
The  tofwcring  Alps  of  half  their  moisture  drains. 
And  psoodly  swoln  with  a  whole  winter's  snows, 
Dirtiamtes  wealth  and  plenty  where  he  flows. 

Sometimes^  misguided  by  the  tuneful  throng, 
I  look  Ibr  streams  immortalis'd  in  song, 
Tint  loat  in  sileDce  and  oblivion  lie, 
(Dumb  are  their  fountains  and  their  channels  dry») 
Yet  run  ibr  ever  by  the  Muse's  skill, 
And  in  tiie  snoooth  description  murmur  stiU. 

Sometimes  togentle  Tiber  I  retire^ 
And  the  fiun'd  river's  empty  shores  admire^ 
TWt  destitute  of  strength  derives  its  course 
From  darifty  urns  and  an  unfruitful  source  ; 
Tet  song  so  oAen  in  poetic  lays, 
With  soom  the  Danube  and  the  Nile  surveys ; 
So  high  the  deathless  Muse  exalts  her  theme! 
Soeh  was  the  Boyne,  a  poor  inglorious  stream, 
T1«t  in  Hibernian  vales  obscurely  stray'd. 
And,  mobscrv'd,  in  wild  meanders  play'd ; 
TSl  by  your  lines  and  Nassau's  sword  renown  *d, 
Ili  riang  billows  throush  the  worid  resound, 
Whcse'cr  the  hero's  gooUike  acti  can  pierce. 
Or  where  the  fisme  (?an  immortal  verse. 

Oh,eoald  the  Muse  my  ravish'd  breast  inspire 
With  warmth  like  yours,  and  raise  an  equal  fire, 
Unaambcr'd  beauties  in  my  verse  should  shine^ 
Aad  Vogil's  Italy  should  yield  to  mine ! 

See  how  tlie  golden  groves  around  me  smile, 
IWt  shun  the  coast  of  Britain's  stormy  isle. 
Or,  when  transplanted  and  preserv'd  with  care, 
Osie  the  cold  dime,  and  starve  in  northern  air. 
Here  kindly  warmth  their  mountain  juice  ferments 
To^obler  tastes,  and  more  exalted  scents : 
£'ca  the  rough  rocks  with  tender  myrtle  bloom, 
And  tmhieu  weeds  send  out  a  rich  perfume. 
Bear  ne,  some  god,  to  Baia's  gentle  seats, 
Or  ciweime  in  Umbria's  green  retreats ; 
Where  wcssein  gales  eternally  reside, 
And  afltbe  seMons  Imvish  all  their  pride : 
Hloisiiins,  and  fruits,  and  flowers  together  rise, 
And  the  whole  year  in  gay  confusion  lies. 

loDBortal  gloncs  in  my  mind  revive. 
And  in  my  wul  a  diousand  passions  strive, 
^V¥cn  R4xne*s  exalted  beauties  I  descry 
BfagBiioent  in  piles  of  ruin  lie. 
Aa  amphitheatre's  amazing  height 
Here  fills  my  eye  with  terrour  and  delight, 
Tlsnc  on  in  public  shows  unpeopled  Rome, 
Asad  held,  uncrowded,  nations  in  its  womb : 
S^  piOan  rough  with  sculpture  pierce  the  skies. 
And  here  die  proud  triumphal  arches  rise, 

t  the  <dd  Romans  deathless  acts  display  *d, 
base  degenerate  progeny  upbraid : 
t  rivers  here  fomdce  the  fields  below,       [flow. 
AMdvQodeiing  at  dieir  height  through  airy  dumnels 

SbI  to  new  scenes  my  wandering  Muse  retires, 
Asnd  the  dumb  show  of  breathing  rocks  admires : 
IVlbeR  the  smooth  chisd  all  its  force  has  shown, 
Jkm^  Hftco'd  into  flesh  the  rugged  stone. 
J0  soioBn  nlenoe,  a  mijestic  band, 
Scvno,  and  gods^  and  Reman  consuls  stand. 


Snan  tyrama,  whom  tiieir  cnialtieB  renown. 
And  emperors  in  Fvian  marble  frown : 
While  the  bright  damei^  to  vrhom  they  humbly  sued, 
Sdll  show  the  charms  that  their  proud  hearts  sub- 
dued. 

Fain  would  I  Raphael's  godlike  art  rehearse^ 
And  show  th*  immortal  labours  in  my  went, 
Where^  from  tlie  mingled  strength  of  shade  and  l]ght» 
A  new  creation  rises  to  my  si^it, 
Sudi  heavenly  figures  from  his  pencil  flow, 
So  warm  vrith  mt  his  blended  colours  glow. 
From  theme  to  theme  with  secret  pleasure  tost, 
Amidst  the  soft  variety  I  'm  lost : 
Here  pleasing  airs  my  ravish'd  soul  confound 
With  dreling  notes  and  labyrinths  of  sound ; 
Here  domes  and  temples  rise  in  distant  views, 
And  opening  palaces  invite  my  Muse. 

How  has  kind  Heaven  adorn'd  the  happy  land. 
And  scatter'd  blessings  with  a  wasteful  brad ! 
But  what  avail  her  unexhausted  stores, 
Her  blooming  mountains,  and  her  sunny  shores. 
With  all  the  gifts  that  Heaven  and  Earth  impart^ 
Tlie  smiles  of  Nature,  and  the  charms  of  Art, 
While  proud  oppression  in  her  valleys  reigns. 
And  tyranny  usurps  her  happy  plains  ? 
Tlie  poor  inhabitant  beholds  in  vain 
The  reddening  orange  and  the  swellinff  grain : 
Joyless  he  sees  the  growing  oils  and  wines. 
And  in  the  myrtle's  fragrant  shade  repines  : 
Starves  in  the  midst  of  Nature's  bounhr  curst, 
And  in  the  loadcn  vineyard  dies  for  thint. 

O  Liberty,  thou  goddess  heavenly  bright, 
Plrofuse  of  bliss,  and  pregnant  with  delight ! 
Eternal  pleasures  in  tiiy  presence  reign, 
And  smiling  Plenty  leads  th|r  wanton  tnin ; 
Eas'd  of  her  load.  Subjection  grows  more  light, 
And  Poverty  looks  cheerful  in  thy  sight ; 
Thou  mak'st  the  gloomy  face  of  Nature  gay, 
Giv'st  beauty  to  the  Sun,  and  pleasure  to  the  day. 

Thee,  goddess,  thee,  Britannia's  isle  adores ; 
How  has  sh(!  oft  exhausted  all  her  stores. 
How  oft  in  fields  of  death  thy  presence  sought. 
Nor  thinks  tlic  mighty  prize  too  dearly  bought ! 
On  foreign  mountains  may  the  Sun  refine 
The  grape's  soft  juice,  and  mellow  it  to  wine. 
With  citron  groves  adorn  a  distant  soil. 
And  the  fat  olive  swell  with  floods  of  oil : 
We  envy  not  the  wanner  dime,  that  lies 
In  ten  degrees  of  more  indulgent  skies, 
Nor  at  the  coarseness  of  our  Heaven  repine, 
Though  o'er  our  heads  the  frozen  Pleiads  shine : 
'Us  Liberty  that  crowns  Britannia's  ide, 
And  makes  her  bairen  rocks  and  her  bleak  mouiw 
tains  smile. 

Others  with  towering  piles  may  please  the  sight, 
And  in  their  proud  aspiring  domes  deUght ; 
A  nicer  touch  to  the  stretcht  canvas  give. 
Or  teach  their  animated  rocks  to  live : 
'Tis  Britain's  core  to  watch  o'er  Europe's  fiue. 
And  hold  in  balance  each  contending  state. 
To  threaten  bold  presumptuous  kings  with  war. 
And  answer  her  aiHicted  neighbour's  prayer. 
The  Dane  and  Swede,  rous'd  up  by  fierce  alarms. 
Bless  the  wise  conduct  of  her  pious  arms : 
Soon  as  her  fleets  appear,  their  tdrrours  cease. 
And  all  the  northern  world  lies  hush'd  in  peace. 

Th'  ambitious  Gaul  beholds  with  secret  dread 
Her  thunder  aim'd  at  his  aspiring  head. 
And  fain  her  god-like  sons  would  disunite 
By  foreign  gold,  or  by  domestic  ^i^^q[^ 
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But  strircs  in  vain  to  conquer  or  divide, 

Whom  Nassau's  anns  defend  and  counseb  guide. 

Fir'd  with  the  name,  which  I  so  oft  have  found 
Hie  distant  climes  and  different  tongues  resound, 
I  bridle-in  my  struggling  Muse  with  |nin, 
That  longs  to  launch  into  a  bolder  strain. 

But  I  *ve  already  troubled  you  too  long, 
Nor  dare  attempt  a  more  adventurous  song. 
My  humble  verse  demands  a  softer  theme, 
A  painted  meadow,  or  a  purling  stream; 
Unfit  for  heroes :  whom  imrooitBl  Uys, 
And  lines,  like  Virgil's,  or  like  yours,  should  prmse. 


THE  CAMPAIGN, 

A  FOEM. 
TO  mS  ORACE  THE  DUKE  OP  llABLBOROUOH,  1  705. 

— Rheni  pacator  et  Istri. 
Omnis  in  hoc  uno  variis  discordia  cessit 
Ordinibus ;  Uetatur  eques,  plauditque  senator, 
Votaque  petricio  certant  plebeia  favori. 

Claud,  de  Laud.  StUie. 

Esse  aliquam  in  terris  gentem  quae  sua  impenstl, 
suo  labore  ac  periculo,  beUa  gerat  pro  libertatc 
aliorum.  Nee  hoc  finitimis,  aut  propinqu»  vi- 
dnitatis  horoinibus,  aut  terris  continenti  junctis 
pr9stet  Maria  trajiciat:  ne  quod  toto  orbe 
terrarum  injustum  impcrium  sit,  et  ubique  jus, 
fas,  lex,  potendssima  sint.         Liv.  Hist,  lib.  S3. 

While  crowds  of  princes  your  deserts  procUum, 
Phnid  in  their  number  to  enrol  your  name ; 
While  emperors  to  you  commit  their  cause, 
And  Anna's  praises  crown  the  vast  applause ; 
Accept,  great  leader,  what  the  Muse  redtes, 
Tliat  in  ambitious  verse  attempts  your  ^ghts. 
Fir'd  and  transported  with  a  tfieme  so  new. 
Ten  thousand  wonders  opening  to  my  view 
Shine  forth  at  once ;  si^es  and  storms  appear. 
And  wars  and  conquests  fill  th*  important  year : 
Rivers  of  blood  I  see,  and  hills  of  slain. 
An  niad  rising  out  of  one  campaign. 

The  haughty  Gaul  behdd,  with  towering  pride. 
His  andent  bounds  enlarg'd  on  every  side ; 
I^rrene's  lofty  barriers  were  subdued. 
And  in  the  midst  of  his  wide  empire  stood ; 
Ausonia's  states,  the  victor  to  restrain, 
Oppos'd  their  Alps  and  Apennines  in  vain. 
Nor  found  themselves,  with  strength  of  rocks  im- 

mur'd. 
Behind  their  everlasting  hills  secur'd ; 
The  rising  Danube  its  long  race  began. 
And  half  its  course  through  the  new  conquests  ran ; 
Amax'd  and  anxious  for  her  sovereign's  fates, 
Germania  trembled  through  a  hun£ed  states ; 
Great  Leopold  himself  was  seiz'd  with  fear ; 
He  gax'd  around,  but  saw  no  succour  near ; 
He  gax'd,  and  half-abandon'd  to  despair 
His  hopes  on  Heav'n,  and  confidence  in  prayer. 

To  Britain's  queen  the  nations  turn  their  eyes. 
On  her  resolves  the  western  world  reUes, 
Confiding  still,  amidst  its  dire  alarms. 
In  Anna's  councils,  and  in  Churchill's  arms. 
Hirice  happy  Britain,  from  the  kingdoms  rent. 
To  sit  the  guardian  d  the  continent ! 


That  sees  her  bravest  son  advanc'd  so  high 

And  flourishing  so  near  her  prince's  eye ; 

lliy  favourites  grow  not  up  by  fortune's  sport. 

Or  from  the  crimes  or  foll^  of  a  court ; 

On  the  firm  basis  of  desert  they  rise. 

From  long-try'd  faitli,  and  friendship's  holy  ties : 

Tlieir  soverdgn's    weU-distinguish'd   smiles  they 

share. 
Her  ornaments  in  peace,  her  strength  in  war  ; 
The  nation  thanks  them  with  a  public  voice ; 
By  showers   of  blessings  Heaven   approves  their 

choice; 
Envy  itself  is  dumb,  in  wonder  lost. 
And  fictions  strive  who  shall  applaud  them  most 

Soon  as  soft  vernal  breeses  warm  the  sky, 
Britannia's  colours  in  the  sqihyrs  fly  ; 
Her  chief  already  has  his  march  begun. 
Crossing  the  provinces  himself  had  won. 
Till  the  Mosdle,  appearing  from  afar, 
Retards  the  progress  of  the  moving  war. 
Delightful  stream,  had  Nature  bid  her  fall 
In  distant  climes  £u  from  the  peijur'd  Gaul ; 
But  now  a  purchase  to  the  sword  she  lies. 
Her  harvests  for  uncertain  owners  rise, 
Eadi  vineyard  doubtful  of  its  master  grows. 
And  to  the  victor's  bowl  each  vintage  flows. 
The  discontented  shades  of  shuighter'd  hosts. 
That  wander'd  on  her  banks,  her  heroes*  ghosts, 
Hop'd,  when  they  saw  Britannia's  arms  sqppeMr, 
The  vengeance  due  to  their  great  deaths  was  naar. 

Our  godlike  leader,  ere  the  stream  he  past. 
The  mighty  scheme  of  all  his  labours  cas^ 
Forming  the  wondrous  year  within  hb  thought ; 
His  bosom  glow'd  with  battles  yet  unfought. 
The  long  laborious  march  he  first  surveys. 
And  joins  the  distant  Danube  to  the  Maese, 
Between  whose  floods  such  pathless  forests  grow. 
Such  mountains  rise,  so  many  rivers  flow  : 
The  toil  looks  lovely  in  the  hero's  eyes, 
And  danger  serves  but  to  enhance  tiie  prise. 

Big  with  the  fiite  of  Europe,  he  renews 
His  dreadful  course,  and  the  proud  foe  pursues ! 
Infected  by  the  burning  Scorpion's  heat, 
The  sultry  gales  round  his  cfaaf  d  temples  beat. 
Till  on  the  borders  of  the  Msine  he  finds 
Defensive  shadows,  and  refreshing  winds. 
Our  British  youth,  with  in-born  freedom  bold, 
Unnumber'd  scenes  of  serritude  behold. 
Nations  of  slaves,  with  tyranny  debas'd, 
(llieir  Maker's  image  more  than  half  defac'd,) 
Hourly  instructed,  as  they  urge  their  toil. 
To  prize  their  queen,  and  love  their  native  soiL 

Still  to  the  rising  Sun  they  take  their  way 
Through  clouds  of  dust,  and  gain  upon  the  day. 
When  now  the  Neckar  on  its  friendly  coast 
With  cooling  stresms  revives  the  fainting  host. 
That  cheerfully  his  labours  past  forgets, 
llie  mid-night  watches,  and  the  noon-day  hrata 

O'er  prostrate  towns  and  palaces  ihtr  pass 

iNow  cover'd  o'er  with  woods,  and  hid  in  graasX 
breathing  revenge ;  whilst  anger  and  «li«<<«in 
Fire  every  breast,  and  boil  in  every  vein : 
Here  shatter'd  vralls,  like  broken  rocks  from  far^ 
Rise  up  in  hideous  views,  the  guilt  of  war. 
Whilst  here  the  vine  o'er  hills  of  ruin  «»limKffj^ 
Industrious  to  conceal  great  Bourbon's  crimcaw 

At  length  the  fame  of  England's  hero  drew 
Eugenio  to  the  glorious  interview. 
Gr«it  souls  by  instinct  to  each  other  turn. 
Demand  alliance,  and  in  fnepdship  bum ; 
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A  rndden  fiiendflhip,  while  with  stretch*(Uout  rays 
ThBf  meet  each  other,  mingling  blaze  with  blaze. 
IVdkh'd  in  courta^  and  hardened  in  the  field, 
Bcnown*d  lor  conquest,  and  in  council  akill'd, 
Ibeir  courage  dwells  not  in  a  troubled  flood 
Of  moantain  spirits,  and  fermenting  blood ; 
Lodg*d  in  ifae  soul,  with  viitue  over-nird, 
Iniani'd  by  reason,  and  by  reason  co(d*d. 
In  boors  of  peace  content  to  be  unknown, 
And  only  in  the  field  of  battle  shown : 
To  souls  Hke  these,  in  mutual  friendship  join'd, 
Tlfai>ii  dares  intrust  the  cause  of  human-kind. 

Britanma's  graceful  sons  appear  in  arms. 
Her  Inraas'd  troops  the  hero's  presence  warms^ 
WUbt  the  high  hills  and  riTers  all  around 
Witfi  ttnindcTJng  peals  of  British  shouts  resound : 
Doubling  ihar  q>eed;  diey  match  with  fresh  delight, 
Esger  for  glory,  and  require  the  fight. 
&>  tbe  standi  hound  the  trembling  deer  pursues. 
And  smdls  his  footsteps  in  the  tainted  dews, 
Hk  tedious  track  unravelling  by  degrees : 
But  when  the  scent  comes  warm  in  erery  breeze, 
Tu*d  at  the  near  approach  he  shoots  away 
On  liis  full  stretch,  and  bears  upon  his  prey. 

Tbe  mardi  condudes,  the  various  realms  are  past; 
Th*  immortal  Scbellenbeig  appears  at  last : 
like  faiUs  th*  aspiring  ramparts  rise  on  high, 
like  valleys  at  their  feet  the  trenches  lie ; 
Batteries  on  batteries  guard  each  fittal  pass, 
Hireatening  destruction ;  rows  of  hollow  brass, 
Tube  behind  tube,  the  dreadful  entrance  keep. 
Whilst  in  their  wombs  ten  thousand  thunders  sleep: 
Great  Churchill  owns,  charm*d  with  the  glorious 

sight, 
Wi  march  o'er.paid  by  such  a  promis*d  fight. 

The  western  Sun  now  shot  a  feeble  ray. 
And  faintly  scattered  the  remains  c^  day : 
Ev*ning  approach*d;  but  oh  what  host  of  foes 
Were  never  to  behold  that  evening  dose ! 
Thsckcning  thdr  ranks,  and  wedg*d  in  firm  array, 
The  dose-compacted  Britons  win  thdr  way ; 
In  vain  die  cannon  their  throng'd  war  defiu:*d 
With  tracts  of  death,  and  hdd  tbe  batde  waste ; 
Sdfl  preanng  forward  to  the  fight,  they  broke 
Through  Amies  of  sulphur,  and  a  tdf^  of  smoke. 
Tin  siangfater'd  legions  fill*d  the  trench  below. 
And  bore  their  fierce  avengers  to  their  foe. 

High  oo  the  works  the  mingling  hosts  engage ; 
The  battle,  kindled  into  tenfold  nge. 
With  sbovrers  of  bullets  and  with  storms  of  fire 
Buns  in  full  fury ;  heaps  on  heaps  expire, 
Batioas  with  nations  mix'd  confus*dly  die, 
And  lost  in  one  promiscuous  carnage  lie. 

How  many  generous  Britons  meet  their  doom, 
Kew  to  tbe  field,  and  heroes  in  the  bloom ! 
Ih*  Hlnstrious  youths,  that  left  their  native  shore 
To  maicfa  where  Britons  never  march*d  before, 
(O  fiitBl  love-of  fiune !  O  glorious  heat. 
Only  destructive  to  the  brave  and  great !) 
AAer  such  toils  o*ercome,  such  dangers  past, 
fltaecdk'd  on  Bavarian  ramparts  br^the  their  last : 
Ait  bold,  my  Muse,  may  no  complaints  appear, 
5or  bkt  die  day  with  an  ungrateful  tear : 
WUe  Blariborough  lives,  Britannia's  stars  dispense 
A  ftiesdly  light,  and  shine  in  innocence. 
Hnging  through  seas  of  blood  liis  fiery  steed 
▼kcK'cr  hb  fSnends  rcdre,  or  foes  succeed ; 
^Aoie  he  supports,  these  drives  to  sudden  flight. 
And  toras  the  various  fortune  of  tlie  fight. 

Fobcar,  great  man,  renown'd  in  arms,  forbear. 
To  farstc  Uk  thickest  tcrrouxs  of  the  war. 


Nor  hazard  thus,  confused  in  crowds  of  foes, 
Britannia's  safety,  and  die  world's  repose ; 
Let  nations  anxious  for  thy  life  abate 
This  scorn  of  danger,  and  contempt  of  fiite : 
Thou  liv'st  not  for  thyself;  thy  queen  demands 
Conquest  and  peace  from  thy  victorious  bands ; 
Kingdoms  and  empires  in  thy  fortune  join. 
And  Europe's  desdny  depends  on  thine. 

At  length  the  long-disputed  pass  they  gain. 
By  crowded  armies  fortify  d  in  vain  ; 
The  war  breaks  in,  the  fierce  Bavarians  yield. 
And  see  their  camp  with  British  legions'  fUl'd. 
So  Bdgian  mounds  bear  on  thdr  shatter'd  sides 
The  sea's  whole  weight  increas'd  with  swelling  tides; 
But  if  the  rushing  wave  a  passage  finds, 
Enrag'd  by  watery  moons,  and  warring  winds. 
The  trembling  peasant  sees  hb  country  round 
Cover'd  with  tempests,  and  in  oceans  drown'd. 

The  few  surviving  foes  disperst  in  flight, 
(Refuse  of  swords,  and  gleanings  of  a  fight,) 
In  every  rustling  wind  the  victor  hear. 
And  Marlborough's  form  in  every  shadow  fear, 
Till  the  ditfk  cope  of  night  with  kind  embrace 
Befriends  the  rout,  and  covers  thdr  disgrace. 

To  Donavert,  with  unresisted  force. 
The  gay  victorious  array  bends  its  course. 
The  growth  of  meadows,  and  the  pride  of  fields. 
Whatever  spoib  Bavaria's  summer  yidds, 
(The  Danube's  great  increase,)  BritannU  shares, 
The  food  of  armies  and  support  of  wars : 
With  magazines  of  death,  destrucdve  balls, 
And  cannon  doom'd  to  batter  Landau's  walls. 
The  victor  finds  each  hidden  cavern  stor'd. 
And  turns  their  fury  on  their  guilty  Icnrd. 

Deluded  prince !  how  b  thy  greatness  crost, 
And  all  tbe  gaudy  dream  of  empire  lost. 
That  proudly  set  thee  on  a  fancy'd  throne. 
And  made  imaginary  realms  thy  own ! 
Thy  troops,  that  now  behind  the  Danube  join. 
Shall  shortly  seek  for  shelter  from  the  Rhine, 
Nor  find  it  there !  Surrounded  with  alarms. 
Thou  hop*st  the  assistance  of  the  Gallic  arms ; 
Tbe  Gallic  arms  in  safety  shall  advance. 
And  crowd  thy  standards  with  the  power  of  France; 
While,  to  exalt  thy  doom,  th'  aspiring  Gaul 
Shares  thy  destructbn,  and  adorns  thy  fi&ll. 

Unbounded  courage  and  compassion  join'd. 
Tempering  each  other  in  the  victor's  mind, 
Altematdy  proclaim  him  good  and  great. 
And  make  the  hero  and  the  man  complete. 
Long  did  he  strive  th'  obdurate  foe  to  gain 
By  profTer'd  grace,  but  long  he  strove  in  vain ; 
Till,  fir'd  at  length,  he  thimus  it  vain  to  spare 
Hb  rising  wrath,  and  gives  a  loose  to  war. 
In  vengeance  rous'd,  tibe  soldier  filb  hb  hand 
With  sword  and  fire,  and  ravages  the  land, 
A  thousand  villages  to  ashes  turns. 
In  crackling  flames  a  thousand  harvests  bums. 
To  the  thick  woods  the  woolly  flocks  retreat. 
And  mixt  with  bellowing  herds  confus'dly  bleat; 
Their  trembling  lords  the  common  shade  partake^ 
And  cries  cf  infants  sound  in  every  brake : 
Hie  listening  soldier  fixt  in  sorrow  standi 
Loth  to  obey  his  leader's  just  commands ; 
The  leader  grieves,  by  generous  pity  sway'd, 
To  see  hb  just  commands  so  weU  obey'd. 
But  now  the  trumpet  terrible  from  far 
In  shriller  clangors  animates  the  war ; 
Confederate  drums  in  fuller  concert  beat. 

And  echoing  hilb  the  loud  alarm  repeat : 
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Gallia*s  proud  standArds,  to  Bavaria's  joined. 
Unfurl  their  gilded  lilies  in  the  wind ; 
'Dif  daring  prince  his  blasted  hopes  renews, 
And,  while  the  thick  embattled  host  he  views 
Stretcht  out  in  deep  array,  and  dreadful  length. 
His  heart  dilates,  and  glories  in  his  strength. 

The  fatal  day  its  mighty  course  began,  . 
Hiat  the  griev'd  world  had  long  desir'd  in  vam ; 
States  that  their  new  captivity  bemoan'd, 
Annies  of  martyrs  that  in  exile  groan*d. 
Sighs  from  the  depth  of  gloomy  dungeons  heard. 
And  prayers  in  bitterness  of  soul  prderr'd, 
Europe's  loud  cries,  that  Fh>vidence  assail'd. 
And  Anna's  ardent  vows  at  length  prevail'd ; 
The  day  was  come  when  Heaven  designed  to  show 
His  care  and  conduct  of  the  world  below. 
Behold  in  awful  march  and  dread  array 
Tlte  long-extended  squadrons  shape  their  way ! 
Death,  in  approaching  terrible,  imparts 
An  anxious  borrour  to  the  bravest  hearts ; 
Yet  do  their  beating  breasts  demand  the  strife. 
And  thirst  of  glory  quells  the  love  of  life. 
No  vulgar  fears  can  British  minds  control : 
Heat  of  revenge,  and  noble  pride  of  soul, 
O'erlook  the  foe,  advantag'd  by  his  post, 
Lessen  his  numbers,  and  contract  hu  host ; 
Tliough  fens  and  floods  possest  the  middle  space, 
Tliat  unprovok'd  they  would  have  fear'd  to  pass ; 
Nur  fens  nor  floods  can  stop  Britannia's  bands. 
When  her  proud  foe  rang'd  on  their  borders  stands. 
But  O,  my  Muse,  what  numbers  wilt  thou  find 
To  smg  the  furious  troops  in  battle  join'd ! 
Methinks  I  hear  the  drums  tumultuous  sound 
The  victors*  shouts  and  dying.groans  confound, 
llie  dreadful  burst  of  cannon  rend  the  skies. 
And  all  the  thunder  of  the  battle  rise.  [prov'd, 

'Twas  then  great  Marlborough's  mighty  soul  was 
Ttmtf  in  the  shock  of  charging  hosts  unmov'd, 
Amidst  confusion,  horrour,  and  despair, 
Kxamin'd  all  the  dreadful  scenes  of  war : 
In  peaceful  thought  the  field  of  deatli  survey'd, 
To  £unting  squadrons  sent  the  dmely  aid, 
inspired  repuls'd  battalions  to  engage, 
And  taught  the  doubtful  battle  where  to  nge. 
So  when  an  angel  by  divine  command 
With  rising  tempests  shakes  a  guilty  land. 
Such  as  of  late  o'er  pale  Britannia  past. 
Calm  and  serene  he  drives  the  furious  blast ; 
And,  pleas'd  th'  Ahniffhty  orders  to  perform, 
Rides  in  the  whirlwinc^  and  directs  the  storm. 

But  see  the  haughty  household  troops  advance ! 
The  dread  of  Europe,  and  the  pride  ^  France. 
The  war's  whole  art  c«ch  private  soldier  knows, 
And  with  a  general's  love  of  conquest  glows ; 
IVoudly  he  marches  on,  and  void  of  fear 
Laughs  at  the  shaking  of  the  British  spear : 
Vain  insolence !  with  native  freedom  brave. 
The  meanest  Briton  scorns  the  highest  slave : 
Contempt  and  fury  flre  theur  souls  by  turns. 
Each  nation's  glory  in  each  warrior  bums ; 
Each  fiffhts,  as  in  his  arm  th'  important  day 
And  alTthe  fate  of  his  great  monarch  lay : 
A  thousand  glorious  actions,  that  might  daim 
IViumphant  laurels,  and  immortal  fame, 
Confus'd  in  crowds  of  glorious  actions  lie. 
And  troops  of  heroes  undistinguish'd  die. 
O  Dormer,  how  can  I  behold  thy  fate. 
And  not  the  wonders  of  thy  youth  relate ! 
How  can  I  see  the  gay,  the  brave,  the  young, 
Fall  ill  the  cloud  of  war,  and  lie  unsimg  ! 


In  joys  of  conquest  lie  resigns  his  breath, 

And,  fiU'd  with  England's  glory,  smiles  in  death. 

The  rout  begins,  the  Gallic  squadrons  run, 
Compell'd  in  crowds  to  meet  the  hta  they  shun  ; 
Thousands  of  fiery  steeds  with  wounds  tiansfix'dC 
Floating  in  gore,  with  theur  dead  masters  mixt, 
'Midst  heaps  of  spears  and  standards  driven  around, 
Lie  in  the  Danube's  bloody  whirlpools  drown'd. 
Troops  of  bold  youths,  bom  on  the  distant  Soane, 
Or  sounding  borders  of  the  rapid  Rhone, 
Or  where  the  Seine  her  flowery  fields  divides, 
Or  where  the  Loure  through  winding  vineyank 

glides. 
In  hoips  the  rolling  billows  sweep  away, 
And  into  Scythian  seas  their  bloated  corps  conwy. 
From  Blenheim's  towers  the  Gaul,  with  wild  affngfat, 
Beholds  the  various  havoc  of  the  fight ; 
His  waving  banners,  that  so  oft  had  stood 
Planted  in  fields  of  death,  and  streams  of  blood. 
So  wont  the  guarded  enemy  to  reach. 
And  rise  triumphant  in  the  fittsl  breadi. 
Or  pierce  the  broken  foe's  remotest  lines, 
The  hardy  veteran  with  tears  resigns. 

Unfortunate  TaUard !  Oh,  who  can  name 
TTie  pangs  of  rage,  of  soirow,  and  of  shame. 
That  with  mixt  tumult  in  thy  bosom  swell'd. 
When  first  thou  saw'st  thy  bravest  troops  repell'd, 
lliine  only  son  pierc'd  with  a  deadly  wound, 
Chok'd  in  his  blood,  and  gasping  on  the  ground. 
Thyself  in  bondage  by  the  victor  kept  I 
The  chief,  the  father,  and  the  dative,  wept. 
An  English  Muse  is  touch'd  with  generous  woe, 
And  in  th'  unhappy  man  forgets  the  foe ! 
Greatly  distrest !  thy  loud  complaints  forbear. 
Blame  not  the  turns  of  fiite,  and  chance  of  war  ; 
Give  thy  brave  foes  their  due,  nor  blush  to  own 
The  fatal  field  by  such  mat  leaders  won, 
The  field  whence  fam'd  Eugenio  bore  away 
Only  the  second  honours  of  the  day. 

With  floods  of  gore,  that  from  the  vanquish'd  fcfl. 
The  marshes  stagnate,  and  the  rivers  swell. 
Mountains  of  slain  lie  heap'd  upon  the  ground. 
Or  'midst  the  roarings  of  the  Danube  drown'd  ; 
Whole  captive  hosts  the  conqueror  detains 
In  painful  bondage,  and  inglorious  chains  ; 
Ev'n  diose  who  'scape  the  fetters  and  the  sword. 
Nor  seek  the  fortunes  of  a  happier  lord. 
Their  raging  king  dishonours,  to  complete 
Marlborough's  great  work,  and  finish  the  defeat. 
From  Memminghen's  high  domes,  and   Auin. 
burg's  walls, 
nie  distant  battle  drives  th*  insulting  Gauls ; 
Freed  by  the  terrour  of  the  victor's  name 
Hie  rescu'd  states  his  great  protection  claim  ; 
Whilst  Ulme  th'  approach  of  her  deliverer  waits. 
And  longs  to  open  her  obsequious  gates. 

The  hero's  breast  still  swells  with  great  desigca. 
In  every  thought  the  towering  genius  shines ; 
If  to  the  foe  his  dreadful  course  he  bends. 
O'er  the  wide  continent  his  march  extends  j 
If  sieges  in  his  labouring  thoughts  are  form'd. 
Camps  are  assaulted,  and  an  army  stonn'd  ; 
If  to  the  fight  his  active  soul  is  bent. 
Hie  &te  of  Europe  turns  on  its  event 
What  distant  bn^  what  region,  can  afitsd 
An  action  worthy  his  victorious  sword  ? 
Where  will  he  next  the  flying  Gaul  defeat. 
To  make  the  series  of  his  toils  complete  ? 

Where  the  swoln  Rhine,  rushing  with  all  its  force 
Divides  the  hostilcf^n^tioj^^^J^n^^^ 
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While  each  contracts  its  bounds,  or  wider  grows, 
£iibrg*d  or  stnuten*d  as  the  river  flows, 
Ob  Gallia's  side  a  mighty  bulwark  stands, 
Tbat  all  the  wide^xtended  plain  commands ; 
Twice,  since  the  war  was  kindled,  has  it  tiyM 
Tlie  victor's  rage,  and  twice  has  chang'd  its  side ; 
As  oft  whole  armies,  with  the  prize  o*erjoy*d. 
Have  the  long  summer  on  its  walls  employ *d. 
Hither  our  migh^  chief  his  arms  directs. 
Hence  future  trihmphs  from  the  war  expects ; 
And  though  the  dog  star  had  its  course  b^un. 
Carries  his  arms  still  nearer  to  the  Sun : 
Fixt  on  the  glorious  action,  he  forgets 
The  diange  of  seasons,  and  increase  of  heats ; 
Kb  tofls  are  painful  that  can  danger  show. 
No  dimea  unlovely,  that  contain  a  foe. 

The  roving  Gaul,  to  his  own  bounds  restrained, 
Lcvns  to  incamp  within  his  native  land. 
But  soon  as  the  rictorious  host  he  spies, 
Ftmn  hill  to  hill,  from  stream  to  stream  he  flies : 
Such  dire  impressions  in  his  heart  remain 
Of  Jfarlborough's  sword  and  Hochtste's  fiital  plain : 
In  vain  Britannia's  mighty  diief  besets 
Tbor  aiMdy  coverts,  and  obscure  retreats; 
They  fly  ^  conqueror's  approaching  fame, 
That  bears  the  force  of  armies  in  his  name. 

Austria's  young  monarch,  whose  imperial  sway 
SeepCres  and  thrones  are  destiu'd  to  obey. 
Whose  boasted  ancestry  so  high  extends 
Ihat  in  the  pagan  gods  his  lineage  ends, 
Comes  from  afar,  in  gratitude  to  own 
The  great  supporter  of  his  father's  throne : 
What  tides  of  glory  to  his  bosom  ran, 
Oasp'd  in  th*  embraces  of  the  godlike  man ! 
How  were  his  eyes  with  pleasing  wonder  fixt 
To  see  mdi  fire  with  so  much  sweetness  mixt, 
Sncfa  ca^  greatness,  such  a  graceful  port. 
So  tiizn*dand  finish'd  for  the  camp  or  court ! 

Achilles  thus  was  form'd  with  ev'ry  grace, 
Aad  ^Greos  shone  but  in  the  second  place ; 
Tfans  the  great  father  of  almighty  Rome 
(Diviiidy  Audit  with  an  immortal  bloom. 
That  Cytiierea's  fragrant  breath  bestow'd) 
IrnaQ  the  diarms  of  his  bright  mother  glow'd. 

The  loyal   youth   by  Marlborough's    presence 
diarm'dy 
TandA  by  fab  counsels,  by  his  actions  warm'd, 
Ob  Landau  with  redoubled  fury  fidls, 
SiKfaarges  aU  the  thunder  on  its  walls, 
O'er  flmnes  and  caves  of  death  provokes  the  fight, 
Aad  kams  to  conquer  in  the  hero's  sight 

The  British  diid^  for  mighty  toils  renown'd, 
laaeas'd  in  titles,  and  with  conquests  crown 'd. 
To  Belgian  coasts  his  tedious  march  renews. 
Aid  the  long  windings  of  the  Rhine  pursues, 
nrMJiig  its  borden  from  usurping  foes, 
Aid  Uot  by  rescued  nations  as  he  goes. 
Tnna  fiears  no  more,  freed  from  its  dire  alarms ; 
Aad  IVaefbadi  feels  the  terrour  of  his  arms : 
SsMed  on  rocks  her  proud  foundations  shake, 
^nde  Mariborough  presses  to  the  bold  attack. 
Vka/k  an  fab  batteries,  bids  his  cannon  roar, 
Aad  ^bows  how  Landau  might  have  fall'n  before. 
Sor'd  at  hb  near  approadi,  great  Loub  fears 
Vcogeaace  reserv'd  for  his  declining  years, 
Vomts  hb  thirst  of  universal  sway, 
<w  Karee  can  teach  his  subjects  to  obey ; 
%  ana  he  finds  on  vain  attempts  employ *d, 
Ih*  aaobitioiis  projects  for  his  race  destroy'd. 
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Aad  Efcs  of  nulHoRS  sacrific'd  in  vain. 


Such  arc  th'  eflccts  of  Anna's  royal  cam : 
By  her,  Britannia,  great  in  foreign  wars. 
Ranges  tlirougli  nations,  whercsoe'cr  disjoin'd, 
Witliout  the  wonted  aid  of  sea  and  wind. 
By  her  tli'  unfetter'd  Ister's  states  are  free. 
And  taste  tlie  sweets  of  Englisli  liberty  : 
But  who  can  tell  the  joys  of  tliosc  that  lie 
Beneath  the  constant  influence  of  lier  eye ! 
Whilst  in  diffusive  showers  her  boimties  fall 
Like  Heaven's  indulgence,  and  descend  on  all. 
Secure  the  happy,  succour  tlie  distrest. 
Make  every  subject  glad,  and  a  whole  people  blest 

Thus  would  I  fain  Britannb's  wars  rehearse^ 
In  the  smooth  records  of  a  faithful  verse ; 
That,  if  such  numbers  can  o'er  time  prevail. 
May  tell  posterity  the  wondrous  tale. 
When  actions,  unadom'd,  are  faint  and  weak, 
Gties  and  countries  must  be  taught  to  speak ; 
Gods  may  descend  in  factions  from  the  skies, 
And  rivers  from  their  oozy  beds  arise ; 
Fiction  may  deck  the  truth  with  spurious  rays. 
And  round  the  hero  cast  a  borrow'd  blaze. 
Mariborough's  exploits  appear  divinely  bright. 
And  proudly  shine  in  their  own  native  light, 
Rab'd  of  ^emsdves  their  genuine  charms  they 

boast. 
And  those  who  paint  them  truest  praise  them  most 


TO  SIB  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

ON  HIS  picTuax  or  the  king. 

Kneller,  with  silence  and  surprise 
We  see  Britannia's  monarch  rise, 
A  godlike  form,  by  thee  display'd 
In  all  the  force  of  h'ght  and  shade ; 
And,  aw'd  by  thy  delusive  hand. 
As  in  the  presence-chamber  stand. 

The  magic  of  thy  art  calb  forth 
His  secret  soul  and  hidden  worth. 
His  probity  and  mildness  shows. 
His  care  of  friends,  and  scorn  of  foes ; 
In  every  stroke,  in  every  line. 
Does  some  exalted  virtue  shine. 
And  Albion's  happiness  we  trace 
Through  all  the  features  of  hb  face. 

O  may  I  live  to  liail  the  day. 
When  the  glad  nation  shall  survey 
llieir  sovereign,  through  his  wide  oonunand, 
Pausing  in  progress  o'er  the  land  ! 
Each  heart  shall  bend,  and  every  voice 
In  loud  applauding  shouts  rejoice. 
Whilst  all  his  gradous  aspect  praise. 
And  crowds  grow  loyal  as  they  gaze. 

Hie  image  on  the  medal  plac'd, 
With  its  briglit  round  of  titles  grac'd. 
And  stampt  on  British  coins  shall  live. 
To  richest  ores  the  value  give. 
Or,  wrouffht  within  the  curious  mold, 
Shape  and  adorn  the  running  gold. 
To  bear  tin's  form,  the  genial  Sun 
Has  daily  since  his  course  begun 
Rejoic'd  the  metal  to  refine. 
And  ripen'd  the  Peruvbn  mine. 

Thou,  Kneller,  long  with  noble  pride, 
The  foremost  of  thy  art,  hast  vy'd 
With  nature  in  a  generous  strife. 
And  toucfa'd  the  canvas  into  life. 
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Hl^  pendl  has,  by  monardis  sought, 
Rtnn  reign  to  rdgn  in  ermine  wrought, 
And,  in  the  robes  of  state  armfd, 
The  kings  of  half  an  age  display'd. 

Here  swarthy  Charl^  iq>pear8,  and  there 
His  brother  with  dejected  air : 
Triumphant  Nassau  here  we  find. 
And  with  him  bright  Maria  join'd ; 
There  Anna,  great  as  when  she  sent 
Her  armies  through  the  continent, 
Ere  yet  her  hero  was  disgrac'd : 
O  may  fion'd  Brunswick  be  the  last, 
(Tlio^gh  Heaven  should  with  my  wish  agree, 
And  long  i»eserTe  thy  art  in  thee) 
The  last,  the  happiest  British  king, 
Whom  thou  shalt  paint,  or  I  shall  sing ! 
Wise  Phidias  thus,  his  skill  to  prove, 
llirough  many  a  god  advanc'd  to  Jove, 

And  taught  the  polish'd  rocks  to  shine 

Witti  airs  and  lineaments  divine ; 

TQl  Greece,  amaz'd,  and  half-afraid. 

Hi'  assembled  deities  surveyed. 

Great  Pan,  who  wont  to  chase  the  fiur. 

And  lov'd  the  spreading  oak,  was  there ; 

Old  Saturn  too  with  upcast  eyes 

Beheld  his  abdicated  skies ; 

And  mighty  Mars,  for  war  renown'd. 

In  adamantine  armour  frown'd]; 

By  hnn  the  childless  goddess  rose, 

Sfinerva,  studious  to  compose 

Her  twisted  threads ;  the  web  she  strung. 

And  o'er  a  loom  of  marble  hung : 

Hietia,  the  troubled  ocean's  queen, 

Match'd  with  a  mortal,  next  was  seen. 

Reclining  on  a  funenl  urn. 

Her  short-liVd  darling  son  to  mourn. 

The  last  was  he,  whose  thunder  slew 

The  Titan-race,  a  rebel  crew, 

Hiat  from  a  hundred  hills  ally'd 

In  impious  leagues  their  king  defy'd. 


This  wonder  of  the  sculptor's  hand 
Produc'd,  his  art  was  at  a  stand : 
For  who  would  hope  new  fame  to  raise. 
Or  risk  his  well-establish'd  praise, 
Tliat,  his  fai^  genius  to  apint>ve. 
Had  drawn  a  George,  or  carv'd  a  Jove? 


PARAPHRASE  ON  PSALM  XXIIL 

Thk  Lord  my  pastifre  shall  prepare, 
And  feed  me  with  a  sbepheid's  care ; 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply. 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye : 
My  noon-day  walks  he  shall  attend. 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 

When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  fiiint, 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountain  pant ; 
To  fertile  vales  and  dewy  meads 
My  weary  wandering  steps  he  leads : 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  soifl  and  slow. 
Amid  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 

Hiough  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread. 
With  gloomy  horrours  overqiread. 
My  stedfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill. 
For  thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  still ; 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  give  me  aid. 
And  guide  me  through  &  dreadful  shade 

Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way. 
Through  devious  lonely  wilds  I  stray. 
Thy  bounty  shall  my  wants  beguile : 
The  barren  wilderness  shall  smile, 
With  sudden  greens  and  herbage  crown  *d|, 
And  streams  shall  murmur  all  around. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ti39 


MATTHEW  PRIOR. 


jVlATTiixtr  PuoK,  a  distinguished  poet,  was  bom 
in  1664,  in  London  according  to  one  account, 
according  to  another  at  Winborne,  in  Dorsetshire. 
Hii  &thar  djing  when  he  was  young,  an  uncle, 
who  was  a  vintner,  or  tavern-keeper,  at  Charing- 
Oossy  took  him  under  his  care,  and  sent  him  to 
Westminster-school,  of  which  Dr.  Busby  was 
then  master.  Before  he  had  passed  through  the 
tdiool,  his  unde  took  him  home,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  bringing  him  into  his  own  business ;  but 
the  Earl  of  Dorset,  a  great  patron  of  letters,  having 
fiNmd  bim  one  day  reading  Horace,  and  being 
pleased  with  his  conversation,  determined  to  give 
him  an  university  education.  He  was  accordingly 
admitted  of  Sl  John's  College,  Cambridge,  in 
1683;  proceeded  bachelor  of  arts  in  1686,  and  was 
soon  alter  elected  to  a  fellowship.  After  having 
pffDved  his  poetic  talents  by  some  college  exercises, 
ke  was  introduced  at  court  by  the  Earl  of  Dorset, 
and  was  so  effectually  recommended,  that,  in  1690, 
ht  was  appointed  secretary  to  the  English  pleni- 
peimtiaries  who  attended  the  congress  at  the 
H^goe.  Being  now  enlisted  in  the  service  of  the 
cmm,  his  productions  were,  for  some  years,  chiefly 
diruted  to  courtly  topics,  of  which  one  of  die  most 
esDsideiable  was  an  Ode  presented  to  King  William 
in  1695,  on  the  death  of  Queen  Mary.  In  1697, 
he  was  nominated  secretary  *to  the  commissioners 
lor  the  treaty  of  Ryswick  ;  and,  on  his  return,  was 
node  secretary  to  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland. 
He  went  to  Fhmce  in  the  following  year,  as  secrc- 
tarj,  int  to  the  Earl  of  Portland,  and  then  to  the 
£ail  of  Jersey ;  and  being  now  regarded  as  one 
iwfiwiil  in  public  affairs,  he  was  summoned  by 
Kii^  William  to  Loo»  where  he  had  a  confidential 
■afeacc.  In  thebe^nningof  1701  he  satin  F^. 
fimeot  for  East  Grinstead. 

Vnx  had  hitherto  been  promoted  and  acted  with 
the  Whigs :  but  the  Tories  now  having  become  the 
picvalent  party,  he  turned  about,  and  ever  after  ad- 
hBcdtotbem.  He  even  voted  for  the  impeach- 
■cat  of  tbose  lords  who  advised  that  partition 
tna^  in  which  he  had  been  officially  employed. 
Ua  flDoit  converts,  he  embraced  his  new  friends 
iriA  math  seal,  and  fitnn  that  time  almost  all  his 
■dal  connections  were  confined  within  the  limits  of 
Mip«^. 

The  niPctMeii  in  the  beginning  of  Queen  Anne*t 
lap  were  cdebrated  by  the  poets  on  both  sides  ; 
SM  Ihior  song  the  victories  of  Blenheim  and 
laniUu:  he  afterwards,  however,  joined  in  the 
'^^'^  of  the  great  general  who  had  been  his  theme. 


It  vrill  not  be  wortfi  while  here  to  take  notice  of  all 
his  changes  in  the  political  world,  except  to  mentiun 
the  disgraces  which  followed  the  &mous  congress 
of  Utrecht,  in  which  he  was  deeply  engaged.  For 
the  completion  of  that  business  he  was  left  in 
France,  with  the  appointments  and  authority  of  an 
ambassador,  though  without  the  title,  tlie  proud 
Duke  of  Shrewsbury  having  refused  to  be  joined  in 
commission  with  a  man  so  meanly  born.  Prior, 
however,  publicly  assumed  the  character  till  he 
was  superseded  by  the  Earl  of  Stair,  on  the  acces- 
sion of  George  I.  Tlie  Whigs  being  now  in  power, 
he  was  welcomed,  on  his  return,  by  a  warrant  from 
the  House  of  Commons,  under  which  he  was  com- 
mitted to  the  custody  of  a  messenger.  He  was  ex- 
amined  before  the  Privy  Council  respecting  Ids 
share  in  the  peace  of  Utrecht,  was  treated  with 
rigour,  and  Walpole  moved  an  impeachment 
against  him,  on  a  charge  of  high  treason,  for  hold- 
ing clandestine  conferences  wiSi  the  French  pleni- 
potentiary. His  name  was  excepted  from  an  act  of 
grace  paned  in  1717  :  at  length,  however,  he  vras 
discharged,  without  being  brought  to  trial,  to  end 
his  days  in  retirement. 

We  are  now  to  consider  Prior  among  the  poetical 
characters  of  the  time.  In  his  writings  is  found 
that  incongruous  mixture  of  light  and  rather  in- 
decent topics  with  grave  and  even  religious  ones, 
which  was  not  uncommon  at  that  period.  In  the 
faculty  of  telling  a  story  with  ease  and  vivacity,  he 
yields  only  to  Swift,  compared  to  whom  his  humour 
is  occasionally  strained  and  quaint.  His  songs 
and  amatory  pieces  are  generally  elegant  and  clas- 
sical. The  most  popular  of  his  serious  compo- 
sitions are  "  Henry  and  Emma,*'  or  the  Nut-brown 
Maid,  modernised  from  an  antique  original ;  and 
**  Solomon,"  the  idea  of  which  is  taken  from  the 
book  of  Ecclesiastes.  These  are  harmonious  in 
their  versification,  splendid  and  correct  in  their 
diction,  and  copious  in  poetical  imagery ;  but  they 
exert  no  powerful  effect  on  tlie  feelings  or  the 
fancy,  and  are  enfeebled  by  prolixity.  His  **  Alma,*' 
a  piece  of  philosophical  pleasantry,  was  written  to 
console  himself  when  under  confinement,  and  dis- 
plays a  considerable  share  of  reading.  As  to  his 
elaborate  effusions  of  loyalty  and  patriotism,  they 
seem  to  have  sunk  into  total  n^lect. 

The  life  of  Brior  was  cut  dhort  by  a  lingering 
illness,  which  closed  his  days  at  Wimpole,  the  seat 
of  Lord  Oxford,  in  September,  1721,  in  the  58th 
year  of  his  age. 
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HENRY  AND  EMMA. 

A   ?OKK, 

Upon  the  Modd  of  the  Nut-Brown  Maid. 

TO  CLOE. 

1  Hov,  to  whose  eyes  I  bend,  at  whose  oommtnd 

i Though  low  my  voice,  though  artless  be  my  hand), 
take  the  sprightly  reed,  and  sing,  and  play. 
Careless  of  what  the  censuring  world  may  say : 
Bri^t  Cloe,  object  of  my  constant  vow. 
Wilt  thou  awhile  imbend  thy  serious  brow  ? 
WtIX  thou  with  pleasure  hear  thy  lover's  strains. 
And  with  one  heavenly  smile  o*erpay  his  pains  ? 
No  longer  shall  the  Nut-brown  IV^d  be  old ; 
Hiough  since  her  youth  three  hundred  years  have 

roU*d: 
At  diy  desire,  she  shall  again  be  rais*d ; 
And  her  reviving  charms  in  lasting  verse  be  prais*d. 

No  longer  man  of  woman  shall  complain, 
Hiat  he  may  love,  and  not  be  lov*d  again  : 
That  we  in  vain  tlie  fickle  sex  pursue. 
Who  change  the  constant  lover  for  the  new. 
Whatever  has  been  writ,  whatever  said. 
Of  female  passion  feign*d,  or  faith  decay* J, 
Henceforth  shall  in  my  verse  refuted  stand. 
Be  said  to  winds,  or  writ  upon  the  sand. 
And,  while  my  notes  to  future  times  proclaim 
Utieonquer*d  love,  and  ever-curing  flame, 
O  fairest  of  the  sex !  be  thou  my  Muse : 
Deign  on  my  work  thy  influence  to  diffuse. 
Let  me  partake  the  blessings  I  rehearse, 
And  grant  me,  love,  the  just  reward  of  verse ! 
At  beauty*!  potent  queen,  with  every  grace, 
lYiat  once  was  Emma's,  has  adom*d  thy  face ; 
And,  as  her  son  has  to  my  bosom  dealt 
That  constant  flame,  which  faithful  Henry  felt : 
O  let  the  story  with  thy  life  agree : 
Let  men  once  more  the  bright  example  see ; 
What  Enmia  was  to  him,  be  thou  to  me. 
Nor  send  rae  by  thy  frown  fhnn  her  I  love. 
Distant  and  sad,  a  banish*d  man  to  rove. 
But,  oh !  with  pity,  long-entreated,  crown 
My  pains  and  hopies ;  and,  when  thou  say*st  that  one 
Of  all  mankind  thou  lov'st,  oh !  think  on  me  alone. 


Whuls  beauteous  Isis  and  her  husband  Tame, 
Widi  mingled  waves,  for  ever  flow  the  same, 
In  times  of  yore  an  ancient  baron  liv'd ; 
Great  gifb  bestow*d,  and  great  respect  received. 

When  dreadf\il  Edward,  with  successful  care, 
Ltd  his  free  Britons  to  the  GaUic  war ; 
This  lord  had  headed  his  appointed  bands. 
In  firm  allegiance  to  his  king's  commands ; 
And  (all  due  honours  fidthfuUy  discharg*d) 
Had  brought  back  his  paternal  coat,  enUrg*d 
Widi  a  new  mark|  the  witness  of  his  toil, 
And  no  inglorious  part  of  foreign  spoil. 

Fhxn  the  loud  camp  retir*d,  and  noisy  court. 
In  honourable  ease  and  rural  sport. 
The  remnant  of  his  days  he  safely  past ; 
Nor  found  they  lagg'd  too  slow,  nor  flew  too  fast. 
He  made  his  wisH  with  his  estate  comply, 
Joyfbl  to  live,  yet  not  afhud  to  die. 


One  child  he  had,  a  daughter  diaste  arid  finr, 
His  age's  comfort,  and  his  fortune's  heir. 
They  call'd  her  Emma;  for  the  beauteous  dame, 
Who  gave  the  virgin  birth,  had  borne  the  name : 
The  name  th'  indulgent  fitther  doubly  lov'd : 
For  in  the  child  the  mother's  charms  improv'd. 
Yet  as,  when  little,  round  his  knees  she  play'd. 
He  call'd  her  oft,  in  sport,  his  Nut-brown  Maid, 
The  friends  and  tenants  took  the  fondling  word, 
(As  still  they  please,  who  imitate  their  lord) : 
Usage  confirm'd  wbu  fancy  had  begun ; 
The  mutual  terms  around  the  land  were  known : 
And  Emma  and  the  Nut-brown  Maid  were  one. 

As  with  her  stature,  still  her  charms  increas'd; 
Through  all  the  isle  her  beauty  was  oonfess'd. 
Oh !  what  perfections  must  that  virgin  share. 
Who  fiurest  is  esteem'd,  where  all  are  fiur  ! 
From  distant  shires  repair  the  noble  youth. 
And  find  report,  for  once,  had  leasen'd  truth. 
By  wonder  first,  and  then  by  passion  mov'd. 
They  came ;  they  saw ;  th^  marvell'd ;  and  they 

lov'd. 
By  public  praises,  and  by  secret  sighs. 
Each  own'd  the  general  power  ^f  Emma's  eyes. 
In  tilts  and  tournaments  the  valiant  strove, 
By  glorious  deeds,  to  purchase  Emma's  love. 
In  gentle  verse  the  witty  told  their  flame. 
And  grac'd  their  choicest  songs  with  Emma's  name. 
In  vain  they  combated,  in  vain  they  writ : 
Useless  their  strength,  and  impotent  their  wit. 
Great  Venus  only  must  direct  the  dart. 
Which  else  will  never  reach  the  fair-one's  heart. 
Spite  of  th'  attempts  of  force,  and  soft  effects  of  art 
Great  Venus  must  prefer  the  happy  one : 
In  Henry's  cause  her  fiivour  must  be  shown  ; 
And  Emma,  of  mankind,  must  love  but  him  akne. 

While  thoe  in  publie  to  the  casUe  canx;. 
And  by  their  grandeur  justified  their  flame  ; 
More  secret  ways  the  carefbl  Henry  takes  ; 
His  squires,  his  arms,  and  equipage  forsakes : 
In  borrow'd  name,  and  fidse  attire  array'd»  ^ 
Oft  he  finds  means  to  see  the  beauteous  maid. 

When  Enuna  hunts,  in  huntsman's  habit  drcat, 
Henry  on  foot  pursues  the  bounding  beast. 
In  his  right-hand  his  beedien  pole  he  bears  ; 
And  graceful  at  his  side  his  horn  be  wears. 
Still  to  the  glade,  where  she  has  bent  her  way. 
With  knowing  skill  he  drives  the  future  prey  ; 
Bids  her  decline  the  hill,  and  shun  the  bimke  ; 
And  shows  the  path  her  steed  may  safest  take  ; 
Directs  her  spear  to  fix  the  glorious  wound  ; 
Pleas'd  in  his  toils  to  have  her  triumph  crown'd  , 
And  blows  her  praises  in  no  common  sound. 

A  falconer  Henry  is,  when  Enuna  hawks  : 
With  her  of  tarsels  and  of  lures  he  talks. 
Upon  his  wrist  the  towering  merlin  stands, 
F^actis'd  to  rise,  and  stoop  at  her  commands. 
And  when  superior  now  the  bird  has  flown. 
And  headlong  brought  the  tumbling  quarry  down  ; 
With  humble  reverence  he  accosts  the  fiur. 
And  with  the  honour'd  feather  decks  her  hair. 
Yet  still,  as  from  the  sportive  field  she  goet^ 
His  down-cast  ejre  reveals  his  inward  woes  ; 
And  by  his  look  and  sorrow  is  exprest, 
A  nobler  game  pursued  than  bird  or  beast 

A  shepherd  now  along  tlie  plain  he  roves  ; 
And,  with  his  jolly  pipe,  delighu  the  grovea. 
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11m  DrfcMKmring  gwaimanwnd  the  iCnHiger  throng 
Or  to  adbiire»  or  emulate  his  song : 
WhOe  with  soft  sorrow  he  renews  his  lays, 
Hot  heedful  of  their  envy,  nor  their  praise. 
Bat,  soon  as  £mniA*s  eyes  adorn  the  plain. 
His  notes  he  raises  to  a  nobler  strain. 
With  dtttiAil  respect  and  studious  fear ; 
Lest  anj  carelcas  sound  offend  her  ear. 

A  feancie  gipsj  now,  the  house  he  haunts, 
And  in  wild  phrases  speaks  dissembled  wants. 
With  the  food  maids  in  palmistry  he  deals : 
TkBf  teU  the  secret  first,  which  be  Kveels ; 
Siys  who  shaU  wed,  and  who  shaU  be  b^ufl*d  ; 
What  groom  ^nll  get,  and  squire  maintain  the  child. 
Ihri^  when  bright  Emma  would  her  fortune  know, 
A  softer  look  unbends  his  opening  brow ; 
With  trembling  awe  be  gazes  on  her  eye, 
And  in  soft  accents  forms  the  kind  reply  ; 
llttt  ilie  shall  prove  as  fortunate  as  fair ; 
And  Hymen's  choicest  gifts  are  all  reserved  for  her. 

Nofw  oft  had  Henry  chang'd  his  sly  disguise,  - 
Unmatk'd  by  all  but  beauteous  Emma's  eyes : 
Oft  had  found  means  alone  to  see  the  dame. 
And  at  her  feet  to  breathe  his  amorous  flame ; 
And  oft,  the  pangs  of  absence  to  remove. 
By  lettoi^  soft  interpreters  of  love : 
TED  Time  and  Industry  (the  mighty  two 
Hvit  bring  our  wishes  nearer  to  our  view) 
Mttim  faim  perceive,  that  the  indniing  feir 
EeeciT'd  his  vows  with  no  reluctant  ear ; 
Ihst  Venus  had  confirm'd  her  equal  reign. 
And  dealt  to  Emma's  heart  a  share  of  Henry's  pain. 

While  Cupid  smil'd,  by  kind  occasion  bless'd. 
And,  with  the  secret  kept,  the  love  increas'd ; 
The  Hnorous  youth  frequents  the  silent  groves ; 
And  much  be  meditates,  for  much  he  loves. 
He  laves,  'tis  true;  and  is  belov'd  again : 
Giaaft  m  bis  joys;  but  will  they  long  remain  ? 
Emma  with  smiles  receives  his  present  flame ; 
Bat,  anuling,  will  she  ever  be  the  same  ? 
■^       ""1  l«iks  are  rul'd  by  fickle  mjinds ; 

imer  seas  are  tum'd  by  sudden  winds. 
'  love  may  gain  her  easy  youth : 
aagaa  thmi^it,  and  flattery  conquers  truth. 
O  JMKHsm  estate  of  human  life ! 

Whsffs  Hope  and  -Fear  maintain  eternal  strife ; 

Whsw  ftwitii^  joy  does  lastix^  doubt  inspire ; 

And  naoot  wa  question,  what  we  most  desire ! 
Amnngwt  thy  various  gifts,  great  Heaven,  bestow 

Oar  cop  of  love  unmix'd ;  roibear  to  throw 
;  nor  pall  the  draught 
I  grief:  tor  our  ilUjudging  thought 
J  *Bfij9  the  pleasurable  taste ; 

€k  dacBBS  k  not  sincere;  or  fears  it  cannot  last* 
Widft  wishes  rais'd,  vrith  jealouries  opprest, 

(Altoraaie  tfraats  of  the  human  breast) 

By  mam  great  trial  he  resolves  to  prove 

The  foidi  of  woman,  and  the  force  of  love. 

B^  aaaaning  Eanma's  virtues,  he  may  find 

That  baameous  frame  endoae  a  steady  mind, 

HeU  fix  his  hope,  of  fttture  joy  secure ; 

And  Bva  a  slave  to  Hymen's  happy  power. 

Bm  if  tfM  fair«one,  as  he  fears,  is  frul ; 

H  fmm^d  aright  in  Reason's  equal  scale, 

lA,  §j  her  merit,  and  her  fiuilts  prevail ; 

amwamd  he  vews  to  free  frtmi  amorous  care^ 

The  laaentaoiacfaief  from  his  heart  to  tear, 

BaflBBB  his  asure  armsi  and  shine  again  in  war. 
9mmA  «f  the  caade.  In  a  verdant  i^ade, 

A  sfPMdfaif  beach  fitands  hsr  friendly  shade : 


Hers  oft  the  nymph  his  breathing  tows  had  heard ; 
Here  oft  her  silence  had  her  heart  declar'd. 
As  active  Spring  awak'd  her  infont  buds, 
And  genial  life  mform'd  the  verdant  woods ; 
Henry,  in  knots  involving  Emma's  name. 
Had  half  express'd,  and  half  conceal'd,  bis  flamc^ 
Upon  this  tree :  and,  as  the  tender  mark 
Grew  with  the  year,  and  widen'd  with  the  baric, 
Venus  had  heard  the  virgin's  soft  address, 
Hiat,  as  the  wound,  the  passion  might  increase. 
As  potent  Nature  shed  her  kindly  showers. 
And  deck'd  the  various  mead  with  opening  floweny 
Upon  this  tree  the  njnmph's  obliging  care 
l£ul  left  a  frequent  wreath  for  Henry's  hair; 
Which,  as  with  gay  delight  the  lover  found, 
Pleas'd  with  his  conquest,  with  her  present  crown'^ 
Glorious  through  all  the  plains  he  oft  had  gonc^ 
And  to  each  swain  the  mystic  honour  shown ; 
The  ffift  still  prais'd,  the  giver  still  unknown. 
His  secret  note  the  troubled  Henry  writes  t 
To  the  lone  tree  the  lovely  maid  inrites. 
Imperfect  words  and  dubious  terms  express 
Ibat  unforeseen  mischance  disturb'd  his  peace ; 
That  he  must  something  to  her  ear  commend. 
On  which  her  conduct  and  his  life  depend. 

Soon  as  the  feir-one  had  the  note  receiVd, 
The  remnant  of  the  day  alone  she  griev'd : 
For  different  this  fivm  every  former  note. 
Which  Venus  dictated,  and  Heniy  wrote ; 
Which  told  her  all  his  foture  hopes  were  laid 
On  the  dear  bosom  of  his  Nut-brown  Maid ; 
Which  always  bless'd  her  eyes,   and  own'd  her 

power; 
And  bid  her  oft  adieu,  yet  added  more. 
Now  night  advanc'd.  The  house  in  sleep  were  laid; 
The  nurse  eiperienc'd,  and  the  prying  maid. 
And,  Ust,  that  qfirite,  which  does  incessant  haunt 
Tlie  lover's  steps,  the  ancient  maiden-aunt 
To  her  dear  Henry,  Emma  wings  her  way. 
With  quicken'd  pace  repairing  forc'd  delay ; 
For  Love,  frmtastic  power,  tlwt  is  afraid 
To  stir  abroad  till  Watchfulness  be  hud. 
Undaunted  then  o'er  clifik  and  valleys  strays^ 
And  leads  his  votaries  safe  through  pathless  vraySi 
Not  Argus,  with  his  hundred  eyes,  shall  find 
Where  Cupid  goes;  though  he,  poor  guide!  is  blind. 

The  maiden  first  arriving,  sent  her  eye 
To  ask,  if  yet  its  chief  delight  were  ni|^ : 
With  fear  and  with  desire,  with  joy  and  pain. 
She  sees,  and  runs  to  meet  him  on  the  plaiiu 
But,  oh !  his  steps  proclaim  no  lover's  haste : 
On  the  low  ground  his  fii'd  regards  are  cast ; 
His  artfol  bosom  heaves  dissembled  sighs; 
And  tears  subom'd  fell  copious  from  his  eyes. 

With  ease,  alas !  we  credit  what  we  love: 
His  painted  grief  does  real  sorrow  move 
In  the  afflicted  fiur ;  adown  her  cheek 
IVickling  the  oenuine  tears  theu-  current  break ; 
Attentive  stood  the  mournful  nymph :  the  man 
Broke  siknoa  first:  the  tale  alternate  ran. 


SiKCUiB,  O  tell  me,  hast  thou  fielt  a  pain, 
Enuna,  beyoad  what  woman  kiums  to  feign  ? 
Has  Hgj  uncertain  bosom  ever  strove 
With  the  first  tumults  of  a  real  love? 
Hast  thou  now  dreaded,  and  now  blest  his  swagr» 
By  turns  averse,  and  joyftil  to  obey  ? 
R 
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Thy  Tfigln  Mftnets  hat  thou  e*er  ^w«fl'4 

As  ReaMn  yielded,  and  as  Love  prevaird  ? 

And  wept  the  potent  god's  resistless  dart, 

His  ki^uig  pleasure^  his  ecstatic  smart. 

And  bea\enly  poison  thrilling  through  thy  heart? 

If  so,  with  {ttty  view  my  wretehed  state ; 

At  least  deplore,  and  then  fiarget  my  fate : 

To  aomt  more  happy  knight  reserve  thy  charms. 

By  Fortune  &vQur*d,  and  successful  arms; 

And  only,  as  the  8un*s  revolving  ray 

Brings  b»ck  each  year  this  melancholy  day, 

Fmnit  one  sigh,  and  set  apart  one  tear. 

To  an  abandon*d  exile's  endless  care. 

For  me^  alas !  out-cast  of  human  race. 

Love's  anger  only  waits,  and  dire  disgrace ; 

For,  lo  I  these  bands  in  murther  are  imbrued  ; 

These  trembling  feet  by  Justice  are  pursued : 

Fate  calls  aloud,  and  hastens  me  away ; 

A  shamaAil  death  attendsmy  longer  stay ; 

And  I  this  night  must  fly  from  tlwe  and  love^ 

Condemn'd  in  lonely  woods,  a  banish'd  man,  to  rove. 


What  ifi  our  bliss^  that  changeth  with  the  Moou  ? 
And  day  of  lif<p,  that  d^kens  ere  'tis  noon  ? 
What  is  true  ppssion,  if  unblest  it  dies  ? 
And  where  is  Emma's  joy,  if  Henry  flies  ? 
If  love,  aks !  be  pain ;  the  pain  I  bear 
No  tfuHiffht  can  figure,  and  no  tongue  declare. 
Ne'er  faithiul  woman  felt,  nor  false  one  feign'd. 
Hie  flames  which  long  have  in  my  bosom  reign'd : 
The  god  of  love  himself  inhabits  there. 
With  all  his  TUge,  f  nd  dread,  and  grief,  and  care, 
His  complement  of  stores,  and  total  war. 

O !  cease  then  coldly  to  suspect  my  love ; 
And  let  my  deed  at  least  my  faith  approve. 
Alas !  no  youth  shall  my  endearments  share ; 
Nor  day  noi^  night  shall  interrupt  my  care; 
No  future  story  shall  with  trutli  upbraid 
TTie  cold  indifference  of  the  Nut-brown  Maid ; 
Nor  to  hard  banishment  shall  Henry  run. 
While  careless  Emma  sleeps  on  binls  of  down. 
View  vie  resolv'd,  witere'er  thou  lead'st,  to  go* 
Friend  to  thy  pain,  a^  partner  of  thy  woe  ; 
For  I  attest,  fair  Venus  and  ber  son, 
That  I,  of  aill  mankind,  will  love  but  thee  alone. 


Let  prudence  yet  obstruct  thy  venturous  way ; 
And  take  gowl  heed,  what  men  will  think  and  say ; 
lliat  beauteous  Emma  vagraM  courses  took ; 
Her  father's  house  and  civil  life  forsook ; 
That,  ftiU  of  youthf\il  bk>od,  and  fond  of  man. 
She  to  the  wood-land  with  an  exile  ran. 
Reflect,  that  lessen'd  fame  is  ne'er  regain'd, 
And  virgin  honour,  once,  is  always  stain'd : 
Timely  advis'd,  the  coming  evil  shun  : 
Better  not  do  the  deed,  than  weep  it  done. 
No  penance  can  absolve  our  guilty  fiune ; 
Nor  tears,  that  wash  out  sin,  can  wash  out  shame. 
Tlien  fly  the  sad  eflecia  of  desperate  love, 
And  leave  a  bam'sh'd  man  through  lonely  woods  to 


Let  Emma's  hapless  case  be  fidM^  tcdd 
By  the  rash  youn^  or  the  iU-natur'd  <dd : 
Let  every  tongue  its  various  censures  choose ; 
Absolve  with  coldness,  or  with  spite  accui* : 


Fair  TruU^  at  Mt  her  radiani  bcttms  will  raM ; 

And  Malice  vanqiU&h'd  heightens  Virtue's  praise. 

Let  ih&a  thy  favour  but  indulge  ray  flight ; 

O  !  let  my  presence  make  thy  travels  l^ht; 

And  potent  Venus  shall  exalt  my  name 

Above  the  rumours  of  censorious  Fame ; 

Nor  from  that  busy  demon's  restless  power 

Will  ever  Emma  other  grace  implore, 

Hian  that  this  truth  should  to  the  world  be  known, 

That  I,  of  all  mankind,  have  k>v*d  but  tliee  akmcu 


But  canst  thou  wield  the  sword,  and  bend  the  bqp? 
Witli  active  force  repel  the  sturdy  foe  ? 
When  the  loud  tumult  speaks  the  battle  nigh. 
And  winged  deaths  in  whistling  arrows  fly ; 
Wilt  thou,  though  wounded,  yet  undaunted  stay. 
Perform  thy  part,  and  share  the  dangerous  day  ? 
Then,  as  thy  strength  decays^  thy  heart  will  &1I, 
Thy  h'mbs  all  trembling,  and  thy  cheeks  all  p«)e ; 
"^th  fruitless  sorrow,  Uiou,  inglorious  maid. 
Wilt  weep  thy  safety  by  thy  love  betray'd : 
Then  to  thy  friend,  by  foes  o'er-charg'd,  deny 
Thy  liule  useless  aid,  and  coward  fly : 
Hien  wilt  thou  curse  the  chance  that  made  thee  lore 
A  banish'd  man,  condemn'd  in  lonely  woods  to  rove. 


With  fatal  certainty  Thalestris  knew 
To  send  the  arrow  from  the  twanging  yew  ; 
And,  great  in  arms,  and  foremost  in  the  war, 
Bonduca  brandish'd  high  the  British  .spear. 
Could  tliirst  of  vengeance  and  desire  of  fame 
Excite  the  female  breast  with  martial  flame  ? 
And  shall  not  love's  diviner  power  inspire 
More  hardy  virtue,  and  more  generous  fire  ? 

Near  thee,  mistrust  not,  constant  I'll  abide. 
And  fall,  or  vanquish,  fighting  by  thy  side. 
Though  my  inferior  strength  may  not  allow 
That  I  should  bear  or  draw  the  warrior  bow  ; 
With  ready  hand  I  will  tin?  shaft  supply, 
And  joy  to  see  thy  victor  arrows  fly. 
Touch'd  in  the  battle  by  tlie  hostile  reed, 
Should'st  thou,  (but  Heaven  avert  it !}  shoukl'st 

thou  bleed ; 
To  stop  the  wounds,  my  finest  lawn  I'd  tear. 
Wash  them  with  tears,  and  wipe  them  with  noy  hair ; 
Blest,  when  ray  dangers  and  my  toils  have  sliowo 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  could  love  but  thee  alooe. 


But  canst  thou,  tender  maid,  canst  thou  w 
Afflictive  want,  or  hunger's  pressing  pajn  ? 
Those  limbs,  in  Uwn  and  sofWst  silk  array*4 
From  sun.beams  guarded,  and  of  wind^  aftaidl. 
Can  they  bear  angiy  Jove  ?  can  they  resist 
The  parching  dog-star,  and  the  bleak  nortb-ea^t? 
When,  chiU'd  by  adverse  snows  and  beatins  rmlw 
We  tread  with  weary  steps  the  longsome  pUhi  ; 
When  with  hard  toil  we  seek  our  eveniqg  fiood. 
Berries  and  acorns  from  the  neighbouring  wood  * 
And  find  among  the  clifi%  no  other  house 
But  the  thin  covert  of  some  gather'd  boQgha  - 
ynit  thou  not  then  reluctant  send  thine  eye 
Around  the  dreary  waste,  and,  weepings  tiy 
(Though  then,  alas!  that  trial  be  too  lata) 
To  find  thy  fathers  hospitable  sate, 
And  seats,  where  ease  and  vhJvhnMSjing  s^t*  > 

Digitized  by  CiOOgT^  ^^  ' 


HENRY  AND  EMMA. 


243 


Vute  fMts.  whence  long  excluded,   tbou  must 

mourn : 
That  gate,  for  ever  barr*d  to  thy  return : 
Wilt  thou  not  then  bewail  ilUfated  love,        [rove  ? 
Aad  hate  s  banish'd  man,  condemn*d  m  vrooda  to 


Tbj  fiae  of  fbrtune  did  I  onl j  wed, 
IVom  Its  dccKne  determin'd  to  recede ; 
Did  I  but  purpose  to  embark  with  thee 
On  the  smooth  surfeoe  of  a  summer's  sea ; 
While  gentle  Zephjrrs  phiy  in  prosperous  galea, 
And  Fortune's  &vour  fills  the  swelling  sails ; 
Bat  would  forsake  the  ship,  and  make  the  shore, 
When  the  winds  whistle,  and  the  tempests  roar  ? 
lie,  Heniy,  no :  one  sacred  oath  has  tied 
Out  loves :  one  destiny  our  life  shall  guide ; 
'Sor  wild  nor  deep  our  common  way  mvide. 

When  ftom  the  cave  thou  risest  with  the  day, 
To  beat  the  woods,  and  rouse  the  bounding  prey ; 
The  cave  with  moss  and  branches  I'll  adorn. 
And  cbeerful  sit,  to  watt  my  lord's  return : 
And,  when  tbou  frequent  luring'st  the  smitten  deer, 
(For  seldom,  archers  say,  thy  arrows  err) 
rU  fetch  quick  fuel  finom  the  neighbouring  wood. 
And  strike  the  sparkling  flint,  and  dress  the  food ; 
Widi  homble  duty,  and  ofHcious  haste, 
m  cuU  the  furthest  mead  for  thy  repast; 
IW  choicest  herbs  I  to  thy  board  will  bring, 
Aad  draw  thy  water  from  the  freshest  spring : 
And,  when  at  night  with  weary  toil  qpprcst. 
Soft  shnnbers  thmi  enjoy'st,  and  wholesome  rest, 
Watchful  1*11  ffuard  thee,  and  with  midnight  prayer 
Weary  the  goite  to  keep  thee  in  their  care ; 
And  joyous  ask,  at  mom's  returning  ray. 
If  thou  hsst  health,  and  I  may  bless  the  day. 
My  thnnglrtit  shall  fix,  my  latest  wish  depend. 
On  thee,  guide,  guardian,  kinsman,  father,  friend : 
By  all  diese  sacred  names  be  Henry  known 
To  Emma's  heart ;  and  grateful  let  him  own 
Thatsbe^  of  all  mankind,  could  love  but  him  alone ! 


Vainly  thou  tell'st  me,  what  the  woman's  care 
AaA  Im  the  wiUhieaB  of  the  wood  prepare: 
Than,  era  tiiou  goest,  unhappiest  of  thy  kind^ 
Mast  leatve  the  habit  and  the  sex  behind. 
Ko  Inger  shall  thy  cemely  tresses  break 
hi  ifwiag  nagletB  on  thy  snowy  neck ; 
Or  sit  behind  thy  head,  an  ample  round, 
la  grscafol  fafaids  with  various  ribbon  bound : 
Kaloa^arifadl  the  bodice  aptly  he'd, 
Fraa  ^  iiU  boaom  to  thy  slender  waislv 
That  air  and  hanaooy  of  shape  express^ 
Aw  bjr  degnas^  and  beautifully  less : 
liar  dadl  £y  lower  ganaenta'  artfWl  plait, 
Framlhy  finr  side  dependent  to  thy  feet, 
AfiB  tiMv  chaile  baai<i*w  with  a  modest  pride, 
Aad  duubhi  efiary  charm  they  sedi  to  hide. 
lb*  aiidimAil  plenty  of  thy  shiaing  hair. 
Gap*  aflT  and  loat,  aeaiva  lowev  tfaaa  thy  ear 
ftaB  stao4  ODDOUth :  a  horseman's  coat  shall  hids 
Thytapar  Aapa,  aadcameKaessof  side: 
1W  sbovt  trunk-boat  shall  show  thy  foot  and  knee 
Iiffatitfys»  and  to  coannon  cnre-si^  iree : 
And,  with  a  bolder  stride  and  looser  air, 
JCagfted  with  men,  a  man  thou  must  appear. 

Her  soKtiide,  nor  gentle  peace  of  mind, 
Mimakm  laaid,  shah  thou  in  forasis  ftad : 


'Tb  long  since  Cynthia  and  her  train  were  there, 
Or  guardian  gods  made  innocence  their  care. 
Vagrants  and  outlaws  shall  offend  thy  riew : 
For  such  must  be  my  friends,  a  hideous  crew 
By  adverse  fbrtune  mix'd  in  social  ill, 
Train'd  to  assault,  and  disdplin'd  to  kill ; 
Their  conunon  loves,  a  lewd  abandon'd  pock. 
The  beadle's  lash  still  flagrant  on  their  back: 
By  sloth  corrupted,  by  disorder  fed. 
Made  bold  by  want,  and  prostitute  for  bread : 
With  such  must  Emma  hunt  the  tedious  day, 
Assist  their  violence,  and  divide  their  prey : 
With  such  she  must  return  at  setting  light, 
Though  not  partaker,  vritness  of  their  mght 
Thy  ear,  inur'd  to  charitable  sounds 
And  pitying  love,  must  feel  the  hateful  wounds 
Of  jest  obs^e  and  vulgar  ribaldry. 
The  ill-bred  question,  and  the  lewd  reply ; 
Brought  by  long  habitude  from  bad  to  worse, 
Must  hear  the  frequent  oath,  the  direful  curse^ 
That  latest  weapon  of  the  wretches'  war. 
And  blasphemy,  sad  comrade  of  despair. 

Now,  E^mma,  now  the  last  reflection  make. 
What  thou  would'st  follow,  what  thou  must  fonake: 
By  our  ill-omen'd  stars,  and  adverse  Heaven, 
No  middle  object  to  thy  choice  is  given. 
Or  yield  thy  virtue,  to  attain  thy  love ; 
Or  leave  a  banish  *d  man,  oondcmn'd  in  woods  to 


O  grief  of  heart !  that  our  unhappy  fates 
Force  thee  to  suffer  what  thy  honour  hates: 
Mix  thee  amongst  the  bad ;  or  make  tliee  run 
Too  near  the  paths  which  Virtue  bids  tlice  sliun. 
Yet  with  her  Henry  still  let  Emma  go ; 
With  him  abhor  the  vice,  but  share  the  woe  : 
And  sure  my  little  heart  can  never  err 
Amidst  the  worst,  if  Henry  still  be  there. 

Our  outward  act  is  prompted  from  within ; 
And  from  the  sinner's  mind  proceeds  the  sin : 
By  her  own  choice  ftee  Virtue  is  approv'd ; 
Nor  by  the  force  of  outward  clyjects  mov'd. 
Who  has  assay'd  no  danger,  gains  no  praise. 
In  a  small  isle,  amidst  the  wildest  seas. 
Triumphant  Constancy  has  flx'd  her  seat : 
In  vain  the  Syrens  sing,  the  tempests  beat : 
Their  flattery'she  rejects,  nor  fears  their  threat. 

For  thee  alone  these  little  charms  I  drest : 
Condemn'd  them,  orabsolv'd  them  by  thy  test 
In  comely  flgure  rang'd  my  jewels  shone. 
Or  negligenUy  plac'd  for  thee  alone : 
Fbr  thee  again  they  shall  be  laid  aside ; 
The  woman,  Henry,  shall  put  off*  her  pride 
For  thee :  my  clothes,  my  sex,  exchang'd  for  tli^ 
I'll  mingle  with  the  people's  wretched  lee : 
O  line  extreme  of  human  infamy ! 
Wanting  the  sdssars,  with  these  hands  111  tear 
(If  that  obstructs  my  flight)  this  load  of  hair. 
Black  soot,  or  ydlow  i^dnut,  shall  disgrace 
This  little  red  and  white  of  Emma's  face. 
These  ludls  with  scratches  shall  deform  my  breast^ 
Lest  by  my  look  or  colour  be  express'd 
Tlie  naark  of  aug^t  high-born,  or  ever  better  dresa'd. 
Yet  in  this  commerce,  under  this  disguise. 
Let  me  be  grateful  still  to  Henry's  eyes ; 
Lost  to  the  woiid,  let  me  to  him  be  known : 
My  fate  I  can  absolve,  if  he  shall  own 
That,  leaving  all  mankind,  I  love  but  him  alone. 
R  2        ^ 
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O  wildest  thoughts  of  an  abandon'd  mind ! 
Name,  habit,  parents,  woman,  left  bdiind, 
£T*n  honour  dubious,  thou  preferr'st  to  go 
Wild  to  the  woods  with  me :  said  Emma  so  ? 
Or  did  I  dream  what  Emma  never  said? 
O  guilty  errour !  and  O  wretched  maid ! 
Whose  roving  fancy  would  resolve  the  same 
With  him,  who  neit  should  ten^pt  her  eaify  fiune ; 
And  blow  with  empty  words  the  susceptible  flame. 
Now  why  should  doubtful  tenns  thy  mind  .perplex? 
Confess  thy  ftaflty,  and  avow  the  sex : 
No  longer  loose  desire  for  constant  love      [to  rove. 
Mistake:  but  say,  *tis  man  with  whom  thou  long'st 


Are  {here  not  poisons,  racks,  and  flames,  and 
swords, 
Hiat  Emma  thus  must  die  by  Henry*s  words  ? 
Yet  what  could  swords  or  poison,  racks  or  flame. 
But  mangle  and  disjoint  this  brittle  frame !  ^fiune. 
More  &tal  Henry's  words ;  they  murdei  Emma's 

And  fidl  these  sayings  from  that  gentle  tongue, 
Where  civil  speech  and  soft  persuasion  huzig ; 
Whose  artful  sweetness  and  harmonious  strain, 
Courtinff  my  grace,  yet  courting  it  in  vain, 
Call'd  sighs,  and  tears,  and  wishes,  to  its  aid ; 
And,  whilst  it  Henry's  glowing  flame  convey'd, 
49till  blam'dthe  coldness  of  the  Nut-brown  Maid? 

Let  envious  Jealousy  and  canker'd  &|pite 
Pftxluce  my  actions  to  severest  light. 
And  tax  my  open  day,  or  secret  night 
Did  e'er  my  tongue  speak  my  unguarded  heart 
Tht  least  inclia'd  to  play  the  wanton's  part? 
Did  e'er  my  eye  one  inward  thought  reveal. 
Which  angels  might  not  hear,  and  virgins  tell  ? 
And  hast  thou,  Henry,  in  my  conduct  known 
One  fault,  but  that  wUch  I  must  never  own, 
That  1,  of  all  mankiik^  have  lov'd  but  thee  alone? 


Vainly  thou  talk'st  of  loving  me  alone : 
Each  man  is  man ;  and  all  our  sex  is  one. 
False  are  our  words,  and  fickle  is  our  mind^ 
Nor  in  Love's  ritual  can  we  ever  find 
Vows  made  to  last,  or  promises  to  bind. 

By  Niture  prompted,  and  for  empire  made, 
AJflte  by  strength  or  cunning  we  invade : 
When,  arm'd  with  rage,  we  march  against  the  foe. 
We  lift  the  battle-axe,  uid  draw  the  bow : 
When,  fir''d  with  passion,  we  attack  the  fair. 
Delusive  sighs  and  brittle  vows  we  bear; 
Our  fidsehood  and  our  arms  have  equal  use^ 
As  they  our  conquest  or  delight  proiduce. 
Tbe  foolish  heart  thou  gav'st,  again  receive 
Hie  only  boon  departing  love  can  give. 
To  be  las  wretched,  be  no  longer  true; 
What  strives  to  fly  thee,  why  should'stthou  pursue  ? 
Forget  the  present  flame,  indulge  a  new ; 
Single  the  loveliest  of  the  amorous  youth : 
Ask  for  his  vow ;  but  hope  not  for  his  truth. 
The  next  man  (and  the  next  thou  shalt  believe) 
Will  pawn  his  gods,  intending  to  deceive ; 
Will  kneel,  implore,  persist,  o'ercome,  and  leave. 
Hence  let  thy  Cupid  aim  his  arrows  riofat ; 
Be  wise  and  ftJse,  shun  trouble  sodi  dali^: 
Change  thou  the  first,  nor  wait  thy  knrer's  flight 


Why  ihould'st  thou  weep  ?  let  Nature  judge  our 
case; 
I  saw  thee  young  and  fair ;  pursued  the  chase 
Of  Youth  and  &auty :   I  another  saw 
Fairer  and  younger :  yielding  to  the  law 
Of  our  all-ruling  mother,  I  pursued 
More  youth,  more  beauty :  blest  vicissitude ! 
My  active  heart  still  keeps  its  pristine  flame ; 
The  object  alter'd,  the  desire  the  same. 

This  younger,  fiurer,  pleads  her  ri^itfiil  channa  ; 
With  present  power  compels  me  to  her  anns. 
And  much  I  fear,  from  my  subjected  mind, 
(If  Beauty's  force  to  constant  love  can  bind,) 
That  years  may  roll,  ere  in  her  turn  the  maid 
Shall  weep  the  fury  of  my  love  decay'd ; 
And  weeping  follow  me,  as  thou  dost  now. 
With  idle  clamours  of  a  broken  vow. 

Nor  can  the  wildness  of  thy  vdslies  err 
So  wide,  to  hope  that  thou  may'st  live  with  lier. 
Love,  weH  thou  koow'st,  no  partnership  allows : 
Cupid  averse  rejects  divided  ¥0ws : 
Then,  firom  thy  foolish  heart,  vaift  maid,  remove 
An  useless  sorrow,  and  an  ill-starr'd  love ; 
And  leave  me,  with  the  fair,  at  large  in  woods  t* 
•rove. 


Are  we  in  life  through  one  great  errour  led  ? 
Is  each  man  peijur'd,  and  each  nymph  betrayed  ? 
Of  the  superior  sex  art  thou  the  worst  ? 
Am  I  of  mine  the  most  completely  cunt? 
Yet  let  me  go  with  thee ;  and  going  prove, 
Fh>ra  what  I  will  endure,  how  mura  I  love. 

This  potent  beauty,  dus  triumphant  fiur, 
This  happy  otject  of  our  different  care. 
Her  let  me  f6Uow ;  her  let  me  attend 
A  servant  (she  may  scorn  the  name  of  fKend). 
What  she  demands,  incessant  I'll  prepare : 
I'll  weave  her  garlands ;  and  I'll  plait  her  hair : 
My  busy  diligence  shall  deck  her  board, 
(For  there  at  least  I  may  approach  my  lord,) 
And,  when  her  Heniy's  sof^  hours  advise 
His  servant's  absence,  with  dejected  eyes 
Far  I'll  recede,  and  sighs  forbid  to  rise. 

Yet,  when  increasing  grief  brings  slow  t 
And  ebbing  life,  on  terms  severe  as  these^ 
Will  have  its  little  lamp  no  longer  fed; 
When  Heniy's  mistress  shows lum  Enuna  dead; 
Rescue  my  poor  remains  from  vile  neglect. 
With  virgin  honours  let  my  hearse  be  deckt. 
And  decent  emblem ;  and  at  least  persuade 
TUs  happy  nyniph,  that  Emma  may  be  laid  • 
Where  thou,  dear  author  of  my  deadi,  where  site* 
M^th  frequent  eye  my  sepuldve  may  see. 
The  nymph  amidst  her  joys  may  haply  bresHfae 
One  pious  sigh,  reflecting  on  my  death. 
And  the  sad  fate  which  she  may  one  day  prove^ 
¥^  hopes  firom  Henry's  vows  eternal  love. 
And  tiiou  forsworn,  thou  cruel,  as  thou  art. 
If  Bmina's  image  ever  touch'd  thy  heart ;      '  [tmmt 
Thou  sure  must  give  one  thought,  and  drop  one 
To  her,  whom  love  abandoned  to  despair ; 
To  her,  who,  dying,  on  the  wounded  stone 
Bid  it  in  lasting  characters  be  known. 
That,  of  mankind,  she  lov'd  but  thee  alone. 


Hear,  solemn  Jove ;  and  conscious  Venua, 
And  tbou,  bright  ^^U^^f^  I  , 
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Ko  timi^  no  chuifc^  no  Aiture  flamc^  shall  novo 
TV  welUp]ac*d  basis  of  my  lasting  love. 
0  powerful  lirtue !  O  Tictorious  fair ! 
At  kast,  eicuse  a  trial  too  severe : 
Baoeive  the  triumph,  and  forget  the  war. 

No  banish*d  man,  condemn  *d  in  woods  to  rove. 
Entreats  thy  pardon,  and  implores  thy  love : 
Ko  perjur'd  knight  desires  to  quit  thy  arms, 
Fairest  collection  of  thy  sez*s  charms. 
Crown  of  my  love,  and  honour  of  my  youth  ! 
Henry,  thy  Henry,  with  eternal  truth,. 
As  thou  may*st  wuh,  shall  all  his  lifc  employ. 
And  found  his  glory  in  his  £roma*s  joy. 

In  me  behold  the  potent  Edgar's  heir, 
lUostrious  eari :  him  terrible  in  war 
Let  Loyre  ccmfess,  for  she  has  fdt  his  sword,. 
And  trembling  fled  before  the  British  lord. 
Hhn  great  hi  peace  and  wealth  fair  Deva  knows ; 
For  she  amidst  his  spacious  meadows  flows ; 
ladtnes  facr  urn  upon  his  flitten'd  lands ; 
And  sees  hb  numerous  herds  imprint  her  sands. 

And  thou,   my  fair,  my  dove,  shalt  raise  thy 
thought 
To  greatness  neit  to  empire :  shalt  be  brought 
With  solemn  pomp  to  my  paternal  seat ; 
Where  peace  and  plenty  on  thy  word  shall  wait. 
Masic  and  song  shall  wake  the  maxriage-day : 
And,  whilst  the  priests  accuse  the  bride's  delays,. 
Myrtles  and  roses  shall  obstruct  her  way. 
Friendship  shall  still  thy  evening  fbasts  adbm ; 
And  blooming  Peace  shall  ever  bless  thy  mom. 
Succeeding  years  tlieir  happy  race  sliall  run, 
And  Age,  unheeded,  by  delisht  come  on : 
While  yet  superior  Love  shall  mock  his  power : 
And  when  old  Tfane  shall  turn  the  fated  hour, 
Whidi  only  can  our  well-tied  knot  unfold, 
What  rests  of  both,  one  sepulchre  shall  hold. 

Hence  then  for  ever  from  my  Emma's  breast, 
(lliet  heaven  of  sofbiess,  and  that  seat  of  rest,) 
xe  doidits  and  fears,  and  all  that  know  to  move 
Tonneiiting  grief,  and  all  that  trouble  love, 
ScaOcr'd  by  winds  recede,  and  wild  in  forests  rove. 


O  day,  die  fidrest  sure  that  ever  rose  f 
IMid  and  end  of  anxious  Emma's  woes  T 
Sre  of  her  joy,  and  source  of  her  delight ; 
O!  winged  widi  pleasure,  take  thy  happy  flight,. 
And  give  cnch  future  mom  a  tincture  of  thy  white. 
Yet  tell  thy  votary,  potent  queen  of  love^ 
Hwry,  my  Henry,  will  he  never  rove  ? 
Wai  he  be  ever  kuid,  and  just,  and  good? 
And  is  there  yet  no  mistress  in  the  wood  ? 
Hone,  none  there  is;  the  thought  was  rash  and  vain; 
A  Uam  idea,  and  a  fancy'd  pain. 
Doobi  shall  lor  ever  quit  my  strengthen'd  heart. 
And  —lions  jealonsy's  corroding  smart; 
Nor  odser  inmate  shall  mhabit  ttore, 
Bm  aoA  Bcliei^  young  Joy,  and  pleasmg  Care. 

Heace  let  the  tides  of  plenty  ebb  and  flow, 
And  Fortune's  various  gale  unheeded  blow. 
If  at  nay  flaet  the  suppliant  goddess  stands, 
And  iiseds  her  treasure  with  unweary'd  hsnds  i 
Her  present  fiivoor  caudous  I'll  embrace 
And  not  unthankful  use  the  proffer'd  grace  i 
tf  she  radaims  the  temporary  boon, 
tmd  cries  her  pinions,  fluttering  to  be  gone ; 
!  of  mind,  1*11  obviate  ho*  intent, 

n*d  return  the  goods  she  lent 


Nor  hqipinass  can  I,  nor  ndsery  flwl, 
F^nom  anv  tum  of  her  fantastic  wheel : 
Friendship's  great  laws,  and  Love's  superior  powers. 
Must  marie  the  colour  of  my  future  hours. 
F^nom  the  events  which  thy  commands  areata 
I  must  my  blessings  or  my  sorrows  date; 
And  Henry's  will  must  dictate  Emma's  fate. 

Yet,  while  with  close  delight  and  inward  pride 
( Whidi  from  the  world  my  careliil  soul  shall  hide) 
I  see  thee,  lord  and  end  of  my  desire. 
Exalted  high  as  virtue  can  require ; 
With  power  invested,  and  with  pleasure  cheer'd ; 
Sought  by  the  good,  by  the  oppressor  fear'd ; 
Loaded  and  blest  with  all  the  affluent  store, 
Wliich  human  vows  at  smoking  shrines  implore ; 
Grsteful  and  humble  grant  me  to  employ 
My  life  subservient  only  to  thy  joy ; 
And  at  my  death  to  bless  thy  kmdness  shown 
To  her,  who  of  mankind  could  love  but  thee  alone. 

Wmu  thus  the  constant  pair  alternate  said. 
Joyful  above  diem  and  around  them  play'd 
Angels  and  qxntive  Loves,  a  numerous  crowd ; 
Smiling  they  clapt  their  vrings,  and  low  they  bow'd : 
They  tumbled  all  tbdr  little  quivers  o'er, 
To  choose  propitious  shafts,  a  predous  store ; 
That,  when  their  god  should  take  his  future  darts, 
To  strike  (however  rarely)  constant  hearts, 
His  happy  skill  might  proper  arms- employ, 
All  tipt  with  pleasure,  and  all  wiiig*d  with  joy : 
And  those,  they  vow'd,  whose  lives  should  imitate 
These  lovers'  constancy,  should  share  their  fate. 

The  queen  of  beauty  stopt  her  bridled  doves ; 
Approval  the  little  labour  of  the  Loves ; 
Was  proud  and  pleas'd  the  mutual  vow  to  *'ear ; 
And  to  the  triumph  call'd  the  god  of  war : 
Soon  as  she  calls,  the  god  is  always  near. 

«  Now,  Man,"  she  said,  «  let  Fame  exalt  her 
voice: 
Nor  let  thy  conquests  only  be  her  choice : 
But,  when  she  sings  great  Edward  from  the  field 
Retum'd,  the  hostile  spear  and  captive  shield 
In  Concord's  temple  hung,  and  Gallia  taught  to 

yield; 
And  when  as  pradtot  Saturn  shall  complete 
The  years  design'd  to  perfect  Britain's  state, 
Hie  swift.vring*d  power  shall  take  her  trump  agaii^ 
To  sing  her  favourite  Anna'iB  wondrous  reign ; 
To  recollect  unweary'd  Marlborough's  toils. 
Old  Rulbs'  hall  unequal  to  his  spoils ; 
The  British  soldier  fh>m  his  high  command 
Glorious,  and  Gaul  thrice  vanquish'd  by  his  hand : 
Let  her,  at  least,  perform  what  I  desire ; 
With  second  breath  the  vocal  brass  inspire ; 
And  tell  the  nations,  in  no  vulgar  strain. 
What  wars  I  manage^  and  what  virreaths  I  gain. 
And,  wheif  thy  tumults,  and  thy  fights  are  past ; 
And  when  thy  laurels  at  my  feet  are  cast ; 
Faithful  mayst  thou,  like  British  Henry,  prove : 
And,  Emma-like,  let  me  return  thy  love. 

**  Renown'd  for  truth,  let  all  thy  sons  appear ; 
And  constant  beauty  shall  reward  their  care." 

Mars  smil'd,  and  bow'd :  the  Cyprian  deity 
Tum'd  to  the  glorious  ruler  of  the  sky ; 
*'  And  thou,"  she  smiling  said,  **  great  god  of  days 
And  verse,  behold  my  drad,  and  sing  my  praise; 
As  on  the  British  earth,  my  favourite  isle, 
Thy  gentle  rays  and  kindest  influence  smile. 
Through  all  her  laughing  fields  and  verdant  gfoves. 
Proclaim  with  joy  these  memorable  loves. 
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From  every  annuml  cOune  let  one  great  day 

To  celet»niied  sports  and  floral  play 

Be  set  aside ;  and,  in  the  softest  lays 

Of  thy  poetic  ions,  be  solemn  praise 

And  ererlasdng  marks  of  honour  paid 

To  the  true  lorer,  and  the  Nut-brown  Maid/* 


Canto.I. 


ALMA: 

OE, 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  THE  MIND. 

IK  THREE   CAMTOS. 

Incert  ap.  StobcDumi 
Cakto  I. 

MAnmEW  *  met  Richard  f ,  when  or  where 
From  story  is  not  mighty  dear : 
Of  many  knotty  points  they  spoke. 
And  pro  and  con  by  turns  they  took. 
Rati  half  the  manuscript  have  eat  : 
Dire  hunger !  whicli  we  still  regret 
O !  may  they  ne'er  again  digest 
The  horrours  of  so  sad  a  feast ! 
Yet  less  our  grief,  if  what  remains, 
Dear  Jacob  f ,  by  thy  care  and  pains 
Shall  be  to  fiiturc  times  convey'd. 
It  thus  begins : 

Here  Mattliew  said, 

«  Alma  in  yerse,  in  prose  the  Mind, 

By  Aristotle's  pen  dcfin*d, 

Throughout  the  body,  squat  or  tall. 

Is,  bond  jute,  all  in  all. 

And  yet,  slap-dash,  is  all  again 

In  every  sinew,  nerve,  and  vein : 

Runs  here  and  there,  like  Hamlet's  ghost ; 

While  every  where  she  rules  the  roast. 

**  TtuB  syttenh  Richard,  we  are  told, 
"nie  men  df  Oxford  firmly  hold. 
The  Cambridge  wits,  you  know,  deny 
With  ipie  duit  to  comply. 
They  say,  (for  in  good  truth  th^  speak 
With  small  respect  of  that  old  Greek,) 
Tluit,  putting  all  his  words  together, 
'Tis  three  blue  beans  in  one  blue  bladder. 

**  Alma,  they  strenuously  maintain. 
Sits  cock-horse  on  her  tlm>ne,  the  brain ; 
And  from  that  seat  of  thought  dispenses 
Her  sovereign  pleasure  to  the  senses. 
Two  optic  nerves,  they  say,  she  tics, 
Like  spectacles,  across  the  eyes ; 
By  whidi  the  spirits  bring  her  word, 
'     Whene'er  the  balls  are  fix'd  or  stirr'd, 
How  quick  at  park  and  play  they  strike ; 
The  duke  they  court;  the  toast  they  like  ; 
And  at  St.  James's  turn  their  grace 
From  former  friends,  now  out  of  place. 

**  Without  these  aids,  to  be  more  serious, 
Her  power,  they  hold,  had  been  precarious : 

«  Himftclf.        f  Mr.  Shelton.        |  Tonson. 


The  eyes  might  have  conspil-'d  her  ruin, 
And  she  not  known  what  they  w«re  doing. 
Foolish  it  had  been,  and  unkind. 
That  they  should  see,  and  she  be  blind. 

<<  Wise  Nature  likewise,  they  suppose. 
Has  drawn  two  conduits  down  our  nose : 
Could  Alma  else  with  judgment  tdl 
When  cabbage  stinks,  or  ro$ei  smell? 
Or  who  would  ask  for  her  opinion 
Between  an  oyster  and  an  onion  f 
For  from  most  bodies,  Dick,  you  know. 
Some  little  bits  ask  leave  to  flow ; 
And,  as  through  these  canals  they  roll| 
Bring  up  a  sample  of  the  whole ; 
Like  footmen  running  befrte  coaches^ 
To  tell  the  inn  what  lord  approaches. 

"  By  nerves  about  our  palate  plac'd. 
She  likewise  judges  of  the  tnste. 
Else  (dismal  thought!)  our  wariike  men 
Might  drink  thick  ;wr/  for  fine  champagne  i 
And  our  iU-judging  wives  and  daughters 
Mistake  smidl-beer  for  citrtm-waters. 

*<  Hence,  too,  that  she  might  better  hear 
She  sets  s  drum  at  either  car : 
And,  loud  or  gentle,  harsh  or  sweet. 
Are  but  th'  aUxrwns  which  they  beat. 

<<  Last,  to  eiyoy  her  sense  of  feeling, 
(A  thing  she  mudi  delights  to  deal  in,) 
A  thousand  little  nerves  she  sends 
Quite  to  our  toes  and  fingers*  ends ; 
And  these,  in  gratitude,  again 
Return  their  spirits  to  the  brain ; 
In  which  their  figure  beins  printed, 
(As  just  before,  I  think,  fliinted,) 
Ahna,  inforra'd,  can  try  the  case. 
As  she  had  been  upon  the  place. 

<*  Hius,  while  the  judge  gives  different  joumics 
To  country  council  and  attomics, 
He  on  the  bendi  in  quiet  sits, 
Deciding,  as  they  bring  the  writs. 
The  pope  thus  i^ys  and  sleeps  at  Rome^ 
And  very  seldom  stirs  from  home : 
Yet,  sending  forth  his  holy  spies, 
And  having  heard  what  they  advise. 
He  rules  the  church's  blest  dominions. 
And  sets  men's  faith  by  his  optnioos. 

"  The  scholars  of  the  Stagyrite, 
Who  for  the  old  opinion  fight. 
Would  make  their  modem  friends  confess 
Hie  difference  but  from  more  to  less. 
Hie  Mind,  say  they,  while  you  sustain 
To  hold  her  station  in  the  brain; 
You  grant,  at  least,  she  is  extended : 
Ergo  the  whole  di^mte  is  ended. 
For,  till  to-morrow  should  you  plead. 
From  form  and  structure  to  the  head. 
The  Mind  as  visibly  is  seen 
Extended  through  the  whole  machine. 
Why  should  all  honour  then  be  ta'en 
From  lower  parts  to  load  the  brain. 
When  other  limbs,  we  plainly  see. 
Each  in  liis  way  as  brisk  as  he  ? 
For  music,  grant  the  head  receive  it. 
It  is  tlie  artist's  hand  that  gave  it ; 
And,  though  the  skull  may  wear  the  laurd, 
The  soldier's  arm  sustains  the  quarrcL 
Besides,  the  nostrils^  ears,  and  eyes, 
Are  not  his  parts,  but  his  allies ; 
Ev'n  what  you  hear  the  tongue  proclaim 
Comes  ab  ori^nc  from  them. 
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What  could  the  head  perform  alot^e, 
If  all  their  friendly  aids  were  gone? 
A  foolish  figure  he  must  make  ; 
Do  nothing  else  but  sleep  and  ake. 

**  Nor  matters  it,  that  you  can  show 
How  to  the  head  the  spints  go } 
Those  spirits  started  frotn  some  goal, 
Before  they  through  the  veins  could  roll. 
Now,  we  should  hcdd  them  mudi  to  blame, 
If  they  went  back,  before  they  came. 

**  If,  Aerefore,  as  we  must  suppose, 
llKy  came  from  fingers,  and  firom  toes ; 
Or  teeth,  or  fingers,  in  this  case, 
Of  Num-^kuWi  self  should  take  the  phice : 
Dispoting  fair,  you  grant  thus  much, 
That  all  sensation  is  but  touch. 
Dip  but  your  toes  into  cold  water, 
Their  corre^x>ndent  teeth  will  chatter : 
And,  strike  the  bottom  of  your  feet, 
You  set  your  head  Into  a  heat 
The  bully  beat,  and  liappy  lover, 
Confess  that  feeh'ng  lies  ill  over. 

"  Note  here,  Lucretius  dares  to  teach 
(As  all  our  youth  may  leiuti  from  Creech) 
That  eyes  were  made,  but  could  not  view, 
Nor  hands  emblace,  nor  feet  pursue : 
But  heedless  Nature  did  produce 
Hk  members  first,  and  then  the  use. 
What  each  must  act  was  yet  unknown, 
TQl  all  is  mov'd  by  Chtoce  alone. 

*<  A  man  first  builds  a  country-seat, 
Then  finds  the  Walk  not  good  to  eat. 
Another  plants,  and  wondering  sees 
Nor  books  nor  medals  on  his  trees. 
Tet  poet  and  philosopher 
Was  he,  who  dnrst  such  whims  aver. 
Blest,  for  his  sake,  be  human  reason. 
That  came  at  all,  though  late  in  season. 
But  no  man,  nire,  e'er  left  his  house. 

And  saddled' Ball,  with  thoughts  so  wild. 
To  bring  a  nddwife  to  his  spouse, 

Befbve  he  knew  die  vras  with  child. 
And  no  man  ever  reapt  his  com, 

OrfVom  the  oven  drew  his  bread, 
Eie  hinds  and  bakers  yet  were  bom. 

That  taught  than  both -to  sow  and  knead. 
Befine  tfiey're  ask'd,  can  maids  refbse  ? 
Can"—  «  IVay,"  says  Dick, «  hold  in  your  Muse. 
While  you  Ffiidaric  truths  rehearse, 
8be  hobbles  in  aitemate  verse."  — 
•*  Verae,"  Mat  reply'd;  f*  is  that  my  care?"— 
**  Go  on,'*  quoth  Richard,  «  soft  and  fidr." 

"  This  looks,  friend  Dick,  as  Nature  had 
Bat  cierds*d  the  jofesirum's  trade ; 
As  if  she  h^ily  had  mt  down. 
And  cut  out  docbes  for  all  th6  town ; 
TiKn  sent  them  out  to  Mouihotttti-strcct, 
To  tiy  what  perMXis  they  would  fit 
Bat  every  free  and  Hoens'd  taylor 
Would  in  tfaia  thetiM  find  a  fitalure. 
Should  wfaima  Hke  these  his  head  perplex. 
How  could  be  #ofk  Ibr  ehher  se<? 
Hit  ciothw^  aa  atooB  nugfat  prevail, 
Ifigfat  fit  a  pjsmhe,  or  a  whale. 
Bo,  BO:  he  views  with  studious  pleasure  ' 
Year  Aape,  beftre  be  takes  your  measure. 
Porical  Kate  be  made  the  bodice, 
Aa4  not  ibr  an  uiorf  goddess. 
Kserrour  near  hb  shop-bbard  lurk'd ; 

He  knew  the  Mks  Ibr  whom  he  work*d : 


Still  to  thfeh-  size  he  aiitiM  his  skill : 
Else,  pr'ythee,  who  would  pay  his  bill  ? 

«  Next,  Dick,  if  Chatice  herself  ^ouM  vary. 
Observe,  how  matten  would  miscarry : 
Across  your  eyes,  friend,  phu»  fotit  shoes ; 
Your  spectacles  iipon  your  toes : 
Then  you  and  Memmius  shall  ikgrte 
How  nicely  men  would  vralk,  or  see. 

*<  But  Wisdom,  peevish  and  cross-ghun'd, 
Must  be  oppos*d,  to  be  sustain'd ; 
And  still  your  knowledge  will  Imannbe, 
As  you  miake  other  people's  less. 
In  arms  and  science  'tis  the  same ; 
Our  rival's  hurts  create  our  fame. 
At  Faubert's,  if  disputes  arise 
Among  the  champions  for  the  prise, 
To  prove  who  gave  the  fairer  butt, 
John  shows  the  chalk  on  Robert's  coat 
So,  for  the  honour  of  your  book. 
It  tells  where  other  folks  mistook  : 
And,  as  dieir  notions  you  confound. 
Those  you  invent  get  farther  ground. 

**  The  conmientators  on  old  Ari- 
stotle ('tis  urg'd)  in  judgment  vary  : 
Hiey  to  their  own  conceits  have  brought 
The  image  of  his  general  thought ; 
Just  as  the  melancholic  eye 
Sees  fleets  and  armies  in  the  sky ; 
And  to  tiie  poor  apprentice  ear 
The  bells  sound,  *  Whittington,  loid-mayor.' 
The  conjuror  thus  explains  his  scheme ; 
Tims  spirits  walk,  and  prophets  dream ; 
North  Britons  thus  have  tecowUsi^t  / 
And  Germans,  free  finom  gun-shot,  fight 

«  Tlieodoret  and  Origen^ 
And  fifty  other  learned  men, 
Attest,  thatj  if  their  comments  find 
Hie  baoes  of  their  tnast^'s  mind, 
Alma,  can  ne'er  decay  nor  die : 
This  flatly  t'  other  sect  deny } 
Simplidus,  Iheophrast,  Durand, 
Great  names,  but  hard  iii  verse  to  stimd. 
They  wonder  men  should  have  nU&took 
The  ten^tf  of  tbnr  master's  book, 
And  hold,  that  Ahna  yields  her  breatf^ 
O'ercome  by  age,  and  seiz'd  by  death. 
Now  which  were  wire?  and  which  were  foob? 
Poor  Ahna  sits  between  tvro  stogb : 
The  more  she  reads,  the  more  perplext ; 
The  comment  ruiinBg  the  text : 
Now  fears,  now  hopes,  her  doubtful  fkte : 
Bu^  Richard,  let  her  look  to  that— 
MliUst  we  our  own  affiurs  pursue. 

«  These  difibrent  lystenu,  old  or  newj 
A  man  vrithhalf  an  eyemay  sae^ 
Were  only  form'd  to  disagree. 
Now,  to  bring  things  to  &x  conclusion, 
And  save  rnvwh  ChrisCaan  ink's  efluaioii, 
Let  me  propose  an  healing  acftem^ , 
And  sail  idong  the  middle  stream ; 
For,  Dick,  if  we  could  fecondle 

Old  Aristotle  vritfa  Gassendus, 
How  many  would  admire  our  toil  \ 

And  yet  how  few  #ould  comprehend  us  I 

«  Here^  Richard,  let  my  acheme  < 
Oh !  may  my  words  be  lost  in  sense ! 
While  pleas'd  Thalia  deigns  to  write 
The  slips  and  bounds  of  Alma's  flight 

<*  My  single  tjfsUm  shall  suppose 
That  Alma  enters  at  the  toes ; 
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HMt  liwn  ilie  moantt  by  Inst  digrtct 
Up  to  the  ■iiclc%  leg%  and  kneet ; 
Neit,  as  the  up  of  life  does  rise. 
She  lends  her  Tigour  to  the  thigbs; 
And  all  these  under-regioos  past. 
She  nestles  somewhere  near  the  waist ; 
Gives  pain  or  pleasure,  grief  or  laughter. 
As  we  shall  show  at  larae  hereafter. 
Hatme,  if  not  improT'd  by  time, 
Up  to  the  heart  she  lores  to  climb ; 
From  tfaanoe,  oompeird  by  craft  and  age. 
She  makes  the  head  her  latest  stage. 

**  From  the  ieet  upward  to  the  head'*— 
«*  PWiy  and  short,**  says  Dick,  "  proceed.*' 
•*  DidL,  this  is  not  an  idle  notion  : 
Observe  the  progress  of  the  motion. 
First,  I  demonstratively  prove, 
HiA  feet  were  only  miKie  to  move ; 
And  legs  desire  to  come  and  go. 
For  th^  have  nothing  else  to  do. 

"  Hence,  long  before  the  child  can  crawl, 
He  leariis  to  kick,  and  wince,  and  sprawl: 
To  hinder  which,  your  midwife  knows 
To  bind  those  parts  extremely  close ; 
Lest  Alma,  newly  enter'd  in. 
And  stunn*d  at  her  own  christening's  din, 
Feaiftil  of  future  grief  and  pain. 
Should  silently  sneak  out  again. 
Full  piteous  seems  young  Alma's  case ; 
As  in  a  luckless  gainester's  place* 
She  would  not  pky,  yet  must  not  pass. 

"  Again ;  as  she  grows  something  stronger. 
And  ma8ter*8  feet  are  swath'd  no  longer. 
If  in  the  night  too  oft  he  kicks, 
Or  shows  hu  loco-molioe  tricks ; 
These  firrt  assaults  (at  Kate  repays  him  ; 
When  half  asleep,  she  overlays  him. 

**  Now  mark,  dear  Richard,  from  the  age 
That  children  tread  this  worldly  stage. 
Broom-staff  or  poker  they  besJide, 
And  round  the  pariour  love  to  ride; 
Till  tfaouffhtful  Other's  pious  care 
Fhnrides  his  brood,  next  Smithfield  Fair, 
With  suppledkental  hobby-horses : 
And  happy  be  their  infiuit  counes ! 

**  H<nee  for  some  years  thcr  ne*er  stand  still : 
Their  legs,  you  see,  direct  their  will ; 
Fhim  opening  mom  till  seeing  sun. 
Around  the  fields  and  woods  they  run ; 
Thtj  fiisk,  and  dance^  and  leap,  and  play. 
Nor  heed  what  Fr&nd  or  Snape  can  say. 

"  To  her  next  stage  as  Alma  flies. 
And  likes,  as  I  have  said,  the  thighs. 
With  ^fn^HUketk  power  she  warms 
Their  good  allies  and  friends,  the  arms ; 
While  Betty  dances  on  the  green. 
And  Susan  Is  at  stool4Mll  seen ; 
WhUe  John  for  nine-pins  does  declan^ 
And  Roger  loves  to  pitch  the  bar: 
Both  legs  and  arms  spontaneous  move ; 
Which  was  the  thing  I  meant  to  prove. 

*'  Another  motion  now  die  makes: 
O,  need  I  name  the  seat  she  takes? 
His  thought  quite  chang'd  the  stripling  finds ; 
Hie  sport  and  race  no  more  he  minds; 
Neglected  Tnj  and  pointer  lie. 
And  covies  unmolested  fiy. 
Sudden  the  jocund  plain  he  leaves. 
And  for  the  nympli  in  secret  grieves. 


In  dying  accents  he  coraphdna 
Of  cruel  fires,  and  raging  pains. 
Tlie  nymph  too  longs  to  b6  alone. 
Leaves  all  the  Swains,  and  sighs  for  one. 
Hie  nymph  is  warm*d  with  young  desire. 
And  feels,  and  dies  to  quench  his  fire. 
Ther  meet  each  evening  in  the  grove ; 
Thar  parley  but  augments  their  love : 
So  to  the  priest  their  case  they  tell : 
He  ties  the  knot;  and  all  goes  well. 

<'  But,  O  my  Muse,  just  distance  keep ; 
Hmni  art  a  maid,  and  must  not  peep. 
In  nine  months  time,  the  bodice  loose. 
And  petticoats  too  short,  disclose 
Hiat  at  this  age  the  active  mind 
About  the  waist  lies  most  confin*d  , 
And  that  young  life  and  quickening  sense 
Spring  from  his  influence  darted  thence. 
So  from  the  middle  of  the  world 
The  Sun's  prolific  rays  are  hurl'd : 
'Tis  from  that  seat  he  darts  those  beams, 
Which  quicken  Earth  with  genial  flames." 

DidL,  who  thus  long  had  passive  sat. 
Here  strok*d  his  chin,  and  cock'd  his  bat ; 
Then  sUpp'd  his  hand  upon  the  board. 
And  thus  the  youth  put  in  his  word. 
**  Love's  advocates,  sweet  sir,  would  find  him 
A  higher  place  than  you  assign'd  him." 

**  Love's  advocates !  Dick,  who  are  thoee  ?"- 
"  Hie  poets,  you  may  well  suppose. 
I'm  sorry,  sir,  you  have  discarded 
Hie  men  with  whom  till  now  you  herded. 
ProiC'mtn  alone,  for  private  ends, 
I  thought,  forsook  thdr  ancient  friends. 
In  car  stiilanUf  cries  Lucretius ; 
If  he  may  be  allow'd  to  teach  us. 
Hie  self^same  thing  soft  Ovid  says, 
(A  proper  judge  in  such  a  case,) 
Horace's  phrase  is,  torret  jecur; 
And  happy  was  that  curious  speaker. 
Here  Virgil  too  has  plac'd  this  passion. 
What  signifies  too  long  quotation  ? 
In  ode  and  epic,  plain  the  case  k. 
That  Love  holds  one  of  these  two  places." 

**  Dick,  without  passion  or  reflection, 
I'll  straight  demolish,  this  otnection. 

•*  First,  poets,  all  the  world  agrees, 
Write  half  to  profit,  half  to  please. 
Matter  and  figure  they  produce ; 
For  garnish  &S,  and  that  for  use ; 
And  in  the  structureof  their  feasts. 
They  sedL  to  foed  and  please  their  gueita : 
But  one  may  balk  this  sood  intent. 
And  take  tmnfls  otherwise  than  meant 
Tfaus^  if  you  dine  with  my  lord-mayor. 
Roast-beef  and  venisoo  is  your  fore ; 
Thence  you  proceed  to  swan  and  bustard* 
And  persevere  in  tart  and  custard : 
But  iul^)4ettvei  and  lemon^-ped 
Help  only  to  adorn  the  meal ; 
And  painted  flags,  superb  and  neat, 
Proclaim  you  welcome  to  the  treat. 
The  man  of  sense  Ms  meat  devours, 
But  only  smells  the  peel  and  flowers; 
And  he  must  be  an  idle  dreamer. 
Who  leaves  the  pie,  and  gnaws  the  stream«c» 

**  That  Cupid  goes  widi  bow  and  anrown. 
And  Venus  keeps  her  coach  and  sparrows^ 
Is  aD  but  cmUem,  to  acquaint  one, 
Tbe  800  is  sharp,  the  moithCT  wanton. 
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\  hsTs  ■ametamet  diowii 
A  mxacic  mise,  but  oftener  none. 
For  who  concetres,  what  bards  derise, 
Thtt  HesTen  is  placM  in  Celia's  eyes ; 
Or  Where's  the  sense,  direct  and  moral. 
Hat  teeCfa  are  pear),  or  lips  are  coral  ? 

**  Tour  Horace  owns,  be  various  writ, 
As  wild  or  sober  maggou  bit : 
And,  where  too  much  the  poet  ranted. 
The  sagv  philosopher  recanted. 
His  grare  Epistles  may  dbprove 
The  wanton  Odes  be  made  to  lore. 

"  Lucretius  keeps  a  migbty  pother 
With  Cupid  and  bis  lancy'd  modier ; 
CaOs  her  great  queen  of  Earth  and  Air, 
Declares  tiiat  winds  and  seas  obey  her ; 
And,  wfaOe  her  honour  he  rehearses, 
lasplores  her  to  inspire  his  verses. 

"  Tel,  free  from  this  poetic  madness. 
Next  page  he  says,  in  sober  sadness. 
That  she  and  all  her  fellow.gods 
flit  idling  in  their  high  abodes, 
Regardless  of  this  world  below. 
Oar  health  or  hanging,  Weal  or  woe ; 
Kor  once  disturb  their  heavenly  spirits 
With  Scapin's  cheats,  or  C«sar's  merits. 

**  Nor  e'er  can  Latin  poets  prove 
Where  lies  the  real  seat  of  Love. 
Jeemr  they  bum,  and  cor  tbey  pierce. 
As  cither  best  supplies  their  verse ; 
And,  if  folks  ask  the  reason  for't, 
8qr»  one  was  long,  and  t'other  short 
Thosy  I  presume,  the  British  Muse 
Msj  take  the  freedom  strangers  use. 
In  proee  oar  property  is  greater : 
Wlqr  should  it  then  be  less  in  metre  ? 
H  Copid  throws  a  single  dart. 
We  anke  him  wound  the  lover's  heart : 
Bat,  if  he  takes  his  bow  and  quiver ; 
'lis  sore  he  must  transfix  the  Hver: 
For  thyme  with  reason  may  dispense. 
And  aoond  has  right  to  govern  sense. 

"  Bat  let  your  friends  in  verse  suppose. 
What  ne'er  shall  be  allow'd  in  prose ; 
JtmatomuU  can  make  it  dear, 
The  Uver  minds  his  own  affiur; 
Kiodlj  sopplies  our  public  uses. 
And  ports  and  strains  the  vital  juices ; 
8l31  lays  some  useful  bile  aside. 
To  tinge  the  chyle's  insipid  tide : 
Else  we  dioald  want  both  gibe  and  satire ; 
And  aU  be  bant  with  pure  good-nature. 
Hmv  pdl  is  bitter  with  a  witness. 
And  lovn  b  all  delight  and  sweetness. 
My  Itgjk  tten  has  lost  its  aim. 
If  sweat  and  bitter  be  the  same : 
And  ha^  metfainks,  is  no  great  scholar, 
Who  eaa  mistake  desire  for  choler. 

"  Tise  laEe  may  of  the  hemrt  be  said ; 
Cmamgt  and  terrour  there  are  bred. 
All  tfioar,  whose  hearU  are  loose  and  low, 
fltafft,  if  they  hear  but  the  tattoo : 
And  ni%hty  physical  their  fear  is ; 
Vor,  anusi  as  noise  of  combat  near  is, 
Thiir  bcnrt,  descending  to  their  breeches, 
Ifoit  giva  tlieir  stomach  cruel  twitches. 
Bnt  hsroffs,  who  o'ercome  or  die, 
ifave  their  hearts  hung  extremely  high, 
The  strings  of  which,  in  battle's  heat, 
AgHnat  llieir  very  eorUeti  beat ; 


Keep  thne  with  thHr  own  tniaptt's  mwiii. 
And  yidd  tiiem  most  excessive  pleasure. 

<'  Now,  if  'tis  chiefly  in  the  heart 
That  Courage  does  itself  exert, 
'Twill  be  prodigious  hard  to  prove 
That  this  is  eke  the  throne  of  Love. 
Would  Nature  make  one  place  the  seat 
Of  fond  desire,  and  fell  debate? 
Must  people  only  take  delight  in 
Those  hours,  when  they  are  tir'd  of  fighting  ? 
And  has  no  man,  but  who  has  kill'd 
A  father,  right  to  get  a  child? 
These  notions  then  I  think  but  idle ; 
And  Love  shall  still  possess  the  middle. 

**  This  truth  more  plainly  to  discover. 
Suppose  your  hero  were  a  lover. 
Tliough  he  before  had  gall  and  rage, 
Whid  death  or  conquest  must  assuage, 
He  grows  dispirited  and  low ; 
He  hates  the  fight,  and  shuns  the  foe. 

«  In  scornful  sloth  Achilles  slept. 
And  for  his  wench,  like  Tall-boy,  wept : 
Nor  would  return  to  war  and  slaughter. 
Till  they  brought  back  the  parson's  daughter. 

"  Antonius  fled  from  Actinm's  coast, 
Augustus  pressing,  Asia  lost : 
His  sails  by  Cupid's  hands  unfurl'd. 
To  keep  the  fair,  he  gave  the  world. 
Edward  our  Fourth,  rever'd  and  crown'd. 
Vigorous  in  youth,  in  arms  renown'd. 
While  England's  voice,  and  Warwick's  care, 
Design'd  him  Gallia's  beauteous  heir, 
Chang'd  peace  and  power  for  rage  and  wara^ 
Only  to  dry  one  widow's  tears-* 

<<  Fhmoe's  fourth  Henry  we  may  see 
A  servant  to  the  fair  d'Estree ; 
When,  quitting  Coutras'  prosperous  field. 
And  Fortune  taught  at  length  to  yield. 
He  fhmi  his  guards  and  midnight  tent 
Disguis'd  o'er  hills  and  vallies  went, 
To  wanton  with  the  sprightly  dame. 
And  in  his  pleasure  lost  his  fame. 

**  Bold  b  the  critic  who  dares  prove 
These  heroes  were  no  friends  to  love ; 
And  bolder  be,  who  dares  aver 
That  they  were  enemies  to  war. 
Tet,  when  their  thought  should,  now  or  never. 
Have  rais'd  their  keart,  or  iir'd  their  Uoer^ 
Food  Alma  to  those  parts  was  gone^ 
Which  Love  more  justly  calls  his  own. 

**  Examples  I  could  cite  you  more ; 
But  be  contented  with  these  four : 
For  when  one's  prooft  are  aptly  chosen. 
Four  are  as  valid  as  four  dosen. 
One  came  from  Greece,  and  one  from  Rome ; 
The  other  two  grew  nearer  home. 
For  some  in  ancient  books  delight ; 
Others  prefer  what  modems  wnte : 
Now  I  should  be  extremely  loth. 
Not  to  be  thought  expert  in  both." 


Camto  II. 

«  But  shall  we  take  the  Muse  abroad, 
To  drop  her  idly  on  the  road  ? 
And  leave  our  sulgect  in  the  middle. 
As  Butler  did  his  Bear  and  Fiddle? 
Tet  be,  consummate  master,  knew, 
Wlien  to  recede,  and  where  jpwwj*?  ^i^ 
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UH  ncb\e  ncgtigeticen  icich 
Wliat  others  tolls  de^mtr  to  reach. 
He,  perfeM  cUticef,  clintbs  llie  rope, 
And  balances  your  fear  ahd  hope : 
If,  after  some  distingitldh'd  leap. 
He  drops  his  polo,  and  sit^ns  to  sHp, 
Straight  gatliering  all  his  active  strengtli. 
He  rises  higher  half  his  Ibngth. 
With  wonder  you  apptave  his  sligtit, 
And  owe  your  pleasure  to  your  A*ight: 
But  like  poor  Andrew  I  advance. 
False  mimic  of  my  mastcr^s  dance. 
Around  tlie  cord  awhile  I  sptawl, 
And  thence,  thougli  low,  !n  earnest  fall. 

"  My  preface  tells  you,  I  digressed  : 
He*s  half  absolv*d  who  lias  confess*d.'* 

**  I  like,**  quoth  Dick,  **  your  siniUc, 
And,  in  return,  take  two  IVom  me. 
As  masters  in  Uie  dare  obscure 
With  various  light  your  eyes  allure, 
A  flaminff  yellow  here  they  spread. 
Draw  off  In  blue,  or  cliarge  in  red ; 
Yet,  from  tliese  colours  oddly  mix*d, 
Your  sight  upon  tlie  whole  is  fix'd  : 
Or  as,  again,  your  courtly  dames 
(  Whose  clotlies  returning  birtli-dny  claims) 
By  arts  improve  tlie  stuffs  they  vary. 
And  things  are  best  as  most  contrary ; 
Tlie  gown,  witli  stiff*  embroidery  shining, 
Looks  charming  with  a  slighter  lining ; 
The  out-,  if  Indian  figure  stain, 
Hie  in-side  must  be  rich  and  plain. 
So  you  great  autliors  have  thouglit  fit 
To  make  digre<»ion  temper  wit : 
When  arguments  too  fiercely  glare. 
You  calm  tliem  witli  a  milder  air : 
To  brieak  their  points,  you  turn  their  Hini', 
And  fiirbelmo  Uie  plain  discourse.*' 

•<  iUcliard,**  quotli  Mot,  **  Uiese  words  of  tlilne 
Speak  something  sly,  and  some^iing  fine : 
But  I  shall  e'en  resume  my  ihenief 
However  thou  may*st  praise  or  blame. 

«  As  people  marry  now,  and  settle. 
Fierce  Love  abates  his  usual  mettle : 
Woridly  desires,  and  household  cares, 
Disturb  the  godhead*s  soft  affairs : 
So  now,  as  health  or  temper  changes. 
In  lamr  compass  Alma  ranges. 
This  £iy  below,  the  next  above. 
As  light  or  solid  whimsies  move. 
So  merchant  has  his  house  in  town, 
And  country-seat  near  Bansted-down : 
From  one  he  dates  liis  foreign  letters. 
Sends  out  his  goods,  atid  duns  his  debtors : 
In  t*other,  at  his  hours  of  leisure. 
He  smokes  his  pipe,  and  takes  his  pleasure. 

*'  And  now  your  matrimonial  Cupid, 
Lasli'd  on  by  Time,  grows  u*r*d  and  stupid. 
For  story  and  experience  tell  us 
Tliat  man  grows  old,  and  woman  jealous. 
Both  would  their  little  ends  secure ; 
He  siglis  for  freedom,  slic  for  power : 
His  wishes  tend  abroad  to  roum, 
And  hers  to  domineer  at  home. 
ITius  passion  fl«^  by  sloxr  degrees, 
And,  ruffled  more,  deliglitcd  less, 
Tlie  busy  mhrd  docs  seldom  go 
To  fliosc  once-dudrming  seats  below ; 
But,  in  the  breast  incamp'd,  prepares 
For  well-bred  feints  and  future 


•Rie  man  suspects  his  lady*s  crying 
(When  he  last  autumn  lay  a-dying) 
Was  but  to  gain  him  to  appoint  lier 
By  codicil  a  larger  jointure, 
liie  woman  finds  it  all  a  trick, 
Tlwt  he  could  swoon  when  she  was  ^ck  ; 
And  know-s,  that  iatliat  grief  lie  reckon*d 
On  black-ey'd  Susan  for  his  second. 

*'  Thus  Irnving  strove  some  tedious  years 
Witli  feign *d  desires,  and  real  fears ; 
And,  tir*d  witli  answers  and  replies 
Of  J<^n  affirms,  and  Martlia  lies 
Leaving  tlu's  endless  altercation. 
Hie  Mind  aff*ects  a  higher  station. 

"  Poltis,  tliat  generous  king  of  Tliracc, 
I  tliink,  was  in  tills  \'eiy  case. 
All  Asia  now  was  by  tlie  ears. 
And  gods  beat  up  for  volunteers 
To  Greece  and  'IVoy ;  while  Poltis  sat 
In  quiet  governing  his  state. 

*  And  whence,*  fsaid  the  pacific  king,  . 

*  Docs  all  this  noise  and  discord  spring?* 

*  Why,  Paris  took  Atrides*  wife*  — 

'  WiUi  ease  I  could  compose  this  strife  ; 
Tlie  injur*d  hero  should  not  lose. 
Nor  tlie  young  lover  want  a  spouse. 
But  Helen  chang'd  her  first  condition. 
Without  her  husband's  just  permission. 
What  from  the  dame  can  Paris  hope  ? 
Slie  may  as  well  from  him  elope. 
Again,  how  can  her  old  good  man, 
Witli  honour,  take  her  back  again  ? 
From  hence  I  logically  gather, 
Tlie  woman  cannot  live  witJi  citlier. 
Now,  I  have  two  right  lionest  wives 
For  whose  possession  no  man  strives : 
One  to  Atrides  I  will  send. 
And  t*other  to  my  Trepan  friend. 
Each  prince  sliall  thus  Mnth  honour  liave 
What  both  so  warmly  seem  to  crave : 
The  wrath  of  gods  and  man  shall  cease. 
And  Poltis  live  and  die  in  peace.* 

**  Dick,  if  tliis  story  pleaseth  tliee. 
Pray  tliank  Dan  Pope,  who  told  it  me. 

'*  Howe'er  swift  Alma's  flight  may  vary, 
(Take  this  by  way  of  coroUary) 
Some  limbs  she  finds  the  very  same, 
In  place,  in  dignity,  in  name  : 
These  dwell  at  such  convem'ent  distance. 
That  each  may  give  his  friend  assistance. 
Thus  he  who  runs  or  dances  begs 
The  equal  vigour  of  two  legs ; 
So  much  to  botli  does  Alma  trust. 
She  ne*er  regards  which  goes  the  first. 
Teague  could  make  neither  of  tliem  stay. 
When  with  himself  he  ran  away. 
The  man  who  struggles  in  the  fight. 
Fatigues  left  arm  as  well  as  right ; 
For,  whilst  one  hand  exalts  the  blow, 
And  on  the  earth  extends  the  foe, 
Tother  would  take  it  wondrous  ill. 
If  in  your  pocket  it  lay  still. 
And,  wlien  you  slioot,  and  shut  one  ejre^ 
You  cannot  think  he  would  deny 
To  lend  the  other  friendly  aid. 
Or  wink  as  coward,  and  afraid. 
No,  sir;  whilst  he  withdraws  his  flame. 
His  comrade  takes  the  surer  aim  : 
One  moment  if  his  beams  recede, 
As  icon  as  t*er  the  birdri»  dead,    j 

Digitized  by  VnOOQ IC 


Cahto  II. 


ALMA. 


851 


Opening  agatn,  he  tejft  lib  claim 
To  iMlf  the  profit,  hdf  the  fiEnne, 
And  hdpc  to  pocket  Up  the  game* 
*Tb  tiuu  one  tradeatnan  alqw  awaj, 
To  give  his  partner  Ihirer  play. 

<*  Some  limbs  again,  m  bulk  or  stature 
Unlike^  and  not  ».kin  by  nature, 
In  concert  act,  Hke  modem  ftiends, 
Becansc  one  aenres  the  other's  ends. 
The  ann  dnia  waits  ap<m  the  heart. 
So  quick  10  take  the  bully's  part, 
That  one,  though  warm,  deddes  more  slow 
Than  t'other  executes  the  blow. 
A  sl8Bder4iy  may  chance  to  hate  it, 
Ere  Hmdk  himsdf  peiteires  he  gave  it 

**  The  amoions  eyes  thus  always  go 
A-etroDing  for  tiieir  friends  below ; 
For,  kmg  befiite  the  squire  and  dame 
Have  t£^iAe  reliet'd  their  flame, 
Ere  visits  yet  are  brought  about. 
The  eye  by  sympatiiy  looks  out. 
Knows  Florimel,  and  longs  to  meet  her. 
And,  if  he  sees,  is  sure  to  greet  her, 
Though  at  saah-window,  on  tiie  stahs, 
At  ooort,  n^  (authors  say)  at  prayers.  — 

"  The  funeral  of  some  valiant  knight 
Haj  give  this  thing  its  proper  light. 
Tiew  his  two  gauirtlets ;  these  declare 
That  both  hb  hands  were  us'd  to  war. 
And  from  his  two  gilt  spurs  'tb  leam'd 
His  feet  were  equally  concerned. 
Bat  have  yon  not,  with  thought,  beheld 
Ihe  svrotd  hang  dangling  o'er  the  shield? 
Wlach  shows  the  breast,  that  plate  was  us'd  to. 
Had  an  ally  right  arm  to  trust  to  *. 
And,  by  the  peepJioles  in  his  crest, 
Is  it  not  virtually  coniest, 
That  there  his  eyes  took  distant  aim. 
And  glanc'd  respect  to  that  bright  dame, 
la  wfaoae  delight  his  hope  was  center'd. 
And  Ibr  whose  gkire  his  lift  he  ventur'd? 

^  Obiecdons  to  my  general  lysttfrn 
Hbf  nm,  periaps;  and  I  have  mist  them ; 
But  I  can  call  to  my  assistance 
IHatiuMly  (mark  that !)  and  distance ; 
Can  prove,  tiiat  all  things,  on  occasion, 
Love  union,  and  desire  adhesion ; 
That  Afaaa  merely  is  a  scale,. 
And  moltves,  like  the  weights,  prevaiL 
If  aeitber  side  tnm  down  nor  up. 
With  loss  or  gain,  with  fear  or  hope, 
Thebalaaee  ahrqrs  would  hang  even. 
Like  Mah'met's  tomb,  'twixt  Earth  and  Heaven. 

**  This^  Bicfaatd,  is  a  curious  case  : 
ftippuae  yoin'  eyes  sent  equal  rays 
Cpoo  two  distant  pots  of  ale, 
Mot  knowing  wfaidi  was  mild  or  stale : 
In  Uaa  sad  slate  your  doubtful  choice 
Would  nevcc  have  the  casting  voice ; 
Which  bsst  or  worst  you  could  not  think. 
And  die  yon  must  for  want  of  drink ; 
Galesa  some  chance  inchnes  your  sight, 
Sdttng  one  pot  in  fiurer  light ; 
Tkn  you  pnter  or  A,  or  B, 
As  linea  and  angles  best  agree : 
Tear  sense  resolv'd  impds  your  will : 
She  gnadss  year  hsad — so  drink  your  fill. 

**  Hacve  you  not  seen  a  baker's  maid 
'    \  sway'd  ? 


Her  tallies  useless  li^  and  Idle, 
If  plac'd  exBcdy  in  the  middle : 
But,  forc'd  from  this  unactive  Mate 
By  virtue  of  some  casual  weight. 
On  either  side  you  hear  them  clatter, 
And  judge  of  right  and  left  hand  matter. 

**  Now,  Richtfd,  this  coercive  force, 
Without  your  choice,  must  take  its  ooune ; 
Great  kings  to  wars  are  pointed  forth. 
Like  loaded  needles  to  the  north. 
And  thou  and  I,  by  power  unseen. 
Are  barely  passive,  and  suck'd-in 
To  Henault's  vaults,  or  Celia's  chamber, 
As  straw  and  paper  are  by  amber. 
If  we  sit  down  to  play  or  set, 
(Suppose  as  onthte  or  bastet,) 
Let  people  call  us  cheats  or  fools. 
Our  cards  and  we  are*  equal  tools. 
Wc  sure  in  vain  the  cards  condemn  t 
Ourselves  both  cut  and  shuffled  them. 
In  vain  on  Fortune's  aid  rely : 
She  only  is  a  slander4)y. 
Poor  men !  poor  papers !  we  and  they 
Do  some  impulsive  force  obey : 
And  are  but  pUy'd  with  —  do  not  play. 
But  space  and  matter  we  should  blame ; 
Tliey  palm'd  the  trick  that  lost  the  game. 

**  llius,  to  save  further  contradiction 
Against  what  3rou  may  think  but  fiction, 
I  for  attraction,  Dick,  declare : 
Deny  it  those  bold  men  that  dare. 
As  well  your  motion,  as  your  thought, 
Is  all  by  hidden  impulse  wrought : 
Ev'n  saying  that  you  think  or  walk. 
How  like  a  coundy  squire  you  talk ! 

**  Marie  then ;  — Where  fancy,  or  desire. 
Collects  the  beams  of  vital  fire ; 
Into  that  limb  hat  Alma  slides, 
And  there,  pro  tempore,  resides. 
She  dwells  in  Nicohni's  tongue, 
When  I^rrrhus  chants  the  heavenly  song. 
When  Pedro  does  the  lute  Command, 
She  guides  the  cunning  artist's  hand. 
Through  Macer's  gullet  she  runs  down. 
When  the  vile  glutton  dines  alone. 
And,  void  of  modesty  and  thought. 
She  follows  Bibo's  endless  draught 
Through  the  soft  sex  again  she  ranges, 
As  youth,  caprice,  or  &shion,  changes. 
Fair  Alma,  careless  and  serene. 
In  Fanny's  sprightly  eyes  is  seen  ; 
White  they  difiiue  their  infSuit  beams, 
Themselves  not  conscious  of  tlieir  flames. 
Again  fair  Alma  sits  confest 
On  Florimel's  exporter  breast ; 
When  she  the  rising  sigh  constrains. 
And,  by  concealing,  speaks  her  pains. 
In  Cynthia's  neck  fidr  Alma  glows, 
When  the  vain  thing  her  jeweb  shows : 
When  Jenny's  stays  are  newly  lac'd. 
Fair  Alma  pUys  about  her  waist ; 
And  when  Uie  swelling  hoop  sustains 
The  rich  brocade,  fair  Akna  deigns 
Into  that  lower  space  to  enter, 
Of  the  large  round  herself  the  centre. 

"  Acain :   that  single  limb  or  feature, 
(Such  IS  the  cogent  force  of  Nature,; 
Which  most  did  Alma's  passion  move 
In  the  fitst  olgect  of  lier  love. 
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For  ever  will  be  iamd  coaleity 
And  printed  on  the  amorous  brcaitr 

«  O  Abebrd !  ilU&ted  youth, 
Thj  tale  will  justify  this  truth : 
But  well  I  weet,  thy  cruel  wrong 
Adorns  a  nobler  poet's  song. 
Dan  Pope  for  thy  misfortune  griev'dy 
With  kind  concern  and  skill  Ins  weav*d 
A  silken  web ;  and  ne*er  shall  fiuU 
Its  cokmrs ;  sently  has  be  laid 
Hie  mantle  o  er  thy  sad  distress, 
And  Venus  shall  the  teiture  bless. 
He  o*er  the  weeping  nun  has  drawn 
Such  artful  folds  of  sacred  lawn, 
That  Lore,  with  equal  grief  and  pride^ 
Shall  see  the  crime  he  strives  to  Inde, 
And,  softly  drawing  back  the  veil, 
Tlie  god  shall  to  his  votaries  tell 
Each  conscious  tear,  each  blushing  graoe^ 
That  deck*d  dear  £loisa*s  face. 
Happy  the  poet,  blest  the  lays. 
Which  Buckingham  has  deign*d  to  praise !  « 

**  Next,  Didc,  as  youth  and  habit  sways, 
A  hundred  gambols  Alma  plays. 
If,  whilst  a  boy.  Jack  ran  from  school, 
Fond  of  his  hunting-horn  and  pole ; 
Tlwugh  gout  and  age  his  speed  detain. 
Old  John  halloos  his  hounds  again ; 
By  his  fire-side  he  starts  the  hare, 
And  turns  her  in  his  vricker-chair ; 
His  feet,  however  lame,  you  find. 
Have  got  the  better  of  bis  Mind. 

**  It,  while  the  Mind  was  in  her  leg. 
Hie  duice  affected  nimble  Peg ; 
Old  Madge,  bewitch*d  at  sixty-one, 
Calls  for  Green  Sleeves,  and  Jumping  Joan. 
In  public  mask,  or  private  ball. 
From  Lincoln*s-inn  to  Goldsmiths-hall, 
All  Christmas  Ions  away  she  trudges, 
Trips  it  with  prentices  and  judges. 
In  vain  her  children  urge  her  stay. 
And  age  or  palsy  bar  the  way 
Bttt,  if  those  images  prevail 
Which  whilom  did  affect  the  taO, 
She  still  renews  the  ancient  scene, 
Forgets  the  forty  years  between  : 
Awkwardly  gay,  and  oddly  merry, 
Her  scarf  pale  pink,  her  bead-knot  cherry ; 
O'er-beated  wiUi  ideal  rage. 
She  cheats  her  son,  to  wed  her  page. 

*'  If  Alma,  whilst  the  man  was  young, 
Slipp*d  up  too  soon  into  his  tongue, 
Fleas'd  with  his  own  fantastic  skill. 
He  lets  that  weapon  ne'er  lie  still. 
On  any  point  if  you  dispute. 
Depend  upon  it,  he'll  confute : 
Change  sides,  and  you  increase  your  pain, 
For  Iw'U  conifute  you  back  again. 
For  one  may  speak  with  Tully's  tongue, 
Yet  all  the  while  be  in  the  wrong. 
And  'tis  remarkable,  that  they 
Talk  most,  who  have  the  least  to  say. 
Tour  dainty  speakers  have  tlie  curse. 
To  plead  bad  causes  down  to  worse : 
As  dames,  who  native  beauty  want, 
Still  uglier  look,  the  more  tliey  paint. 

"  Again:  if  in  tlie  female  sex 
Alma  should  on  this  member  fix, 
(A  cruel  and  a  desperate  case, 
.From  which  Heaven  shield  my  kmrly  law !) 
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For  ever  mort  all  cart  iaviin^ 
That  would  bring  Alma  down  agiiiiu 
As,  in  habitual  gout  or  stone. 
The  only  thing  that  can  be  done^ 
Is  to  correct  your  drink  and  diet. 
And  keep  the  inward  foe  in  quiet; 
So^  if  for  any  sins  of  ours. 
Or  our  forefathers'  higher  powers,. 
Severe,  though  just,  i^ict  our  life 
With  that  prime  ill,  a  talking  wife ; 
Till  Death  shall  bring  the  kind  relief. 
We  must  be  patient,  or  be  deaf. 

**  You  know  a  certain  lady,  Dick, 
Who  saw  me  when  I  last  was  sick  : 
She  kindly  talk'd,  at  least  three  hours, 
Of  plastic  forms,  and  mental  powers ; 
Describ'd  our  pre-existing  station 
Belbre  this  vile  terrene  creation ; 
And,  lest  I  should  be  weary'd,  madanir 
To  cut  things  short,  came  down  to  Adam  ; 
From  whence,  as  fiut  as  she  was  able. 
She  drowns  the  world,  and  builds  up  BabeL 
Through  Syria,  Persia,  Greece,  she  goes. 
And  takes  the  Romans  in  the  dose. 

<'  But  we'll  descant  on  general  nature : 
This  is  a  system,  not  a  satire. 

«  Turn  we  this  globe,  and  let  us  see 
How  different  nations  disagree 
In  what  we  wear,  or  eat  and  drink ; 
Nay,  Dick,  perhaps  in  what  we  think. 
In  water  as  you  smell  and  taste 
The  soils  through  which  it  rose  and  past^ 
In  Alma's  manners  you  may  read 
The  pkce  where  she  was  born  and  bred^ 

<<  One  people  from  their  swaddling  bank 
Releas'd  their  infants'  feet  and  hands : 
Here  Alma  to  these  limbs  was  brought,. 
And  Sparta's  offtpring  kick'd  and  fougb^ 

«  Another  taught  their  babes  to  talk. 
Ere  they  could  yet  in  go-carts  walk : 
There  Alma  settled  in  the  tongue, 
And  orators  fkom  Athens  sprung. 

**  Observe  but  in  these  neighbouring  laada 
The  different  use  of  mouths  and  hands ; 
As  men  repos'd  their  various  hopes, 
In  battles  these,  and  those  in  trqjies. 

*'  In  Britain's  isles,  as  Heylin  noibt^ 
Ttie  ladies  trip  in  petticoats ; 
Which,  for  the  honour  of  their  nation^ 
They  quit  but  on  some  mat  occasion. 
Men  there  in  breeches  dad  you  view : 
They  daim  that  gannent  as  their  duci» 
In  Tbrkey  the  reverse  appears ; 
Long  coats  the  haughty  husband  y 
And  greets  his  wifie  witfi  angry  i 
If  she  be  seen  without  her  breeches. 

^*  In  our  fantastic  dimes  the  fair 
With  cleanly  powder  dry  their  hair : 
And  round  tlieir  lovely  breast  and  headl 
Fresh  fiowers  their  mingled  odoun  shed. 
Your  nicer  Hottentots  think  meet 
With  ffuts  and  tripe  to  deck  their  feet  s 
With  down-cast  looks  on  Totta's  legs 
The  ogling  youth  most  humbly  begs 
She  would  not  from  his  hopes  remova 
At  once  his  breakfast  and  his  love : 
And,  if  the  skittish  nymph  should  flf^ 
He  in  a  double  sense  must  die. 

**  We  simple  toasters  take  delight 
To  Mt  our  women's  tecdi  look  w&i»» 
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And  artiy  Mucy  ilUbred  hWow 
Smctb  at  a  mouth  proftNindlj  yellow. 
In  China  none  hold  women  sweet, 
Eicept  their  mags  are  hiack  as  jet. 
King  ChSlmi  put  nine  queens  to  death, 
Coovicc  on  statute,  leory  Teeth. 

<■  At  Tooquin,  if  a  prince  should  die, 
(As  Jesuits  write,  who  never  lie,) 
The  wife,  and  counsellor,  and  priest. 
Who  acrT*d  him  roost,  and  loY*d  hun  best, 
Rcpare  and  light  his  ftineral  fire. 
And  cheerful  on  the  pUe  expire. 
In  Europe  'twould  be  hard  to  find 
In  cnoh  degree  one  half  so  kind. 

**  Nowtnmwetothefiurthestcast, 
And  there  obscnre  the  gentry  drsst 
Maoe  Giolo,  and  his  rojral  sisters, 
SesBT^d  with  ten  thousand  comely  blisters ; 
The  marks  remaining  on  the  skin. 
To  tril  the  quality  within. 
Distinguish'd  sbshes  deck  the  great : 
As  each  exceb  in  turth  or  state, 
His  eyiet-holes  are  more  and  ampler : 
The  king's  own  body  was  a  sampler. 
Happy  £e  dimate,  where  the  beui 
Wean  Ilia  same  suit  for  use  and  show : 
And  at  a  small  expense  your  wife. 
If  once  wcU  phik'd,  is  doth'd  with  life. 

**  Westward  again,  the  Indian  lair 
Is  nicely  smear'd  with  &t  of  bear : 
Brfsre  you  see,  you  smell  your  toast ; 
And  sweetest  she  who  stinlu  the  most 
The  finest  sparks  and  cleanest  beaux 
Drip  fifom  the  shoulders  to  the  toes: 
How  sleek  their  skins !  their  joints  how  easy ! 
There  slovens  only  are  not  greasy ! 

«<  I  mentioo'ddifibrent  ways  of  breeding: 
Begin  we  in  our  children's  rradin^ 
To  mastrr  John  the  English  maid 
A  hora-book  gives  of  gingerbread ; 
And,  that  the  child  may  learn  the  better. 
As  he  can  name,  he  eats  the  letter. 
IVoeeading  thus  with  vast  delight. 
He  spells,  and  gnaws,  from  left  to  right 
Bnt,  siMw  a  Hebrew's  faopeftil  son 
Where  we  suppose  the  book  begun. 
The  child  would  thank  you  for  your  kindness, 
And  read  quite  badrward  from  oarjinis, 
Deioar  he  learning  ne'er  so  &st. 
Great  A  would  be  resenr'd  the  last 

**  An  equal  instance  of  this  matter 
Is  in  the  manners  of  a  daughter. 
In  Europe,  if  a  harmless  inud. 
By  Nature  and  by  Love  betray  d, 
aboald,  ere  a  wife,  become  a  nurse^ 
Her  ftioids  would  look  on  her  the  worse. 
la  China,  Dampier's  TVavels  tell  ye^ 
(liooic  in  Ins  Index  for  Psgelli,) 
Soon  as  the  British  ships  unmoor, 
Aad  jolly  h»g-boat  rows  to  shores 
Bawro  come  the  nobles  of  the  land : 
Encb  brings  Us  daughter  in  his  hand, 
Beseeching  the  imperious  tar 
Ta  mtkm  her  but  one  hour  hb  care; 
The  tsnirr  mother  stands  affirigfated. 
Last  her  dear  daughter  should  be  slighted : 
Aad  poor  miss  Yaya  dreads  the  shame 
Of  gning  bade  the  maid  she  came. 

**  Oinerve  how  custom,  Dick,  compels 
The  Indy  that  m  Europe  dwells : 


After  her  tea,  she  sHps  away, 
And  what  to  do,  one  need  not  say. 
Now  see  how  gieat  Ftenonque's  queen 
Behav'd  herself  amongst  the  men : 
Fleas'd  with  her  puncS,  the  galhmt  soul 
Ffarst  drank,  then  water'd  in  the  bowl ; 
And  sprinkled  in  the  captain's  fiice 
The  mailLs  of  her  peculiar  grace.  — 

**  To  dose  this  point,  we  need  not  roam 
For  instances  so  far  from  home. 
What  parts  gay  Fhmce  from  sober  Spain? 
A  little  rising  rocky  chain. 
Of  men  bom  south  or  north  o'th'  hill. 
Those  seldom  move,  these  ne'er  stand  still* 
Di^  you  love  maps,  and  may  percdve 
Rome  not  for  distant  from  Genevei 
If  the  good  pope  remains  at  home. 
He's  the  first  prince  in  Christendom. 
Chooee  then,  good  pope,  at  home  to  stay. 
Nor  westward  curious  take  thy  way : 
Thy  way  unhappy  should'st  thou  take 
Vnm  Tyber's  bank  to  Leman  lake. 
Thou  art  an  aced  priest  no  more. 
But  a  young  flaring  painted  whme : 
Thy  sex  is  lost,  thy  town  is  sone ; 
No  longer  Rome,  but  Babylon. 
That  some  few  leagues  should  make  this  change^ 
To  men  unleara'd  seems  mighty  strange. 

**  But  need  we,  friend,  insist  on  this  ? 
Since,  in  the  very  Canton  Swiss, 
All  your  philosophers  agree. 
And  prove  it  pldn,  that  one  may  be 
A  heretic,  or  true  believer. 
On  this,  or  t'odier  side  a  river." 

'<  Here,"  with  an  artful  smile,  quoth  Dick» 
**  Tour  proofr  come  mighty  full  and  thick." 

The  bard,  on  this  extensive  chapter 
Wound  up  into  poetic  rapture. 
Continued :  '*  Richard,  cast  your  eye. 
By  night,  upon  a  winter-sky : 
Cast  it  by  day-ligfat  on  the  strand,  ' 

Which  compasses  foir  Albion's  land : 
If  you  can  count  the  stars  that  glow 
Above,  or  sands  that  lie  below. 
Into  those  common  places  look. 
Which  fttmi  great  authors  I  liave  took. 
And  count  the  proofs  I  have  collected, 
To  have  my  writings  well  protected. 
These  I  ky  by  for  time  of  need. 
And  thou  may'st  at  thy  leisure  read. 
For,  standing  every  critic's  rage, 
I  sidMy  will  to  future  age 
My  intern,  as  a  gift,  bequeath. 
Victorious  over  finite  and  Death.' 


Canto  III. 

RicHAKD,  who  now  was  half  asleep, 
Rous'd,  nor  would  longer  silence  keep ; 
And  sense  like  this,  in  vocal  breath. 
Broke  from  his  two-fold  hedge  of  teeth. 
Now,  if  this  phrase  too  hsrsh  be  thought. 
Pope,  tell  the  world,  'tis  not  my  fault 
Old  Homer  taught  us  thus  to  speak ; 
If  'tb  not  sense,  at  least  'tis  Greek. 

«  As  folks,"  quoth  Richard,  "prone  to  leasing, 
Say  tilings  at  first,  because  they're  ple^ng* 
Then  prore  wluit  they  have  once  asserted. 
Nor  care  to  have  their  lie  deserted. 
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T!ll  their  own  dreams  at  lengtb  decciTC  *eniy 
And,  oft  repeating,  they  believe  *em : 
Or  an,  again,  those  amorous  blades, 
Who  trine  with  titeir  mothers*  maids, 
Though  at  the  first  their  wild  desire 
Was  but  to  quench  a  present  fire ; 
Yet  if  the  olject  of  theur  love 
Chance  by  Lucina's  aid  to  prove, 
Tliey  seldom  let  the  bantlina  roar 
In  basket  at  a  neiffhbour*8  door ; 
But,  by  the  flattenng  glass  of  Nature 
Viewing  themselves  in  cake-^ntatV%  feature^ 
With  serious  thought  and  care  support 
What  only  was  bc^n  in  sport : 

"  Just  so  with  you,  my  friend,  it  fares, 
Who  deal  in  philosophic  wares. 
Atoms  you  cut,  and  forms  you  measure^ 
To  gradfy  your  private  pleasure; 
Till  airy  seeds  of  casual  wit 
Do  some  fantastic  birth  beget ; 
And,  pleas*d  to  find  your  system  mended 
Beyonid  what  you  at  first  intended. 
The  happy  whimsey  you  pursue^ 
Till  you  at  length  believe  it  true. 
Caught  by  your  own  delusive  art. 
You  fancy  first,  and  then  assert*' 

Quoth  Matthew :   «  Friend,  as  far  as  I 
Umiugh  Art  or  Nature  cast  mj  eye. 
This  axiom  clearly  I  discern. 
That  one  must  teach,  and  t'other  learn* 
No  fool  Pythagoras  was  thought ; 
Wliilst  he  his  weighty  doctrines  taught, 
Uc  made  his  listening  scholars  stand, 
Their  mouth  still  co\er*d  with  their  hand : 
Eh^  may  be,  some  odd-thinking  youth, 
Less  friend  to  doctrina  than  to  truU^ 
Might  have  refus'd  to  let  his  ears 
Attend  the  music  of  the  spheres ; 
Deny'd  aU  transmigrating  scopes. 
And  introduced  the  use  of  bean^ 
From  great  Lucretius  take  hb  void* 
And  all  the  world  is  quite  destroy'd. 
Deny  Des-cart  his  subtil  nutter. 
You  leave  him  neither  fire  nor  water. 
How  oddly  would  Sir  Isaac  look. 
If  you,  in  answer  to  his  book. 
Say  in  the  front  of  your  discourse, 
Tlttt  things  have  no  elastic  force  \ 
How  could  our  chymic  friends  go  on. 
To  find  the  jMowplue  stone. 
If  you  more  powerful  reasons  bring, 
To  prove  that  there  is  no  such  thing  ? 

<'  Your  f^iiefs  in  sciences  and  arts 
Have  great  contempt  of  Alma's  parta 
They  find  she  giddy  is,  or  dull ; 
She  doubts  if  things  are  void,  or  full : 
And  who  should  be  presura'd  to  tell 
What  she  herself  should  see,  or  feci? 
She  doubts  if  two  and  two  make  four. 
Though  she  has  told  them  ten  times  o'er. 
It  can't  —  it  may  be— and  it  must ; 
To  which  of  these  must  Alma  trust  ? 
Nay  further  yet  they  make  her  go 
In  doubting,  if  she  doubts,  or  no. 
Can  tyUogitm  set  things  right  ? 
No:  mn^jsooo  with  mtnorj fight; 
Or,  both  in  friendly  consort  ioin'd. 
The  ctnuequence  limps  fSUse  bdiind. 
So  to  some  cunning  man  she  goes, 
And  asks  of  him,  how  much  she  knows. 


With  patience  grave  he  bears  her  speak,    . 
And  from  his  sliort  notes  gives  her  back 
What  from  her  tale  he  comprehended ; 
Ilius  the  dispute  is  wisely  ended. 

<<  From  the  account  the  loser  brings, 
The  conjuror  knows  who  stole  the  things*" 

**  'S^re,"  interrupted  Dick,  "  since  when 
Were  you  amongst  these  cunning  men  ?" 

*<  Dear  Dick,^'  quoth  Mat,  **  kt  not  thy  force 
Of  eloquence  spoil  my  discourse. 
I  tell  thee,  this  is  Alma's  case. 
Still  asking  what  some  wise  man  says. 
Who  does  his  mind  in  words  reveal. 
Which  all  must  grant,  though  few  can  spell. 
You  tell  your  doctor  that  y're  ill : 
And  what  does  he,  but  write  abiU  ? 
Of  which  you  need  not  read  one  letter : 
The  worse  the  scrawl,  the  dose  the  better. 
For  if  you  knew  but  what  you  take. 
Though  you  recover,  be  must  break. 

"  Ideas,  ^ormi^  and  inteUecls^ 
Have  furmsh'd  out  three  different  sect% 
Substance,  or  acddenit  divides, 
AU  Europe  into  adverse  sides. 

"  Now,  a^  engag'd  in  arms  or  laws, 
You  must  have  friends  to  back  your  cause ; 
In  pkUosojAic  matters  so 
Your  judgment  must  with  others  go : 
For  as  in  senates,  so  in  schoolsk 
Majority  of  voices  rules. 

**  Poor  Alma,  like  a  lonely  deer, 
O'er  hills  and  dales  does  doubtful  err  i 
With  panting  haste,  and  quick  surprise. 
From  every  leaf  that  stirs,  she  flies ; 
Till,  mingled  with  the  neighbouring  herd. 
She  slights  what  erst  she  singly  fear*d  : 
And  now,  exempt  from  doubt  and  dreac^ 
She  dares  pursue,  if  they  dare  lead ; 
As  their  example  still  prevails. 
She  tempts  the  stream,  or  leaps  the  paJea." 

*'  He  then,"  quoth  Dick,  **  who  by  your  nils 
Tliinks  for  himself,  becoines  a  ibol ; 
As  party  man,  who  leaves  the  ml. 
Is  odl'd  but  toAimiica/ *  at  best. 

**  Now,  by  your  fimnir,  oNtfter  Mat, 
Like  Ralpho,  here  I  smell  a  rat 
I  must  be  listed  in  your  sec^ 
Who,  though  they  teach  not,  can  piolect.'* 
**  Right,  Richard,"  Mat  in  triumph  cry'd : 
"  So  put  off  all  mistrust  and  prideb 
And,  while  my  prindplea  I  b^. 
Pray  answer  only  with  your  leg. 
Believe  wliat  friendly  I  advise : 
Be  first  secure,  and  then  be  vrise. 
The  man  within  the  coach  that  aits. 
And  to  another's  skill  submits, 
Is  safer  much,  (whate'er  arrives,) 
And  warmer  too,  than  he  that  drives. 

*'  So  Dick  Adepts  tuck  back  thy  hair. 
And  I  will  pour  usto  thy  car 
Remarks,  which  none  Sd  e'er  disckMe 
In  smootb-pac'd  verse,  or  hobbKngpaaoe. 
Attend,  dear  Dick ;  but  don't  nplj : 
And  thou  may'st  proie  as  wise  as  L 

^  When  Afana  now,  in  diftasa 
Has  ilttish'd  bar  ascending  stagc% 


*  Some  of  the  Tones,  in  the  quectt'a 
distinguished  by  that  appellatioa. 
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Into  the  bead  at  lengfli  she  gets. 
And  there  in  public  grandeur  sito, 
To  judge  of  things,  aild  censure  witi. 

**  Here,  Richard,  how  could  I  explain 
Tlie  Tarioot  labyrinths  of  the  bmin  ! 
Surprise  my  readers,  whilst  I  tell  'em 
Of  otrebrum,  and  cerebellum  I 
How  could  I  play  the  commentator 
On  dura  and  on  pta  mater  / 
Where  hoc  and  cold,  and  dry  and  wet» 
Strive  each  the  other's  place  to  get ; 
And,  with  incessant  toil  and  stnfc. 
Would  keep  possession  during  life. 
I  oould  demonstrate  every  pore, 
Where  memory  lays  up  all  her  store; 
And  to  an  inch  compute  the  station 
*Twixt  judgment  and  imagination. 

0  friend  !  I  could  display  much  learning, 
At  least  to  men  of  small  discerning. 

The  brain  contains  ten  thousand  cells : 
In  eadi  seme  active  &ncy  dwells ; 
Whidi  always  is  at  work,  and  ihaning 
The  several  folHes  I  was  naming. 
As  in  a  hive's  vimineous  dome 
Ten  diousand  bees  enjoy  their  home, 
Each  does  her  studious  actions  vary. 
To  go  and  come,  to  fetch  and  carry ; 
Each  still  renews  her  little  labour, 
Nor  jostles  her  assiduous  neighbour : 
Eacfa^  wfaQst  tbu  them  I  maintain, 

1  &11C7,  Dick,  I  know  thy  brain. 
O,  with  the  ndgfaty  theme  aflfected. 
Could  I  but  see  thy  head  dissected!" 

"  My  head!"  quoth  Dick,  *<  to  serve  your 


Spare  that,  and  take  some  other  limb. 

Sr,  in  your  nice  affairs  of  tyttemf 

Wise  men  propose ;  but  fools  assist  'em." 

Says  Matthew,  «  Richard,  keep  thy  head. 
And  boid  thy  peace;  and  I'll  proceed." 

••  IVoceed !"  quoth  Dick  :  "  Sir,  I  aver. 
Too  have  afaready  gone  too  far. 
When  people  once  are  in  the  wrong, 
Each  line  they  add  is  much  too  long. 
Who  &8test  walks,  but  walks  astray, 
U  only  fiuihest  from  his  way. 
Bless  your  conceits  !  must  I  believe, 
Hbwe'cr  absurd,  what  you  conceive  ; 
And,  for  your  fiiendship^  live  and  die 
A  papist  in  pfailosopby? 
I  say,  whatever  you  maintain 
Of  Alma  in  the  heart  or  brain, 
Ike  platfipst  man  alite  9iay  tdl  ye» 
Her  seat  of  empire  b  the  beUy ; 
Vnm  hence  she  sends  out  those  supplies, 
Which  Aiekes  us  dther  stout  or  wise ; 
TW  strength  of  every  other  member 
blnnidea  on  your  belly.timber  ; 
The  qoakna  or  raptures  of  your  blood 
RiK  m  proportion  to  your  food  ; 
And,  if  yoo  would  improve  your  thought, 
Tea  must  be  fod  as  well  as  taught. 
Tear  stomach  makes  your  fobnc  roll, 
last  aa  tfae  biaa  mles  the  bowL 
IW  great  Artines  might  employ 
The  strength  desun'd  to  ruin  Txw ; 
Bi  din'di  on  Hon  s  narrow,  spread 
Oa  luasts  of  ammunition  bread : 
fiat,  byhia  mother  sent  away, 

i  Aa  Thiacian  girls  to  play. 


Effeminate  he  sat,  apd  qwet : 

Strange  product  of  a  cheese-cake  dia  ! 

Now  give  my  argument  fair  play, 

And  take  the  thing  the  other  way  : 

The  youngster,  who  at  nine  and  three 

Drinks  witli  his  sisters  milk  and  tea, 

FVom  breakfest  reads  till  twelve  o'clock, 

Burnet  and  Heylin,  Hobbes,  and  hocke : 

He  pays  due  visits  after  noon 

To  cousin  Alice  and  uucle  John, 

At  ten  from  coffee-house  or  pligr 

Returning,  finishes  the  day. 

But,  give  him  port  and  potent  aack^ 

F^pom  milksop  he  starts  up  Mohocks. 

Holds  that  the  happy  know  no  hoyrs ; 

So  through  the  street  at  midnight  seours. 

Breaks  watchmen's  heads  and  chairmen's  gli^aes* 

And  thence  proceeds  to  nicking  saslies  ^ 

Till,  by  some  toueher  hand  o'ercome, 

And  first  knock'd  down,  and  then  led  hom^ 

He  damns  the  footman,  strikes  the  maid. 

And  decently  reels  up  to  bed. 

**  Observe  the  various  operations 
Of  food  and  drink  in  several  nations. 
Was  ever  Tartar  fierce  or  cruel 
Upon  the  strength  of  water-gniel  ? 
But  who  shall  stand  his  rage  and  force. 
If  first  he  rides,  then  eats  his  horse  7 
Salads,  and  eggs,  and  lighter  fare. 
Tune  the  Italian  ^Mu-k's  guitar. 
And,  if  I  take  Dan  Congrcve  right. 
Pudding  and  beef  make  Britons  fight. 
Tokay  and  cofl'ee  cause  this  work 
Between  the  German  and  the  Turk ; 
And  both,  as  they  provisions  want. 
Chicane  avoid,  retire  and  faip^. 

*'  Hunger  and  thirst,  or  guns  and  swordf» 
Give  the  same  death  in  difierciit  words. 
To  push  this  argument  no  further  ; 
To  starve  a  man,  in  law  is  murther. 

"  As  in  a  watch's  fine  machine, 
Though  many  artful  springs  arc  seen ; 
The  added  movements,  which  declare 
How  full  the  Moon,  Itow  old  the  ycai^ 
Derive  their  secondary  power 
From  that  which  simply  points  the  hour. 
For,  tliough  those  gim-cracks  were  away, 
(Quare  would  not  swear,  but  Quare  would  say) 
However  more  rcduc'd  and  plain, 
The  watch  would  stiU  a  watch  remain : 
But,  if  the  horal'Orhit  ceases. 
The  whole  stands  still,  or  breaks  to  pieoe* ; 
Is  now  no  longer  what  it  was, 
And  you  may  e'en  go  sell  the  case. 
So,  if  unprgudic'd  you  scan 
The  goings  of  this  clock-woiAi  ra^an. 
You  find  a  hundred  movements  made 
By  fine  devices  in  liis  head  ; 
But  'tis  the  stomadi's  solid  stroke 
That  tells  his  being  what's  o'clock. 
If  you  take  off  this  rhetoric  trigger. 
He  talks  no  more  in  mode  andnguie ; 
Or,  clog  his  nM/Aemo/towheol, 
His  buildings  fall,  his  ship  stands  s|Ql ; 
Or,  lastly,  break  his  po/tftc-weight, 
His  voice  no  longer  rules  the  state* 
Yet,  if  these  finer  whims  are  gone. 
Your  clock,  though  plain,  \fould  still  goon ; 
But  spoil  the  engine  of  digestion. 
And  you  entirely  change  ttie  question. 
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Alina*s  afikin  no  power  can  mend ; 
Tbe jest,  das!  isatanend: 
Soon  oeaaes  all  the  worlAy  bustle. 
And  you  consign  the  corpse  to  RusseL 

**  Now  make  your  Alma  come  or  go 
From  leg  to  hand,  fh>m  top  to  toe, 
Tour  SjftteMf  without  my  addition. 
Is  in  a  very  sad  condition. 
So  Harlequin  extoll'd  his  horse, 
FH  for  the  war,  or  road,  or  course ! 
His  mouth  was  soft,  his  eye  was  good. 
His  ibot  was  sure  as  ever  trod : 
One  ftult  he  had  (a  fault  indeed !) 
And  what  was  that?  the  horse  Mras  dead." 

-  Dick,  from  these  instances  and  fetches, 
Hiou  mak'st  of  horses,  docks,  and  watches," 
Quodi  Mat,  "  to  me  thou  seem'st  to  mean, 
Tliat  Alma  is  a  mere  fnachine  : 
That,  telling  others  what's  o'clock. 
She  knows  not  what  herself  has  struck  ; 
But  leaves  to  standers-by  the  trial 
Of  what  is  mark'd  upon  her  dial." 

"  Here  hold  a  blow,  good  friend,"  quoth  Dick, 
And  rau'd  his  vcnce  exceeding  quick. 
**  Fight  fair,  sir :  what  I  never  meant 
Don't  you  infer.     In  argument 
Sfanilles  are  like  songs  in  love : 
They  much  describe ;  they  nothing  prove." 

Mat,  who  was  here  a  little  gravell'd. 
Tost  up  his  nose,  and  would  have  cavill'd ; 
But,  calling  Hermes  to  his  aid. 
Half  pleas'd,  half  angry,  thus  he  said : 
rWhere  mind  ('tis  for  the  author's  fame) 
lliat  Matthew  call'd,  and  Hermes  came. 
In  danger  heroes,  and  in  doubt 
Poets  find  gods  to  help  them  out) 

*<  Friend  Richard,  I  begin  to  see, 
Hiat  you  and  I  shall  scarce  agree. 
Observe  how  oddly  you  behave : 
lite  more  I  grant,  the  more  you  crave. 
But,  comrade,  as  I  said  just  now, 
I  should  affinn,  and  you  allow. 
We  j^sfem-makers  can  sustain 
The  tkesiSf  which  you  grant  was  plain  ; 
And  with  remarks  and  conmients  teaze  ye. 
In  case  the  thing  before  was  easy. 
But,  in  a  point  obscure  and  dark. 
We  fight  as  Leibnitz  did  with  Clarke ; 
And,  when  no  reason  we  can  show. 
Why  matters  this  or  that  way  go. 
The  shortest  way  the  thing  we  try, 
And  what  we  know  not,  we  deny ; 
IVue  to  our  own  o'erbearing  pride. 
And  fUse  to  all  the  world  beside. 

**  That  old  philosopher  grew  cross, 
Who  could  not  tell  what  motion  was : 
Because  he  walk'd  against  his  will. 
He  fiic'd  men  down,  that  he  stood  still. 
And  he  who,  reading  on  the  heart, 
rWhen  all  his  fuodUbett  of  art 
Could  not  expound  its  pulse  and  heat) 
Swore  he  had  never  felt  it  beat 
Chrysippus,  foil'd  by  Epicurus, 
Makes  bold  (Jove  bless  him  !)  to  assure  us, 
Hiat  all  things,  which  our  mind  can  view. 
May  be  at  once  both  fitlse  and  true. 
And  Malebranche  has  an  odd  conceit. 
As  ever  enter' d  Frenchman's  pate : 
Says  he,  <  So  little  can  our  mind 
Of  matter  or  of  spirit  find. 


That  wa  by  guess  at  least  mi^  gadiet 

Something,  which  may  be  boUv  or  neither.' 

Faith,  Dick,  I  must  confess,  'tis  true, 

(But  this  is  only  entrt  noui) 

Timt  many  knotty  points  there  are. 

Which  all  discuss,  but  few  can  clear ;  • 

As  Nature  slily  had  thought  fit, 

For  some  by-ends,  to  crcas-bite  wit : 

Circles  to  square,  and  cubes  to  double. 

Would  give  a  man  excessive  trouble  ; 

The  longitude  uncertain  roams. 

In  spite  of  Whiston  and  his  bombs. 

What  tyOem,  Dick,  has  right  averr'd 

Hie  cause  why  woman  has  no  beard? 

Or  why,  as  years  our  frame  attack. 

Our  hairs  grow  white,  our  teeth  grow  black  t 

In  points  like  these  we  must  agree^ 

Our  barbers  know  as  much  as  we. 

Tet  still,  unable  to  explain. 

We  must  persist  the  best  we  can ; 

With  care  our  sysUm  still  renew. 

And  prove  things  likely,  though  not  true. 

«  I  could,  thou  seest,  in  quaint  dispute, 
By  dint  of  logic,  strike  thee  mute ; 
With  learned  skill,  now  push,  now  parry. 
From  Darii  to  Bocardo  vary. 
And  never  yield ;  or,  what  is  worst. 
Never  conclude  the  point  discours'd. 
Tet,  that  you  Ate  j*  nunc  may  know 
How  mudi  you  to  my  candour  owe, 
I'll  from  the  disputant  descend. 
To  show  thee,  I  assume  the  friend : 
I'll  take  thy  notion  for  my  own— 
(So  most  philosopbers  have  done) 
It  makes  my  system  more  complete : 
Dick,  can  it  have  a  nobler  fate  ?"  [friend ; 

<*  Take  what  thou  wilt,"  said  Dick,  <•  dor 
But  bring  thy  matters  to  an  end." 

**  I  find,"  quodi  Mat,  **  reproof  is  vain : 
Who  first  offend,  will  first  complain. 
Thou  wishest  I  should  make  to  shore  ; 
Tet  still  putt'st  in  thy  thwarting  oar. 
What  I  have  told  thee  fifty  times 
In  prose,  receive  for  once  in  rhymes : 
A  huge  fat  man  in  country-fUr, 
Or  dty-church,  (no  matter  whov,) 
Labour'd  and  push'd  amidst  the  crowd. 
Still  bawling  out  extremely  loud, 
*  Lord  save  us !  why  do  people  press  !* 
Another,  marking  his  distress. 
Friendly  reply'd,  *  Flump  gentleman. 
Get  out  as  fast  as  e'er  you  can ; 
Or  cease  to  push,  or  to  exclaim  : 
Tou  make  the  very  crowd  you  blame.'  *' 

Says  Dick,  *'  Tour  moral  does  not  need 
The  least  return ;  so  e'en  proceed : 
Tour  tale,  howe'er  apply'd,  was  short : 
So  fiu-,  at  least,  I  thank  you  for't" 

Mat  took  his  thanks ;  and,  in  a  tone 
More  magisterial,  thus  went  on. 

«  Now  Afana  settles  in  the  head. 
As  has  before  been  sung  or  said : 
And  here  begins  this  fitfce  of  life ; 
Enter  Revenge,  Ambition,  Strife : 
Behold  on  bodi  sides  men  advance, 
To  form  in  earnest  Bays's  dance. 
L' Avare,  not  using  half  hb  store. 
Still  grumbles  that  he  has  no  more ; 
Strikes  not  the  present  tun,  for  fear 
The  vintage  should  be  bad  next  year ; 
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And  eats  tod^  wHh  iawaied  mmtm. 

And  dmd  of  fiiilcj'd  want  fo-morrow. 

Abroad  if  the  turtout  you  wear 

Rcpek  Uie  rigour  of  the  air; 

Would  you  be  warm^,  if  at  home 

Tott  had  the  ftbric  and  the  loom  ? 

And,  if  two  boots  keep  out  the  weather, 

What  need  jou  have  two  hidei  of  leather  ? 

Could  Pedro^  think  you,  make  no  trial 

Of  a  mmata  on  his  riol, 

Unlcai  he  had  the  total  gut 

Whence  every  string  at  first  was  cut? 
**  When  Rams  shows  you  his  cartone. 

He  always  tells  you,  with  a  groan, 

Where  two  of  tiiat  same  hand  were  torn. 

Long  before  you  or  he  were  bom. 
"Poor  Vento's  mind  so  much  is  crost. 

For  part  of  his  Petronius  lost, 

That  be  can  nerer  take  the  pains 

To  understand  what  yet  remains. 
**  What  toil  did  honest  Curio  take, 

What  strict  inquiries  did  he  make, 

To  get  one  medal  wanting  yet, 

And  perfect  all  his  Roman  set ! 

1!s  found :  and,  O  his  happy  lot! 

'Tis  bought,  lock'd  up,  and  lies  forgot : 

Oftheae  no  more  you  hear  him  speak : 

He  now  begins  upon  the  Greek. 

Thae,  nmg'd  and  show*d,  shall  in  their  turns 

Bemaln  otecure  as  in  their  urns. 

My  copper  lamps,  at  any  rate. 
For  being  true  antique,  I  bought; 

Tet  wiaely  melted  down  my  plate, 
On  modem  models  to  be  wrought : 

And  trifles  I  alike  pursue. 
Because  they're  old,  because  they're  new. 
"  Dick,  I  have  seen  you  with  delight, 

For  Gtam  *  make  a  paper  kite. 
And  simfSe  ode  too  many  show  ye 
My  aerrile  complaisance  to  Chloe. 

Pnvnts  and  lorers  are  decreed 
By  Natore  fools."  —  «  That's  brare,  indeed!" 
Qisoth  Dick :  "  such  tmths  are  worth  receiving." 
Yet  stAI  Dick  look'd  as  not  beliering. 
"  Now,  Alma,  to  divines  and  prose 
I  leav«  tlry  frauds,  and  crimes,  and  woes ; 
Xor  tfaiiik  to-night  of  diy  ilL.nature, 
Bat  of  thy  fdlio,  idle  creature  ! 
Tbe  turns  of  thy  uncertain  wing^ 
Andiiot  tbe  malice  of  thy  sting : 
IVy  ptide  of  being  great  and  wise 
I  do  but  mention,  to  de^iise ; 
I  ffiew,  with  anger  and  disdain. 
How  &tle  gives  thee  joy  or  pain ; 
A  prio^  Ji  bfWusR,  a  flower,  a  rooC^ 
A  rfiell,  s  butterfly,  can  do't : 
Ev*!!  n  romance,  a  tune,  a  rhyme, 
Help  dwe  to  pass  the  tedious  time, 
WhKb  dse  would  on  thy  hand  remain ; 
Thoo^i^  Hown,  it  ne'er  looks  back  again ; 
And  canis  are  dealt,  and  chess-boaru  brougfaC, 
To  emm  the  pain  of  coward  Thought : 
"Bapfj  resvU  of  human  wit! 
Jkil  Alnw  may  herself  foivet. 

*<  Didc»  tiius  we  act ;  and  thus  we  are, 
Or  toas'd  by  hope,  or  sunk  by  care. 
With  i  niWii—  pain  this  ipan  pursues 
Wtay  if  btf  gmn*d  he  could  not  use : 

*  Hr.  Shelton's  son. 


And  t'other  fimdly  hopes  to  see 
What  never  was,  nor  e'er  diall  be. 
We  err  by  use,  go  wrong  by  rules, 
In  gesture  grave,  in  action  fools : 
We  join  hypocrisy  to  pride. 
Doubling  the  findts  we  strire  to  hida 
Or  grant  that,  with  extreme  surprise^ 
We  find  ourselves  at  sixty  wise^ 
And  twenty  pretty  things  are  known. 
Of  whidi  we  can't  accomplish  one ; 
Whilst,  as  my  <ystem  sqps,  the  Mind 
Is  to^ttese  upper  rooms  oonfin'd. 
Should  I,  my  fiiend,  at  large  repeat 
Her  borrow'd  sense,  her  fond  conceit^ 
The  bead-roU  of  her  vicious  tricks. 
My  poem  would  be  too  prolix. 
For,  could  I  my  remarks  sustain. 
Like  Socrates,  or  Miles  Montaigne, 
Who  in  these  times  would  read  my  books, 
But  Tom  o'Stiles,  or  John  o'Nokes? 

«  As  Brentford  kings,  discreet  and  wise. 
After  long  thought  and  grave  advice^ 
Into  Larddla's  coflbi  peqiing^ 
Saw  nought  to  cause  theu*  mirth  or  weeping : 
So  Alma,  now  to  joy  or  grief 
Superior,  finds  her  late  rdief : 
Weary'd  of  beinff  high  or  great. 
And  nodding  in  her  chair  of  state ; 
Stunn'd  and  worn  out  vrith  endless  chat 
Of  Will  did  this,  and  Nan  said  that; 
She  finds,  poor  thinff,  some  litde  crack. 
Which  Nature,  fonrd  by  Time,  must  make, 
Hvough  which  she  wings  her  destitt'd  way ; 
Upward  she  soars,  and  down  drops  day : 
While  some  surviving  friend  supplies 
Hie  jacet,  and  a  hundred  lies. 

**  O  Richard,  till  tiiat  day  appears. 
Which  must  decide  our  hopes  and  fiMis, 
Would  Fortune  cahn  her  present  rage. 
And  gire  us  play-things  for  our  age : 
Would  Clotho  wash  her  hands  in  milk, 
And  twist  our  thread  with  gold  and  silk ; 
Would  she,  in  friendship,  peace  and  fdenty, 
Spin  out  our  years  to  four  times  twenty ; 
And  should  we  both,  in  this  condition. 
Have  conquer'd  Love,  and  worse  AndMtion, 
(Else  those  two  passions,  by  the  way. 
May  chance  to  show  us  scurvy  play,) 
Hum,  Ridiard,  then  should  we  sit  down. 
Far  from  the  tumult  of  this  town ; 
I  fond  of  my  well-chosen  seat. 
My  pictures,  medals,  books  complete. 
Or,  should  we  mix  our  friendly  talk, 
O'ersfaaded  in  that  favourite  walk. 
Which  thy  own  hand  had  whilom  planted. 
Both  pleas'd  vrith  all  we  thought  we  wanted; 
Yet  then,  cv'n  then,  one  cross  reflection   , 
Would  spoil  thy  grove,  and  my  collection : 
Tliy  son,  and  Ins,  ere  that,  may  die, 
And  Thne  some  uncouth  heir  supply. 
Who  shall  for  nothing  else  be  known 
But  qtoDing  all  that  thou  hast  done. 
Who  set  the  twigs  shall  he  remember 
Hiat  is  in  haste  to  sell  the  tunber? 
And  what  shall  of  thy  woods  remain, 
Except  the  box  that  threw  the  main? 

«*  Nay,  may  not  Time  and  Death  remove 
The  near  relations  whom  I  love? 
And  my  cos  Tom,  or  hb  cos  Mary, 
(Who  hold  the  plough,  or  skim  the  dairy,} 
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My  frnvouiite  books  and  picturei  sell 
To  Smart,  or  Doiley,  by  the  ell? 
Kindly  throw  in  a  little  figure. 
And  set  the  price  upon  the  bigger  ? 
Those  who  could  never  read  the  grammar, 
When  my  dear  volumes  touch  the  hammer. 
May  think  books  best,  as  richest  bound ; 
My  copper  medals  by  the  pound 
May  be  with  learned  justice  weigh'd ; 
To  turn  the  balance,  Otho's  head 
May  be  thrown  in ;  and,  for  the  metal, 
The  coin  may  mend  a  tinker's  kettle— 

"  Tir'd  with  these  thoughts"  —  "  Less  tir*d 
than  I," 
Quoth  Dick,  "  with  your  philosophy— 
Hiatipeople  live  and  die,  I  knew 
An  hour  ago,  as  well  as  you. 
And,  if  Fate  spins  us  longer  years. 
Or  is  in  haste  to  take  the  shears, 
I  know  we  must  both  fortunes  try, 
And  bear  our  evils,  wet  or  dry. 
Yet,  let  the  goddess  smile  or  frown, 
Bread  we  shall  eat,  or  white  or  brown ; 
And  in  a  cottage,  or  a  court, 
Drink  fine  chcanpaigney  or  muddled  jmi. 
What  need  of  books  these  truths  to  tell. 
Which  folks  perceive  who  cannot  spell  ? 
And  must  we  spectacles  apply. 
To  view  what  hurts  our  naked  eye  \ 

<*  Sir,  if  it  be  your  vrisdom's  aim 
To  make  me  merrier  dian  I  am, 
1*11  be  all  night  at  your  devotion — 
Come  on,  ft^nd,  broach  the  pleasing  notion; 
But,  if  you  would  depress  my  thou^t, 
Tour  tyttem  is  not  worth  a  groat  — 

"  For  FUto's  ftndes  what  care  I  ? 
I  hope  you  would  not  have  me  die, 
Like  sbnple  Cato  in  the  play. 
For  any  thing  that  he  can  say : 
£*en  let  him  of  ideas  speak 
To  heathens  in  his  native  Greek. 
K  to  be  sad  is  to  be  wiae, 
I  do  most  heartily  despise 
Whatever  Socrates  has  said. 
Or  Tully  vrrit,  or  Wanley  read. 

«  Dear  Drift  *,  to  set  our  matCen  rights 
Remove  these  papers  from  my  si^t ; 
Bum  Mat's  Des-cart,  and  Aristotle : 
Here  I  Jboalhan,  your  master's  bottle.** 

*  Mr.  IVior's  secretary  and  executor. 
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THE  VANITY  OF  THE  WORLD. 

A   TOSM, 
IN  THaSB   BOOKS. 

*0  Bias  ym^  Sm^*  «;c«,  •"•wff  J*  Uvf  wi>^»i. 

EuftJr. 

Siquis  Deus  mihi  laigiatur,  ut  ex  hac  state  repu- 
erascam,  et  in  cunis  vagiam,  valde  recusem. 

Cic  de  SentcL 

The  bewailing  of  man's  nuMenes  has  been  elegantly 
and  copiously  set  forth  by  many  in  the  writmgs 
as  well  of  philosophers  as  divines;  and  is  both  a 
pleasant  and  a  profitable  contemplation. 

Bacok. 


Book  I — KNOWLEDGE. 
Texts  ckiejly  alluded  to  in  Book  L 

«  The  words  of  the  Preacher  the  son  of  David, 
king  of  Jerusalem." — Eccuts.  chap.  i.  ver.  1. 

"  Vanity  of  vanities,  says  the  Preacher,  Tanity  of 
vanities,  all  b  vanity." — Ver.  2. 

*<  I  communed  with  mine  own  heart,  saying,  Ia 
I  am  come  to  great  estate,  and  have  gotten  more 
wisdom  than  all  they  that  have  been  befote  me 
in  Jerusalem :  yea,  my  heart  had  great  expe- 
rience of  wisdom  and  knowledge." —  Ver.  16. 

«  He  spake  of  trees,  from  the  cedar-tree  that  b  in 
Lebanon,  even  unto  the  hyssop  that  ^Mringetb 
out  of  the  wall :  he  spake  also  of  beasts,  and  of 
fowl,  and  of  creeping  things,  and  of  fiahea."— 
1  KufGs,  chap.  iv.  ver.  33. 

«  I  know,  that  whatsoever  God  doeth,  it  ahaU  be 
for  ever :  nothing  can  be  put  to  it,  nor  any  thing 
taken  from  it;  and  God  doeth  it,  that  men  should 
fear  before  him."  — Ecclks.  chap.  uL  ver,  14. 

«  He  hath  made  every  thing  beautiful  in  his  tiow : 
also  he  hath  set  the  world  in  their  heart,  so  €t»at 
no  man  can  find  out  the  work  that  God  makeih 
from  the  beginning  to  the  end."  —  Verm  1 1. 

«*  For  in  much  wisdom  is  much  grief:  and  be  that 
increaseth  knowledge,  increaseth  sorrow.*'  — 
Ch.i.  ver.  18. 

"  And  further,  by  these,  my  son,  be  admoni&hcd : 
of  making  many  books  there  is  no  end:  and 
much  study  is  a  weariness  of  the  fiesh. "—  Ck-  »i« 
Ver.  19. 

The  JrgumenL 

SoLOMOK,  seeking  happiness  firom  knowledge,  eooi 
venes  the  learned  men  of  his  kingdom;  reqoira 
them  to  explain  to  him  the  various  opemticx] 
and  effects  of  Nature ;  discourses  of  Tegctabtea 
animals,  and  man;  proposes  some  (pa^stkMi 
concerning  the  origin  and  situatkm  of  tbe  faaJ>i 
able  Earth;  proceeds  to  examine  die  system  i 
the  visible  Heaven;  doubts  if  there  masj  n 
be  a  plurality  of  worlds;  inouires  into  tfae  n 
ture  of  spirits  and  angds;,  and  wishes  to  be  nsa 


Digitized  by  VjOOQI 


BoocL 


SOLOMON. 


359 


/bllf  iDflMiDed  as  to  th0  ittiilmtM  of  the  SttpreiM 
Being.  He  is  hnperfectlj  answered  by  the  rab- 
bint  and  doctors ;  blames  his  own  curiosity ;  and 
eooclndea»  that,  as  to  homan  sdenoe,    All  is 


Ti  sons  of  men,  with  just  regard  attend, 
Oteerre  the  prsacber,  and  believe  the  fnend, 
WboM  serious  Muse  inspires  him  to  explain, 
Tint  ill  we  act,  and  all  we  think,  is  Tain ; 
Tint,  in  this  pilgrimage  of  seventy  years, 
O'er  rocks  of  penis,  and  through  vales  of  tears, 
Destin'd  to  march,  our  doubtful  steps  we  tend, 
IVd  with  the  toil,  yet  fearful  of  its  end : 
Tint  from  the  womb  we  take  our  fatal  shares 
Of  ioUies,  passions,  labours,  tumults,  cares  ; 
And,  at  approach  of  Death,  shall  only  know 
Tbe  truth,  which  from  these  pensive  numbers  flow, 
Tiat  we  pursue  false  joy,  and  suffer  real  woe. 

Happiness,  object  of  that  waking  dream, 
Whidi  we  call  life,  mistaking :  fugitive  theme 
Of  my  pursuing  verse,  ideal  shade, 
Noiimal  good,  by  fimcy  only  made. 
And  bj  tradition  nurs'd,  fallacious  fire, 
Wboae  dsndng  beams  mislead  our  fond  desire, 
duseofourcare,  and  errour  of  our  mind ; 
Oh!  hadst  thou  ever  been  by  Heaven  designed 
To  Adsm,  and  his  mortal  race ;  the  boon 
Satire  had  been  reserv'd  for  Solomon : 
Oi  ne  the  partial  lot  had  been  bestow'd. 
And  in  Biy  cup  the  golden  draught  had  flow'd. 

But  0 !  ere  yet  original  man  was  made, 
£re  tfaeibondatioiis  or  this  Earth  were  laid, 
^  *»>  opponent  to  our  search,  ordain*d 
1W  joy,  still  sought,  should  never  be  attauiU 
"nsi  sad  experience  dtes  me  to  reveal. 
And  wfait  I  dictate  is  from  what  I  feel. 

Bom,  as  I  was,  great  David*s  £svourite  son, 
^^  to  my  people,  on  the  Hebrew  throne, 
&>Uinie  my  court,  vrith  Ophir's  treasures  blest, 
My  name  extended  to  the  fisrthest  east, 
Mj  body  doth'd  widi  every  outward  grace, 
length  in  my  limbs,  and  beauty  in  my  face. 
My  ifaiiung  thought  with  fruitful  notions  crown*d, 
Qwk  my  invention,  and  my  judgment  sound : 
*  Aria^**  I  commun'd  with  myself,  "  arise ; 
"^^^  to  be  happy;  to  be  great,  be  wise : 
^^••*wt  of  spirit  must  from  science  flow, 
Fv  'tis  i  godlike  attribute  to  know.** 

I  laid ;  and  sent  my  edict  through  the  land : 
Anxnd  my  throne  the  letter*d  rabbins  stand ; 
'^*oric  lives  revolve,  long  volumes  spread, 
"Hn  old  discottrsing  as  the  younger  read : 
^<)>Bt  I  beanl,  propos'd  my  doubts,  and  said : 

"  TW  vegetable  world,  each  plantand  tree, 
hi  seed,  its  name,  its  nature,  its  degree, 
I  m  slWd,  as  Fame  reports,  to  luiow 
Fran  tbt  fair  cedar  on  the  craggy  brow 
Of  Lcfaanoo,  nodding  supremely  tall, 
I'soceping  moss  and  hyssop  on  the  wall : 
^<t>  just  and  conscious  to  myself,  I  find 
AlNjuand  doubts  oppose  the  searching  mind. 

*  I  know  not  why  the  beech  delights  the  glade 
'^  houghs  exten^wd,  and  a  rounder  shade ; 
*!•*  lowering  firs  in  conic  forms  arise, 
j  Jj'^'di  a  powted  spear  divide  tlie  skies : 
L  ^*ky  again  the  changing  oak  should  shed 
Jjfesriy  honour  of  his  stately  head ; 


Wanting  the  Son,  why  does  the  caltha  fiide? 
Why  dMs  the  cypress  flourish  in  the  shade  ? 
The  fie  and  date,  why  bve  they  to  remain 
In  middle  station,  and  an  even  plain ; 
While  in  the  lower  marsh  the  gourd  is  found. 
And  while  the  hill  with  olive  shade  is  crown'd? 
Why  does  one  dimate  and  one  soQ  endue 
The  blushing  poppy  with  a  crimson  hue. 
Yet  leave  the  lily  pale,  and  tinge  the  violet  blue  ? 
Why  does  the  fond  carnation  love  to  shoot 
A  various  colour  from  one  parent  root ; 
While  the  fimtasdc  tulip  strives  to  breaJc 
In  twofold  beauty,  and  a  parted  streak  ? 
Tlie  twining  jasmine  and  the  blushing  rose, 
With  lavish  grace,  their  morning  scents  disclose : 
I  The  smelling  tuberose  and  jonquil  declare 
I  The  stronger  impulse  of  an  evening  air. 
Whence  lias  the  tree  (resolve  me),  or  the  flower, 
A  various  instinct,  or  a  different  power  ? 
Why  should  one  earth,  one  clime,  one  stream,  one 
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diatinguish*d  yew  is  ever  seen, 
'd  his  btvncfaf  and  permanent  his  green. 


Raise  this  to  strength,  and  sicken  tliat  to  death  ? 

«  Whence  does  it  happen,  that  the  plant,  which 
well 
We  name  the  Sensitive,  should  move  and  fee\  ? 
Whence  know  her  leaves  to  answer  her  command. 
And  with  quick  horrour  fly  the  neighbouring  hand  ? 

*'  Along  tlie  sunny  bank,  or  watery  mead, 
Ten  thousand  stalks  the  various  blossoms  spread  t 
Peaceful  and  lowly  in  their  native  soil, 
They  neither  know  to  spin,  nor  care  to  toil ; 
Yet  with  confess*d  magnificence  deride 
Our  vile  attire,  and  impotence  of  pride. 
The  cowslip  smiles,  in  brighter  yellow  dress*d 
Than  that  which  veils  the  nubile  virgin*s  breast : 
A  faver  red  stands  blushing  in  the  rose 
Than  that  which  on  the  bridegroom's  vestment 

flows. 
Take  but  the  humblest  lily  of  the  field. 
And,  if  our  pride  will  to  our  reason  yield. 
It  must,  by  sure  comparison,  be  shown 
That  on  the  regal  seat  great  David*s  son, 
Array*d  in  all  his  robes  and  types  of  power, 
Shines  with  less  glory  than  that  simple  flower. 

"  Of  fishes  next,  my  friends,  I  would  inquure : 
How  the  mute  race  engender,  or  respire. 
From  the  small  fry  that  glide  on  Jordan's  stream* 
Unmark*d,  a  multitude  witlwut  a  name. 
To  that  Leviathan,  who  o'er  the  seas 
Immense  rolls  onward  his  impetuous  ways, 
And  mocks  the  wind,  and  in  the  tempest  plays  ? 
How  they  in  warlike  bands  march  greatly  forth 
From  freezing  waters  and  the  colder  north. 
To  southern  climes  directing  their  career, 
Their  station  changing  with  th*  inverted  year  ? 
How  all  with  careful  knowledge  are  endued. 
To  choose  tlieir  proper  bed,  and  wave,  and  food  ; 
To  guard  their  spawn,  and  educate  their  brood  ? 

«  Of  birds,  how  each,  according  to  her  kind, 
Proper  materials  for  her  nest  can  find, 
And  build  a  frame,  which  deepest  thought  m  man 
Would  or  amend  or  imitate  in  vain  ? 
How  in  small  flights  th^  know  to  try  their  young. 
And  teach  the  callow  child  her  parcnt*8  song  ? 
Why  these  frequent  the  plain,  and  those  the  wood  r 
Why  every  land  has  her  specific  brood  ? 
Where  the  tall  crane,  or  winding  swallow,  goes, 
Fearful  of  gathering  winds  and  falling  snows; 
If  into  rocks,  or  hollow  trees,  they  creeo. 
In  temporary  death  <^^"^°*^*T^^AQ|e 
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Or,  consdoiisof  the  ooming  evil,  fly 
To  milder  regions,  and  m  fouthem  sky? 

**  Of  beasts  and  creeping  insects  shall  we  trace 
The  wondrous  nature,  and  the  various  race ; 
Or  wild  or  tame,  or  friend  to  man  or  foe, 
Of  us  what  they,  or  what  of  them  we  know  ? 

"  Tell  me,  ye  studious,  who  pretend  to  see 
Far  into  Nature's  bosom,  whence  the  bee 
Was  fint  inform*d  her  Tenturous  flight  to  steer 
Through  trackless  paths,  and  an  abyss  of  air? 
Whence  she  avoids  the  slimy  marsh,  and  knows 
Hie  fertile  hills,  where  sweeter  hertiage  grows, 
And  honey-making  flowers  their  opening  buds  dis- 
close? 
How  Arom  the  thickened  mist,  and  setting  sun, 
Finds  she  the  Labour  of  her  day  is  done? 
Who  taught  her  against  winds  and  rains  to  strive. 
To  bring  her  bur£en  to  the  certain  hive ; 
And  through  the  liquid  fields  again  to  pass, 
Duteous,  and  hearkening  to  the  sounding  brass? 

*'  And,  O  thou  sluggvd,  tell  me  why  the  ant, 
'Midst  summer's  plenty,  thinks  of  winter's  want, 
By  constant  joumies  careful  to  prepare 
Her  stores ;  and,  bringing  home  the  corny  ear. 
By  what  instruction  does  she  bite  the  grain. 
Lest,  liidin  earth,  and  taking  root  again,  i 

It  might  elude  the  foresight  of  her  care  ? 
Distinct  in  either  insect's  deed  appear 
Hie  maiks  of  thought,  contrivance,  hope^  and  fear. 

'<  Fix  thy  corporeal  and  internal  eye 
On  the  young  gnat,  or  new-engender'd  fly ; 
On  the  vile  worm  that  yesterday  began 
To  crawl ;  thy  fellow-creatures,  abject  man  !    [see. 
Like  thee  they  breathe,  they  move,  they  taste,  they 
They  show  their  ^Mssions  by  their  acts,  like  thee : 
Darting  their  stings,  they  previously  declare 
Design'd  revenge,  and  fierce  intent  of  war : 
Laying  their  ^gs,  they  evidently  prove 
The  g«iial  power,  and  full  effect  of  love. 
Each  then  has  organs  to  digest  his  food. 
One  to  beget,  and  one  receive  the  brood; 
Has  limbs  and  sinews,  Uood  and  heart,  and  brain. 
Life  and  her  proper  functions  to  sustain, 
Though  the  whole  fabric  smaller  than  a  grain. 
What  more  can  our  penurious  reason  grant 
To  the  large  whale,  or  castled  elephant ; 
To  those  enormous  terrours  of  the  Nile, 
The  crested  snake,  and  long-tail'd  crocodile ; 
Than  that  all  difi*er  but  in  Siape  and  name, 
Eadi  destin'd  to  a  less  or  larger  frame  ? 

"  For  potent  Nature  loves  a  various  act, 
Fhme  to  enlarge,  or  studious  to  contract ; 
Now  forms  her  work  too  small,  now  too  inmiense. 
And  scorns  ibid  measures  of  our  feeble  sense. 
The  olject,  tpread  too  far,  or  rais'd  too  high, 
Denies  its  real  image  to  the  eye  ; 
Too  little,  it  eludes  the  daxsled  sight, 
Becomes  mizt  blackness,  or  unparted  light. 
Water  and  air  the  varied  form  confound ;    [round. 
The  straight  looks  crooked,  and  the  square  grows 

**  Thus,  while  with  firuitless  hope  and  weary  pain, 
We  seek  great  Nature's  power,  but  sedc  in  vain. 
Safe  sits  the  goddess  in  her  dark  retreat ; 
Around  her  myriads  of  ideas  wait. 
And  endless  shapes,  which  the  mysterious  queen 
Can  take  or  quit,  can  alter  or  retain. 
As  fhim  our  lost  pursuit  she  wills,  to  hide 
Her  close  decrees,  and  chasten  human  pride. 

**  Untam'd  and  fierce  the  ticer  still  remains  • 
He  tires  his  life  in  biting  on  his  chains : 


For  the  kind  gifb  of  water  and  of  food 
Ungrateful,  and  returning  ill  for  good. 
He  se^s  his  keeper's  fledb,  and  thirsts  his  blood: 
WhUe  the  strong  camel,  and  the  generous  hone, 
Restrain'd  and  aw'd  by  man's  inferior  foroe 
Do  to  ^e  rider's  will  their  rage  submit. 
And  answer  totbe  spur,  and  own  the  bit ; 
Stretch  their  glad  mouths  to  meet  the  feeder's  hand, 
Fleas'd  with  his  weight,  and  proud  of  his  command. 

«  Again  :  the  lonely  fox  roams  far  abroad, 
On  secret  rapine  bent,  and  midni^  ^ud; 
Now  haunts  the  cliff,  now  traverses  the  Uwn, 
And  flies  the  hated  neighbourhood  of  man : 
While  the  kind  spaniel  and  the  faithful  bou|id, 
Likest  that  fox  in  shape  and  species  found,^ 
ReAises  tluxmgh  these  clifi)i  and  lawns  to  roam. 
Pursues  the  noted  path,  and  covets  home. 
Does  with  kind  joy  domestic  faces  meet, 
TtkeB  what  the  glutted  child  denies  to  eat, 
And,  dying,  licks  his  long-lov*d  master's  feet. 

<'  By  what  immediate  cause  they  are  indin'd. 
In  many  acts,  'tis  hard,  I  own,  to  find. 
I  see  in  others,  or  I  think  I  see, 
Hiat  strict  their  principles  and  oun  ame. 
Evil  like  us  tiwy  shun,  and  covet  good ; 
Abhor  the  poison,  and  receive  the  food. 
Like  us  they  love  or  hate;  like  us  they  know 
To  joy  the  friend,  or  grapple  with  the  foe. 
With  seeming  thought  their  action  they  intend ; 
And  use  die  means  proportion'd  to  the  end. 
Then  vainly  the  philoac^ther  avers, 
That  reason  guides  our  deed,  and  instinct  theiii. 
How  can  we  justly  dili^rent  causes  fbame, 
When  the  effects  entirely  are  the  same? 
Instinct  and  reason  how  can  we  divide  ? 
"lis  the  fool's  ignorance,  and  the  pedant's  pride. 
«  M^th  the  same  folly,  sure,  man  vaunta  liia  aw 
If  the  brute  beast  refuses  to  obey. 
For  tell  me,  when  the  empty  boaster's  word 
Proclaims  himself  the  universal  lord. 
Does  he  not  tremble,  lest  the  lion's  paw 
Should  join  his  plea  against  the  fancfd  law  ? 
Would  not  the  learned  coward  leave  the  chair. 
If  in  theschooLs  or  porches  should  appear 
The  fiene  hyena,  or  the  foaming  bear? 

«  The  combatant  too  late  ^  field  declinea. 
When  now  the  sword  is  girded  to  his  loina. 
When  tiie  swifl  vessel  flies  before  the  wnid. 
Too  late  the  sailor  views  the  land  behixid. 
And  'tis  too  late  now  back  again  to  bring 
Inquiry,  rau'd  and  towering  on  the  wing : 
Forward  she  strives,  averse  to  be  witfahdd 
From  nobler  objects,  and  a  hurger  field. 

«  Consider  with  me  this  ethereal  spaoe^ 
Yielding  to  earth  and  sea  the  middle  place. 
Anxious  I  ask  you,  how  the  pensfle  ball 
Should  never  strive  to  rise*  nor  fear  to  foil? 
When  I  reflect  how  the  revolving  Sun 
Does  round  our  globe  his  crooked  journiea  nm, 
I  doubt  of  many  lands,  if  they  contain 
Or  herd  of  bea^  or  colony  of  man ; 
If  any  nation  pass  their  destin'd  days 
Beneath  the  neighbouring  Sun's  directer  r^rs  ; 
If  any  suffer  on  the  polar  coast 
The  rage  of  Arctoe  and  eternal  fi-oet. 

«  ySty  not  the  pleasure  of  Omnipotence 
To  each  of  these  some  secret  good  dispenae? 
Those  who  amidst  the  torrid  regions  live. 
May  they  not  gales  unknown  to  us  receiTe  ? 
Sec  daily  showers  rejoice  the  thirsty  earth« 
And  bless  the  flowery  buds*  succeeding  birtli  ? 
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May  they  not  pity  us,  condemn'd  to  b^ar 
Tlie  irasioiis  hesren  of  an  obliquer  sphere ; 
While  by  fix*d  laws,  and  with  a  just  return,  [bum; 
Iliey  feel  twelve  hours  that  shade,  for  twelve  that 
And  pndae  the  neighbouring  Sun,  whose  constant 


I  with  seasons  still  the  same  ? 
Aad  may  not  those,  whose  distant  lot  is  cast 
North  beyond  TVutary's  extended  waste; 
Where  throu^  the  plains  of  one  continual  day 
Sx  shilling  months  pursue  thdr  even  way, 
And  six  succeeding  urge  their  dusky  flight, 
Obscured  with  vapours,  and  o'erwhelm'd  in  night  ? 
May  not,  I  ask,  the  natives  of  these  climes 
(As  annals  may  inform  succeeding  times) 
To  our  quotidian  change  of  heaven  prefer 
Their  own  vicissitude,  and  equal  share 
Of  day  and  night,  disparted  through  the  year  ? 
May  they  not  sconi  our  Sun's  repeated  race. 
To  narrow  bounds  prescrib'd,  and  little  space, 
Hartening  from  mom,  and  headlong  driven  from 


Half  oC our  daily  toil  yet  scajrcely  done? 

M^  they  not  justly  to  our  climes  upbraid 

Shoftne»  of  night,  and  penury  of  shade ; 

Hat,  ere  our  wearied  limbs  are  justly  blest 

Widi  wbotesome  sleep,  and  necessary  rest, 

Anodier  Sun  demands  retum  of  care. 

The  remnant  toil  of  yesterday  to  bear? 

Whilst,  vrfaen  the  solar  beams  salute  their  right, 

BoU  and  secure  in  half  a  year  of  light, 

Unintemipted  voyages  th<nr  take 

To  the  remotest  wood,  and  farthest  lake; 

Mianage  the  fishing,  and  pursue  the  course  [force? 

With  more  extended  nerves,  and  more  continued 

And,  when  declining  day  forsakes  their  sky. 

When  gathering  clouds  ^ak  gloomy  winter  nigh ; 

IHdi  pien^  for  the  coming  season  blest, 

8U  solid  months  (an  age)  they  live,  releas*d 

Vnm  all  the  labour,  process,  clamour,  woe. 

Which  our  sad  scenes  of  daily  action  know : 

Thej  fight  the  shining  lamp,  prepare  the  feast. 

And  widi  full  mirth  receive  the  welcome  guest ; 

Or  tril  their  tender  loves  (the  only  care 

WUch  now  they  suffer)  to  the  listening  fair ; 

And,  rria'd  in  pleasure,  or  repos'd  in  ease, 

(Gratefbl  alternate  of  substantial  peace) 

Tbtj  bkai  die  long  nocturnal  influence  shed 

Oa  tfie  cniwn'd  g&let,  and  the  menial  bed. 

"  In  foreign  iSes,  whidi  our  cuscoverers  find, 
far  from  this  length  of  continent  disjoin'd, 
IVe  nigged  bear's,  or  spotted  lynx's  brood, 
flrighlen  die  vallies,  and  infest  the  wood ; 
The  hnagiy  crocodile,  and  hissing  snake, 
Lvfc  m  the  troubled  stream  and  fenny  brake ; 
And  OMn,  untaught  and  ravenous  as  the  beast, 
Decs  vaUcy,  wood,  and  brake,  and  stream,  infest : 
Diviv'd  Ibeaa  men  and  animals  their  birth 
Jram  trunk  of  oak,  or  pr^nant  womb  of  Earth  ? 
Wfaeoce  dmdie  old  belief,  diat  all  began 
la  Efdan's  shade,  and  one  created  man  f 
Or,  gvaat  das  progeny  was  wafted  o'er, 
By  MMMlM^  boat!,  finom  next  adjacent  shore ; 
Woold  dioae^  fiom  whom  we  will  suppose  they 
■pring, 

r  to  faannleas  lands  and  poison  bring? 
1  they  onboard  or  bean  or  lynxes  take, 
Faed  the  die-adder,  and  the  brooding  snake  ? 
Or  eould  diey  think  the  new-disoover'd  isle 
Pitted  to  receive  a  pregnant  crocodile  ? 


"  And,  since  the  savage  Hneage  we  must  trace 
From  Noah  sav'd,  and  his  distmguish'd  race ; 
How  should  their  fiithers  happen  to  forget 
The  arts  which  Noah  taught,  the  rules  he  set, 
To  sow  the  glebe,  to  plant  the  generous  vine. 
And  load  withgrateftil  flames  die  holy  shrine  ; 
While  the  great  sire's  unhappy  sons  are  found, 
Unpress'd  their  rintage,  and  untill'd  their  ground. 
Straggling  o'er  dale  luid  hill  in  quest  of  food. 
And  rude  of  arts,  of  virtue,  and  of  God  ? 

*'  How  shall  we  next  o'er  earth  and  seas  pursue 
The  varied  forms  of  every  diing  we  view  ; 
That  all  is  chang'd,  though  all  Is  still  the  same, 
Fluid  the  parts,  yet  durable  the  frtmt  ? 
Of  those  materials,  which  have  been  confess'd 
The  pristine  springs  and  parents  of  the  rest. 
Each  becomes  oth^.     Water  stopp'd  gives  birth 
To  grass  and  plants,  and  thickens  into  earth ; 
IMffus'd,  it  rises  in  a  higher  sphere. 
Dilates  its  drops,  and  softens  into  air : 
Those  finer  parts  of  air  again  aspire. 
Move  into  warmth,  and  brighten  into  fire : 
The  fire^  once  more  by  thid^er  air  o'ercome. 
And  downward  forc'cC  in  Earth's  capacious  womb 
Alters  its  particles ;  Is  fire  no  more. 
But  lies  resplendent  dust,  and  shining  ore ; 
Or,  ranning  dirou^  die  migbty  mother's  veins. 
Changes  its  shape,  puts  off  its  old  remains; 
With  watery  parts  its  lessen'd  force  dirides. 
Flows  into  waves,  and  rises  into  tides. 

"  Disparted  streams  shall  firom  their  channels  fly, 
And,  deep  surcharged,  by  sandy  mountains  lie. 
Obscurely  sepulcher'd.     By  b^ngrain. 
And  fiirious  wind,  down  to  the  distant  plain 
The  hill,  that  ludes  his  head  above  the  skies. 
Shall  fall ;  the  plain,  by  slow  d^rees,  shall  rise 
Higher  than  erst  had  stood  the  summit-hfll ; 
For  Time  must  Nature's  great  behest  fulfiL 

'*  Tlius,  by  a  length  of  years  and  change  of  fate. 
All  things  are  light  or  heavy,  small  or  great : 
Thus  Jordan's  waves  shall  future  clouds  appear. 
And  Egypt's  pyramids  refine  to  aur : 
Thus  later  age  shall  ask  for  Fison's  flood, 
And  travellers  inquire  where  Babel  stood. 
Now  where  we  see  these  changes  often  £^11, 
Sedate  we  pass  them  by  as  natural; 
Where  to  our  eye  more  rarely  they  appear, 
The  pompous  name  of  prodigy  they  bear. 
Let  active  thought  these  dose  meanders  trace ; 
Let  human  wit  their  dubious  boundaries  phu:e : 
Are  all  things  miracle,  or  nothing  such? 
And  prove  we  not  too  litde,  or  too  much? 

«  For,  that  a  branch  cut  off,  a  wither'd  rod. 
Should,  at  a  word  pronounc'd,  rerive  and  bud ; 
Is  this  more  strange,  than  diat  the  mountain's  brow 
Stripp'd  by  December's  firost,  and  white  with  snow. 
Should  push  in  spring  ten  thousand  thousand  budst 
And  boast  returning  leaves,  and  blooming  woods? 
That  each  successive  night,  from  opening  Heaven, 
The  fiM)d  of  angeb  should  to  man  be  given ; 
Is  this  more  strange,  than  that  with  common  bread 
Our  <T>*!'f*"g  bodies  every  day  are  fed? 
Than  that  each  grain  and  seed,  consum'd  in  earth, 
Raises  its  store,  and  multiplies  its  birth. 
And  from  the  handfbl,  which  die  tiller  sows. 
The  hibour'd  fields  r^oice,  and  future  harvest 
flows. 

"  Then,  firom  whate'er  we  can  to  sense  produce 
Common  and  pkun,  or  wondrous  and  abstruse 
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FVom  Nature's  oonslMit  or  eccentric  kwi. 

The  thoughtful  soul  this  general  inference  draws. 

That  an  effect  must  pre-suppose  a  cause: 

And,  while  she  does  her  upward  flight  sustain, 

Touching  each  link  of  the  continued  chain, 

At  length  she  is  oblig'd  and  forc*d  to  see 

A  First,  a  Source,  a  Life,  a  Deity; 

What  has  for  erer  been,  and  must  for  ever  be. 

"  This  great  Existence,  thus  by  reason  found. 
Blest  by  all  power,  with  all  perfection  crown*d ; 
How  can  we  bind  or  limit  lus  decree. 
By  what  our  ear  has  heard,  or  eye  may  see  ? 
Say  then,  is  all  in  heaps  of  water  lost, 
Beyond  the  islands,  and  the  mid-land  coast  ? 
Or  has  that  God,  who  gave  our  world  its  birth, 
Sercr'd  those  waters  by  some  other  earth. 
Countries  by  future  plough-shares  to  be  torn, 
And  cities  raised  by  nations  yet  unborn ! 
Ere  the  progressive  coutm  of  restless  age 
Performs  three  thousand  times  its  annual  stage. 
May  not  our  power  and  learning  be  supprest. 
And  arts  and  empire  learn  to  travel  west  ? 

«  Where,  by  the  strength  of  this  idea  charm'd, 
LigbtenM  with  glory,  and  with  rapture  warm*d, 
Ascends  my  soul  ?  what  sees  she  white  and  great 
Amidst  subjected  seas  ?     An  isle,  the  seat 
Of  power  Mid  plenty ;  her  imperial  throne. 
For  justice  and  for  mercy  sought  and  known ; 
Virtues  sublime,  great  attributes  of  Heaven, 
From  thence  to  this  distinguish*d  nation  given. 
Yet  fiuther  west  the  western  Isle  extends 
Her  happy  fjune ;  her  armed  fleet  she  sends 
To  climates  folded  yet  from  human  eye, 
And  lands,  which  we  imagine  wave  and  sky. 
From  pole  to  pole  she  hears  her  acts  resound. 
And  rules  an  empire  by  no  ocean  bound ; 
Knows  her  ships  anchor*d,  and  her  sails  unfurFd, 
In  other  Indies,  and  a  second  world. 

«  Long  shall  Britannia  (that  must  be  her  name) 
Be  first  in  conquest,  and  preside  in  fame : 
Long  shall  her  iavour*d  monarchy  engage 
The  teeth  of  Envy,  and  the  force  of  Age : 
Rever'd  and  happy  she  shall  long  remain. 
Of  hnman  things  least  changeable,  least  vain. 
Yet  all  must  with  the  general  doom  comply, 
And  this  great  glorious  power,  tho*  kst,  must  die. 

**  Now  let  us  leave  this  Earth,  and  lift  our  eye 
To  the  larse  convex  of  yon  azure  sky : 
Behold  it  like  an  ample  curtain  spread. 
Now  8treak*d  and  glowing  with  the  morning  red ; 
Anon  at  noon  in  flaming  yellow  bright, 
And  choosing  sable  for  the  peaceftil  night 
Ask  Reason  now,  whence  liffat  and  shade  were  given, 
And  whence  this  great  variety  of  Heaven.' 
Reason,  our  guide,  what  can  she  more  reply. 
Than  that  the  Sun  illuminates  the  sky ; 
Than  that  night  rises  from  his  absent  ray. 
And  his  returning  lustre  kindles  dav  ? 

"  But  we  expect  the  moming-red  in  vain : 
'lis  hid  in  vapours,  or  obscur'd  by  rain. 
The  noon-tide  yellow  we  in  vain  require : 
*Tis  black  in  storm,  or  red  in  lightning  fire. 
Pitchy  and  dark  tlie  night  sometimes  appears, 
FViend  to  our  woe,  and  parent  of  our  fears : 
Our  joy  and  wonder  sometimes  she  excites, 
With  stars  unnumbered,  and  eternal  lights. 
Send   forth,  ye  wise,    send  forth   your  labouring 

thought; 
Lf  t  it  return  with  empty  notions  fraught. 


Of  airy  columns  every  moment  broke. 

Of  circling  whirlpools,  and  of  spheres  of  smoke : 

Yet  this  solution  but  once  more  affords 

New  change  of  terms,  and  scaffolding  of  wonb : 

In  other  gaib  my  question  I  receive. 

And  take  the  doubt  the  very  same  I  gave. 

«  Lo !  as  a  giant  strong,  the  lusty  Sun 
Multiply*d  rounds  in  one  great  round  does  run ; 
Twofold  his  course,  yet  constant  his  career. 
Changing  the  day,  and  finishing  the  year. 
Again,  when  his  descending  oib  retirei, 
And  Earth  perceives  the  absence  of  his  fires; 
He  Moon  affords  us  her  alternate  ray. 
And  with  kind  beams  distributes  fainter  day. 
Yet  keeps  the  stages  of  her  monthly  race ; 
Various  her  beams,  and  changeable  her  face. 
Each  planet,  shining  in  liis  proper  sphere. 
Does  with  just  speed  his  radiant  voyage  steer ; 
Each  sees  his  lamp  with  different  lustre  crown'd ; 
Each  knows  bis  course  with  different  periods  bound ; 
And,  in  his  passage  through  the  liquid  space. 
Nor  hastens,  nor  retards,  his  neighbour's  race. 
Now,  shine  these  planets  with  substantial  rays? 
Does  innate  lustre  gild  their  measiir'd  days  ? 
Or  do  they  (as  your  schemes,  I  think,  have  shown) 
Dart  furtive  beams  and  glory  not  their  own. 
All  servants  to  that  source  of  light,  the  Sun  ? 

**  Again  I  see  ten  thousand  thousand  stars. 
Nor  cast  in  lines,  in  circles,  nor  in  squares, 
(Poor  rules,  with  which  our  bounded  mind  is  fiU*d, 
When  we  would  plant,  or  cultivate,  or  build,) 
But  shining  with  such  vast,  such  various  light. 
As  speaks  the  hand,  that  form*d  them,  infinite. 
How  mean  the  order  and  perfection  sought. 
In  the  best  product  of  the  human  thou^t. 
Compared  to  the  great  harmony  that  reigns 
In  what  the  Spirit  of  the  world  ordains ! 

*'  Now  if  the  Sun  to  Earth  transmits  liis  ray. 
Yet  does  not  scorcli  us  with  too  fierce  a  day ! 
How  small  a  portion  of  his  power  is  given 
To  orbs  more  distant,  and  remoter  Heaven  ? 
And  of  those  stars,  which  our  imperfect  eye 
Has  doom*d  and  fix*d  to  one  etenial  sky. 
Each,  by  a  native  stock  of  honour  great, 
May  dart  strong  influence,  and  diffuse  kind  best, 
(Itself  a  sun)  and  with  transmissive  light 
Enliven  worlds  deny*d  to  human  sighL 
Around  the  circles  of  their  ambient  skies 
New  moons  may  grow  or  wane,  may  set  or  rise. 
And  other  stars  may  to  tliose  suns  be  earths. 
Give  their  own  elements  their  proper  births. 
Divide  their  climes,  or  elevate  their  pole. 
See  their  lands  flourish,  and  their  oceans  roll : 
Yet  these  great  orbs,  thus  radically  bright. 
Primitive  founts,  and  origins  of  light. 
May  each  to  other  (as  their  different  spbene 
Makes  or  their  distance  or  their  light  appesr) 
Be  seen  a  nobler  or  inferior  star. 
And,  in  that  space  which  we  call  air  and  aky^ 
Myriads  of  earths,  and  moons,  and  suns,  may  lie, 
Unmeasur'd  and  unknown  by  human  eye. 

"  In  vain  we  measure  this  amazing  sphere^ 
And  And  and  fix  its  centre  here  or  there; 
Whilst  its  circumference,  scorning  to  be  brought 
Ev*n  into  fiincy'd   space,    iHudes  our  ▼aiM|utih*«i 
thought. 

"  Where  then  arc  all  the  radiant  monsters  drWen, 
With   which    your  guesses   fiU*d    the    IHg^iten*d 
Heaven  ? 
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Where  will  tlieir  llctkHis  tanageB  ranaftn? 
In  paper-tdieiiies,  and  the  Chaldean's  brain. 

"  Tins  {woblem  ytiif  tiiis  oflspring  of  a  guessy 
Letuslbr  onceadifld  of  trathcondte, 
lliat  these  fidr  8U]^  these  objects  of  delight 
And  terrour  to  our  searching  danled  si^^t, 
Are  worlds  hnmense,  unnumber'd,  mfinite* 
Bat  do  these  worlds  display  thdr  beams,  or  guide 
Tlieir  orbs,  to  serre  thy  use,  to  please  thy  pride  ? 
Thyself  but  dust,  thy  stature  but  a  span, 
A  moment  thy  duration,  foolish  man  ! 
AsweQ  majtiie  minutest  emmet  say, 
Tbst  Caucasus  was  rais'd  to  pave  his  way ; 
Hie  snail,  that  Lebanon's  extended  wood 
Was  destin'd  only  for  his  walk  and  food ; 
The  Tilest  codde,  gaping  on  the  coast 
Hut  rounds  the  ample  seas,  as  well  may  boast, 
llie  craggy  rock  projects  above  the  sky, 
Dat  he  in  safety  at  its  foot  may  lie ; 
And  the  whole  ocean's  confluent  waters  swell,  [shell. 
Only  to  quench  bis  thirst,  or  move  and  blanch  his 

**  A  h^^r  flight  the  venturous  goddess  tries, 
Leaving  material  worlds  and  local  skies ; 
Inquires  what  are  the  beings,  where  the  space. 
Tint  form'd  and  held  the  angels'  ancient  race. 
For  rebel  Lucifer  with  Michael  fought, 
(I  ofler  only  what  tradition  taught,) 
Embattled  cherub  against  cherub  rose, 
Did  shield  to  shield,  and  power  to  power  oppoae ; 
HcBvcD   rung  with  triumph.  Hell  was  fill'd  with 


What  were  these  forms  of  which  your  volumes  tell, 

How  some  fought  great,  and  others  recreant  fell  ? 

These  bound  to  bear  an  everlasting  load, 

Doraaoe  of  chain,  and  banishment  of  God ; 

By  teal  tarns  their  wretched  strength  to  tire. 

To  Mrim  in  sulphurous  lakes,  or  land  on  solid  fire : 

WUle  those,  exalted  to  primeval  light. 

Excess  of  blessing,  and  supreme  delight. 

Only  perceive  some  little  pause  of  joys 

la  those  great  moments  when  their  God  employs 

Hieir  ministry,  to  pour  his  threaten'd  hate 

On  the  proud  king,  or  the  rebellious  state ; 

Or  to  reverse  Jehovah's  high  command, 

Aad  speak  the  thunder  falling  from  his  hand, 

When  to  his  duty  the  proud  king  returns, 

And  the  rebellious  state  in  ashes  mourns ; 

How  osn  good  angels  be  in  Heaven  confin'd, 

Or  view  that  presence,  which  no  space  can  bind  ? 

Is  God  above,  beneath,  or  yon,  or  here? 

Be  wlio  made  all.  Is  he  not  every  where  ? 

Ok^  how  can  widced  angels  find  a  night 

So  dark,  to  bide  them  firom  that  pierdng  Ught, 

Winch  Ibrm'd  the  eye,  and  gave  the  power  of  sight  ? 

**  What  mean  I  now  of  angel,  when  I  hear 
Firm  body,  sfurit  pure,  or  fluid  air? 
Spirita  to  action  spiritual  confin'd. 
Friends  to  our  thought,  and  kindred  to  our  mind, 
Shoold  only  act  and  prompt  us  from  within, 
Kor  by  external  eye  be  ever  seen. 
Was  it  not,  therefore,  to  our  fathers  known, 
Uttt  these  had  appetite,  and  limb,  and  bone  ? 
Bse  how  could  Abraham  wash  their  weary'd  feet? 
Or  Sarah  please  thebr  taste  with  savoury  meat? 
Whence  diould  they  fear?  or  why  did  Lot  engage 
To  Bscve  their  bodies  from  abusive  rage  ? 
Amd  bow  could  Jacob,  in  a  real  figl^ 
Ksd  or  feast  the  wrestling  angel's  might  ? 
Hew  could  a  form  in  strength  with  matter  try? 
Of  ham  a  ipint  touch  a  mortal's  thigh? 


**  Now  are  tbey  ab  condens'd,  or  gither'd  rays? 
How  guide  they  then  our  prayer,  or  keep  our  ways, 
By  stronger  bfaMts  still  sal:ject  to  be  tost. 
By  tempests  scatter'd,  and  in  whiriwinds  lost? 

«  Have  ifaey  agam  (as  sacred  song  proclaims) 
Substances  real,  and  existing  frames  ? 
How  comes  it,  since  with  than  we  jomtly  share 
The  great  eff^  of  one  Creator's  care, 
Hiat,  whilst  our  bodies  sicken  and  decay, 
Theirs  are  fbr  ever  healthy,  young,  and  gay? 
Why,  whilst  we  struggle  in  this  ^e  beneath 
With  want  and  sorrow,  with  disease  and  death. 
Do  they,  more  bless'd,  perpetual  life  employ 
On  songs  of  pleasure,  and  in  scenes  of  joy  ? 

**  Now  when  my  mind  has  all  this  world  survcy'd, 
And  found,  that  nothing  by  itself  was  made ; 
When  thought  has  rais'd  itself,  by  just  degrees, 
From  vallies  crown'd  with  flowers,  and  hills  with 

trees; 
From  smoaking  mineral,  and  fh)m.riang  streams ; 
From  fattening  Ifilus,  or  victorious  Thames ; 
From  all  the  living,  that  four-footed  move 
Along  the  shore,  tfie  meadow,  or  the  grove; 
From  all  that  can  witli  fins  or  featliers  fly 
Through  the  aerial  or  the  watery  sky ; 
From  die  poor  reptile  with  a  reasoning  soul, 
Hiat  miserable  master  of  the  whole ; 
From  thb  great  object  of  the  body's  eye, 
This  fair  half-round,  this  ample  azure  sky. 
Terribly  large,  and  wonderfuUy  bright. 
With  stars  unnumber'd,  and  unmeasur'd  light ; 
FVom  essences  unseen,  celestial  names, 
£nlightemng  spirits,  and  ministerial  flames, 
Angels,  dominions,  potentates,  and  thrones, 
All  that  in  each  degree  the  name  of  creature  owns : 
Lift  we  our  reason  to  that  sovereign  Cause,   [laws ; 
Who  blest  the  whole  with  life,  and  boundai  it  with 
Who  forth  from  nothing  call'd  this  comely  frame, 
His  will  and  act,  his  word  and  work  the  same ; 
To  whom  a  thousand  years  are  but  a  day ; 
Who  bade  the  Light  her  genial  beams  ^^lay. 
And  set  the  Moon,  and  taught  the  Sun  its  way ; 
Who,  waking  Time,  his  creature,  from  the  source 
Primeval,  order'd  his  predestin'd  course ; 
Himself,  as  in  the  hollow  of  his  band. 
Holding,  obedient  to  his  high  command. 
Hie  deep  abyss,  the  long-continued  store,        [pour 
Where  months,  and  days,  and  hours,  and  minutes 
Hieir  floating  parts,  and  thenceforth  are  no  more : 
This  Alpha  and  Omega,  first  and  last. 
Who  like  the  potter  in  a  mould  has  cast 
The  world's  great  frame,  commanding  it  to  be 
Sudi  as  the  eyes  of  Sense  and  Reason  see ; 
Yet  if  he  wills  may  change  or  spoil  the  whole ; 
May  take  yon'  beauteous,  mystic,  starry  roll. 
And  bum  it  like  an  useless  parclunent  scroll ; 
May  firom  its  basis  in  one  moment  pour 
This  melted  earth  — 
Like  liquid  metal,  and  like  burning  ore  ; 
Who,  sole  in  power,  at  the  beginning  said. 
Let  Sea,  and  Air,  and  Eartli,  and  Heaven  be  made ; 
And  it  was  so :  —  and,  when  he  shall  ordain 
In  other  sort,  has  but  to  speak  again. 
And  they  shall  be  no  more :  of  this  great  theme. 
This  glorious,  hallow'd,  everlasting  name^ 
This  God,  I  would  discourse."  — 

The  learned  elders  sat  appall'd,  amaz'd. 
And  each  with  mutual  look  on  other  gaa'd ; 
Nor  speech  tliey  meditate,  nor  answer  fi^e, 
(Too  plain,  alas !  their  silence  spake  tlicir  shame) 
S  4 
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191 000^  in  whom  an  outward  nnin  appwr^d,    * 
And  turn  auperior  to  ibt  Tulgar  herd. 
Began:  Hiat  human  leandng's fbrtliMt  reach 
Was  but  to  note  Had  doctrine  I  could  teach ; 
Tliat  mina  to  speak,  and  thetis  was  to  obej ; 
For  I  in  knowledge  more  than  power  did  iwaj : 
And  theaatonish'd  world  in  me  bdield 
Moses  edips'd,  and  Jesse's  son  ezcell'd. 
Humhle  a  second  bow*d,  and  took  the  word ; 
Foresaw  mj  name  by  future  age  ador*d : 
•*  O  Uve,"  asid  he»  «<  thou  wisest  of  the  wise; 
As  none  has  equall'd,  none  shall  erer  rise 
Eicelling  thee.*'  — 

Rurent  of  wi^ed,  bane  of  honest  deeds, 
^nidotts  Flattery !  thy  mah'gnant  seeds. 
In  an  ill  hour,  and  by  a  fatal  hand. 
Sadly  diffUs'd  o'er  Virtue's  gleby  land. 
With  rising  pride  amidst  the  com  appear, 
And  choke  the  hopes  and  harvest  of  the  year. 

And  now  the  whole  peiplez'd  ignoble  crowd, 
Mute  to  my  ^questions,  in  my  praises  loud, 
Echo'd  the  word :  whence  things  arose,  or  how 
lliey  thus  exist,  the  q>test  notUng  know : 
What  yet  is  not,  but  is  ordain'd  to  be, 
All  Tcil  of  doubt  iqiart,  the  dullest  see ! 

My  prophets  and  my  sophiits  finish'd  here 
The  dril  efforts  of  the  irerbal  war : 
Not  so  my  rabbms  and  logicians  yield ; 
Retiring^  still  they  combat;  from  the  field 
Of  open  arms  unwilling  they  depart, 
And  skulk  behind  the  subterfuge  of  art 
To  speak  one  thing,  mix'd  dialects  they  join^ 
Diiide  the  simple,  and  the  plain  define ; 
Fix  fimcy'd  laws,  and  fonn  imagin'd  ruleS| 
Terms  of  thsir  art,  and  jargon  i^  their  schools, 
ni-crounded  maxims,  by  fidse  gloss  enlarg'd^ 
And  captious  science  against  reason  charg'd. 

Soon  thehr  crude  notions  with  eadi  oth^  fought; 
Ihe  adverse  sect  deny'd  what  this  had  taught ; 
And  he  at  length  the  anq>lest  triumph  gain'd. 
Who  contradicted  what  the  hst  maintam'd. 

O  wretched  unpotence  of  human  mind ! 
We,  cning  still,  excuse  for  errour  find. 
And  darkung  grope,  not  knowing  we  are  blind. 

Vain  man !  smce  first  thy  blus^ng  sire  esMy'd 
His  folly  with  connected  leaves  to  shade. 
How  does  the  crime  of  thy  resembling  race 
Wiih  Uke  attempt  that  pristine  eirour  trace ! 
Too  plain  thy  nakedness  of  soul  espy'd. 
Why  dost  thou  strive  the  conscious  shame  to  hide 
By  masks  of  eloquence  and  veils  of  pride  ? 

With  outward  smiles  their  flattery  I  receiv'd, 
Own'd  my  sick  mind  by  then*  discourse  reliev'd ; 
But  bent,  and  inward  to  myself,  affain 
Perplex'd,  these  matters  I  revolv'd  in  vain. 
My  search  still  tir'd,  my  labour  still  renew'd. 
At  lencth  I  ignoranoe  and  knowledge  view'd. 
Impartial ;  b^  in  equal  balance  laid,      [ weigh'd. 
Li^  flew  the  knowing  scale,  the  doubtnil  heavy 

Forc'd  by  reflective  reason,  I  confess, 
That  human  science  is  uncertain  guess. 
Alas !  we  gra^  at  douds,  and  bott  the  air. 
Vexing  tlMt  spirit  we  intend  to  dear. 
Can  t^Night  beyond  the  bounds  of  matter  climb  ? 
Or  vrfao  ihall  tdl  me  what  is  space  or  time  ? 
In  vain  vre  lift  up  our  presumptuous  eyes 
To  what  our  Maker  to  their  ken  denies : 
The  seardier  follows  fiMt;  the  object  fiuter  flies. 
Ihe  little  which  imperfectly  we  find. 
Seduces  only  the  bevrilder'd  mind 
'^o  fruitless  search  of  something  yet  behind. 


VailoiM  dboMHiooa  tear  onr  healed  bnin ; 
Opimoos  often  turn ;  still  doubts  rsnain; 
And  vrfao  indulgas  thought,  increaaes  pain. 

How  nairow  liiiiits  were  to  Wisdom  given ! 
Earth  she  surveys;   she  thence  vroold    miaaiiii 

Heaven: 
Ibrou^  mists  obscure  now  wings  her  tedioDS  WSJ ; 
Now  wandera  daasled  with  too  bright  a  day ; 
And  ttcm  the  summit  of  a  pathless  coast 
Sees  infinite^  and  m  that  sight  is  lost. 

Remember,  that  the  curs'd  desire  to  know, 
Offspring  of  Adam !  vras  thy  source  of  woe. 
Why  wilt  thou  then  renew  the  vain  pursuit, 
And  rashly  catch  at  the  finbidden  fruit ; 
With  empty  labour  and  duded  strife 
Seeking,  by  knowledge,  to  attsin  to  lifie ; 
For  everiVom  that  fiital  tree  debarr'd. 
Which  flaming  swords  and  angry  choruba  guard  ? 


Book  II.  —  PLEASURE. 

Tats  cfd^y  aUuded  to  m  Book  IL 

^  I  said  in  my  own  heart,  Go  to  now,  I  will  prove 

thee  vrith  mirth;   therefore  enjoy  pleasure.*'  — 

Eccus.  che^  ii.  ver.  1. 
**  I  made  me  great  woHls,  I  builded  me  bouses,  I 

planted  me  vineyards." •»  Ver,  4. 
"  I  made  me  gardens  and  ordiards ;  and  I  planted 

trees  in  them  of  aU  kind  of  fruits." —  Ver.  S, 

**  I  made  me  pools  of  water,  to  water  tfaerewitfa  the 
wood  that  bringeth  forth  trees."—  Ver.  6. 

**  Then  I  looked  on  all  the  works  that  my  hands  bad 
wrought,  and  on  the  labour  that  I  had  laboured 
to  do:  and  behold  all  was  vanity  and  vexation  of 
spuit ;  and  there  was  no  profit  under  the  Sun.**— 
Ver.  11. 

<<  I  sat  me  men-singers  and  women-singers,  and  the 
delights  of  the  sons  of  men,  as  mimed  instru- 
ments, and  that  of  all  sortk"  «-  Ver,  8. 

«  I  sought  in  mine  heart  to  give  myself  unto  vrinc^ 
(yet  acqudnting  mine  heart  widi  wisdom)  and 
to  lay  hold  on  fdly,  till  I  might  see  what  vrw 
that  good  for  the  sons  of  men,  which  they  shcMild 
do  under  Heaven  dl  the  days  of  their  lil^'* — 
Ver.S. 

"  Tben  I  said  in  my  heart.  As  it  happeneth  unto 
the  fod,  so  it  hai^neth  even  unto  me ;  and  vrfay 
was  I  then  more  wise  ?  Then  I  said  m  my  benrt, 
that  this  also  is  vani^." —  Ver.  15. 

**  Therefbre  I  hated  lifb,  because  the  irorit  thst  ia 
vrrougfat  under  the  Sun  is  grievous  unto  me.** -i— 
Ver.  17. 

**  Dead  flies  cause  ibt  ointment  to  send  foi-tfa  a 
stinking  savour :  so  doth  a  little  folly  him  that  is 
in  reputation  for  vrisdom  and  honour."  —  Cft.  x. 
ver.  1. 

**  The  memory  of  the  just  is  blessed,  but  the  na*. 
moiyof  thevrickedsbdlrot."  —  FaovzABs»  c*.x. 


Tke  Jrgumera. 

Solomon,  again  seeking  h^ppness,  inquires  if  ^ygadnk 

and  greatness  can  produce  it;  begina  with  the 

magmficence  of  gardens  and  buUdings,  the  liaxiaxy 

of  music  and  feasting;  and  proceods  to  lim  laopaa 
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Md  dedm  of  lof*.  In  two  e|iliodn  art  ilMnm 
the  IbUies  and  troubles  of  that  pMiicNL  Solomoii, 
stm  diHiipoiiiled,  ftUs  ttndsrtfao  temptatiotis  of 
'  km  and  idolatiy ;  racovcn  his  tboogiit ; 
aright;  and  oonchides,  that,  as  to  the 
of  pleasure  and  sensual  del^ht,  All  is 
laaitf  and  Tcsatioa  of  qpirit. 


Tet  then,  O  man,  the  moments  to  deceive^ 
IVtt  from  the  womb  attend  thee  to  the  grave : 
For  weai7*d  Nature  find  some  apter  scheme : 
Hcsllh  be  thj  hope,  and  Pleasure  be  thy  theme. 
FVom  the  perplexing  and  unequal  ways, 
Where  study  brings  thee ;  from  the  endless  mase^ 
Which  doubt  perwades  to  run,  fi>rewam*d,  recede 
To  the  ginr  field  and  flowery  path,  that  lead 
Tojoctmd  mirth,  soft  joy,  and  careless  ease : 
Fonakc  what  may  instruct,  for  what  may  plesM; 
EHiy  amusing  art,  and  proud  expense. 
And  make  thy  reason  subject  tp  thy  sense. 

I  oomnnm'd  thus :  the  power  of  wealth  I  try*d, 
Aad  all  the  various  luxe  of  costly  pride; 
Artirts  and  plans  relleT*d  my  solemn  hours ; 
I  fiNmded  palaces,  and  planted  bowers; 
Bird^  fisho,  beasts,  of  each  exotic  kind, 
I  to  the  Umits  of  my  court  confin'd ; 
To  trees  tinnsferr'd  I  gave  a  second  buth, 
And  bade  a  foreign  shade  grsce  Judah*8  earth ; 
Ffeh-ponds  were  made,  where  former  forests  grew, 
Aad  faiOs  were  levell'd  to  extend  the  view ; 
Bifcrs  diverted  from  their  native  course. 
And  bound  with  chains  of  artificial  force, 
Ram  large  fnscados  in  pleasing  tumult  roll*d, 
Or  rose  through  figur'd  stone,  or  breathing  gold; 
Fran  lurtbest  Africa's  tormented  womb 
TW  marble  brought,  erects  the  qpadous  dome^ 
Or  fiorme  the  pillan  long-extended  rows, 
Oswhicfa  the  planted  grove,  the  penrile  garden, 


IW  workmen  here  obey  the  master's  call. 
To  gild  die  turret,  and  to  paint  the  widl. 
To  nark  the  pavement  thoe  with  various  stone^ 
And  on  tbejaqier  steps  to  rear  the  throne: 
1W  sprBading  cedar,  that  an  age  had  stood, 
ftipiHUf  of  trees,  and  mistreas  of  the  wood, 
Cbt  down  and  carv'd,  my  shining  roof  adorns^ 
And  Lebanon  Ids  ruin*d  honour  mourns. 

A  thwisand  artists  show  their  cunning  power. 
To  raise  the  wondera  of  the  ivory  tower. 
A  Ihnnaand  maidens  ply  the  purple  loom. 
To  weave  the  bed,  and  deck  the  regal  room ; 
TV  T^ie  confesses  her  exhausted  store, 
tWt  OB  her  ooost  the  mnrex  *  b  no  more ; 
TED  ftcea  the  Parian  isle,  and  Libya's  ooart, 
IW  mwintains  grieve  their  hopes  of  marble  lost ; 
And  India's  woods  return  their  just  complaint,' 
IWir  brood  decay'd,  and  want  of  ^ephant 

My  fiiH  design  with  vast  expense  achiev'd, 
I  tmmt,  behdd,  admir'd,  reflected,  griev'd ; 
I  dsd  tfae  IbUy  of  my  thoughtless  iMste, 
Vor,  tfae  work  perfected,  the  joy  was  past. 

To  nj  new  courts  sad  Tliougfat  did  still  repair, 
Aad  RNBid  mr  gflded  roo6  hung  hovering  Care. 
In  van  on  silken  beds  I  sou|^t  repose, 
Aad  restless  oft  from  purple  coudies  rose ; 
▼nsriotia  Tboagfat  still  found  ray  flying  mind 
liar  boood  by  fimit%  nor  to  place  confin'd; 

*  Ibannrexb  a  sheO-fiiby  of  the  liqoor  whereof 
apswple  colour  is  made. 


Haunted  my  nights^  and  teniiy'd  my  days  ; 
Stalk'd  through  my  gardens,  and  pursued  my  way% 
Nor  shut  finom  artful  bower,  nor  lost  in  winding 


Tet  take  thy  bent,  my  soul ;  another  i 
Indulge ;  add  music  to  magnificence  t 
Essay  if  harmony  may  grief  control, 
Or  power  of  sound  prevail  upon  the  soul. 
Often  our  seen  and  poets  have  confest. 
That  music's  force  can  tame  the  furious  beast  - 
Can  make  the  wolf,  or  foaming  boar,  restrain 
His  nge ;  the  lion  drc^  his  crated  mane. 
Attentive  to  the  song ;  the  lynx  forget 
His  wrath  to  man,  and  lick  the  minstrel's  feet. 
Are  we,  alas !  less  savage  yet  than  these? 
Else  music,  sure,  may  human  cares  appease. 

I  spake  my  purpose ;  and  the  cheof  ul  choir 
Parted  their  shares  of  harmony :  the  lyre 
Soflen'd  the  timbrel's  noise ;  the  trumpet's  sound 
IVovok'd  the  Dorian  flute  (both  sweeter  found 
'When  mix'd) ;  the  fife  the  viol's  notes  refin'd. 
And  every  strength  with  every  grace  was  join'd. 
Each  mom  they  wak'd  me  with  a  sprightly  lay; 
Of  openinff  Heaven  they  sung  and  gladsome  day* 
Each  evening  their  reputed  skill  express'd 
Scenes  of  repose,  and  images  of  rest : 
Yet  still  in  vain ;  for  music  gathcr'd  thought: 
But  how  unequal  the  effects  it  brought ! 
The  soft  ideas  of  the  cheerful  note, 
Lightly  receiv'd,  were  easily  forgot ; 
Hie  solemn  violence  of  the  graver  sound 
Knew  to  strike  deep,  and  leave  a  lasting  wound. 

And  now  reflecting,  I  with  grief  descry 
The  sickly  lust  of  the  frntastic  eye ; 
How  the  weak  organ  is  with  seeing  doy'd, 
Flying  ere  night  what  it  at  noon  enjoy'd. 
And  now  (unhappy  search  of  thought !)  I  found 
Hie  fickle  ear  soon  glutted  with  tlw  sound, 
Condemn'd  eternal  changes  to  pursue, 
TIr'd  with  the  last,  and  eager  of  the  new. 

I  bade  the  virgins  and  the  youth  advance^ 
To  temper  music  with  the  sprightly  dance. 
In  vein !  too  low  the  mimic  motions  seem ; 
What  takes  our  heart  must  merit  our  esteem. 
Nature,  I  thought,  perform'd  too  mean  a  part. 
Forming  her  movements  to  the  rules  of  art ; 
And,  vex'd,  I  found  that  the  musician's  hand 
Had  o'er  the  dancer's  mind  too  great  command. 

I  drsnk ;  I  lik'd  it  not ;  'twas  rage,  'twas  noise, 
Anauy  scene  of  transitory  joys. 
In  vain  I  trusted  that  the  flowing  bowl 
Would  banish  sorrow,  and  enlai^  the  souL 
To  the  late  revel,  and  protracted  feast, 
Wild  dreams  succeeded^  and  disorder'd  rest ; 
And  as,  at  dawn  of  mom,  fair  Reason's  light 
Broke  through  the  fumes  and  phantoms  of  Ihe  night, 
What  had  been  said,  I  ask'd  my  soul,  what  done? 
How  flow'd  our  mirth,  and  whence  the  source  begun? 
Perhaps  ibt  jest  that  charm'd  the  sprightly  crowd. 
And  made  the  jovial  table  laugh  so  loud. 
To  some  false  notion  ow'd  its  poor  pretence, 
To  an  ambiguous  word's  perverted  sense. 
To  a  wild  sonnet,  or  a  wanton  air. 
Offence  and  torture  to  the  sober  ear : 
Perhaps,  abs !  the  pleasing  stream  was  brought 
From  tlids  man's  errour,  £rom  another's  fault ; 
From  topics,  which  ^ood-nature  would  foiget. 
And  prudence  mention  with  the  last  regret. 

Add  yet  unnuraber'd  ills,  that  lie  unseen 
In  the  pernicious  draught ;  the  wwdobsora^ 
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Or  hanhy  wliioh»  onoe  olanc'dy  muatevw  fly 
Irrevocable ;  the  too  prompt  reply. 
Seed  of  severe  distrust  and  fierce  debate ; 
What  we  should  shun,  and  what  we  ou^  to  hate. 

Add  too  the  blood  impoverish'd,  and  the  course 
Of  health  suppress'd,  by  wine's  continual  force. 

Unhappy  man!  whom  sorrow  thus  and  rage 
To  different  ills  alternately  engage ; 
Who  drinks,  alas !  but  to  forget ;  nor  sees 
That  melanchdy  sloth,  severe  disease, 
M emoiy  confused,  and  interrupted  thought, 
Death's  harbingers,  lie  latent  in  the  draught ; 
And,  in  the  flowers  that  wreath  the  sparkling  bowl. 
Fell  adders  hiss,  and  poisonous  serpents  roll. 

Remains  there  aught  untry'd  that  may  remove 
Sickness  of  mind,  and  heal  the  bosom?—  Love. 
Love  yet  remains  :  indulge  his  genial  fire. 
Cherish  fair  hope,  solicit  young  desire. 
And  boldly  bid  thy  anxious  soul  explore 
This  last  great  remedy's  mysterious  power. 

Why  therefore  hesitates  my  doubled  breast  ? 
Why  ceases  it  one  momoit  to  be  blest? 
"  Fly  swift,  my  friends ;  my  servants,  fly ;  employ 
Your  instant  pains  to  bring  your  master  joy. 
Let  all  my  wives  and  concubines  be  dress'd ; 
Let  them  to-night  attend  the  royal  feast ; 
All  Israel's  beuity,  all  the  foreign  fair ; 
The  gifb  of  princes,  or  the  spoils  of  war : 
Before  their  monarch  they  shall  singly  pass. 
And  the  most  worthy  shall  obtain  the  grace." 

I  said :  the  feast  was  serv'd,  the  bowl  was  crown'd; 
To  the  king's  pleasure  went  the  mirthAil  round. 
The  women  came :  as  custom  wills,  they  past : 
On  one  (O  that  distinguish'd  one!)  I  cast 
The  £etvouriie  glance !  O !  yet  my  mind  retains 
That  fond  b^inning  of  my  infant  pains. 
Mature  the  virgin  viras,  of  Egypt's  race ;         [face  5 
Grace  shap'd  her  limbs,  and  beauty  deck'd  her 
Easy  her  motion  seem'd,  serene  her  air ; 
Full,  though  unzon'd,  her  bosom  rose ;  her  hair, 
Unty'd,  and  ignorant  of  artful  aid, 
Adown  her  shoulders  loosely  lay  display'd. 
And  in  the  jetty  curls  ten  thousand  Cupids  play'd. 
Fix'd  on  her  charms,  and  pleas'd  that  I  could  love, 
**  Aid  me,  my  friends,  contribute  to  improve 
Your  monarch's  bliss,"  I  said ;  **  fresh  roses  bring 
To  strew  my  bed,  till  the  impoverish'd  Spring 
Confess  her  want ;  around  my  amorous  head 
Be  dropping  myrrh  and  liquid  amber  shed, 
Till  Arab  has  no  more.     FVom  the  soft  lyre, 
Sweet  flute,  and  ten-string'd  instrument,  require 
Sounds  of  delight :  and  thou,  fiur  nymph !  draw 

nigh. 
Thou,  in  whose  graceful  form  and  potent  eye, 
Tliy  master's  joy,  long  sought,  at  length  is  found ; 
And,  as  thy  brow,  let  my  desires  be  crown'd ; 
O  favourite  virgin  !  that  hast  warm'd  the  breast. 
Whose  sovereign  dictates  subjugate  the  East !" 

I  said:  and  sudden  from  the  golden  throne, 
With  a  submissive  step,  I  hasted  down. 
The  glowing  garland  from  my  hair  I  took, 
Love  in  my  heturt,  obedience  in  my  look ; 
Prepar'd  to  pUce  it  on  her  comely  head  : 
**  O  &vourite  virgin !"  yet  again  I  said, 
'*  Receive  the  honours  destin'd  to  thy  brow  • 
And  O,  above  thy  fellows,  liappy  thou ! 
Their  duty  must  thy  sovereign  word  obey : 
Rise  up,  my  love,  my  fiur^ne,  come  away." 

What  pangs,  aku !  what  ecstacy  of  smart. 
Tore  up  my  senses,  and  transfix'd  my  heart. 


Whao  she,  with  modest  acorn,  the  wreatfa  retun'd, 
BcdUo'd  her  beauteous  neck,  and  inward  moum'd ! 

Forc'd  by  my  pride^  I  my  concern  suppresa'd. 
Pretended  drowsiness,  and  wish  of  rest: 
And  sullen  I  forsook  th*  imperfect  feast, 
Ordering  the  eunuchs,  to  whose  proper  care 
Our  eastern  grandeur  gives  th*  imprisoned  fail; 
To  lead  her  forth  to  a  distinguish'd  bower. 
And  bid  her  dress  tMe  bed,  and  wait  the  hour 

Restless  I  fbllow'd  this  obdurate  maid 
(Swift  are  the  steps  that  Love  and  Anger  tread) ; 
Approach'd  her  person,  courted  her  embrace, 
Renew'dmy  BMme,  repeated  my  disgrace  ; 
By  'turns  put  on  the  suppliant  and  the  lord ; 
Threaten'd  this  moment,  and  the  next  implored ; 
OflTer'd  again  the  unaccepted  wreatib. 
And  choice  of  happy  love,  or  instant  death. 
Averse  to  all  her  amorous  king  desu'd. 
Far  as  she  might  she  decently  retir'd ; 
And,  darting  scorn  and  sorrow  from  her  eyes, 
<<  What  means,"  saidshe,  **  king  Solomon  the  wise? 
"  TTiis  wretched  body  trembles  at  your  power : 
Thus  far  could  Fortune,  but  she  can  no  more. 
Free  to  herself  my  potent  mind  remains, 
Nor  fears  the  victor's  rage,  nor  feels  his  chains. 

**  'Tis  said,  that  thou  canst  plausibly  dispute. 
Supreme  of  seers !  of  angel,  man,  and  brute ; 
Canst  plead,  with  subtle  wit  and  fisir  discourse^ 
Of  passion's  folly,  and  of  reason's  force  ; 
That,  to  the  tribes  attentive,  thou  canst  show 
Whence  their  misfortunes  or  their  blessings  flow ; 
That  thou  in  science  as  in  power  art  great. 
And  truth  and  honour  on  thy  edicts  watt. 
Where  is  that  knowledge  now,  that  regal  thought. 
With  just  advice  and  dmely  counsel  fraught  ? 
Where  now,  O  Judge  of  Israel !  does  it  roTe  ?  — 
What  in  one  moment  dost  thou  offer?  Love- 
Love  !  why  'tis  joy  or  sorrow,  peace  or  strife ; 
'Tis  all  the  colour  of  remaining  life : 
And  human  miseiy  must  begin  or  end. 
As  he  becomes  a  tyrant  or  a  friend. 
Would  David's  son,  religious,  just,  and  grave. 
To  the  first  bride-bed  of  the  world  receive 
A  foreigner,  a  heathen,  and  a  slave? 
Or,  grant  thy  passion  has  these  names  destroyed, 
Tluit  Love,  like  Death,  makes  all  distinction  void; 
Yet  in  his  empire  o'er  thy  abject  breast 
His  flames  and  torments  only  are  exprest ; 
His  rage  can  in  my  smiles  alone  relent. 
And  aU  his  joys  solicit  my  consent 

'*  Soft  love,  spontaneous  tree,  its  parted  root 
Must  from  two  hearts  with  equal  vigour  sbooC  ; 
Whilst  each,  delighted  and  delighting  gives 
The  pleasing  ecstacy  which  each  receives : 
Cherish'd  vrith  hope,  and  fed  with  joy  it  grows  ; 
Its  cheerful  buds  their  opening  bloom  discloNe, 
And  round  the  happy  sodl  difflusive  odour  flovrs. 
If  angry  Fate  that  mutual  care  denies. 
The  fading  plant  bewails  its  due  supplies ; 
'Vnid  with  despair,  or  sick  with  gri^,  it  dies. 

«  By  force  beasts  act,  and  areby  force  restrnnM  : 
The  human  mind  by  gentle  means  is  gain'd. 
Thy  useless  strength,  mistaken  king,  employ : 
I  Sated  with  rage,  and  ignorant  of  joy. 
Thou  shalt  not  gain  what  I  deny  to  yield. 
Nor  reap  the  harvest,  though  thou  spoil'st  the  field. 
Know,  Solomon,  thy  poor  extent  of  sway ; 
Contract  thy  brow,  and  Israel  shall  obey : 
But  wilful  Love  thou  must  with  smiles  appease^ 
Approach  his  awful  throne  by  just  degrees, 
And|  if  thou  would'st  be  happy,  learn  to  please. 
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"  Not  ttl  fhom  arti  cm  here  tuceisftil  pgwre^ 
For  I  am  deitiii*d  to  another's  love. 
Bejond  the  cniel  bounds  of  thy  command. 
To  my  dear  equal  in  my  natire  land. 
My  pli^ited  yow  I  gave ;  I  his  receiv*d: 
Each  swore  with  truth,  with  pleasure  each  believed. 
The  mutual  contract  was  to  Heaven  conTey*d  ; 
In  equal  scales  the  busy  angeb  weigh'd 
Its  solemn  force,  and  clapp*d  their  wings,  and  spread 
Hie  leafing  roll,  recording  what  we  said. 

**  Now  in  my  heart  be^ld  thy  poniard  stain'd ; 
Take  the  sad  life  which  I  have  long  disdained ; 
Ead,  in  a  dying  virgin's  wretched  lite, 
T\sj  ill-ctarrM  passion  and  my  stedfut  hate  : 
For,  long  as  Uood  informs  these  circling  veins, 
Ot  fleeting  breath  its  latest  power  retains. 
Hear  me  to  Egypt's  vengeful  Gods  declare. 
Hate  is  my  port,  be  thine,  O  king,  despair. 

**  Now  stnke,"  she  said,  and  open'd  bare  her 


**  Stand  it  in  Judah's  chronicles  confest. 
Hat  David's  son,  by  impious  passion  mov'd. 
Smote  a  she-slave,  and  murder'd  what  he  lov'd !" 

Aaham'd,  confiis'd,  I  started  from  the  bed. 
And  to  my  soul,  yet  uncollected,  said, 
"  Into  tfayseU^  fond  Solomon,  return ; 
Bcflect  again,  and  thou  again  shalt  mourn. 
When  I  through  number'd  years  have  Pleasure 

sought. 
And  in  vain  hope  the  wanton  phantom  caught ; 
To  mock  my  sense,  and  mortify  my  pride, 
'Tb  in  another's  power,  and  is  deny'd. 
Am  I  a  king,  great  Heaven !  does  life  or  death 
Hang  oo  the  wrath  or  mercy  of  my  breath ; 
While  kneeling  I  my  servant's  smiles  implore, 
Aad  one  mad  damsel  dares  dispute  my  power  ? 

**  To  ravish  her !  that  thought  was  soon  depress'd, 
Which  must  debase  the  monarch  to  the  beast. 
To  send  her  back  i  O  whither,  and  to  whom  ? 
To  lands  where  Solomon  must  never  come  ? 
To  that  insulting  rival's  happy  arms. 
For  whom,  disdaining  me,  she  keeps  her  charms  ? 

**  Fantastic  tyrant  of  the  amorous  heart, 
Ho>w  bard  thy  yoke !  how  cruel  is  thy  dart ! 
Ikoae  'scape  thy  anger,  who  refuse  thy  sway, 
Aad  those  are  punish'd  most  who  most  obey. 
See  Judah's  kin^  revere  thy  greater  power: 
What  canst  thou  covet,  or  how  triumph  more  ? 
Why  then,  O  Love,  with  an  obdurate  ear, 
DbCB  this  proud  nymph  reject  a  monarch's  prayer  ? 
Why  to  some  simple  shepherd  does  she  run 
Prom  the  fond  arms  of  David's  fevourite  son? 
Why  lies  she  finom  the  glories  of  a  court, 
Where  wealth  and  pleasure  may  thy  reign  support, 
To  some  poor  cottage  on  the  mountain's  brow, 
Scm  bleak  vrith  winds,  ai^  cover'd  now  with  snow, 
Wbesc  pinching  vrant  must  curb  her  warm  desires, 
Aad  household  cares  suppress  thy  genial  fires  ? 

^  Too  aptly  the  afflicted  Heathens  prove 
Thy  Corce,  while  they  erect  the  shrines  of  Love. 
Uk  mystic  form  the  ardians  of  Greece 
is  womdsd  stone,  or  molten  gold,  express ; 
And  Cyprus  to  his  godhead  pays  her  vow, 
Faat  Ok  his  hand  the  idol  holds  his  bow ; 
A  foifcr  by  his  side  sustains  his  store 
or  poHttad  darts;  sad  emblems  of  his  power : 
A  pair  ef  wings  he  has,  vrhich  ho  extends 
Ktii^  to  be  gone ;  which  now  again  he  bends, 
I^u«e  to  leturn^  as  beat  mi^  serve  his  vranton  ends. 


Entirdy  thus  I  ftad  the  find  ponrtimy'd. 
Since  ffarst,  alas !  I  saw  the  beauteous  maid : 
I  felt  him  strike,  and  now  I  see  him  fiy : 
Cvrs'd  demon !  O  !  for  ever  broken  lie 
Hiose  fotal  stMfb,  by  which  I  invrard  bleed ! 
O !  can  my  wishes  yet  o*ertake  thy  speed! 
Tir'd  may'st  thou  pant,  and  hang  thy  flagging  wing, 
Escept  thou  tum'st  thy  course,  resolv'd  to  bring 
The  damsel  back,  and  save  the  love-sick  king !" 

My  soul  thus  struggling  in  the  fatal  net. 
Unable  to  enjoy,  or  to  forget ; 
I  reason'd  much,  alas !  but  more  I  lov'd  : 
Sent  and  recall'd,  ordain'd  and  disapprov'd ; 
Till,  hopeless,  plung'd  in  an  abyss  of  grief, 
I  from  necessity  receiv'd  relief: 
Time  gently  aided  to  assuage  my  pain. 
And  Wisdom  took  once  more  the  slacken'd  rein. 

But  O,  how  short  my  interval  of  woe ! 
Our  gridfs  how  swift !  our  remedies  how  slow ! 
Another  nymph,  (for  so  did  Heaven  ordain. 
To  change  the  manner,  but  renew  the  pain,) 
Another  nymph,  amongst  the  many  fiur. 
That  made  my  softer  hours  their  solemn  care. 
Before  the  rest  affected  still  to  stand. 
And  watch'd  my  eye,  preventing  my  command. 
Abra,  she  so  was  odl'd,  did  soonest  haste 
To  grace  my  presence ;  Abra  went  the  last 
Abra  was  resdy  ere  I  call'd  her  name ; 
And,  though  I  call'd  another,  Abra  came. 

Her  equals  first  observ'd  her  growing  seal. 
And,  laughing,  gloss'd,  that  Abra  serv'd  so  well. 
To  me  her  actions  did  unheeded  die. 
Or  were  remarked  but  with  a  common  eye ; 
Till  more  appris'd  of  what  the  rumour  said, 
More  I  observ'd  peculiar  in  the  maid. 

The  Sun  declin'd  had  shot  his  western  ray. 
When,  tir'd  with  business  of  the  solemn  day, 
I  purpos'd  to  unbend  the  evening  hours. 
And  banquet  private  in  the  women's  bowers. 
I  call'd,  before  I  sat,  to  wash  my  hands 
(For  so  the  precept  of  the  law  commands) : 
Love  had  oitlain'd,  that  it  was  Abra's  turn 
To  mix  the  sweets,  and  minister  the  urn. 

With  awful  homage  and  submissive  dread, 
Tlie  maid  approach'd,  on  my  declining  head 
To  pour  the  oils ;  she  trembled  as  she  pour'd : 
Widi  an  unguarded  look  she  now  devour'd 
My  nearer  face !  and  now  recall'd  her  eye, 
Ajid  heav'd,  and  strove  to  hide,  a  sudden  sigh. 

««  And  whence,"  said  I,  "  canst  thou  have  dread 
or  pain? 
What  can  thy  imagery  of  sorrow  mean  ? 
Secluded  from  the  world  and  all  its  care, 
Hast  thou  to  grieve  or  joy,  to  hope  or  fear? 
For  sure,"  I  added,  "  sure  thy  little  heart 
Ne'er  felt  Love's  anger,  nor  receiv'd  his  dart" 

Abash'd,  she  blush'd,  and  with  disorder  spoke : 
Her  rising  shame  adom'd  the  words  it  broke. 

*<  If  the  great  master  will  descend  to  hear 
The  humble  series  of  his  handmaid's  care ; 
O  !  while  she  tells  it,  let  him  not  put  on 
Tlie  look,  that  awes  the  nations  fix>m  the  throne ! 
O !  let  not  death  severe  in  glory  lie 
In  the  king's  fVown,  and  terrour  of  his  e;^e ! 

**  Mine  to  obey,  thy  part  is  to  ordain ; 
And  though  to  mention  be  to  suffer  pun. 
If  the  king  smile  whilst  I  my  woe  redte. 
If,  weeping,  I  find  favour  in  hb  sight. 
Flow  fast,  my  tears,  full  rising  his  delight. 
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»•  O !  witness  Eirth  beneatli,  and  Heaven  abore ! 
For  can  I  bide  it  ?  I  am  sick  of  lore ; 
If  madness  may  the  name  of  passion  bear, 
Or  love  be  call'd  what  is  indeed  despair,    [controls 

"  Thou   Sovereign   Power !    whose  secret  will 
Hie  inward  bent  and  motion  of  our  souls! 
Whj  hast  thou  plac'd  such  infinite  degrees 
Between  the  cause  and  cure  of  my  disease  ? 
llie  mighty  object  of  that  raging  fire, 
In  which  unpity'd  Abra  must  expire, 
Had  he  been  bom  some  simple  shepherd's  heir, 
Hie  lowing  herd  or  fleecy  sheep  his  care. 
At  mom  with  1dm  I  o'er  the  hiJls  had  mn. 
Scornful  of  wrinter's  frost  and  summer's  sun, 
Still  asking  where  he  made  Ills  flock  to  rest  at  noon. 
For  him  at  night,  the  dear  expected  guest, 
I  had  with  hasty  joy  prepared  the  feast ; 
And  from  the  cottage,  o*er  the  distant  plain. 
Sent  forth  my  longing  eye  to  meet  the  swain. 
Wavering,  impatient,  toss'd  by  hope  and  fear^ 
Till  he  and  joy  together  should  appear. 
And  the  lov'd  dog  declare  his  master  near. 
On  my  declining  neck  and  open  breast 
I  should  have  liHl'd.the  lovely  youth  to  rest. 
And  from  beneath  his  head,  at  dawning  day, 
\Vith  softest  care  have  stol*n  my  arm  away, 
To  rise  and  fi-om  the  fold  release  the  sheep. 
Fond  of  his  flock,  indulgent  to  his  sleep. 
-     *<  Or  if  kind  Heaven,  propitious  to  my  flame, 
(For  sure  from  Heaven  the  fiuthful  ardmir  came,) 
Had  blest  my  life,  and  deck'd  my  natal  hour 
Witli  height  of  title,  and  extent  of  power ; 
Without  a  crime  my  passion  had  aspir'd. 
Found  the  lov*d  prince,  and  told  what  I  desir'd. 

**  Then  I  had  come,  preventing  Sheba's  queen. 
To  see  the  comeliest  of  the  sons  cf  men. 
To  bear  the  charming  poet's  amorous  song, 
And  gather  lioney  falling  fi-om  his  tongue, 
To  take  the  fragrant  kisses  of  his  mouth. 
Sweeter  than  breezes  of  her  native  south. 
Likening  his  graoe^  his  person,  and  his  mien. 
To  all  that  great  or  beauteous  I  had  seen. 
Serene  and  bright  his  eyes,  as  solar  beams 
Rcflectmg  temper'd  light  from  crystal  streams ; 
Ruddy  as  gold  his  cheek ;  his  bosom  fair 
As  sflver ;  the  curl'd  ringlets  of  his  hair 
Black  as  the  raven's  wing ;  his  lip  more  red 
Than  eastem  coral,  or  the  scarlet  thread ; 
Even  his  teeth,  and  white  like  a  young  flock 
Coeval,  newly  shorn,  from  the  clear  brook 
Recent,  and  branching  on  the  sunnyrock. 
Ivory,  with  sapphires  mterspers'd,  explains 
How  white  his  hands,  how  blue  the  manly  veins. 
Columns  of  polish'd  marble,  firmly  set 
On  golden  bases,  are  his  legs  and  feet ; 
His  stature  all  majestic,  all  divine, 
Straigfatas  the  palm-tree,  strong  as  is  the  pine. 
Sa£&on  and  myrrh  are  on  his  gaments  shed. 
And  everlasting  sweets  bloom  round  his  heaid. 
What  utter  I !  where  am  I !  wretched  maid ! 
Die,  Abra,  die :  too  plainly  hast  thou  said 
Hiy  soul's  desire  to  meet  his  high  embrace, 
And  blessing  stamp'd  upon  thy  future  race  ; 
To  bid  attentive  nations  bless  thy  womb. 
With  unborn  mnm^iyhf  diarg'd,  and  Solonums  to 


Here  o'er  her  speedi  her  flowing  eyes  prevail. 
O  foolish  maid!  and  O  unhappy  tale ! 
My  suffering  heart  for  ever  shall  defy 
New  wouno  and  danger  from  a  fUture  eye. 


O !  yet  my  tortof^d  senses  deep  retain 
The  wretdied  memory  of  my  former  pain. 
Hie  dire  affWmt,  and  my  Egyptian  dbain. 

<<  As  time,"  I  said,  '*  may  happily  effiice 
That  cruel  image  of  the  king's  disgrace, 
Imperial  Reason  shall  resume  her  seat, 
And  Solomon,  once  fall'n,  again  be  great 
Betray'd  by  passion,  as  subdued  in  war. 
We  wisely  should  exert  a  double  care. 
Nor  ever  ought  a  second  time  to  err." 

lliis  Abra  then  «- 
I  saw  her;  'twas  humanity ;  it  gave 
Some  respite  to  the  sorrows  of  my  slave. 
Her  fond  excess  prodaim'd  her  passion  true. 
And  generous  pity  to  that  trath  was  due. 
Well  I  entreated  her,  who  well  deaerv'd ; 
I  caird  her  ofien,  for  she  always  serv'd* 
Use  made  her  person  easy  to  my  sight, 
And  ease  insensibly  produced  delight. 

Whene'er  I  revell'd  in  the  women's  bowers, 
(For  first  I  sought  her  but  at  looser  hours) 
The  apples  she  had  gadier'd  smelt  most  sweet. 
The  odces  she  kneaded  was  the  savoury  meat : 
But  fruits  their  odour  lost,  and  meats  their  taste, 
If  gentle  Abra  had  not  dedc'd  the  feast 
Dishonour*d  did  the  sparkling  goblet  stand. 
Unless  receiv'd  finom  gentle  Aim's  hand ; 
And,  when  the  virgins  form'd  the  evening  diotr. 
Raising  their  voices  to  the  master  lyre, 
Too  flat  I  thought  this  voice,  and  that  too  shrill ; 
One  show'd  too  much,  and  one  too  little  ddll  • 
Nor  could  my  soul  iq>prove  the  music's  tone. 
Till  all  vras  hush'd,  and  Abra  sung  alone. 
Fairer  she  8eem*d  distinguish'd  fi-om  the  rest, 
And  better  mien  disclos'd,  as  better  drest 
A  bri^  tiieira,  round  her  forehead  ty'd. 
To  juster  bounds  confin'd  its  rising  pride ; 
Ttie  blushing  ruby  on  her  snowy  breast 
Render'd  its  panting  whiteness  more  confcas'd ; 
Bracelets  of  peari  gave  roundness  to  her  arm. 
And  every  gem  augmented  every  diarm. 
Her  senses  pleas'd,  her  beauty  ^ill  improv*dy 
And  slie  more  lovely  grew,  as  more  belov'd. 

And  now  I  could  bdiold,  avow,  and  blaoie 
The  several  follies  of  my  former  flame ; 
Willing  my  heart  for  recompense  to  prove 
The  certain  joys  that  lie  in  prosperous  love. 
*<  For  what,"  said  I,  «  from  Abra  can  I  fesr. 
Too  humble  to  insult,  too  soft  to  be  severe  ? 
Hie  damsel's  sole  ambition  is  to  please : 
With  firecdom  I  may  like,  and  quit  with  ease  ; 
She  soothes,  but  never  can  enthral  my  mind: 
Why  may  not  Peace  and  Love  for  once  be  joln*d  ?** 

Great  Heaven!  how  frail  thy  creature  man  u 


How  by  himself  insensibly  betray'd ! 
Ii^  our  own  strength  unhappily  secure, 
Too  little  cautious  of  the  adverse  power. 
And  by  the  blast  of  self-opinion  mov'd. 
We  wish  to  charm,  and  seek  to  be  belov'd. 
On  Pleasure's  flowing  brink  we  idly  stray. 
Masters  as  yet  of  our  returning  way ; 
Seeing  no  danger,  we  disarm  our  mind. 
And  give  our  conduct  to  the  waves  and  wind : 
Hien  in  the  flowery  mead,  or  verdant  shade, 
To  wanton  dalliance  negligently  laid. 
We  weave  the  ckaplet,  and  we  crown  the  bowl^ 
And  smiUng  see  the  nearer  waters  roll. 
Till  the  strong  gusts  of  raging  passion  risc^ 
Till  the  dire  tempest  mingln^  earth  and.  skies  ^ 
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Andy  swift  into  tnt 

Our  nXNMh  cooncwico  too  nte  W6  inouni; 
Roond  our  devoted  hMds  the  billowi  beat,     [< 
And  from  our  troubled  view  the  leHen'd  lands  re- 

O  nrif^Kty  Love !  from  tfiy  unbounded  power 
How  shell  the  human  bosom  rest  secure  ? 
How  shall  our  tfaeuglit  avoid  the  various  snare? 
Or  Wisdom  to  our  caution*d  soul  declare 
The  diffisrent  shapes  thou  pleasest  to  employ^ 
When  bent  to  htnl^  and  certsin  to  destroy? 

Tht  hangbty  nymph,  in  open  beauty  drest, 
lV»-day  eneonnteri  our  unguarded  breast : 
8be  looks  with  majesty,  and  moves  with  state ; 
Uahst  hg  soul,  ttod  in  misfortune  great, 
8be  seonis  the  world,  and  dares  the  rage  of  Fate. 

Here  wlulat  we  take  stem  manhood  for  our  guide, 
And  goard  oar  conduct vrith  becoming  pride; 
Cham*dwitfa  the  coun^  in  her  action  shown, 
We  pnae  her  mind,  the  image  of  our  own. 
8be  that  can  please  is  certsin  to  persuade, 
T^Msy  belor  d,  to-mcMTOw  is  obey'd* 
We  tynk  we  see  dirough  Reason's  optics  right, 
Hbr  find  bow  Beauty's  rays  elude  our  sight : 
Slnick  with  her  eje,  whilst  we  applaud  her  mindi 
And  when  we  qiMk  her  great,  we  wish  her  kind. 
To-monrofw,  cnid  power !  thou  ann'st  the  frir 
With  iowing  sorrow,  and  dishevell'd  hair; 
Ssd  her  eoraphdnt,  and  humble  is  her  tale. 
Her  sighs  nrplainmg  where  her  accents  fiuL 
Here  genetous  softness  warms  the  honest  breast ; 
We  nsse  the  aad,  and  succour  the  distress'd. 
And,  whilst  oar  wish  prepares  the  kind  relief, 
Whilst  pi^  mitigBtes  her  rising  nief, 
Wesiekiai  soon  from  her  contagious  care^ 
Grieve  for  her  sorrows,  groan  for  her  despair ; 
'     i  Love  too  1^  those  bosoms  arm, 
I  can  soften,  and  which  sighs  can  warm, 
this  nearest,  cruellest  of  foes, 
What  shall  Wit  meditate,  or  Force  oppose? 
Whence,  focble  Nature,  shall  we  summon  aid, 
tf  by  oar  pity  and  our  pride  betrsy'd  ? 

I  raawdy  shall  we  hope  to  find,         [mind; 
the  doee  fiend  has  gsin'd  our  treacherous 
J  there  does  Besson's  power  deride. 
And,  Mind  hhnsel^  conducts  ^  daisied  guide? 
Ify  conqocrar  now,  my  lovely  Abra,  held 
1^  freedom  in  her  chains;  my  heart  was  fill'd 
With  her,  with  her  alone ;  in  her  alone 
It  sooght  its  peace  and  joy :  while  she  was  gone, 
h  agh'd  sod  griev'd,  impatient  of  her  stay ; 
Bccnni'd,  she  cfass'd  those 'sighs,  that  grief,  away: 
Htr  sbsencc  made  the  night,  her  presence  broi^t 
die  day. 
The  ball,  the  play,  the  mask,  by  turns  succeed : 
For  her  I  make  the  song,  the  dance  with  her  I  lead. 
I  court  her  various  in  each  shape  and  dress, 
Unt  honiry  may  form,  or  thou|^  express. 

Tod^,  beneath  the  palm-tree  on  the  pbdns, 
la  Deborah's  arms  and  habit  Abra  reigns  t 
Us  wreath,  denoting  conquest,  guides  her  brow, 
Aad  knr,  like  Barak,  at  her  feet  I  bow. 
IW  BflBuc  chorus  sings  her  prosperous  hand, 
isdK  had  sbin  the  foe,  and  sav'd  the  land. 

TtMBorrow  she  approves  a  softer  air, 
FonskcB  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  war, 
TW  fbrai  of  peaceful  Abi^l  assumfM, 
Aid  from  the  village  with  the  present  comes. 
T^  loathful  hand  depose  their  glittering  arms, 
Bscm  her  bounties,  and  recite  her  chanos ; 
'^^f^iht  I  ■■iiinn  my  fittber's  step  and  mien, 
To  Bsct  with  dtte  regard  my  fbture  queen. 


Thyl 
Tilli 


iriMply  Ahitt's  will  be  now  hidfai^d 
To  range  the  woodsy  or  diase  the  flying  hind» 
Soon  as  the  Sun  awakes,  the  sprightly  court 
Leave  their  repose^  and  hasten  to  the  sport 
In  lessen'd  royalty,  and  humble  state, 
king,  Jemssiem,  descends  to  wait 
Abra  comes :  she  comes ;  a  milk-white  steed 
Mixture  of  Persia's  and  Arsbia's  breed. 
Sustains  the  nymph :  her  garments  flying  loose, 
(As  the  ^jrdonian  maids  or  Thradan  use,) 
And  half  her  knee  and  half  her  breast  q>pear. 
By  art,  like  neglioence^  disdos'd  and  bare. 
Her  left4iand  guides  the  hunting  courser's  fligk«» 
A  sQver  bow  £e  csrries  in  her  right. 
And  from  the  golden  quiver  at  her  side 
Rustles  the  ebon  arrow's  fiaather'd  pride. 
Sai^»hires  and  diamonds  on  her  front  di^lay 
An  artificial  moon's  increasing  ray. 
Duma,  huntress,  mistress  of  the  groves, 
The  fovourite  Abra  speaks,  and  looks,  and  moves. 
Her,  as  the  present  goddess,  I  obey : 
Beneath  her  feet  the  captive  game  I  lay. 
Tlie  mingled  chorus  sings  Duma's  fame : 
Clarions  and  horns  in  Imider  peals  proclaim 
Her  mystic  praise ;  the  vocal  triiunphs  bound 
Against  the  hills;  the  hills  reflect  the  sound. 

If,  tur'd  this  evening  with  the  hunted  woods. 
To  the  large  fish-pools,  or  the  glassy  floods. 
Her  mind  to-morrow  points ;  a  thousand  hand% 
To-night  employ'd,  obey  the  king's  commands. 
Upon  the  watery  beach  an  artful  pile 
Of  planks  is  jom'd,  and  forms  a  moving  isle : 
A  golden  chariot  in  the  midst  is  set. 
Am  silver  cygnets  seem  to  fed  its  wdght 
Abrs,  bright  queen,  ascends  her  gaudy  throne, 
In  sembliuice  of  the  Grecian  Venus  known : 
IVitons  and  sea-green  Nslads  round  her  move, 
And  sing  in  moving  strains  the  force  of  love ; 
Whilst,  as  th*  approadnng  pageant  does  qvpear. 
And  echoing  crowds  speak  nughty  Venus  near, 
I,  her  adorer,  too  devoutly  stand 
Fast  on  the  utmost  margin  of  the  land. 
With  arms  and  hopes  extended,  to  recdve 
Hie  fimcy'd  goddess  rising  bam  thevrave. 

O  sulrject  Reason !  O  imperious  Love ! 
Whither  yet  fVirdier  would  my  folly  rove  ? 
Is  it  enough,  that  Abra  should  be  great 
In  the  walTd  pdaoe^  or  the  rural  seat? 
That  masking  habits,  and  a  borrow'd  name, 
Contrive  to  hide  my  plenitude  of  shame  ? 
No,  no !  Jerusalem  combin'd  must  see 
My  open  fruit,  and  regal  infamy. 
Solemn  a  month  is  de^'d  for  the  f^ast : 
Abra  invites ;  the  nation  is  the  guest 
To  have  the  honour  of  each  day  sustain'd. 
The  woods  sre  travers'd,  and  the  lakes  are  drain'd : 
Arsbia's  wilds,  and  Egypt's,  are  expkr'd : 
The  edible  creation  decks  the  board: 
Hardly  the  phenix  'scapes  — 
The  men  their  lyres,  the  maids  their  voices  ralse^ 
To  sing  my  happiness,  and  Abra's  praise ; 
And  davish  bairds  our  mutual  loves  rehearse 
In  lying  strdns  and  ignominious  verse : 
While,  finom  the  banquet  leading  forth  the  bride, 
Whom  prudent  Love  firom  public  eyes  should  hid^ 
I  show  her  to  thevrorld,  confess'd  and  known 
Queen  of  my  heart,  and  partner  of  my  throne. 

And  now  her  friends  and  flatteren  fill  die  court ; 
Fhym  Dan  and  firom  Beersheba  they  resort : 
They  barter  pkces,  and  dispose  of  grsnts, 
Whole  produces  unequal  to  thfh-  wants : 
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Hiey  teteh  her  to  recede^  or  to  debate^ 

With  toys  of  love  to  mix  affidn  of  mrte; 

By  pnctis'd  ruleB  her  empire  to  tecure, 

And  in  my  pleasure  make  my  ruin  sure. 

They  gave,  and  she  transferr'd  the  curs'd  advice, 

That  monarchs  should  their  inward  soul  disguise^ 

Dissemble  and  command,  be  false  and  wise ; 

By  ignominious  arts,  for  servile  ends, 

Shoidd   compliment  their  foes,    and   shun   their 

firiends. 
And  now  I  leave  the  true  and  just  supports 
Of  legal  princes,  and  of  honest  courts, 
Baraillai*8  and  the  fierce  Benaiah's  heirs, 
Whose  sires,  great  partners  in  my  fiuher's  cares, 
Saluted  their  young  king,  at  Hebron  crown'd. 
Great  by  their  toil,  and  glorious  by  then:  wound. 
And  now  (unhappy  counsel !)  I  prefer 
Those  whom  my  follies  only  made  me  fear. 
Old  Corah*s  blood,  and  taunting  Sbimei's  race ; 
Miscreants  who  ow*d  their  lives  to  David's  grace. 
Though  they  had  spum*d  his  rule,  and  curs*d  him 
to  his  face. 

Still  Abra*s  power,  my  scandal  still  increas*d; 
Justice  submitted  to  what  Abra  pleas'd : 
Her  will  alone  could  settle  or  revoke. 
And  law  was  fix*d  by  what  she  latest  qxike. 

Israel  neglected,  Abra  was  my  care : 
I  only  acted,  thought,  and  liv'd,  for  her. 
I  durst  not  reason  vrith  my  wounded  heart ; 
Abra  possess'd ;  she  was  its  better  part 
O  !  had  I  now  review'd  the  famous  cause, 
Which  gave  my  righteous  youth  so  just  iq;iplause. 
In  Tain  on  the  dissembled  mother's  tongue 
Had  cunning  art  and  sly  persuasion  hung, 
And  real  care  in  vain,  and  native  love. 
In  the  true  parent's  panting  breast  had  strove ; 
While  both,  deceiv*<(  had  seen  the  destined  child 
Or  slain  or  sav'd,  as  Abra  frown'd  or  smil'd. 

Unknowing  to  command,  proud  to  obey, 
A  lifeless  king,  a  royal  shade,  I  lay. 
Unheard,  the  ii^ur*d  orphans  now  complain ; 
The  widow's  cries  address  the  throne  in  vain. 
Causes  ungudg'd  disgrace  the  loaded  file. 
And  sleeping  laws  the  king's  neglect  revQe. 
No  more  the  elders  throng'd  around  my  throne, 
To  hear  my  maxims,  and  reform  their  own. 
No  more  the  young  nobility  were  taught 
How  Moses  gov^m'd,  and  how  David  fought 
Loose  and  undisdplin'd  the  soldier  lay, 
Or  lost  in  drink  and  game  the  solid  day. 
Porches  and  schools,  design'd  for  public  good, 
Uncover'd,  and  with  scaffolds  cumber'd  stood, 
Or  nodded,  threatening  ruin.  — 
Half  pillars  wanted  their  expected  height. 
And  roofs  imperfect  prejudic'd  the  sight 
The  artists  grieve ;  the  labouring  people  droop : 
My  father's  legacy,  my  country's  hope, 
God's  temple,  lies  un&iish'd.  — 

Tlie  wise  and  great  deplor'd  their  monarch's  fate, 
And  fbture  mischiefs  of  a  sinking  state. 
**  Is  this,"  the  serious  said,  **  is  this  the  man. 
Whose  active  soul  through  every  science  ran  ? 
Who,  by  just  rule  and  elevated  skill, 
Breecrib'd  the  dubious  bounds  of  good  and  ill  ? 
Whose  golden  saymgs,  and  immortal  wit. 
On  large  phylacteries  expressive  writ, 
Were  to  the  forehead  of  the  rsbbins  ty'd. 
Our  youtti's  instruction,  and  our  age's  pride? 
Could  not  the  wise  his  vrild  doires  restvain  ? 
I^kh  was  our  be«riog,  and  his  preadung,  vain ! 


What  fton  his  fifimd  Iflttan  wcni 

But  that  his  knowledge  aggravates  his  fault?" 

In  lighter  mood  the  humorous  and  the  gay 
(As  crown'd  vrith  roses  at  their  feasts  they  hj) 
Sent  the  full  goblet,  charg'd  vrith  Abra's  name. 
And  charms  superior  to  their  master's  fame. 
Laughing,  some  praise  the  king,  vrho  let  dwm  see 
How  aptly  luxe  and  empire  rm^t  agree : 
Some  gloss'd,  how  love  and  wisdom  were  at  strife^ 
And  brought  my  proverbs  to  confixmt  my  life. 
''  However,  ftiend,  here's  to  the  king,"  one  cries: 
«  To  him  vrho  was  the  king^"  tlie  friend  replies. 
'*  The  king,  for  Judah's  and  fbr  Wisdom's  curse^ 
To  Abra  yields :  could  I  or  thou  do  worse? 
Our  looser  lives  let  Chance  or  FoUy  steer. 
If  thus  the  prudent  and  determin'd  err. 
Let  Dinah  bind  with  flowers  her  flowing  hair. 
And  touch  the  lute,  and  sound  the  wanton  air : 
Let  us  the  bliss  without  the  sting  reorive. 
Free,  as  we  will,  or  to  enjoy,  or  leave. 
Pleasures  on  levity's  smooth  surfiicc  flow : 
Thou^^t  brings  the  weight  that  sinks  the  sool  to 
Now  be  this  maxim  to  the  king  convey'd,        [woe. 
And  added  to  the  thousand  he  has  made.'* 

**  Sadly,  O  Reason !  is  thy  power  express'd. 
Thou  gloomy  tyrant  of  the  frighted  breast ! 
And  harsh  the  rules  which  we  from  thee  receive^ 
If  for  our  vrisdom  we  our  pleasure  give ; 
And  more  to  think  be  only  more  to  grieve : 
If  Judah's  king,  at  thy  tribunal  try'd. 
Forsakes  his  joy,  to  rindicato  his  pridie. 
And,  changing  sorrovrs,  I  am  only  found 
Loos'd  from  the  chains  of  Love;,   in  thine  mors 
strictly  bound ! 

«  But  do  I  call  thee  tyrant,  or  complain 
How  hard  thy  laws»  how  absolute  thy  reign  ? 
While  thou,  abs !  art  but  an  empty  name. 
To  no  two  men,  who  e'er  discours'd,  the  same ; 
The  idle  product  of  a  troubled  thought. 
In  borrow'd  shapes  and  airy  colours  wrought ; 
A  fancy'd  line,  and  a  reflected  shade ; 
A  chain  which  man  to  fetter  man  has  made  ; 
By  artifice  impos'd,  by  fear  obey'd ! 

**  Yet,  wretched  name,  or  arbitrsry  thing, 
Whence-ever  I  thy  cruel  essence  bring, 
I  own  thy  influence,  for  I  fed  thy  sting. 
Reluctant  I  perceive  thee  in  my  soul, 
Form'd  to  command,  and  destin'd  to  controL 
Tes ;  thy  insulting  dictates  shall  be  heard; 
Virtue  for  once  shall  be  her  own  reward: 
Tes ;  Ttbei  Israel !  this  unhappy  maid 
Shall  be  dismiss'd :  the  crowd  shall  be  obey'd : 
Tlie  king  his  passion  and  his  rule  shall  leave. 
No  longer  Abra's,  but  the  people's  slave. 
My  co^rard  soul  shall  bear  its  wayward  fate  ; 
I  will,  alas !  be  wretched  to  ^  great. 
And  sigh  in  royalty,  and  gncve  in  state." 

I  said :  resolv'd  to  plunge  into  my  giicf 
At  once  so  far,  as  to  expect  relief 
From  my  despair  alone  — 
I  chose  to  write  the  thing  I  durst  not  qf»eak 
To  her  I  lov'd,  to  her  I  must  forsake. 
The  harsh  epistle  labour'd  much  to  prove 
How  inconsistent  miyesty  and  love. 
I  always  should,  it  said,  esteem  her  wdl. 
But  never  see  her  more :  it  bid  her  feel 
No  future  pain  for  me;  but  instant  wed 
A  lover  more  proportion'd  to  her  bed. 
And  quiet  dedicate  her  remnant  life 
To  the  just  duties  of  an  humble  wifSi. 
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She  read,  and  forth  to  me  iht  wil^  iMi, 
T*o  mc^  the  cttw  oi  tM  bnr  ianoer  pain. 
She  kneri'd,  entreated,  struggled,  tfareaten'd,  crjr'd. 
And  with  ahemate  paanon  Itv'd  and  dy'd : 
TO],  aow,  deny'd  the  liberty  to  nx>uni. 
And  by  rude  fbry  from  my  presence  torn. 
This  only  object  of  my  real  care, 
Cot  off  firom  hope,  abandon'd  to  despair, 
In  some  few  posting  fiOal  hours  is  faurl'd 
Vnm  wealth,  firom  power,  from  love,  and  firom  the 

"  Here  tall  me,  if  thou  dar*st,  my  conscious  soul, 
"What  different  sorrows  did  within  thee  roll  ? 
IVhaft   pangs,  what   fires,  what  racks,    didst  thou 


[^worid. 


'What  sadvidssitudes  of  smarting  pain  ? 
How  oft  Irani  pomp  and  state  did  I  remove^ 
To  feed  despatr,  and  cherish  hopeless  love  ? 
How  oft,  aU  day,  recall'd  I  Abra*A  charms, 
Her  beautieB  pressed,  and  panting  in  my  arms  ? 
How  oft,  with  sighs,  view'd  ev*ry  female  fiice, 
Wheie  mimic  fimcy  might  her  h'keness  trace? 
How  oft  deair*d  to  fly  from  Israelis  throne, 
Aad  Uve  in  shades  with  her  and  Love  alone? 
How  oft  all  night  pursued  her  in  my  dreams, 
0*er  flow^  vallio,  and  through  ciystal  streuns^ 
And,  waking  view'd  with  gri^tha  rising  Sun, 
And  fbndly  moum'd  the  d^  delusion  gone  ?" 

When  thus  the  gather*d  storms  of  wretched  love 
lamyswolnbosoni,  with  long  war  had  strove; 
At  kngtfa  they  broke  their  bounds;  at  length  their 

fbrce 
Bon  down  whalcvoi  met  its  stronger  course, 
laid  all  die  dvil  bonds  of  manhood  vraste, 
And  sestter'd  ruin  as  the  torrent  past 
80  from  the  faille  whose  hollow  caves  contain 
Hk  congregated  snow  and  swelling  rain 
TiD  the  full  stores  their  ancient  bounds  disdain, 
HedpitBte  the  furious  torrent  flows : 
Invain  would  qpeed  avoid,  or  strength  oppose ; 
TowBSy    forests,    herds,    and   men,    promiscuous 

diowu'd, 
"WAk  one  great  dea&  deform  the  dreary  ground: 
The  echoed  woes  from  distant  rocks  resound. 
And  now,  wliat  impious  ways  my  wishes  took. 
How  they  tfie  monarch  and  the  man  forsook ; 
And  how  I  fbUow'd  an  abandoned  will, 
Hvoo^  crooked  paths,  and  sad  retreats  of  ill ; 
How  ^idah*s  daughters  now,  now  foreign  slaves. 
By  tnma  my  prostituted  bed  receives ; 
Thraogh  trflws  of  women  how  I  loosely  rang'd 
Impatient:  lik'd  to-night,  to-morrow chang*d ; 
And,  by  the  instinct  of  capricious  lust, 
'Eaj/aj'd,  disdain'd,  was  grateful,  or  ui^ust : 
O !  be  these  scenes  ihan  human  eyes  concealed, 
la  doods  of  decent  silence  justly  veiled ! 
0 !  be  die  wanton  images  convey'd 
To  bbA  oblivion  and  eternal  shade  ! 
Or  let  their  sad  epitome  alone. 
And  ontward  lino,  to  fUture  age  be  known, 
Enough  to  propagate  the  sure  belief, 
Ikst  vice  enguiders  shame,  and  folly  broods  o*er 

grief! 
Biiry*d  in  skrth,  and  lost  in  ease,  I  lay ; 
the  m^  I  revell*d,  and  I  slept  the  day. 
Nnr  hnps  of  fuel  damped  my  kindling  fires, 
Ajid  daily  change  eztinguish'd  young  desires. 
By  its  own  focce  destroy  *d,  fruiti(m  ceas'd, 
Aad,  always  weary'd,  I  was  never  pleas'd. 
^  Imgii  now  does  my  neglected  mind 
Ik  wootcd  Hofei  and  old  ideas  find. 


Flx'd  Judgment  there  no  lonoer  does  alnde. 
To  take  the  true,  or  set  the  fidse  aside. 
No  longer  does  swift  Memory  trace  the  celk. 
Where  qvinging  ^t,  or  young  Invention,  dwells. 
Requent  debauch  to  habitude  prevails ; 
Patience  of  toil,  and  love  of  virtue^  fiuls. 
By  sad  degrees  impaired,  my  vigour  dies, 
Tni  I  comniand  no  long^  ev'n  in  vice. 

The  women  on  my  dotage  build  their  sway ; 
Tlieyask,  I  grant;  they  threaten,  I  obey. 
In  r^^  garments  now  I  gravdy  stride, 
Aw'd  by  the  Persian  damsel's  haughty  pride : 
Now  with  the  looser  Syrian  dance  and  sing. 
In  robes  tuck'd  up,  opprobrious  to  the  kii^. 

Charm*d  by  thcar  ^es,  their  manners  I  acquire, 
And  shape  my  foolishness  to  their  desire ; 
Seduc*d  and  aw'd  by  the  Philistine  damc^ 
At  Dagon*s  shrine  I  kindle  impious  flame. 
With  the  Chaldean's  charms  bar  rites  prevail. 
And  curling  frankincense  ascends  to  Baal. 
To  each  new  harlot  I  new  altars  dress, 
And  serve  her  god,  whose  person  I  caress. 

Where,  my  £luded  sense,  was  Reason  flown  ? 
Where  the  high  majesty  of  David's  throne  ? 
Where  all  the  maxims  of  eternal  truth, 
W^th  which  the  living  Grod  inform'd  my  youth, 
When  with  the  lewd  Egyptian  I  adore 
Vain  idols,  ddties  that  ne*er  before 
In  Israd's  Und  had  flx'd  thdr  dire  abodes. 
Beastly  divinities,  and  droves  of  gods ; 
Osiris,  Apis,  powers  that  chew  the  cud. 
And  dog  Anubis,  flatterer  for  his  food? 
When  in  the  woody  hills  forbidden  shade 
I  carv'd  the  marble,  and  invoked  its  aid ; 
When  in  the  fens  to  snakes  and  flies,  with  zeal 
Unworthy  human  thought,  I  prostrate  fell ; 
To  shrubs  and  plants  my  vile  devotion  paid. 
And  set  the  bearded  leek,  to  winch  I  pray'd ; 
When  to  all  bdngs  sacred  rites  were  given, 
Foi^  the  Arbiter  of  Earth  and  Heaven  ? 

Through  these  sad  shades,  this  chaos  in  my  soul, 
Some  se^  of  11^  at  length  began  to  rolL 
Tlie  rising  motion  of  an  i^Smt  ray 
Shot  glinunering  thro*  the  doud,  and  promis'd  day. 
And  now,  one  moment  able  to  reflect, 
I  found  the  king  abandon'd  to  neglect. 
Seen  without  awe,  and  serv'd  without  reelect. 
I  found  my  subjects  amicably  join 
To  lessen  their  defects  by  dting  mine. 
The  priest  with  pity  pray'd  for  David's  rac^ 
And  lefl  his  text,  to  dwell  on  my  disgrace. 
Hie  father,  whilst  he  wam'd  his  eiring  son 
The  sad  examples  which  he  ought  to  shun, 
Describ'd,  and  only  nam'd  not,  Solomon. 
Each  bard,  each  sire,  did  to  his  pupil  sing, 
<<  A  wise  child  better  than  a  foolish  king." 

Into  myself  my  Reason's  eye  I  tum'd. 
And  as  I  much  roflected,  much  I  moum'd. 
A  mighty  king  I  am,  an  earthly  god; 
Nations  obey  my  word,  and  wdt  my  nod : 
I  raise  or  sink,  imprison  or  set  free. 
And  life  or  death  depends  on  my  decree. 
Fond  the  idea,  and  the  thought  is  vain ; 
O'er  Judah's  king  ten  thousand  tyrants  reign ; 
Legions  of  lust,  and  various  powers  of  ill. 
Insult  the  master's  tributary  will : 
And  he,  from  whom  the  nations  should  recdve 
Justice  and  freedom,  lies  himself  a  slave, 
Tortur'd  by  cruel  change  of  wild  desires, 
'  Lash'd  by  mad  rage,  and  scorch'd  by  brutd  fires. 
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**  O  Retaon !  onoe  agun  to  thee  I  call ; 
Accept  my  totrowy  and  rctrievo  my  iUl. 
Wisdom,  tboo  ■ay'st,  flnom  Heaven  recciv*d  her 

birth, 
Her  beams  transmitted  to  the  subject  Earth : 
Yet  this  great  empress  of  tiie  human  soul 
Does  only  with  imagin'd  power  control. 
If  restless  Fkssion,  by  rebellious  sway, 
Compds  the  weak  usurper  to  obey. 

«  O  troubled,  weak,  and  coward,  as  thou  art, 
ll^tfaout  thy  poor  advice^  the  labouring  heart 
To  worse  extremes  widi  swifter  steps  would  run, 
Not  saVd  by  virtue^  yet  by  vice  undone  !*• 

Oft  have  I  said,  the  praise  of  doins  well 
Is  to  the  ear  as  ointment  to  the  smell. 
Now,  if  some  flies,  perchance,  however  sroall» 
Into  tlie  alabaster  urn  should  fall. 
The  odours  of  the  sweets  endos'd  would  die. 
And   stench    corrupt  (sad  change!)  their  place 

supply. 
So  the  least  fiuilts,  if  mix*d  with  Ikirest  deed, 
Of  future  ill  become  the  ftUal  seed ; 
Into  the  balm  of  purest  TDtue  cast. 
Annoy  all  life  with  one  contagious  blast 

Lost  Sdomon!  pursue  this  thought  no  more; 
Of  thy  past  errours  recollect  the  store ; 
And  silent  weep,  that,  while  the  deathless  Muse 
Shall  sing  the  just,  shall  o*er  their  heads  difi\ise 
Berfiimes  with  lavish  hand,  she  shall  prodaun 
lliy  crimes  alone,  and,  to  thy  evil  fione 
Impartial,  scatter  damps  and  poisons  on  thy  name. 
Awaking,  therefore,  as  who  long  had  dream*d. 
Much  oriny  women  and  their  i^ds  asham'd ; 
From  tSiis  abyss  of  exempUry  vice 
Jlesolv'd,  as  time  might  aid  my  thought,  to  rise; 
Again  I  bid  the  moumftil  goddess  write 
The  fond  pursuit  of  Aigitive  ddight ; 
Bid  her  exalt  her  melancholy  wins, 
And,  rais*d  ftom  earth,  and  sav*d  nrom  paaaioa,  sing 
Of  human  hope  by  cross  event  destroy*d. 
Of  useless  weidth  and  greatness  uneiyoy'd. 
Of  lust  and  love,  with  their  fimtastic  train, 
llieir  wishes,  siniles,  and  looks,  deceitfid  all,  and 


Book  III.- .POr^A 

TaU  ddefly  attuded  to  m  Bock  TIL 

^  Or  ever  the  silver  cord  be  loosed,  dr  the  golden 
bowl  be  broken,  or  the  pitcher  be  broken  at  the 
fountain,  or  the  wheel  broken  at  the  dstem.**— 
EccLxs.  chap,  xiu  ver.  6. 

^  Hie  Sun  ariseth,  and  the  Sun  goeth  down,  and, 
hastethtohisphM»wherehear68e."  — CA.i.  5. 

**  The  wind  goeth  towards  the  south,  and  tiimeth 
about  unto  the  north.  It  whirleth  about  con- 
tinually; and  the  wind  retumeth  again,  accord- 
ing  to  his  circuit.*'— Fer.  6. 

**  All  the  rivers  run  into  the  sea :  yet  the  sea  is  not 
fiilL  Unto  the  place  ftom  whence  the  rivers 
come,  thither  they  return  again."  -«  Fer,  7. 

**  Then  shall  the  dust  return  to  the  earth,  as  it  was: 
and  the  spirit  shall  return  unto  God  who  gave  it." 
—  Ot  xiL  7. 

**  Now  when  Solomon  had  made  an  end  of  praying, 
the  fire  came  down  from  Heaven,  and  consumed| 


the  burnt-offering  and  the  sacrifices;  and  the 
glory  of  the  Lord  filled  the  house.**  —  9  Cmwmi. 
vii.  1. 

*<  By  the  rivers  of  Babylon,  there  we  sat  down ; 
yea,  we  wept,  when  we  remembered  Sion,**  Ac- 
Psalm  cxxxvu.  1. 

^  I  said  of  laughter,  it  is  mad ;  and  of  mirth,  what 
doth  it?"— EccLKs.  iL  S. 

«  No  man  can  find  out  the  work  diet  God  maketh, 
ftom  the  beginning  to  the  end."  —  Ck.  iiu  11. 

**  Whatsoever  God  doeth,  it  shall  be  for  ever; 
nothinff  can  be  put  to  it,  nor  any  thing  taken  fixnn 
it :  and  God  doeth  it,  that  men  should  fear  before 
him.**  —  Fer.  14. 

**  Let  us  hear  the  conclusion  of  the  whole  matter ; 
fear  God,  and  keep  his  commandments ;  ftv  thb 
is  the  whole  duty  of  man."  —  C%.  xiL  13. 


Argument. 

Solomon  ooosiders  man  through  tiie  several  stages 
and  conditions  of  life,  and  concludes  in  general, 
that  we  are  all  miserable.  He  reflects  more  par- 
ticulariy  upon  the  trouble  and  uncertainty  of 
matneas  and  power ;  gives  some  instances  tbmof 
Rom  Adam  down  to  himself;  and  still  coochadca 
that  all  is  vanity.  He  reasons  again  upon  Ule, 
death,  and  a  ftiture  being ;  finds  human  wladom 
too  imperfect  to  resolve  Ms  doubts ;  has  recourw 
to  religion ;  is  infonned  by  an  aitfel,  what  shall 
happen  to  himself,  his  family,  and  his  kingdom 
till  the  redemptioD  of  Israel ;  and,  upon  the  wfaolcv 
resolves  to  submit  hie  inquiries  and  anxietiea  to 
the  will  of  his  Creator. 

Com  then,  my  soul ;  I  call  thee  by  that 
Hiou  busy  thing,  fitnn  whence  I  know  I  am : 
For,  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  thou  art ; 
Since  that  must  needs  exist,  which  can  impart. 
Buthow  cam*st  thou  to  be,  or  whence  thy  spring? 
For  various  of  thee  priests  and  poets  sing. 

Bear*st  thou  submissive,  but  a  lowly  birth. 
Some  separate  particles  of  finer  earth, 
A  plain  effect  which  Nature  must  beget, 
As  motion  orders,  and  as  atoms  meet ; 
Companion  of  the  bodjr's  good  or  ill, 
Fkom  force  of  instinct,  more  than  choice  of  will ; 
Conscious  of  fear  or  valour,  joy  or  pain. 
As  the  wild  courses  of  the  blood  ordain  ; 
Who,  as  degrees  of  heat  and  cold  prevail. 
In  youth  dMt  flourish,  and  with  age  shah  finl ; 
Till,  mingled  vrith  thy  partner's  latest  breath, 
lliou  fly*st  dissolv*d  in  air,  and  lost  in  death  ? 

Or,  if  thy  great  existence  would  aspire 
To  causes  more  sublime,  of  heavenly  fire 
Wert  thou  a  spark  struck  off*,  a  separate  ray, 
Ordain*d  to  mingle  with  terrestrial  clay ; 
With  it  condemn'd  for  certain  years  to  dwell. 
To  grieve  its  frailties,  and  its  pains  to  fed ; 
To  teach  it  good  and  ill,  disgrace  or  fiune. 
Fide  it  with  rage,  or  redden  it  with  shame ; 
To  guide  its  actions  with  informing  care. 
In  peace  to  judge,  to  conquer  in  £d  war ; 
Render  it  agUe,  witty,  vauant,  sage. 
As  fiti  the  various  course  of  human  age; 
Till  as  the  earthly  part  decays  and  h&, 
The  captive  breaks  her  priion*s  monhMog  waiW  % 
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I  awfaOe  upon  the  «d  remuni^ 
Wbich  mow  the  pile  or  sepulchre  conteins ; 
And  thence  whh  liberty  unbounded  fliet, 
Tmpniwn  to  regain  her  native  skies. 

Wbate'er  thou  art,  where-e*er  ordain'd  to  go, 
(Points  which  we  rather  may  dispute  than  know,) 
Gome  on,  tbou  little  inmate  of  this  breast, 
Wbicfa  for  thy  sake  from  passions  I  divest. 
For  these,  tbou  say'st,  raise  all  the  stormy  strife^ 
Which  hiiider  thy  repose,  and  trouble  life. 
Be  the  lair  level  of  thy  actions  laid. 
As  temperance  wills,  «nd  prudence  may  persuade : 
Be  thy  affections  undisturbed  and  clear, 
Guided  to  what  may  great  or  good  appear. 
And  try  if  life  be  worth  the  liver's  care. 

AmasB'd  in  man,  there  justly  is  beheld 
"What  throt^  the  whole  creation  has  excell'd : 
The  life  and  growth  of  plants,  of  beasts  the  sense. 
The  angel's  forecast  and  intelligence : 
Say  from  these  glorious  seeds  what  harvest  flows, 
Hceount  our  blessings,  and  compare  our  woes, 
la  its  true  light  let  clearest  reason  see 
The  man  dr^^d  out  to  act,  and  fbrc'd  to  be ; 
Hdplesa  and  naked,  on  a  woman's  knees 
To  be  expos'd  and  rear'd  as  she  may  please. 
Fed  her  neglect,  and  pine  from  her  disease: 
His  tender  eye  by  too  direct  a  ray 
Voondedy  and  %ing  from  unpractis'd  day ; 
Ks  heart  assaulted  by  invading  air,  « 

And  beating  fervent  to  the  vital  war ; 
To  fais  young  sense  how  various  forms  appear. 
That  strike  his  wonder,  and  excite  his  fear : 
By  his  distortions  he  reveals  his  pains ; 
He  by  his  tears  and  by  his  sighs  complains ; 
m  thne  and  use  assist  tlie  in&nt  wretch. 
By  broken  words  and  rudnnents  of  speech, 
ffia  wants  in  plainer  characters  to  show, 
Aad  paint  more  perfect  flgures  of  his  woe ; 
Coadcmn'd  to  sacrifice  his  childish  years 
To  habWing  ignorance,  and  to  empty  fears ; 
To  paas  the  riper  period  of  his  age, 
Actii^  his  part  upon  a  crowded  stage  ; 
To  baling  toils  expos'd,  and  endless  cares. 
To  open  dangers,  and  to  secret  snares  ; 
To  maHoe,  which  the  vengeful  foe  intends, 
Aad  the  more  dangerous  love  of  seeming  friends. 
His  deeds  examin'd  by  the  people's  will, 
IVone  to  forget  the  good,  and  blame  the  ill; 
Or  saifly  eensur'd  in  their  curs'd  debate, 
'Who^  in  the  scomer's  or  the  judge's  seat, 
Dmr  to  condemn  the  virtue  which  they  hate. 
Or,  would  he  rather  leave  this  frantic  scene. 
And  trees  and  beasts  prefer  to  courts  and  men. 
In  the  remotest  wood  and  lonely  grot 
Cotain  to  meet  that  worst  of  e^nls,  Thought ; 
""'^  » to  his  memory  brought, 

»  as  are  the  pathless  woods, 
Bie  as  the  descending  floods ; 
Witfi  amious  doubts,  with  raging  passions  torn, 
Ko  sweet  eompanion  near  wi£  whom  to  mourn. 
He  haars  the  echomg  rock  return  his  sighs, 
Aad  from  fannself  the  frighted  hermit  flies. 

Ihos,  through  what  p&  soe'er  of  life  we  rove, 
Bs|e  coBpanics  our  hate,  and  grief  our  love. 
Vcx'd  with  the  preaeot  moment's  heavy  gloom, 
Wl^  seek  we  brightness  from  the  years  to  come  ? 
IKilBib'd  and  broken  like  a  sick  man's  sleep, 
0«  taoaUed  thoughts  to  distant  prospects  leap, 
l^waas  rtlll  what  flies  us  to  o'eitake, 
^  hope  is  but  the  dream  of  those  that  wake 


But,  looking  bade,  we  set  thadraadfol  train 
Of  woes  anew,  which  were  we  to  sustain. 
We  shoukl  refuse  to  tread  the  path  again ; 
Still  addtaig  grief,  still  cocnting  flrom  the  first, 
Judginff  Ihd  latest  evils  stfll  the  worst, 
And  sally  finding  each  progressive  hour 
Hdghten  their  number  and  augment  theh"  power. 
Till,  by  one  countless  sun»  of  woes  opprest. 
Hoary  with  cares,  and  ignorant  of  r^ 
We  find  the  vital  springs  raiax'd  and  worn, 
Compell'd  our  common  impotence  to  mourn. 
Thus  through  the  round  of  age  to  chUdhood  wa 

return; 
Reflecting  find,  that  naked  fhxn  the  womb 
We  yeste«>day  came  forth ;  that  in  the  tomb 
Naked  affdn  we  must  to-morrow  Ke, 
Bom  to  kment,  to  labour,  and  to  die. 

Fkss  we  the  ills  which  each  maA  feels  or  dreads. 
The  weight  or  fidlen  or  hanging  o*er  our  heads ; 
The  bear,  the  lion,  terronia  of  the  plain. 
The  sheepfold  scatter'd,  and  the  shepherd  slain  . 
The  frequent  errours  of  the  pathless  wood. 
The  giddy  predpice,  and  the  dangerous  flood ; 
The  noisome  pestilence,  that,  in  open  war, 
Terrible  marches  through  the  mid-day  air. 
And  scatters  death ;  the  arrow  that  by  mght 
Cuts  the  dank  mist,  and  fiital  wings  its  flight ; 
The  billowing  snow,  and  violence  of  the  shower, 
That  fhym  the  hills  disperse  then:  dreadful  store, 
And  o'er  the  vales  collected  ruin  pour ; 
The  worm  that  gnaws:  the  ripening  fruit,  sad  guest. 
Canker  or  locust,  hurtftil  to  inl^ 
The  bbde ;  while  husks  elude  the  tiller's  care. 
And  eminence  of  want  distinguishes  the  year. 

Pass  we  the  slow  disease,  and  subtle  pdn. 
Which  our  yretk  tnme  is  destin'd  to  sustain ; 
The  cruel  stone  with  congregated  war 
Tearing  his  bloody  way ;  the  cold  catarrh. 
With  fluent  impulse,  and  continued  strife. 
Weakening  the  wasted  seats  of  irksome  life ; 
Hie  gout's  fierce  rack,  the  burning  fever's  ragc^ 
The  sad  experience  of  decay ;  and  age. 
Herself  the  sorest  ill ;  while  Death  and  ease, 
Ofit*  and  in  vain  invok'd  or  to  appease 
Or  end  the  grief,  with  hasty  wings  recede 
From  the  vext  patient  and  the  sidcly  bed. 

Nought  shall  it  profit,  that  the  charming  fair. 
Angelic,  softest  work  of  Heaven,  draws  near 
To  the  cold  shaking  paralytic  hand, 
Sensdess  of  beauty's  touch,  or  love's  command ; 
Nor  longer  apt  or  able  to  fulfil 
The  dictates  of  its  feeble  master's  will. 
Nought  shall  the  psaltry  and  the  harp  avail. 
The  pleasing  SQ|ig|.  or  well-repeated  tale. 
When  the  quick  spirits  thdr  warm  march  forbear. 
And  numbing  coldness  has  unbrac'd  the  ear. 

The  verdant  rising  of  the  flowery  hill, 
The  vale  enamdl'd,  and  the  crystal  rill. 
The  ocean  rolling,  and  the  shelly  shore. 
Beautiful  objects,  shall  delight  no  more. 
When  the  lax'd  sinews  of  the  weaken 'd  eye 
In  watery  damps  or  dim  suffusion  lie. 
Day  follows  night ;  the  clouds  return  again 
Af^r  the  falling  of  the  latter  rain ; 
But  to  the  age£blind  shall  ni»'er  return 
Grateful  vicissitude :  he  still  must  mourn 
The  Sun  and  Moon,  and  every  stahy  light, 
Eclips'd  to  liim,  and  lost  in  everlasting  night. 

Behold  where  Age's  wretched  victim  lies. 
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Wequont  (or  Ueotli  bis  panting  bosom  lieave» : 
To  broken  deep  his  remnant  sense  he  gives. 
And  only  by  his  pains,  awaking,  finds  he  lives. 

Loot*d  by  devouring  Time,  the  silver  cord 
Dissevered  lies ;  unhonour*d  fhnn'the  board 
The  crystal  urn,  when  broken,  is  thrown  by. 
And  a|iter  utensils  their  place  supply. 
Tliese  things  and  thou  must  share  one  equal  lot. 
Die  and  be  lost,  corrupt  and  be  forgot ; 
While  still  anotiier  and  another  race 
Shall  now  supply,  and  now  give  up  the  place ; 
From  earth  til  came,  to  earth  must  all  return, 
FVail  as  the  cord,  and  brittle  as  the  urn. 

But  be  theterrour  of  these  ills  suppress'd, 
And  view  we  man  with  health  and  vigour  blest. 
Home  he  returns  with  the  declining  Sun, 
His  destin'd  task  of  labour  hardly  done ; 
Goes  forth  again  with  the  ascending  ray, 
Again  his  travel  for  his  bread  to  pay, 
And  find  the  ill  suflldent  to  the  day. 
Haply  at  night  he  does  with  horrour  shun 
A  widow'd  daughter  or  a  dying  son ; 
His  neighbour*s  offspring  he  to-morrow  sees, 
And  doubly  feels  his  want  in  their  increase ; 
The  next  day,  and  the  next,  he  must  attend 
His  foe  triumphant,  or  his  buried  friend. 
In  every  act  and  turn  of  life  he  feels 
Public  calamities,  or  household  ills ; 
The  due  reward  to  just  desert  refus'd, 
'Hie  trust  betray*d,  the  nuptial  bed  abused ; 
The  judge  corrupt,  the  long^pending  cause. 
And  doubtful  issue  of  misconstrued  laws ; 
Hie  crafty  turns  of  a  dishonest  state, 
And  violent  will  of  the  wrong.doin^  great; 
The  venom*d  tongue,  injurious  to  his  fame, 
A^liich  nor  can  wisdom  shun,  nor  fair  advice  re> 
claim. 

Esteem  we  these,  my  friends,  event  and  chance, 
Produc*d  as  atoms  from  the  fluttering  dance? 
Or  higher  yet  their  essence  may  we  cbraw 
From  destin'd  order  and  eternal  law  ? 
Again,  my  Muse,  the  crael  doubt  repeat : 
Spring  they,  I  say,  from  accident  or  Fate? 
Yet  such  we  find  they  are  as  can  control 
The  servile  actions  of  our  wavering  soul : 
Can  fright,  can  alter,  or  can  chain,  the  will ; 
Ilieir  ifia  all  built  on  life,  that  fundamental  ill. 

O  fatal  search !  in  which  the  bbouring  mind. 
Still  pressed  with  weight  of  woe»  still  hopes  to  find 
A  shadow  of  delight,  a  dream  of  peace, 
From  years  of  pain  one  moment  of  release ; 
Hoping  at  least  she  may  herself  deceive. 
Against  experience  willing  to  believe. 
Desirous  to  rejoice,  condemned  to  grieve. 

Happy  the  mortal  man,  who  n*w  at  last 
Has  through  this  doleful  vale  of  misery  past. 
Who  to  his  destined  stage  has  carry*d  on 
The  tedious  load,  and  laid  his  burthen  down  ; 
Whom  the  cut  brass,  or  wounded  marble,  shows 
Victor  o*er  Life,  and  all  her  train  of  woes. 
He,  happier  yet,  who,privileg*d  by  Fate 
To  shorter  labour  and  a  lighter  weight. 
Received  but  yesterday  the  gifl  of  breath, 
Order*d  to-morrow  to  return  to  death. 
But  O!  beyond  description  happiest  he. 
Who  ne*er  must  roll  on  life's  tumultuous  sea ; 
Who»  with  bless'd  freedom,  from  the  general  doom 
SzempC  nrastnever  force  the  teeming  womb, 
Mor  lee  IfaeBnn,  nor  sink  into  the  tomb ! 


Who  breatfae^nmat  suffer;  and  who thinksy  miai 
mourn; 
And  he  alone  is  bless'd,  who  ne'er  was  bom. 

**  Yet  in  thy  turn,  thou  frowning  preacher,  hear; 
Are  not  these  general  maxims  too  severe? 
Say:  cannot  power  secure  its  owner's  bliss  ? 
And  is  not  wealth  the  potent  sire  of  peace? 
Are  victors  bleas'd  with  fiHue,  or  kings  with  eaae  ?** 

I  tell  thee,  life  is  but  one  common  care, 
And  man  was  bom  to  suffer,  and  to  fear. 

'*  But  is  no  rank,  no  station,  no  Seme, 
FVom  this  contagious  taint  of  forrow  free  ?** 

None,  mortal !  none.     Yet  in  a  bolder  strain 
Let  me  this  melancholy  trath  maintain. 
But  hence,  ye  worldly  and  profane,  retire ; 
For  I  adapt  my  voice,  and  raise  my  lyre, 
To  notions  not  by  vulgar  ear  recaiv'd: 
Yet  sdll  must  covet  life,  and  be  deceiv'd ; 
Your  very  fear  of  death  shall  make  you  try 
To  catch  the  shade  of  immortality  ;• 
Wishing  on  Earth  to  linger,  and  to  save 
Flart  of  its  prey  from  the  devouring  grave ; 
To  those  who  may  survive  you  to  bequeatli 
Something  entire,  in  spite  of  Time  and  Deatli ; 
A  fancy'd  kind  of  being  to  retrieve. 
And  in  a  book,  or  from  a  building,  live; 
False  hope !  vain  labour !  let  some  ages  fly. 
Hie  dome  shall  mouldor,  and  the  volume  die  : 
Wretches,  still  taught,  sdll  will  ye  think  it  strangp^ 
That  all  the  parts  of  this  ereat  fabric  change. 
Quit  their  old  station,  and  primeval  frame. 
And  lose  their  shape,  their  essence,  and  their  name  ? 

Reduce  the  song :  our  hopes,  our  joys,  are  vain ; 
Our  lot  is  sorrow,  and  our  portion  pain.         [bring 

What  pause  from  woe,  what  hopes  of  comlbtt 
The  name  of  wise  or  great,  of  judgf  vr  king? 
Wliat  is  a  king  ?•—  a  man  condemii'd  to  bear 
The  public  burthen  of  the  nation's  care ; 
Now  crown'd  some  angry  faction  to  appease  ; 
Now  falls  a  victim  to  die  people's  ease; 
From  the  first  blooming  of  his  ill-taught  youths 
Nourish'd  in  flattery,  and  estrang*d  from  truth ; 
At  home  surrounded  by  a  servile  crowd, 
Prompt  to  abuse,  and  in  detraction  loud ; 
Abroad  begirt  with  men,  and  swords,  and  spetm. 
His  very  state  acknowledging  his  fears ; 
Marching  amidst  a  thousand  guards,  he  Aofwn 
His  secret  terrour  of  a  thousand  foes  : 
In  war,  however  prudent,  great,  or  brave, 
To  blind  events  sjid  fickle  chance  a  slave ; 
Seeking  to  setde  what  for  ever  flies, 
Sure  of  the  toil,  uncertain  of  the  prise. 

But  he  returns  with  conquest  on  liis  brow. 
Brings  up  the  triumph,  and  absolves  the  vow : 
Tlie  captive  generals  to  his  car  were  ty'd ; 
Tlie  joyful  citizens  tumultuous  tide. 
Echoing  bis  glory,  gratify  his  pride. 
What  is  this  triumph  ?  madness,  shouts,  and  noiae^ 
One  great  collection  of  the  people's  voice. 
The  wretches  he  brings  back  in  chains  relate 
What  may  to-morrow  be  the  victor's  fate. 
Hie  spoik  and  trophies,  borne  before  him,  show 
National  loss,  and  epidemic  woe. 
Various  distress,  which  be  and  his  may  know. 
Does  he  not  mourn  the  valiant  thousands  slain, 
The  hei'oes,  once  tlie  glory  of  the  plain, 
Left  in  the  conflict  of  the  fatal  day, 
Or  the  wolfs  portion,  or  the  vulture's  prey  ? 
Does  he  not  weep  the  laurel  which  he  wears. 
Wet  with  the  soldier's  blood,  and  widow's  t 
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See,  where  he  comes,  the  darling  of  the  war ! 
See  millioas  crowding  round  the  gilded  car! 
In  the  vast  joys  of  tli^  ecstatic  hour. 
And  lull  fruition  of  successful  power. 
One  moment  and  one  thought  might  let  him  scan 
The  various  turns  of  life,  and  fickle  state  of  man. 
Are  the  dire  images  of  sad  distrust, 
And  popular  change,  obscur'd  amid  the  dust 
That  rises  from  the  Tictor^s  rapid  wheel  ? 
Csn  the  loud  chirion  or  shrill  fife  repel 
The  inward  cries  of  care  ?  can  Nature*s  voice, 
FlaintlTe,  be  drown'd  or  lessenM  in  the  noise ; 
Though  shouts  of  thunder  loud  afflict  the  air, 
Stun  die  birds,  now  releas'd,  and  shake  the  ivory 
chair? 
"  Yon  crowd,"  be  might  reflect,  "  yon  joyful 
crowd, 
Fleas'd  with  my  honours,  in  my  praises  loud, 
(Sboold  fleeting  Victory  to  the  vanquish*d  go. 
Should  she  depress  my  arms,  and  raise  the  foe,) 
Would  for  that  foe  with  equal  ardour  wait 
At  the  high  palace^  or  the  crowded  gate ; 
WIffa  resdess  rage  would  pull  my  statues  down, 
And  cast  the  brass  anew  to  his  renown. 

**  O  impotent  desire  of  worldly  sway ! 
That  I,  wbo  make  the  triumph  of  to-day, 
Maj  of  to-morrow's  pomp  one  part  appear, 
Gfasaliy  with  wounds,  and  lifeless  on  the  bier ! 
Then  (vilenesi  of  mankind !)  then  of  all  these, 
Whom  my  dilated  eye  with  labour  sees, 
Would  one,  alas !  repeat  me  good,  or  great, 
Wtth  my  pale  body,  or  bewail  my  fate? 
Otf  march  d  I  chain'd  behind  the  hostile  car. 
The  vicCor't  pastime,  and  the  sport  of  war, 
Would  one,  would  one  his  pitying  sorrow  lend. 
Or  be  so  poor,  to  own  he  was  my  fHend  ?** 

Availa  it  then,  O  Reason,  to  be  vrise? 
To  see  tins  cruel  scene  vrith  quicker  eyes  ? 
To  know  widi  more  distinction  to  complain. 
And  hare  superior  sense  in  feeling  pain  ? 

Let  us  revvdre  that  roU  vrith  strictest  eye. 
Where,  safe  frrom  Time,  distinguished  actions  lie ; 
And  judge  if  greatness  be  exempt  from  pain, 
Or  pleasure  ever  may  vrith  power  remain. 

Adam,  great  type,  for  whom  the  world  was  made. 
The  finifest  blessing  to  his  arms  convey'd, ' 
A  fharmtng  wife ;  and  air,  and  sea,  and  land. 
And  all  tfa^  move  therein,  to  his  command 
Bcnder^d  obedient :  say,  my  penave  Muse, 
Whsft  did  tfaeae  golden  promises  produce  ? 
8ence  tasting  life,  he  was  of  joy  bereav'd  : 
One  day,  I  think,  in  FSsradisehe  liv*d; 
Dettin'd  the  next  his  journey  to  pursue. 
Where  wounding  thorns  and  cui4ed  thistles  grew. 
£ie  yet  he  earns  his  bread,  adown  his  brow, 
Indin'd  to  earth,  his  labouring  sweat  must  flow ; 
His  fimbs  must  ake,  with  daily  toils  oppress*d, 
£ra  kng-vrish'd  night  brings  necessary  rest. 
Slill  viewing,  vrith  regret,  Us  darling  Eve, 
He  lor  her  follies  and  his  own  must  grieve ; 
Bewailing  still  sfredi  their  hapless  choice ; 
His  esr  oft  fHglrted  with  the  imag*d  voice 
Of  Heaven,  when  first  it  thundered ;  of^  his  riew 
Aghaat,  as  when  the  infant  lightning  flew, 
And  the  stem  cherub  stopp'd  the  fatal  road, 
Arm'd  with  die  flames  of  an  avenging  God. 
ffii  yoonger  son  on  the  polluted  ground, 
Im4hut  of  Death,  lies  plaintive  of  a  wound 
Gtien  by  a  brother's  band :  his  eldest  birth 
Pfisi^  mak'd  by  Heaven,  a  fugitive  o*er  Earth. 


Yet  why  these  sorrows  heap'd  upon  the  sire. 
Becomes  nor  man,  nor  angel,  to  inquire. 
Each  age  sinn'd  on,  and  guilt  advanc'd  with 


The  son  still  added  to  the  father's  crime ; 
Till  Grod  arose,  and,  great  in  anger,  said, 
"  Lo !  it  repenteth  me  that  man  was  made ! 
Withdraw  thy  light,  thou  Sun !  be  dark,  ye  skies! 
And  from  your  deep  abyss,  ye  waters,  rise !" 

The  frighted  angels  heard  th'  Almighty  Lord, 
And  o'er  the  Earth  from  virrathful  vials  pour'd 
Tempests  and  storms,  obedient  to  his  word. 
Meantime,  his  proridcnce  to  Noah  gave 
The  guard  of  all  that  he  design'd  to  save. 
Exempt  from  general  doom  the  patriarch  stood, 
Contemn'd  the  waves,  and  triumph'd  o'er  the  flood. 

The  winds  fall  silent,  and  the  waves  decrease, 
Tlie  dove  brings  quiet,  and  the  olive  peace 
Yet  still  his  h^rt  does  invnurd  sorrow  feel. 
Which  faith  alone  forbids  him  to  reveal. 
If  on  the  backward  worid  his  vievrs  are  cast, 
'TIs  death  difiVis'd,  and  universal  waste  : 
Present,  (sad  prospect !)  can  he  aught  desciy 
But  (what  affects  his  melancholy  eye) 
The  beauties  of  the  ancient  fabric  lost. 
In  chains  of  craggy  hill,  or  lengths  of  dreary  coast? 
While,  to  high  Heaven  his  pious  breathings  tum'd. 
Weeping  he  hop'd,  and  sacrificing  moum'd ; 
When  of  God's  image  only  eight  he  found 
Snatch'd  fhnn  the  vratery  grave,  and  sav'd  from 

nations  drown'd ; 
And  of  three  sons,  the  future  hopes  of  Earth, 
The  seed  whence  empires  must  receive  their  birtli. 
One  he  foresees  excluded  heavenly  grace. 
And  mark'd  with  curses,  fiital  to  his  race  ! 

Abraham,  potent  prince,  the  friend  of  God, 
Of  human  ills  must  bear  the  desdn'd  load; 
By  blood  and  batdes  must  his  power  maintain, 
And  shiy  the  monarchs  ere  he  rules  the  plain  ; 
Must  deal  just  portions  of  a  servile  life 
To  a  proud  handmaid  and  a  peevish  wife ; 
Must  vrith  the  mother  leave  the  weeping  son, 
In  want  to  wander,  and  in  wilds  to  groan ; 
Must  take  his  other  child,  his  age's  hope. 
To  trembling  Moriam's  inchmcholy  top, 
Order'd  to  drench  his  knife  in  filial  blood. 
Destroy  his  heir,  or  disobey  his  God. 

Moses  beheld  diat  God ;  but  how  beheld? 
The  Deity  in  radiant  beams  conceal'd, 
And  clouded  in  a  deep  abyss  of  light ; 
While  present,  too  severe  for  human  sight. 
Nor  staying  longer  than  one  swifUwing'd  niffht. 
The  following  days,  and  months,  and  years,  decreed 
To  fierce  encounter,  and  to  toilsome  deed. 
His  youth  with  wants  and  hardships  must  engage ; 
Plots  and  rebellions  must  disturb  his  age ; 
Some  Ccnrah  still  arose,  some  rebel  slave, 
Prompter  to  sink  the  state,  than  he  to  save : 
And  Israel  did  his  rage  so  far  provoke. 
That  what  the  Godhead  wrote,  the  prophet  broke. 
His  voice  scarce  heard,  his  dictates  scarce  believ'd. 
In  camps,  in  arms,  in  pilgrimage,  he  liv'd ; 
And  dy'd  obedient  to  severest  law. 
Forbid  to  tread  the  promb'd  land  he  saw. 

My  father's  life  was  one  long  line  of  care, 
A  scene  of  danger,  and  a  state  of  vrar. 
Alarm'd,  expos'd,  his  childhood  must  engage 
Hie  Dear's  rough  gripe,  and  foaming  lion's  rage. 
By  various  turns  his  titfeaten'd  youUi  must  fear 
[  Goli.h'.  lifted  •'^Jlfce^^y^BSg^  "^^ 
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Forlorn  ho  miist  and  perMCUted  fly, 
Climb  the  steep  mountain,  in  the  cavern  lie, 
And  often  ask,  and  be  re^*d,  to  die. 

For  ever,  from  his  manly  toil,  are  known 
llie  weight  of  power,  and  anguish  of  a  crown. 
What  tongue  can  speak  the  r^ess  monarch's  woes. 
When  God  and  Nathan  were  dcclar'd  his  foes  ? 
When  every  object  his  oftence  reviFd, 
The  husband  murder'd,  and  the  wife  defil'd, 
Tlie  parent's  sins  impressed  upon  the  dying  child  ? 
What  heart  can  think  the  grief  which  he  sustain'd. 
When  the  king*s  crime  brought  vengeance  on  the 

land; 
And  the  inexorable  prophet's  voice  [choice  ? 

Gave  fiunine,  plague,  or  war,  and  bid  him  fix  his 

He  dy*d ;  and,  oh  !  may  no  reflection  shed 
Its  poisonous  venom  on  the  royal  dead ! 
Tet  the  unwiUing  truth  must  be  expressed. 
Which  long  has  labour'd  in  this  pensive  breast : 
Dying,  he  added  to  my  weight  of  care ; 
He  made  me  to  his  crimes  undoubti^d  heir ; 
Left  his  unfinish'd  murder  to  his  son^ 
And  Joab's  blood  entail'd  on  Judah's  crown. 

Young  as  I  was,  I  hasted  to  fulfil 
The  cruel  dictates  of  my  parent's  will. 
Of  hb  fliir  deeds  a  distant  view  I  took. 
But  tum'd  the  tube,  upon  his  faults  to  look. 
Forgot  his  youth,  spent  in  his  country's  cause, 
His  care  of  right,  his  reverence  to  the  laws ; 
But  could  with  joy  his  years  of  folly  trace. 
Broken  and  old  in  Bathsbeba's  embrace ; 
Could  follow  him,  where'er  be  stray'd  from  good. 
And  dte  his  sad  example,  whilst  I  trod 
Pubs  open  to  deceit,  and  track 'd  with  blood. 
Soon  docile  to  the  secret  acts  of  ill. 
With  smiles  I  could  betray,  with  temper  kill ; 
Soon  in  a  brother  could  a  rival  view, 
Watch  all  his  acts,  and  all  his  ways  pursue. 
In  vain  for  life  he  to  the  altar  fled  : 
Ambition  and  revenge  have  certain  speed. 
Ev'n  there,  my  soul,  ev'n  there  he  should  have  fell, 
But  that  my  interest  did  my  rage  conceal. 
Doubling  my  crime,  I  promise,  and  deceive. 
Purpose  to  slay,  whilst  swearing  to  forgive. 
Treaties,  persuasions,  sighs,  and  tears,  are  vain ; 
With  a  mean  lie  curs'd  vengeance  I  sustain. 
Join  ftaud  to  force,  and  policy  to  power, 
Till,  of  tlie  destin'd  fugitive  secure. 
In  solemn  state  to  parricide  I  rise. 
And,  as  God  lives,  this  day  my  brotlier  dies. 

Be  witness  to  my  tears,  celestial  Muse ; 
In  vain  I  would  forget,  in  vain  excuse, 
Fraternal  blood  by  my  direction  spilt ; 
In  vain  on  Joab's  head  transfer  the  guilt ; 
The  deed  was  acted  by  the  subject's  hand ; 
'Ilae  sword  was  pointed  by  the  king's  command. 
Mine  was  the  murder ;  it  was  mine  alone ; 
Years  of  contrition  must  the  crime  atone ; 
Kor  can  my  guilty  soul  expect  relief. 
But  fh»n  a  long  sincerity  of  grief. 

With  an  imperfect  hand,  and  trembling  heart. 
Her  love  of  truth  superior  to  her  art. 
Already  the  reflecting  Muse  has  trac'd 
The  mournful  figures  of  my  actions  past. 
The  pensive  goddess  has  already  taught 
How  vain  is  hope,  and  how  vexatious  thought ; 
From  growing  childhood  to  declining  age. 
How  tedious  every  step,  how  gloomy  every  stage. 
Hiis  course  of  vanity  almost  complete, 
IVd  in  the  fidd  of  life,  I  hope  retreat 


In  the  still  shades  of  Death :  for  dread  and  pain. 
And  griefs,  will  find  their  shafb  elanc'd  in  vain. 
And  their  points  broke,  retorted  from  the  head. 
Safe  in  the  grave,  and  free  among  the  dead. 

Yet  tell  me,  frighted  Reason  !  what  is  death? 
Blood  only  stopp'd,  and  interrupted  breath ; 
llie  utmost  limit  of  a  narrow  span. 
And  end  of  motion,  which  with  life  began. 
As  smoke  that  rises  from  the  kindling  fires 
Is  seen  this  moment,  and  the  next  expires ; 
As  empty  clouds  by  rising  winds  are  tost. 
Their  fleeting  forms  scarce  sooner  found  than  Icirt ; 
So  vanishes  our  state,  so  pass  our  days ; 
So  life  but  opens  now,  and  now  decays; 
The  cradle  and  the  tomb,  alas !  so  nigh. 
To  live,  is  scarce  distinguish'd  from  to  die. 

Cure  of  the  miser's  wish,  and  coward's  fear, 
Death  only  shows  us  what  we  knew  was  near. 
With  courage,  therefore,  view  the  pointed  hour. 
Dread  not  Death's  anger,  but  expect  his  power ; 
Nor  Nature's  law  with  fruitless  sorrow  mourn. 
But  die,  O  mortal  man  !  for  thou  vrast  bom. 

Cautious  thro*  doubt,  by  want  of  courage  wxse^ 
To  such  advice  the  reasoner  still  replies. 

Yet  measuring  all  the  long-continued  spmcc. 
Every  successive  day's  repeated  race. 
Since  Time  first  started  from  his  pristine  goal. 
Till  he  had  reach'd  that  hour  wherein  my  soul» 
Joih'd  to  my  body,  swell'd  the  womb ;  I  was 
(At  least  I  think  so)  nothing :  must  I  pass 
Again  to  nothing,  when  this  rital  breath. 
Ceasing,  consigns  me  o'or  to  rest  and  death? 
Must  the  whole  man,  amazing  thought !  return 
To  the  cold  marble,  or  contracted  urn  ? 
And  never  shall  those  particles  agree. 
That  were  in  life  this  individual  be  ? 
But,  sever'd,  must  they  join  the  general  mass, 
ThirOugh  other  forms  and  shapes  ordain'd  to  pass. 
Nor  thought  nor  image  kept  of  what  he  was  ? 
Does  the  great  Word,  that  gave  him  sense,  ordain 
That  life  shall  never  wake  that  sense  again  ? 
And  will  no  power  his  sinking  spirits  save 
From  the  dark  caves  of  Death,  and  diambers  of  the 
Grave? 

Each  evening  I  behold  the  setting  Sun, 
With  downward  speed,  into  the  Ocean  run ; 
Yet  the  same  light  (pass  but  some  fleeting  hours) 
Exerts  his  vigour,  and  renews  his  powers ; 
Starts  the  bright  race  again  :/his  constant  flame 
Rises  and  sets,  returning  still  the  same. 
I  mark  the  various  fury  of  the  winds ; 
Hiese  neither  seasons  guide,  nor  order  binds ; 
Hiey  now  dilate,  and  now  contract  tlieir  force  ; 
Various  their  speed,  but  endless  is  their  course. 
From  his  first  fountain  and  beginning  ouze, 
Down  to  the  sea  each  brook  and  torrent  flows : 
Though  sundry  drops  or  leave  or  swell  the  stream^ 
Tlie  whole  still  runs,  with  equal  pace,  the  same  ; 
Still  other  waves  supply  the  rising  urns. 
And  the  eternal  flood  no  want  of  water  mourns. 

Why  then  must  man  obey  the  sad  decree. 
Which  subjects  neither  sun,  nor  wind,  nor  sea  ? 

A  flower,  that  does  with  opening  mom  aribe, 
And,  flourishing  tlie  day,  at  evening  dies ; 
A  winged  eastern  blast,  just  skimming  o'er 
Hie  ocean's  brow,  and  sinking  on  the  shore ; 
A  fire,  whose  flames  through  crackling  stubble  Ay, 
A  meteor  shooting  from  the  summer  Sty ; 
A  bowl  adown  the  bending  mountain  roU'd ; 
A  bubble  breaking,  and  a  fiiblc  told  ; 
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A  nooD-tide  sImuIow,  and  a  midnight  ^intan ; 
Are  emblems  which,  with  semblance  apt,  proclaun. 
Our  earthly  course :  but,  O  my  soul !  so  fast 
Must  Kfe  run  off,  and  deatli  for  ever  last? 

Tins  dark  opinion,  sure,  is  too  confin'd; 
£be  whence  this  hope,  and  terrour  of  the  mind  ? 
Does  something  still,  and  somewhere,  yet  remain, 
Barard  or  punishment,  delight  or  pain? 
Sty :  shall  our  relics  second  birth  receive  ? 
Seep  we  to  wake,  and  only  die  to  live  ? 
When  the  sad  wife  has  dos'd  her  husband's  eyes, 
And  pierc'd  the  echoing  vault  with  doleful  cries, 
Lies  the  pale  corpse  not  yet  entirely  dead, 
The  tpmt  only  from  the  body  fled ; 
The  grosser  part  of  heat  and  motion  void, 
To  be  by  fire,  or  worm,  or  time,  destroy*d ; 
The  Soul,  immortal  substance,  to  remain, 
Coofdoos  of  joy,  and  capable  of  pain  ? 
And,  if  her  acts  have  been  directed  well. 
While  with  her  friendly  clay  she  deign*d  to  dwell. 
Shall  ihe  with  safety  reach  her  pristine  seat  ? 
Find  her  rest  endl^  and  her  bliss  complete  ? 
And,  while  the  bury'd  man  we  idly  mourn. 
Do  angels  joy  to  see  his  better  half  return  ? 
But,  if  she  has  deform*d  this  earthly  life 
With  murderous  rapine,  and  seditious  strife, 
Amaz*d,  repuls'd,  and  by  those  angels  driven 
From  the  ethereal  seat,  and  blissful  Heaven, 
In  everlasting  darkness  must  she  lie, 
Still  more  unhappy,  that  she  cannot  die  ? 

Amid  two  seas,  on  one  small  point  of  land, 
Weary *d,  uncertain,  and  amaz*d,  we  stand : 
On  either  side  our  thoughts  incessant  turn ; 
Forward  we  dread,  and  looking  back  we  mourn ; 
Losing  the  present  in  this  dubious  haste, 
And  lost  oiurselves  betwixt  the  future  and  the  past 

These  cruel  doubts  contending  in  my  breast. 
My  reason  sta^ering,  and  my  hopes  oppressed, 
**  Once  more,**  I  said,  "  once  more  I  will  inquire,' 
What  is  this  little,  agile,  perrious  fire, 
Has  fluttering  motion,  which  we  call  the  Mind  ? 
How  does  she  act  ?  and  w^ere  is  she  confin*d  ? 
Have  we  the  power  to  guide  her  as  we  please  ? 
Whence  then  those  evils  that  obstruct  our  ease? 
We  happiness  pursue ;  we  fly  from  pain ; 
Tet  the  pursuit,  and  yet  the  flight,  is  vain : 
And,  while  poor  Nature  labours  to  be  blest, 
Bj  day  with  pleasure,  and  by  night  with  rest, 
SoBie  stronger  power  eludes  our  sickly  will, 
DiHhing  our  rising  hope  with  certain  Ul ; 
And  makes  us,  with  reflective  trouble,  see 
Thst  all  is  destin*d,  which  we  fancy  free.        [mind, 

**  That  Power  superiour  then,  which  rules  our 
Is  his  decree  by  huinan  prayer  indin'd? 
Wm  he  for  saaifice  our  sorrows  ease? 
And  can  our  tears  reverse  his  firm  decrees? 
Then  let  Religion  aid,  where  Reason  fails ; 
Throw  loads  <? incense  in,  to.tum  the  scales; 
And  let  the  silent  sanctuary  show, 
What  from  the  babbling  schods  we  may  not  know. 
How  man  may  shun  or  bear  his  destin*d  pan  of  woe. 
"  What  shall  amend,  or  what  absolve,  our  fate  ? 

Anxious  we  hover  in  a  mediate  state. 

Betwixt  infinity  and  nothing,  bounds, 

Or  boundless  tarns,  whose  doubtful  sense  confounds. 

^aeqaal  thought !  whilst  all  we  apprehend 

^  dbt  our  h^»es  must  rise,  our  sorrows  end, 

As  our  Oreator  deigns  to  be  our  friend.** 
I  «Mi;^and  instant  bad  the  priests  prepare 

Ihc  ritual  sacrifice  and  sdemn  prayer. 


Select  from  vulgar  herds,  with  garlands  gay, 
A  hundred  bulls  ascend  the  sao^  way. 
The  artful  youth  proceed  to  form  the  choir ; 
Tliey  breathe  the  flute,  or  strike  the  vocal  wire. 
Tlie  maids  in  comely  order  next  advance ; 
They  beat  the  timbrel,  and  instruct  the  dance. 
Follovrs  the  chosen  tribe  from  Levi  sprung. 
Chanting,  by  just  return,  the  holy  song. 
Along  ^  ch^  in  solemn  state' they  past: 
—  The  anxious  king  came  last 
Tlie  sacred  hymn  perform*d,  my  promis'd  vow 
I  paid ;  and,  bowing  at  the  altar  low, 

«  Father  of  Heaven!**  I  said,  «and  Judge  of 
Earth! 
Whose  word  calPd  out  this  universe  to  burth ; 
By  whose  kind  power  and  influencing  care 
The  various  creatures  move,  and  live,  and  are ; 
But  ceasing  once  that  care,  withdrawn  that  power, 
They  move,  (alas !)  and  live,  and  are  no  more : 
Omniscient  Master,  omnipresent  King, 
To  thee,  to  thee,  my  last  <ystress  I  bring. 

**  Thou,  that  canst  still  the  raging  of  the  seas. 
Chain  up  the  winds,  and  bid  the  tempests  cease ! 
Redeem  my  shipwreck'd  soul  from  raging  gusts 
Of  cruel  passion  and  deceitful  lusts : 
From  storms  of  rage,  and  dangerous  rocks  of  pride. 
Let  thy  strong  hand  this  little  vessel  guide 
(It  was  thy  hand  that  made  it)  through  the  tide 
Impetuous  of  this  life  :  let  thy  command 
Direct  my  course,  and  bring  me  safe  to  land ! 

"  If,   while  this  weary'd  flesh  draws  fleeting 
breath. 
Not  sat]sfy*d  with  life,  afVaid  of  death. 
It  haply  be  thy  will,  that  I  should  know 
Glimpse  of  delight,  or  pause  from  anxious  woe ! 
From  Now,  firom  instant  Now,  great  Sire !  dispel 
Tlie  clouds  that  press  my  soul ;  from  Now  reveal 
A  gracious  beam  of  light ;  from  Now  inspire 
My  tongue  to  sing,  my  hand  to  touch  the  lyre ; 
My  open  thought  to  joyous  prosgects  raise. 
And  for  thy  mercy  let  me  sing  thy  praise. 
Or,  if  thy  wiU  ordains  I  still  shall  wait 
Some  new  hereafter,  and  a  future  state. 
Permit  me  strength,  my  weight  of  woe  to  bear. 
And  raise  my  mind  superior  to  my  care. 
Let  me,  howe*er  unable  to  explain 
Hie  secret  labyrinths  of  thy  ways  to  man, 
With  humble  zeal  confess  thy  awful  power; 
Still  weeping  hope,  and  wondering  still  adore, 
So  in  my  conquest  be  thy  might  declar*d. 
And  for  thy  justice  be  thy  name  rever'd.'* 

My  prayer  scarce  ended,  a  stupendous  gloom 
Darkens  die  air;  loud  thunder  shakes  the  dome. 
To  tiie  beginning  miracle  succeed 
An  awful  silence  and  religious  dread. 
Sudden  breaks  forth  a  more  than  common  day; 
Tlie  sacred  wood,  which  on  the  altar  lay, 
Untouch*d,  unlighted,  glows— 
Ajnbrosi^  odour,  such  as  never  flows 
From  Arab*s  gum,  or  the  Sab«an  rose, 
Does  round  the  air  evolving  scents  diffuse : 
The  holy  ground  is  wet  with  heavenly  dewt : 
Celestial  music  (such  Jessides*  lyre. 
Such  Miriam*s  timbrel,  would  in  vain  require) 
Strikes  to  my  thought  through  my  admiring  ear. 
With  ecstacy  too  fine,  and  pleasure  hard  to  bear. 
And  lo!  what  sees  my  ravish*d  eye?  what  feeb 
My  wond*ring  soul?  An  opening  cloud  reveals 
1  An  heavenly  form,  embody *d,  and  array *d 
I  WTith  robes  of  light    I  heari     Tlie  angel  said : 
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**  CcMe,  man  of  woBum  born,  to  hope  relief 
Fran  diily  trouble  and  ooiitinued  grief; 
Thy  hope  of  joy  deUver  to  the  wind, 
Suppress  thy  psssions  and  prepare  thy  mind ; 
¥Vee  and  fianUiar  with  misfortone  grow 
Be  us*d  to  sorrow,  and  inur*d  to  woe ; 
By  weakening  toil  and  hoary  age  overcome, 
See  thy  decrcMe,  and  hasten  to  thy  tomb; 
Leare  to  thy  childi^n  tumult,  strife,  and  war,. 
Portions  of  toil,  and  legacies  of  care ; 
Send  the  successive  ills  through  ages  down. 
And  let  each  weeping  &ther  tell  Us  son. 
That  deeper  struck,  and  more  distinctly  griev*d, 
He  must  augment  the  sonxmirs  he  receiv'd. 

«  Hie  chUd  to  whose  success  thy  hope  is  bound. 
Ere  thou  art  scarce  intenr'd,  or  he  is  crown*d, 
To  lust  of  arbitrary  sway  inclin*d, 
rriiat  cursed  poison  to  the  prince's  mind !) 
Shall  from  thy  dictates  and  his  duty  rove, 
And  lose  his  great  defence^  his  people's  love ; 
IlUcounsell*d,  vanquish'd,  fugitive,  disgraced,  • 
Shall  mourn  the  fame  of  Jacob's  strength  effac'd ; 
Shall  sigh  the  king  diminished,  and  the  crown 
With  lessen'd  rays  descending  to  his  son ; 
Shall  see  the  wreaths,  his  grandsire  knew  to  reap 
By  active  toil  and  military  sweat. 
Pining,  incline  their  sickly  leaves,  and  shed 
llieir  falling  honours  fVom  his  giddy  head ; 
By  arms  or  prayer  unable  to  assuage 
Domestic  horrour  and  intestine  rage. 
Shall  from  the  victor  and  the  vanquish'd  fear, 
P^tnn  Israel's  arrow,  and  from  Judah's  spear ; 
Shall  cast  his  weary'd  limbs  on  Jordan's  flood. 
By  brother's    arms    disturb'd,    and  stain'd  with 
kindred-blood.  [race, 

**  Hence  labouring  years  shall  weep  their  destin'd 
Charg'd  with  ill  omens,  suUy'd  with  disgrace. 
Time,  by  necessity  compell'd,  shall  go 
Through  scenes  of  war,  and  epochas  of  woe. 
Tlie  empire,  lessen'd  in  a  parted  stream. 
Shall  lose  its  course  — 

Indulge  thy  tears :  the  Heathen  shall  blaspheme ; 
Judah  shall  fall,  c^ress'd  by  grief  and  shame. 
And  men  shall  from  her  ruins  know  her  frune. 

"  New  Egypis  yet  and  second  bonds  remain, 
A  harsher  Pharaoh,  and  a  heavier  chain. 
Again,  obedient  to  a  dire  command, 
T^  captive  sons  shall  leave  the  promis'd  land. 
Hidr  name  more  low,  their  serritude  more  vile. 
Shall  on  Euphrates'  bank  renew  the  grief  of  Nile. 

"  These  pointed  spires,  that  wound  the  ambient 
sky, 
(Inglorious  change !)  shall  in  destruction  lie 
Low,  levell'd  with  the  dust ;  their  heights  unknown, 
Or  measur'd  by  dieir  ruin.     Yonder  throne^ 
For  bating  glory  built,  design'd  the  seat 
Of  kings  for  ever  blest,  for  ever  great, 
Remov'd  by  the  invader's  barbarous  hand» 
Shall  grace  his  triumph  in  a  foreign  land. 
Hie  tyraftt  shall  demand  yon  sacnd  load 
Of  gold,  and  vessels  set  apart  to  God, 
Hien,  by  vOe  hands  to  common  use  debas*d. 
Shall  send  fliem  flowing  rmmd  his  drunken  feast, 
With  sacrileoious  taunt,  and  impious  jest 

«  Twice  fourteen  ages  shall  their  way  complete ; 
Empires  by  various  turns  shall  rise  and  set ; 
WhOe  thy  abandon'd  tribes  shall  only  know 
A  different  master,  and  a  change  of  woe. 
With  down-cast  eye-lids,  and  with  looks  aghast. 
Shall  dread  the  future,  or  bewail  the  past 


<*  Afflicted  Isnd  shall  sit  weeping  down. 
Fast  by  the  stream  where  Babel's  waters  run ; 
Their  harps  upon  the  neighbouring  willows  hung, 
Nor  joyous  hymn  encouraging  their  tongue. 
Nor  cheerful  dance  their  feet ;  with  toil  oppreas'd, 
Tlieir  weary'd  limbs  aspiring  but  to  rest 
In  the  reflective  stream  the  si^dng  bride, 
Viewing  her  charms  impair'd,  abash'd,  shall  hide 
Her  pensive  head ;  and  in  her  languid  face 
The  bridegroom  shall  foresee  his  sickly  race. 
While  ponderous  fetters  vex  their  close  embrace. 
With  irksome  anguish  then  your  priests  shall  moom 
nieir  long-neglected  feasts'  despair'd  return. 
And  sad  oblivion  of  their  solemn  days, 
llienceirorth  their  voices  they  shall  only  i 
Louder  to  weep.     By  day,  your  frigbied  i 
Shall  call  for  fountains  to  express  their  tears^ 
And  wish  their  eyes  were  floods ;  by  nigbt,  from 

dreams 
Of  opening  gulphs,  black  storms,  and  raging  flames, 
Starting  amaz'd,  shall  to  the  people  show 
Emblems  of  heavenly  wrath,  sod  mystic  typesof  woew 

"  T!he  captives,  as  their  tyrant  shall  require 
That  they  should  breathe  the  song,  and  touch  the 

lyre. 
Shall  say :  *  Can  Jacob's  servile  race  rejoioe, 
Untun'd  tlie  music,  and  disus'd  the  voice  ? 
What  can  we  play*  (they  shall  discourse^)  '  how  snug 
In  foreign  lands,  and  to  a  bariiarous  king? 
We  and  our  fathers,  from  our  childhood  tnped 
To  watch  the  cruel  victor's  eye,  to  dread 
The  arbitrary  lash,  to  bend,  to  grieve, 
(Out-cast  of  mortal  race !)  can  we  conceive 
image  of  aught  delightful,  soft,  or  gay? 
Alas !  when  we  have  toil'd  the  longsorae  day. 
The  fullest  bliss  our  hearts  aspire  to  know 
Is  but  some  interval  fhnn  active  woe. 
In  broken  rest  and  startling  sleep  to  mourn. 
Till  mom,  the  tyrant,  and  the  scourge,  retnm. 
Bred  up  in  grief,  can  pleasure  be  our  tiieme  ? 
Our  endless  anguish  does  not  Nature  daim  I 
Reason  and  sorrow  are  to  us  the  same. 
Alas !  with  wild  amazement  we  require, 
If  idle  Folly  was  not  Pleasure's  fire  ? 
Madness,  we  fancy,  gave  an  ill-tim'd  birAi 
To  grinning  Laughter,  and  to  firantie  Mirth.* 

"  Hiis  is  the  series  of  perpetual  woe. 
Which  thou,  alas !  and  tUne,  are  bom  to  know. 
Illustrious  wretch !  repine  not,  nor  reply : 
View  not  what  Heaven  ordains  with  Reason's  eye, 
Tbo  bright  the  object  is ;  the  distance  is  too  faigk. 
The  man,  who  would  resolve  the  work  of  Fate, 
May  limit  number,  and  make  crooked  straight  t 
Stop  thy  inquiry  then,  and  curb  thy  aeni 
Nor  let  dust  argue  with  Omnipotence. 
'Tis  God  who  must  dispose,  and  man  si 
Bom  to  endure,  forbidden  to  complain. 
Thy  sum  of  life  must  his  decrees  frilfil ; 
What  derogates  from  his  command,  is  fll ; 
And  that  alone  is  good  which  centres  in  his  wilL 

"  Tet,  that  thy  uibouring  senses  may  not  droops 
Lost  to  delight,  and  destitute  of  hope^ 
Remark  what  I,  God's  messenger,  aver 
FVom  him,  who  neither  can  deceive  nor  err. 
Hie  land,  at  length  redeem'd,  shall  cease  to  i 
Shall  fhnn  her  sad  c^ptirity  return. 
Sion  shall  raise  her  long-dejected  head. 
And  in  her  courts  the  law  again  be  read. 
Again  the  glorious  temple  shall  arise. 
And  with  new  lustre  pierce  the  neighbouring  i 
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Tlw  pramk'd  seat  of  empire  dmil  again 
Cover  the  mouiitaiiiy  and  command  the  plain ; 
And,  from  tliy  race  disdnguiah'd,  one  shall  q»ring, 
Greater  in  act  than  Tietor,  more  than  Idng 
In  dignity  and  power,  imt  down  fVom  heaven, 
To  soooomr  Earth.     To  him,  To  him,  'tis  given, 
Fmaou,  and  caic^  and  anguish,  to  destroy. 
Tteougfa  hhn,  soft  peace,  and  plenitude  of  joy, 
Porpetual  o'er  the  world  redeem'd  shall  flow ; 
No  more  may  man  inquire,  nor  angel  know. 

**  Now,  Solomon !  remnnberinff  who  thou  art. 
Act  throi^  thy  remnant  life  the  decent  part. 
Go  forth :  be  strong :  with  patience  and  with  care 
Foform,  and  suffer :  to  thyself  severe, 
GtaooDs  to  othen,  thy  desuies  suppress'd, 
DiffQs'd  thy  virtues ;  fint  of  men  f  be  best. 
Tliy  sum  cf  duty  let  two  words  contain ; 
(O  may  they  gnven  in  thy  heart  remain !) 
Be  bumble,  and  be  just"     The  angel  said  :— 
With  upwaxd  speed  his  agUe  wings  he  spread ; 
Wfailst  oo  die  holy  ground  I  prostrate  lay, 
By  Tsrious  doubts  impell'd,  or  to  obey, 
Or  to  otject ;  at  length  (my  mournful  look 
Hnven-ward  erect)  detomin'd,  thus  I  spoke : 

•*  Supreme!,  all-wise,  eternal  Potentate ! 
Sole  Author,  sole  Disposer  of  our  fiite ! 
Eothron'd  in  light  and  immortality. 
Whom  no  man  Ailly  sees,  and  none  can  see ! 
Original  of  beings!  Power  divine! 
Sbce  diat  I  live,  and  that  I  think,  is  thine! 
Benign  Creator !  let  Ihy  plastic  hand 
tJkfote  its  own  effect ;  let  thy  command 
Rcalore,  Great  Father!  thy  instructed  son ; 
And  in  my  act  nay  thy  great  will  be  done!" 


THE  THIEF  AND  THE  CORDELIER, 

A  ballad: 
TklkeTmietfXmgJohnandtkeJbboiqfCBmterhwy, 

Who  has  e'er  been  at  Paris,  must  needs  know  the 
Grave, 
TW  fatal  retreat  of  tfa*  unfortunate  brave ; 
Where  Honour  and  Justice  most  oddly  contribute 
To  csM  heroes'  pains  by  a  halter  and  gibbet 
Derry  down,  down,  hey  deny  dfinm. 

There  Death  breaka  the  shackks  which  Force  had 

potoo,  (Wun; 

Aad  the  hangman  completes  what  the  judge  but 

IVere  tiie  Mjuue  of  the  pad,  and  the  kmgbtof  die 

post,  [no  more  crost. 

Rod  their  pains  no  more  balk*d»  and  their  hopes 

DttTy  down,  ac» 

Gfeatdaims  are  there  made^  and  great  secrets 

are  known  ;  [own. 

And  the  kin^  and  the  law,  and  the  thief,  has  his 

Bat  my  bearers  oy  out,  "What  a  deuce  dost  thou 

sfl? 
<^  off  thj  reflections,  and  g^ve  us  diy  tale." 
Deny  down,  &c. 

Tvasflwre  dien,  in  civil  reqpect  to  harsh  laws, 
^  ftr  want  of  fidae  vritness  to  back  a  bad  cause, 
A  Xonnm,  duug^  late^  vras  obliged  to  appear ; 
<Aii«botoassi8t,butagnve  Cordelier! 
Dmydown,  &c 


The  squire;  whose  good  giaoe  was  to  open  the 
sooie,  [begin: 

Seem'd  not  in  great  haste  that  the  show  should 
Now  fitted  the  halter,  now  traversed  the  cart. 
And  often  took  leave,  but  was  loth  to  depart. 
Deny  down,  &c. 

**  What  frightens  you  thus,  my  good  son  ?"  says 
the  priest : 
"  You  murder*d,  are  sorry,  and  hare  been  confbst.*' 
*'  O  father !  my  sorrow  will  scarce  save  my  bacon ; 
For  twas  not  that  I  murder'd,  but  that  I  was  taken.** 
Derry  down,  &c. 

*<  Pouj^ !  pr'ytbee  ne'er  trouble  thy  head  with 
such  fancies : 
Rely  on  the  aid  you  shall  have  from  Saint  FVands : 
If  the  money  you  promis'd  be  brought  to  the  chest. 
You  have  only  to  die :  let  the  church  do  the  rest 
Derry  down,  &c. 

"  And  what  will  folks  say,  if  they  see  you  afraid? 
It  reflects  upon  me,  as  I  knew  not  my  trade : 
Courage,  fnend ;  for  to-day  is  yourperiod  of  sorrow ; 
And  things  will  go  better,  believe  me,  to-monow." 
Derry  down,  &c 

"  To-morrow !"  oiu*  hero  replied,  in  a  fright: 
«  He  that's  hang'd  before  noon,  ought  to  think  of 
to-night."  —  [truss'd  up, 

**  Tell  your  beads,"  quoth  the  priest,  «  and  be  fairly 
For  you  sorely  to-night  shall  in  Paradise  sup." 
Derry  donvn,  &c 

**  Alas  !"  quoth  the  squire,  '*  howe'er  sumptu- 
ous die  treat, 
Parbleu !  I  shall  have  little  stomach  to  eat; 
I  should  therefore  esteem  it  great  favour  and  grace, 
Would  you  be  so  kind  as  to  go  in  my  place." 
Deny  down,  &c 

-*<  Ibat  I  would,"  quoth  die  firther,  <«  and  thank 
you  to  boot; 
But  our  actions,  you  know,  with  our  duty  must  suit. 
The  feast  I  prapoa'd  to  you,  I  cannot  taste ; 
For  this  night,  by  our  order,  is  mark'd  for  a  fint." 
Derry  down,  &c. 

Tlien,  turning  about  to  the  hangman,  he  said, 
'<  Dispatch  me,  I  pr'ytbee,  this  troublesome  Made; 
For  thy  cord  and  my  cord  both  equally  tie, 
Ajid  we  lire  by  the  goU  for  vdiich  other  men  die.*' 
Deny  down,  &c 


A  SONG. 

In  vain  you  tdl  your  parting  lover. 
You  wish  fair  winds  may  wafi  him  over. 
Alas!  what  windi  can  happy  proves 
That  bear  me  fiu-  firom  what  I  lore  ? 
Alas !  what  dangers  on  die  main 
Can  equal  those  that  I  sustain. 
From  slighted  vows,  and  cold  disdafai? 

Be  gentle,  and  in  pity  choose 


Be  gentle,  and  m  pity  choose 
vrish  die  wildest  tempesu  loose : 
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That,  thrown  again  upon  tlM  coast 
Where  first  my  shlpwreck'd  heart  wai  kist, 
I  may  once  more  repeat  my  pain; 
Once  more  in  dying  notes  complain 
Of  slighted  tows,  and  cold  disdain. 


THE  GARLAND. 

The  pride  of  every  ^rove  I  choae, 

The  violet  sweet  and  lily  fair, 
llie  dappled  pink,  and  bluahintf  rose. 

To  deck  my  charming  CSiloe^  hair. 

At<mom  the  nymph  vDuchaaTd  to  place 
Upon  her  brow  the  various  wreath ; 

The  flowers  less  blooming  than  her  face, 
Tbe  scent  less  fragrant  than  her  breath. 

The  flowers  she  wore  along  the  day : 
And  every  nymph  and  shepherd  said, 

That  in  her  hair  tl^y  look*d  more  gay 
Than  glowing  in  their  native  bed* 

Undrest  at  evening,  when  she  found 
Hieir  odours  lost,  their  colours  past; 

She  chang'd  her  look,  and  on  the  ground 
Her  garland  and  her  eye  she  cast. 

That  eye  dropt  sense  distinct  and  clear. 
As  any  Muse's  tongue  could  speak. 

When  fhnn  its  lid  a  pearly  tear 
Ran  trickling  down  her  beauteous  cheek. 

Dissembling  what  I  knew  too  well, 
"  My  love,  my  life,"  said  I,  ««  explain 

This  chance  of  humour :  pr'ythee  tdl : 
That  fafiing  tear  ^  what  does  it  mean  ?*' 

She  sigh'd ;  s^  smD'd ;  and,  to  the  flowers 
Pointing,  the  bvely  moralist  said : 

**  See,  frigid,  in  some  few  fleeting  hours, 
See  yonder,  what  a  change  is  made ! 

**  Ah,  me !  the  blooming  pride  of  May, 
And  that  of  Beauty,  are  but  one : 

At  mom  both  flourish  bright  and  gay  ; 
Both  fode  at  evening,  pile,  and  gone. 

"  At  dawn  poor  Stella  danc'd  and  sung ; 

The  amorous  youth  around  her  bow*d : 
At  night  her  fatal  knell  was  rung ; 

I  saw,  and  kiss*d  her  in  her  shroud. 

*'  Such  as  she  is,  who  died  to^y ; 

Such  I,  alas !   may  be  to>morrow : 
Go»  Damon,  bid  thy  Muse  di^lay 

The  justice  of  thy  Chloe*s  sorrow." 


AN  ENGLISH  PADLOCK. 

Miss  Danae,  when  fiur  and  young, 
(As  Horace  has  divinely  sunc,) 
Could  not  be  kept  from  Jove^  embrace 
By  doors  of  sImI,  and  walls  of  brass. 


The  reason  of  the  Hang  u  ckar. 
Would  Jove  the  naked  truth  ever. 
Cupid  was  with  lam  oi  the  par^. 
And  show'd  himself  sincere  and  hearty ; 
For,  give  that  whipster  but  his  errand. 
He  takes  my  lofd  chief  justice*  warrant : 
Dauntless  as  Death,  away  be  walks ; 
Breaks  the  doors  open,  snaps  the  locks; 
Searches  the  parlour,  chamber,  study  ; 
Nor.stops  till  he  has  culprit's  body: 

"  Stiice  this  has  been  authentic  truth. 
By  age  deliver'd  down  to  youth ; 
Tell  us,  mistaken  husband,  tell  us. 
Why  so  mysterious,  why  so  jealous  ? 
Does  the  restraint,  the  bolt,  the  bar. 
Make  us  less  curious,  her  less  fiur? 
The  spy,  which  does  this  treasure  keep. 
Does  she  ne'er  say  her  prayers,  nor  sleep? 
Does  she  to  no  excess  incline  ? 
Does  she  fly  music,  mirth,  and  wine? 
Or  have  not  gdd  and  flattery  power 
To  purchase  one  unguarded  hour? 

**  Your  care  does  further  yet  extend : 
That  spy  is  guarded  by  your  friend.— 
But  has  this  fiiend  nor  eye  nor  heart  ? 
May  he  not  feel  the  cruel  dart. 
Which,  soon  or  late,  all  mortals  feel  ? 
May  he  not,  with  too  tender  seal. 
Give  the  fiur  prisoner  cause  to  see. 
How  much  he  wishes  she  were  fi-ee? 
May  he  not  craftily  infer 
The  rules  of  fHendship  too  severe. 
Which  chain  him  to  a  hated  trust ; 
Which  make  him  wretched,  to  be  just? 
And  may  not  she,  this  darUng  she, 

Youthful  and  healthy,  flesh  and  Uood, 
Easy  with  him,  ill  lis'd  by  diee. 

Allow  this  logic  to  be  good?" 

<<  Skr,  will  your  questions  never  end? 
I  trust  to  neither  spy  nor  fiiend. 
In  short,  I  keep  her  from  the  sisht 
Of  every  human  fiu»."  —  "  She^U  write."  — 
**  From  pen  and  paper  she's  debarr'd."  — 
«  Has  she  a  bodkin  and  a  card  ? 
She'll  prick  her  mind."  —  «  She  wiH,  you  say : 
But  how  shall  she  that  mind  convey  ? 
I  keep  her  in  one  room :  I  lock  it : 
The  key,  (look  here,)  is  in  this  podcet.*'  — 
"The  key-hole,  is  that  left  ?"—.<«  Moat  car- 
tain."— 
**  She'll  thrust  her  letter  through,  sir  Martin."— 

^  Dear,  angry  fiiend,  what  must  be  done? 
**  Is  there  no  way?" —  «  There  is  but  one. 
Send  her  abroad  :  and  let  her  see. 
That  all  this  mingled  mass,  which  ahe^ 
Being  forbidden,  longs  to  know. 
Is  a  dull  farce,  an  empty  show. 
Powder,  and  pocket-glass,  and  beau  ; 
A  staple  of  romance  and  lies, 
False  tears  and  real  perjuries : 
Where  aghs  and  looks  are  bouj^and  aold^ 
And  love  is  made  but  to  be  told : 
Where  the  fSit  bawd  and  lavish  heir 
The  spoils  of  ruin'd  beauty  share ; 
And  youth,  seduc'd  from  fiiends  and  fiunc^ 
Must  give  up  age  to  want  and  shame. 
Let  her  behold  the  frantic  scene, 
The  women  wretched,  ftlse  the  men : 
And  when,  these  certain  ills  to  shun, 
She  would  to  thy  endMicit  run ; 
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Rccdrchcr  with  extended  anss, 

Seem  more  delighted  with  her  channs  | 

Wait  00  her  to  the  Park  and  play; 

Put  00  good-humour ;  make  her  gay ; 

fie  to  btf  Turtues  very  kind ; 

Be  to  ber  faulu  a  little  blind ; 

Let  all  her  ways  be  unconfin*d ; 

iod  dap  your  padlock— on  her  mind.** 


A  SONG. 

If  wine  and  music  have  the  power 

To  ease  the  sickness  of  the  soul, 
Let  Phoebus  erery  string  explore, 

And  Bacdms  fill  the  sprightly  bowl. 
Let  them  their  friendly  aid  employ, 

To  make  my  Chloe's  absence  light ; 
And  seek  for  pleasure,  to  destroy 

The  sorrows  of  this  live-long  night 

But  the  to>morTow  will  return : 

Veoos,  be  thou  to-morrow  great ; 
Tlqr  myrtles  strow,  thy  odours  bum. 

And  meet  thy  favourite  nymph  in  state. 
Kind  goddess,  to  no  other  powers 

Let  us  to-morrow's  blessings  own : 
Ifaj  darling  loves  shall  guide  the  hours ; 

And  all  the  day  be  tUne  alone. 


THE  FEMALE  PHAETON. 

Tmrs  KrrTT*,  beautiful  and  young. 

And  wild  as  coH  untam*d. 
Bespoke  the  fair  from  whence  she  ^rung. 

With  litde  rage  inflam*d : 


a*d  with  rage  at  sad  restraint. 

Which  wise  mamma  ordain*d  ; 
And  sofely  vext  to  play  the  saint. 
Whilst  wit  and  beauty  reign*d  : 

*  Shdl  I  thumb  holy  books,  confin*d 

With  Abigails  forsaken? 
Kilty's  lor  other  things  design'd, 

(k>  I  am  much  mistaken. 

"  Most  hdj  Jenny  frie^  about, 

And  visit  with  her  cousins  ? 
At  balls  must  tke  make  all  the  rout, 

Aad  being  home  hearts  by  dozens  ? 

"WhitfaBBsbebetter,  pny,  than  I, 

What  bidden  charms  to  boast. 
That  all  mankind  for  her  should  die, 

Wfailst  I  am  scarce  a  toast  ? 

"  I>BBRst  mamma !  for  once  let  me, 

Uncfaain'd,  my  fortune  try ; 
1*&  have  my  eari  as  well  as  sbe,f 

Or  know  the  reason  why. 

^  *^^dy  Catharine  Hyde,  now  Duchess  of  Qoeens- 

hwry. 

t  7^  Eslof  Enex  married  Lady  Jane  Hyde. 


"  ril  soon  with  Jenny's  pride  quit  score. 

Make  all  her  lorenfaU: 
They'll  grieve  I  was  not  loos*d  befora ; 

She,  I  wasloos'dataU.*' 

Fondness  prevaU'd,  mamma  gave  wwj ; 

Kitty,  at  heart's  desbe, 
Obtain'd  the  chariot  for  a  day. 

And  set  the  world  on  fire. 


THE  DESPAIRING  SHEPHERD. 

Albxis  shunn*d  his  fellow-swains, 
TTieir  rural  sports,  and  kxrund  strains : 

(Heaven  guard  us  all  from  Cupid's  bow !) 
He  lost  his  crook,  he  lef^  his  flocks  ; 
And,  wandering  through  the  lonely  rocks, 

He  nourished  endless  woe. 


The  nymphs  and  shepherds  round  him 
His  grief  some  pity,  others  blame  ; 

The  fatal  cause  all  kindly  seek  : 
He  mingled  his  concern  with  theirs ; 
He  gave  them  back  their  friendly  tears ; 

He  sigh'd,  but  would  not  speak. 

Cbrinda  came  amongst  the  rest ; 
And  she  too  kind  concern  exprest. 

And  ask'd  the  reason  of  his  woe : 
She  ask'd,  but  with  an  air  and  mien. 
That  made  it  easily  foreseen. 

She  fear'd  too  much  to  know. 


The  shepherd  rais'd  his  mournful  head ; 
*'  And  will  you  pardon  me,*'  he  said, 

"While  I  the  cruel  truth  reveal  ? 
'Which  nothing  from  my  breast  should  tear ; 
Which  never  should  offend  your  ear, 

But  that  you  bid  me  tell. 

"  *Tis  thus  I  rove,  'tis  thus  complain. 
Since  you  appear'd  upon  the  plain  ; 

You  are  the  cause  of  all  my  care ; 
Your  eyes  ten  thousand  dangers  dart ; 
Ten  thousand  torments  vex  my  heart: 

I  love,  and  I  despair.'* 

*'  Too  much,  Alexis,  I  have  heard : 
'TIs  what  I  thought ;  'tis  what  I  fear*d : 

And  yet  I  paraon  you,'*  she  cried ; 
*'  But  you  shall  promise  ne'er  again 
To  breathe  your  vows,  or  speak  your  pain  :*' 

He  bow'd,  obey'd,  and  c^'d. 


AN  ODE. 

Tbs  merchant,  to  secure  his  treasure. 
Conveys  it  in  a  borrow'd  name : 

EuphelJa  serves  to  grace  my  measure ; 
But  Chloe  is  my  real  flame. 

My  softest  verse,  my  darling  lyre^ 

Upon  Euphelia's  toilet  lay  ; 
When  Chloe  noted  her  desire, 

Tliat  I  should  sing,  that  I  should  play. 
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My  lyre  I  tune,  my  voice  I  raise, 
But  with  my  numbers  mix  my  sight ; 

And,  whilst  I  sing  Enphelia's  praise, 
I  fix  my  soul  on  Chloe's  eyes. 

Fair  Chloe  Uush*d:  Euphelia  frownM; 

I  sung,  and  gas*d  ;  I  play*d,  and  trembled : 
And  Venus  to  the  Lores  arounid 

Remark*d,  how  ill  we  all  dissemUed. 


THE  LADrS  LOOKINCUSLASa 

IN  IMITATION  OF  A  ORXXK  ISTLLIUM. 

CniA  and  I,  the  other  day, 
Walk'd  o*er  the  sand-hills  to  the  sea: 
The  setting  Sun  adom*d  the  coast, 
His  beams  entire,  his  fierceness  lost : 
And,  on  the  surface  of  the  deep. 
The  winds  lay  only  not  asleep : 
The  nymph  &d  like  the  scene  i^pear. 
Serenely  pleasant,  calmly  fiur: 
Soft  fell  her  words,  as  flew  the  air. 
With  secret  joy  I  heard  her  say, 
That  she  would  never  miss  one  day 
A  walk  so  fine,  a  sight  so  gay. 

But,  oh  the  change !  the  winds  grow  liigh ; 
Impending  tempests  charge  the  sky ; 


The  lifffatning  fies,  the  thunder  roan, 
And  big  waves  lash  the  frighten*d  shores. 
Struck  with  the  horrour  of  the  sight, 
She  turns  her  head,  and  wings  her  flight : 
And,  trembling,  vows  she*ll  ne*er  again 
Approach  the  &>re,  or  view  the  main. 

«  Once  more,  at  least,  look  back,"  said  I, 
Hiyself  in  tiiat  large  glass  descry : 
'Whenthou  art  in  good4nmiour  drcst ; 
When  gentle  reason  rules  thy  breast ; 
The  Sun  upon  the  calmest  sea 
Appears  not  half  so  bright  as  thee : 
'Tis  then  that  with  delight  I  rove 
Upon  the  boundless  depth  of  Love: 
I  bless  my  chain ;  I  hand  my  oar ; 
Nor  think  on  all  I  left  on  riiore. 

**  But  when  vain  doubt  and  groufuUess  fear 
Do  that  dear  foolish  bosom  tear; 
IVhen  the  big  lip  and  watery  eye 
Tell  me  the  rising  storm  is  nigh ; 
*Tis  then,  tliou  art  yon*  angry  main, 
Defbrm'd  by  winds,  and  dash'd  by  nun ; 
And  the  poor  saUor,  that  must  try 
Its  fury,  labours  less  than  I. 

"  Shipwrock'd,  in  vain  to  land  I  make. 
While  Love  and  Fate  sUtl  dri^-e  me  back  *. 
ForcM  to  doat  on  thee  thy  own  way, 
I  chide  thee  first,  and  then  obey. 
Wretched  when  from  thee,  vex'd  when  nigl>, 
I  with  thee,  or  vrithout  thee,  die." 
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JOHN  GAY. 


JoBM  Gat,  a  weU-known  poet,  was  born  at  or  near 
Banwhiple,  in  Devonshire,  in  168&  After  an  edu- 
cadoB  at  the  free-acbool  of  Barnstaple^  he  was  sent 
to  London,  where  he  was  put  apprentice  to  a  silk^ 
mocer.  A  few  years  of  negligent  attendance  on 
tbe  doties  of  such  a  station  procured  him  a  separa- 
tioo  bf  agreement  from  his  master ;  and  he  not  long 
aftqwiids  addicted  himself  to  poetical  composition,  of 
wliiditfae  first-fruitB  were  fab  **  Rural  Sports,'*  pub- 
lidiedin  1711,and  dedicated  to  Pope,  then  firstrising 
tD&ne.  In  the  following  year,  Gay,  who  possessed 
jBDob  sweetneas  of  disposition,  but  was  indolent  and 
inprovident,  accepted  an  ofibr  from  the  Duchess  of 
Mflmwmth  to  reside  with  her  as  her  secretary.  He 
iwi  IciEure  enough  in  this  empl<^rment  to  produce 
in  the  same  year  his  poem  of  "  Tnria,  or  the  Art  of 
Walking  tbe  Streets  o£  London,"  which  proved  one 
cf  ifae  most  entertaining  of  its  class.  It  was  much 
sdonred;  and  diq>lay«l  in  a  ftriking  manner  that 
tslcBt  Ibr  the  description  of  external  objects  which 
pecniiafly  diaiacterised  the  author. 

In  1714,  be  made  his  appearance  from  the  press 
so  a  singular  occasion.  Pope  and  Ambrose  Philips 
had  a  dispute  about  the  req»ective  merits  of  thdr 
psatofals ;  upon  which.  Gay,  in  order  to  serve  the 
cause  of  hia  frioid,  undertook  to  compose  a  set  of 
FMtanb,  in  which  die  manners  of  the  country  should 
be  fftahited  in  their  natural  coarseness,  with  a  view 
of  ptovini^  by  a  sort  of  caricature,  tbe  absurdity  of 
Plai[|is*s  system,  llie  oSfkr  was  accepted;  and 
Gsy,  who  entitled  his  .work  «  The  Shepherd's 
Weak,"  wcot  through  the  usual  topics  of  a  set  of 
yi>iaslB  in  a  parody,  which  b  often  extremely 
Imbwumia,  But  the  cfTect  was  in  one  respect  dif- 
ftnat  Cram  hb  intended  purpose ;  for  hb  pictures 
of  mnl  life  were  so  extremely  natiural  and  amusing, 
sod  alenmxed  with  circumstances  so  beautiful  and 


1  with  circumstances  so  beautiful  and 
_>  that  fab  pastotab  proved  the  most  popular 
^•ovka  of  the  kind  in  the  language.  This  perform- 
■nee  was  dedicated  to  Lord  Bolingbroke ;  and  at 
ti^pcnod  Gay  seems  to  have  obtained  a  large  share 
ef  the  tnoar  of  tbe  Tory  party  then  in  power.  He 
«ss  jfteiwa»b  nominated  secretary  to  the  Earl  of 
risii  rnVm,  in  fab  embassy  to  the  court  of  Hanover ; 
Iwt  te  death  of  Queen  Anne  recalled  him  fixim  hb 
■fsliuii,  and  be  vras  advised  by  his  fiiends  not  to 
neglect  the  opportunity  afforded  turn  to  ingratbte 
b'liiailf  wftb  Ifae  new  femily.  He  accordingly  wrote 
a  pedacal  apbtk  upon  the  arrival  of  the  Pnncess  of 
Vaba,  wfaicli  compliment  procured  him  the  honour 
flf  die  attaodance  of  tbe  prince  and  princess  at  the 
whHlioB  of  a  new  dramatic  piece. 

Gsf  had  now  many  friends,  as  well  among  per- 
SOBS  of  niik,  as  smon^  fab  brotfaer-poets ;  but  little 
«ai  yet  done  tp  rabe  faun  to  a  state  of  independence. 
A  anbacK^pdoe  to  a  ocdlection  of  fab  poems  pub- 
fidMllB  179C3i»  cleaved  faim a  thousand poonda;  and 


some  South-sea  stock  presented  to  him  by  secretary 
Cragffs,  raised  hb  hopes  of  fortune  at  one  time  to  a 
consdevable  height ;  but  the  loss  of  the  whde  of 
thb  stock  affected  him  so  deeply  as  to  throw  fahn 
into  a  dangerous  degree  of  languor,  for  fab  recovery 
fhim  which  he  made  trial  of  the  air  of  Hampatead. 
He  then  wrote  a  tragedy  called  "  The  Captives," 
which  was  acted  with  applause;  and  in  1726,  he 
composed  the  work  by  which  he  b  best  known,  hb 
«  Fables,"  written  professedly  for  the  young  Duke 
of  Cumberland,  and  dedicated  to  bhn.  In  the  man- 
ner of  narration  there  b  considerable  ease^  together 
with  much  lively  and  natural  painting,  but  thqr  will 
hardly  stand  in  competition  with  the  F^rench  fSd>les 
of  La  Fontaine.  Gay  naturally  expected  a  hand^ 
some  reward  for  his  trouble ;  but  upon  the  accession 
of  George  II.  nothing  better  vras  offered  him  than 
the  post  of  gentleman-usher  to  the  young  Princesa 
Louisa,  whidi  he  regarded  rather  as  an  indignity 
than  a  favour,  and  accordingly  declined. 

Tbe  time,  ho^Sever,  arrived  when  he  had  little 
occasion  for  the  arts  of  a  courtier  to  acquh«  a  degree 
of  public  iq;iplause  greater  than  he  had  hitherto  ex- 
perienced.  In  1727,  hb  &mous  «  B^^gar's  Opera" 
was  acted  at  Lincolns-inn-fields,  afUr  having  been 
refused  at  Drury-lane.  To  the  plan  of  buriesquing 
the  Italian  operas  by  songs  adapted  to  die  most 
familiar  tunes,  he  added  much  political  satire  de- 
rived from  his  former  disappdntments ;  and  the  re- 
sult vras  a  composition  unique  in  its  kind,  of  which 
the  success  could  not  vrith  any  certainty  be  foreseen. 
«  It  vrill  eitber  (said  Conneve)  take  greatly,  or  be 
damned  confoundedly."  Its  fkte  vras  for  some  time 
in  suspense ;  at  length  it  strudc  the  nerve  of  public 
taste,  and  received  unbounded  i^plause.  It  ran 
througli  sixty-three  successive  representations  in  the 
metropolis,  and  vras  performed  a  proportional  num- 
ber of  times  at  all  the  provincial  theatres.  Itssonga 
vrere  all  learned  by  heart,  and  its  actors  were  raised 
to  the  summit  of  theatric  fame.  Thb  succes^  in- 
deed, seems  to  indicate  a  coarseness  in  the  national 
taste  which  could  be  delighted  vrith  the  repetition  of 
popular  ballad-tunes,  as  well  as  a  fondness  for  the 
delineation  of  scenes  of  rice  and  vulgarity,  (hj 
himself  was  charged  with  the  mischiefs  he  had  thua^ 
perhaps  unintentionally,  occasioned;  and  if  the 
Beggar's  Opera  delighted  the  stage,  it  encountered 
more  serious  censure  in  graver  places  than  haalieen 
bestowed  on  almost  any  other  dramatic  piece^  Bj 
making  a  highwayman  the  hero,  he  has  incurred  the 
odium  of  rradering  the  character  of  a  freebooter  an 
object  of  popular  ambition ;  and,  byfumishing  fab 
personages  vrith  a  plea  for  their  dishonesty  drawn 
from  tte  universal  deprarity  of  mankind,  be  haa 
been  accused  of  sapping  the  foundations  of  all 
social  morality.  Tbe  author  vm>te  a  second  part  of 
thb  work,  cntifled  «  PoUy/  bpl;.  the  Loijd  C 
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berl^  refuwd  to  luflRMr  it  to  be  performed;  and 
though  the  party  in  oppoudon  so  far  encounged  it 
by  their  subscriptions  that  it  proved  more  profitable 
to  him  tlian  even  the  first  part,  it  waa  a  yery  feeble 
performance,  and  has  sunk  into  total  neglect. 

Gay,  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  receiTed  the 
kind  patronage  of  the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Queens- 
berry,  who  took  him  into  their  house,  and  conde- 
scended to  manage  his  pecuniary  concerns.    At  this 


time  he  cmfdoyed  sudi  intervab  of  heahfa  and  spirits 
as  he  enjoyed,  in  writing  his  *'  Ads  and  Galsita,*" 
an  opera  called  «  AcfaiDes,**  and  a  «  Serenata." 
His  death  took  place  in  17SS,  at  the  early  age  ot 
forty-four,  in  consequence  of  an  inflammation  of 
the  bowels.  He  was  sincerely  lamented  by  fab 
friends ;  and  his  memory  was  honoured  by  a  mooo- 
ment  in  Westminster  Abbey,  and  an  ef^taph  in  a 
strain  of  uncommon  sensibility  by  Pope. 


RURAL  SPORTS. 

A  OCOROIC. 

Intcribed  to  Mr.  Pope,  1713.  • 

-.-  Securi  pnelia  ruris 
Pandimus.  Nimesun. 

Camto  I.     ^ 

¥  ou,  who  the  sweets  of  rund  li^  bave  known. 
Despise  th'  ungrateful  hurry  of  the  town ; 
In  Windsor  groves  your  easy  hours  employ. 
And,  undisturbed,  yourself  and  Muse  enjoy. 
Thames  listens  to  thy  strains,  and  silent  flows. 
And  no  rude  wind  through  rustling  osiers  blows, 
Wliile  all  his    wondering    nymphs   around   thee 

throng. 
To  hear  the  Syrens  warble  in  thy  song. 

But  I,  who  ne*er  was  blest  by  Fortune's  hand. 
Nor  brighten*d  ploughshares  in  paternal  land, 
Long  in  the  noisy  town  have  been  immur'd, 
Respir*d  its  smoke,  and  all  its  cares  endur'd ; 
Where  news  and  politics  divide  mankind. 
And  schemes  of  state  involve  th*  uneasy  mind: 
Faction  embroils  the  world ;  and  every  tongue 
Is  mov'd  by  flattery,  or  with  scandal  hung : 
Friendship,  for  sylvan  shades,  the  palace  lies. 
Where  all  must  yield  to  interest's  dearer  ties : 
Each  rival  Machiavel  with  envy  bums, 
And  honesty  forsakes  them  all  by  turns ; 
While  calumny  upon  each  party's  thrown. 
Which  both  promote,  and  both  alike  disown. 
Fatigu'd  at  last,  a  calm  retreat  I  chose. 
And  sootfi'd  my  harass'd  mind  with  sweet  repose. 
Where  fields  and  shades,  and  the  refreshing  clime, 
Inspire  the  sylvan  song,  and  prompt  my  rhyme. 
My  Muse  shall  rove  through  flowery  meads  and 

plains, 
And  deck  with  ninl  sports  her  native  strains ; 
And  the  same  road  ambitiously  pursue. 
Frequented  by  the  Mantuan  swain  and  you. 

*T!s  not  that  rural  sports  alone  invite, 
But  all  the  grateful  country  breathes  ddight ; 

*  Hus  poem  received  many  matmal  corrections 
from  the  author,  after  it  was  first  published. 


Here  blooming  Health  exerts  her  gentle  le^. 
And  strings  the  sinews  of  th'  industrious  swain 
Soon  as  the  morning  lark  salutes  the  day. 
Through  dewy  fiel£  I  take  my  frequent  way. 
Where  I  behold  the  former's  eariy  care 
In  the  revolving  labours  of  the  year. 

When  the  fir^  Spring  in  all  her  state  is  crown'^ 
And  high  luxuriant  grass  o'enpreads  the  ground, 
The  labourer  with  a  bending  scythe  is  seen. 
Shaving  the  surface  of  the  waving  green  ; 
Of  all  her  native  pride  disrobes  the  land. 
And  meads  lays  waste  before  his  sweeping  band; 
While  with  the  mounting  Sun  the  meiulow  glowi^ 
The  fading  herbage  round  he  loosdy  throws  : 
But,  if  some  sign  portend  a  lasting  shower. 
Til*  experienced  swain  foresees  the  coming  hour; 
His  sun-burnt  bands  the  scattering  fork  fiDrsake^ 
And  ruddy  damsels  ply  the  saving  rake  ; 
In  rising  hills  the  fragrant  harvest  grows. 
And  spreads  along  the  field  in  equJ  rows,     [gaia^ 

Now  when  the  height  of  Heaven  bright  nHcbus 
And  level  rays  cleave  wide  the  thirsty  plains. 
When  heifers  sedc  the  shade  and  cooling  lake. 
And  in  the  middle  path-way  basks  the  snake : 

0  lead  me,  guard  roe,  from  the  sultry  hours. 
Hide  me,  ye  forests,  in  your  closest  bowers. 
Where  the  tall  oak  his  spreading  arms  entwine^ 
And  with  the  beach  a  mutual  s^de  combines ; 
Where  flows  the  murmuring  brook,  inviting  dreflm% 
Where  bordering  hazle  overhangs  the  streams^ 
Whose  rolling  current,  winding  round  and  rvamd. 
With  frequent  falls  makes  all  the  woods  resound  ; 
Upon  the  mossy  couch  my  limbs  I  cast, 
And  e'en  at  noon  the  sweets  of  evening  1 

Here  I  peruse  the  Mantuan's  Georgic  i 
And  learn  the  labours  of  Italian  swains ; 
In  every  page  I  see  new  landscapes  rise, 
And  all  Hesperia  opens  to  my  e3res ; 

1  wander  o'er  the  various  rural  toil. 

And  know  the  nature  of  each  dtfiTerent  soil : 
This  waving  field  is  gilded  o'er  with  com. 
That  spreading  trees  with  blushing  fridt  adorn  : 
Here  I  survey  the  purple  vintage  grow. 
Climb  round  the  poles,  and  rise  in  grac«fiil  row  s 
Now  I  behold  the  steed  curvet  and  bound. 
And  paw  with  restless  hoof  the  smoking  groatnd  : 
The  dewlap'd  bull  now  chafes  along  tl^  plaiii. 
While  burning  love  ferments  in  every  vein; 
His  well-aim'd  front  against  bis  aval  ainu^ 
And  by  the  dint  of  war  his  mistress  daima : 
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Hiecareftil  insect  'midat  hm  works  I  Tiew, 
Noir  from  llie  flowtn  ahauflt  the  fragrant  dew ; 
Widi  golden  treunm  IcMul  his  little  thigfai, 
And  iteer  his  distant  jouniey  through  the  skies ; 
Some  against  hostile  drones  the  hive  defend, 
Otfam  with  sweets  the  waxen  cells  distend, 
Escb  in  tiie  toil  his  destin'd  office  bears, 
Aad  in  tiie  little  bulk  a  mighty  soul  appears. 

Or  when  the  ploughman  leares  the  tuk  of  day 
And  trudging  homeward,  whistles  on  the  way  ; 
When  the  big-udder*d  cows  with  patience  stand, 
Wsiting  die  strokings  of  the  damsers  hand ; 
No  wartiUng  cheers  the  woods ;  the  feather!d  choir, 
To  oonrt  kind  slumbers,  to  the  sprays  retire : 
When  no  rude  gale  disturbs  the  sleeping  trees, 
Nor  sapen  lea:ves  confess  the  gentlest  breese ; 
Engird  in  thought,  to  Neptune's  bounds  I  stray. 
To  take  my  fivewell  of  the  parting  day ; 
Far  in  the  deep  the  Sun  his  glory  hides, 
A  socak  of  gold  the  sea  and  sky  divides : 
The  purple  clouds  their  amber  linings  show. 
And,  edg'd  with  flame,  rolls  every  wave  below : 
Here  pensive  I  behold  the  feding  b'ght. 
And  o'er  the  distant  billow  lose  my  sight 
Now  Ni^  in  silent  state  begins  to  rise^ 
And  twinkling  orbs  bestrow  th'  undoudy  skies ; 
Her  botxow'd  lustre  growing  Cynthia  lends, 
And  on  the  main  a  gUttering  path  extends ; 
IGnioas  of  worlds  hang  in  the  spacious  air, 
Vhach  round  their  suns  their  annual  circles  steer ; 
Sweet  eootemplation  elevates  my  sense, 
WbBc  I  survey  the  works  of  Providence. 
O  oould  the  Muse  in  loftier  strains  rehearse 
The  glorious  Author  of  the  universe, 
Who  reins  the  vrinds,  gives  the  vast  ocean  bounds, 
Aad  circnniscribes  the  floating  worlds  their  rounds ; 
Xy  aoui  should  overflow  in  songs  of  praise, 
And  i^  Creator's  name  inspire  my  lays  ! 
As  in  successive  course  the  seasons  roll, 
So  circling  fdeasures  recreate  the  soul. 
Whsa  genial  Spring  a  living  warmth  bestows, 
And  o'er  the  year  her  verdant  mantle  throws, 
Kb  swelling  inundation  hides  the  grounds. 
But  oystai  currents  glide  within  their  bounds; 
7W  finny  brood  their  wonted  haunts  forsake^ 
Flaat  in  the  sun,  and  skim  along  the  lake; 
With  frequent  leap  they  range  the  shallow  streams, 
Their  stiver  coats  reflect  the  dazzling  beams. 
How  let  the  fisherman  his  toils  prepare, 
Aad  arm  faimself  with  every  watery  snare ; 
His  hooks,  his  lines,  peruse  with  careful  eye^ 
Increaae  liia  tackle,  and  his  rod  re-tye. 

When  floating  douds  their  spongy  fleeces  drain, 
Twbiiiy  the  streams  with  swifi-desrending  rain ; 
And  wMers  tumbling  down  the  mountain's  side. 
Bear  the  loooe  soil  into  the  swelling  tide ; 
TWa  aoon  as  vernal  gales  begin  to  rise, 
Aad  drive  the  liquid  burthen  through  the  skies. 
The  fiofacr  to  the  neighbouring  current  speeds, 
WlMMe  rapid  surface  purls  unknown  to  weeds : 
t^poa  a  rising  border  of  the  brook 
Be  SBIB  libn  down,  and  ties  the  treacherous  hook ; 
I  dieers  his  eager  thought, 
I  glows  vrith  treasures  yet  imcaught ; 

r  kss  eyes  a  banquet  seems  to  stand, 

t  t^werj  guest  applauds  his  skilful  hand. 
Tar  up  the  stream  the  twisted  hair  he  throws, 

I  down  the  murmuring  current  gently  flows  ; 

»  if  or  chance  or  hunger's  powerful  sway 
(tiie  roving  trout.tfiu  frtal  way, 


He  greedily  sucks  in  the  twinfaig  bait. 
And  tugs  and  nibbles  the  fidladous  meat : 
Now,  hsppy  fisherman,  now  twitch  the  linel 
How  thy  rod  bends !  behold,  the  prize  is  thine ! 
Cast  on  the  bank,  he  dies  with  gasping  pains, 
And  trickling  blood  his  silvar  mail  distains. 

You  must  not  every  worm  [womiscuous  use^ 
Judgment  will  tell  the  proper  bait  to  choose  : 
The  worm  that  dnvrs  a  long  immoderate  size, 
Hie  trout  abhors,  and  the  rank  morsel  flies ; 
And,  if  too  small,  the  naked  fraud's  in  sight, 
And  fear  forbids,  while  hunger  docs  invite. 
Hmse  baits  will  best  reward  the  fisher's  pains^ 
Whose  polish'd  tails  a  shining  yellow  stains : 
Cleanse  them  from  filth,  to  give  a  tempting  glosi^ 
Cherish  the  sully 'd  reptOe  race  with  moss; 
Amid  the  verdant  bed  they  twine,  they  toU, 
And  from  their  bodies  wipe  their  native  soil. 

But  when  the  Sun  displays  his  glorious  bcanu^ 
And  shallow  rivers  flow  with  silver  streams. 
Then  the  deceit  the  scaly  breed  survey. 
Bask  in  the  sun,  and  look  into  the  day  : 
You  now  a  more  delusive  art  must  try. 
And  tempt  their  hunger  with  the  curious  fly. 

To  frame  the  little  animal,  provide 
All  the  gay  hues  that  wait  on  female  pride  ; 
Let  Nature  guide  thee !  sometimes  golden  wire 
The  shining  bellies  of  the  fly  require ; 
The  peacock's  plumes  thy  tackle  must  not  fail, 
Nor  the  dear  purchase  of  the  sable's  tail. 
Each  gaudy  bird  some  slender  tribute  brings. 
And  lends  the  growing  insect  proper  wings : 
Silks  of  all  colours  must  their  aid  impart. 
And  every  fur  promote  the  fisher's  art. 
So  the  gay  lady,  with  excessive  care^ 
Borrows  the  pride  of  land,  of  sea,  and  air :    [plays. 
Furs,  pearls,  and  plumes,  the  glittering  thing  ^s- 
Dazzles  our  eyes,  and  easy  hearts  betrays. 

Mark  well  the  various  seasons  of  the  year, 
How  the  succeeding  insect  race  appear ; 
In  this  revolving  Moon  one  colour  reigns. 
Which  in  the  next  the  fickle  trout  dis£uns. 
Oft  have  I  seen  the  skilful  angler  try 
The  various  colours  of  the  treacherous  fly ; 
When  he  with  fruitless  pain  hath  skinmi'd  the  brook. 
And  the  coy  fish  rejects  the  skipping  hook. 
He  shakes  the  boughs  that  on  the  margin  grow. 
Which  o'er  the  stream  a  waving  forest  throw  ; 
When,  if  an  insect  fall,  (his  certain  guide,) 
He  gently  takes  him  fhnn  the  whirling  tide  ; 
Examines  well  his  form  with  curious  eyes, 
His  gaudy  vest,  his  wings,  his  boms,  and  size. 
Then  round  his  hook  the  chosen  fur  he  winds. 
And  on  the  back  a  speckled  feather  binds  ; 
So  just  the  coloura  shine  through  every  part. 
That  Nature  seems  again  to  live  in  Art. 
Let  not  thy  wary  step  advance  too  near. 
While  all  thy  hopen  hang  on  a  single  hair ; 
The  new-form'd  insect  on  the  water  moves. 
The  speckled  trout  the  curious  snare  appioves ; 
Upon  the  curling  suriace  let  it  glide. 
With  natural  motion  from  thy  hand  supply  *d; 
Against  the  stream  now  gently  let  it  pUy, 
Now  iiL  the  rapid  eddy  rolL^way, 
The  scaly  shoals  float  by,  and,  seis'd  with  fiear. 
Behold  their  fellows  tost  in  thinner  air : 
But  soon  they  leap,  and  catch  the  swimming  fasil^ 
Plunge  on  die  hook,  and  share  an  equal  fate. 

When  a  brisk  gale  against  the  current  bkiws. 
And  all  the  watery  plam  in  wrinkles  flows. 
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Hieii  let  the  fiAOTBWt  his  art  fcpeit, 
VfhBn  bnbliling  eddies  fsTour  the  deceit, 
If  an  enonnous  nlmon  dunce  to  apy 
The  wanton  erroiin  of  the  floating  fly, 
He  Bfb  his  sQrer  gills  above  the  flood. 
And  greedily  sudcs  in  tfa'  unfidthfbl  food ; 
Then  downward  plunges  with  the  fVaudful  prey. 
And  bears  with  joy  the  little  spdl  away : 
Soon  in  snuurt  pain  he  feels  the  dire  mutake, 
leashes  the  wave,  and  beats  the  foamy  lake ; 
With  sudden  rage  he  now  aloft  appears. 
And  in  his  eye  convulsiTe  anguish  bears ; 
And  now  again,  impatient  of  the  wound. 
He  roUs  and  wreathes  his  shining  body  round ; 
Then  headlong  shoots  beneath  die  dashine  tide, 
The  trembling  fins  the  boiling  wave  divide. 
Now  hope  exalts  the  fisher's  beating  heart. 
Now  he  turns  pale,  and  i^ars  his  dubious  art; 
He  views  the  tumbling  fish  with  longing  eyes. 
While  the  line  stretches  with  th*  unwieldy  prize ; 
Each  motion  humours  with  his  steady  hands. 
And  one  slight  hair  the  mighty  bulk  commands ; 
Till,  tir'd  at  but,  despoiPd  of  all  his  strength. 
Hie  game  athwart  the  stream  unfolds  his  length. 
He  now,  with  pleasure,  views  the  gasping  prize 
Gnash  his  sharp  teeth,  and  roll  his  blood-shot  eyes ; 
Hien  draws  him  to  the  shore,  with  artful  care, 
And  lifts  his  nostrils  in  the  sickening  air : 
Upon  the  burthen*d  stream  he  floatlnff  lies, 
Stretches  his  quivering  fins,  and  gating  dies. 

Would  you  preserve  a  numerous  finny  race ; 
Let  your  fierce  dogs  the  ravenous  otter  chase 
(Th'  amphibious  monster  ranges  all  the  shores. 
Darts  through  the  waves,  and  every  haunt  explores)  t 
Or  let  the  gm  his  roving  steps  be^y. 
And  save  from  hostile  jaws  the  scaly  prey. 

I  never  wander  where  the  bordering  reeds 
0*erlo(A  the  muddy  stream,  whose  tangling  weeds 
Peiplex  the  fisher;  I  nor  choose  to  bear 
Hie  thievish  nightly  net,  nor  barbed  spear; 
Nor  drain  I  ponds,  the  golden  carp  to  take. 
Nor  troll  for  pikes,  dispeoplers  of  the  lake ; 
Around  the  steel  no  tortur*d  worm  shall  twin^ 
No  blood  of  living  insects  stain  my  line. 
Let  me,  less  cruel,  cast  the  feather'd  hook 
^th  pliant  rod  athwart  the  pebbled  brook. 
Silent  along  the  mazy  margin  stray. 
And  with  the  fur-wrought  fly  delude  the  prey. 


Cavto  II. 

Now,  sporting  Muse,  draw  in  the  flowing  reins, 
Leave  the  clear  streams  awhile  for  sunny  plains. 
Should  you  the  various  arms  and  toils  rehearse. 
And  all  the  fisherman  adorn  thy  verse ; 
Should  you  the  wide  encircling  net  display. 
And  in  its  spacious  arch  enclose  the  sea; 
Hien  haul  the  plunging  load  upon  the  land. 
And  with  the  sole  and  turbot  hide  the  sand ; 
It  would  extend  the  growing  theme  too  long. 
And  tire  the  reader  with  the  watery  song. 

Let  the  keen  hunter  from  the  chase  refrain. 
Nor  render  all  the  ploughman's  bbour  vainf 
When  Ceres  pours  out  plenty  from  her  horn. 
And  ckithes  the  fields  with  golden  ears  of  com. 
Now,  now,  ye  reapers,  to  your  task  repair. 
Haste!  save  the  product  of  the  bounteous  year*. 
To  the  wide-gathering  hook  long  furrows  yield, 
And  rising  sheaves  extend  through  all  the  field. 


x  et,  n  mV  iylviii  spotltf  wif  bosen  ^ow, 
Let  thy  fleet  greyhoond  uroe  his  flying  foe. 
With  what  d^ight  the  rapid  coune  I  view! 
How  does  my  eye  the  drding  raee  pursue ! 
He  snaps  dooeitf ul  air  with  empty  jaws ; 
The  subtle  hare  darts  swift  beneath  fats  paws; 
She  flies,  he  stretches,  now  with  nimble  bound 
Eager  he  presses  on,  but  overshoots  his  ground; 
She  turns,  he  winds,  and  soon  ngains  the  way, 
Hien  tears  with  gory  mouth  tiie  screaming  prey. 
What  various  sport  does  rural  life  afiard ! 
What  unbought  damties  heap  the  wholesome  boani! 

Nor  less  the  spaniel,  skilful  to  betray. 
Rewards  the  fowler  with  the  feather'd  prey. 
Soon  as  the  labouring  horse,  with  swdling  veim^ 
Hath  safely  hous'd  the  farmer's  doubtfbl  gains. 
To  sweet  repast  th*  unwary  partridge  fliea^ 
With  joy  amid  the  scatter'd  harvest  lies ; 
Wandering  in  plenty,  danger  he  foigets, 
Nor  dreads  the  slavery  of  entangling  nets. 
The  subtle  dog  scours  with  sagacious  noae 
Along  the  field,  and  snufib  each  breeze  that  Uom; 
Against  the  wind  he  takes  his  prudent  way. 
While  the  strong  gale  directs  him  to  the  prey ; 
j  Now  the  warm  scent  assures  the  covey  near. 
He  treads  with  caution,  andhe  points  with  fear ; 
Tlien  ^lest  some  sentry-fbwl  the  fraud  deacry. 
And  bid  his  fellows  fiom  the  danger  fly) 
Close  to  the  ground  in  expectation  lies. 
Till  in  the  snare  the  fluttering  covey  rise. 
Soon  as  the  blushing  light  bi^ins  to  spread. 
And  glancing  Phoebus  gilds  the  mountain's  head. 
His  early  flight  th*  ill-foted  partridge  takes. 
And  quits  tl^  friendly  shelter  of  the  brakea ; 
Or,  when  the  Sun  casts  a  declining  ray. 
And  drives  his  chariot  down  the  western  vray, 
Let  your  obsequious  ranger  search  around. 
Where  yellow  stubble  withers  on  the  ground ; 
Nor  will  the  roving  spy  direct  in  vain. 
But  numerous  covejrs  gratify  thy  pain. 
When  the  meridian  Sun  contracts  the  shade* 
And  firisking  heifers  seek  the  cooling  glade  ; 
Or  when  the  country  floats  with  sudden  rains. 
Or  driving  mists  de&ce  the  moisten'd  plains ; 
In  vain  his  toils  th*  unskilful  fowler  tries. 
While  in  thick  woods  the  feeding  partridge  lies. 

Nor  must  the  sporting  verse  the  gun  forbear. 
But  what's  the  fowler's  be  the  Muse's  care. 
See  how  the  well-taught  pointer  leads  the  way ; 
The  scent  grows  warm ;  he  stops :  he  springs  the 

prey; 
The  fluttering  coveys  from  the  stubble  rise. 
And  on  swift  wing  divide  the  sounding  skies  ; 
The  scattering  lead  pursues  the  certain  sight. 
And  death  in  thunder  x>vertakes  tlieir  flight. 
Cool  breathes  the  morning  air,  and  Winter's  hand 
SpteadM  wide  her  hoary  mantle  o'er  the  land  ; 
Now  to  the  copse  thy  lesser  spaniel  take. 
Teach  him  to  range  the  ditch,  and  force  the  bfakft  ; 
Not  closest  coverts  can  protect  the  game  : 
Hark!  the  dog  opens;  take  thy  certain  aim. 
The  woodcock  flutters;  how  he  wavering  flies \ 
The  wood  resounds :  he  wheels,  he  drops,  he  tjiq. 

The  towering  hawk  let  future  poets  sing. 
Who  terrour  b^rs  upon  his  soaring  wing  : 
Let  diem  on  high  the  frighted  hem  survey. 
And  lofty  numben  point  their  airy  Amf, 
Nor  shall  the  mounting  lark  the  Muse  detam, 
Ttet  greets  the  morning  with  his  early  stnizi  ^ 
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Whn, 'nte  iM  woe,  tlw  twiakliiig  glMB  betrays, 
Wliile  from  each  m^  ilaeh  the  glaaciiig  tmjw. 
And  in  the  Sun  tbe  timnaent  ooloun  blaie» 
Pride  lum  the  little  wwUer  from  the  ■kiee : 
Tht  l%bUcmanour*d  bird  deluded  diee. 

But  still  the  cfaeee^  •  plfaiing  tmk,  remnins ; 
TW  hound  mnit  open  in  these  rural  strains. 
Soeu  es  Amon  drives  ewey  the  night, 
And  edges  eastern  clouds  with  rosy  light, 
Hk  heJtfay  huntsmen,  with  the  cheerful  horn, 
tonmons  the  dogs^  end  graets  the  deppled  mom ; 
TW  jocund  thunder  wnkes  th*  enliven*d  bounds^ 
IWy  rouse  from  sleep,  and  answer  sounds  fiM* 

sounds; 
Wide  diroiMh  the  furzy  field  their  rout  they  take, 
llidr  blee&g  bosoms  fbrce  the  thorny  brake : 
Hie  flying  game  their  smoking  nostrils  trace. 
No  hounding  hedge  obstructs  their  eager  pace ; 
TW  dfatant  mountains  echo  from  afar, 
Aad  hanging  woods  resound  tbe  flying  war: 
The  tnnefiil  noise  the  sprightly  courier  bears, 
H»«  die  green  turi^  and  pricks  his  trembling  ean; 
Tbe  slacken'd  rein  now  gives  him  all  his  speed. 
Back  fies  the  aspid  groimd  beneath  the  steed ; 
Hais  ddo^  and  fornts,  fiur  behind  remain, 
WUc  tbe  warm  scent  draws  on  the  deep-mouth*d 


When  afaaU  the  trembling  hare  a  shelter  find  ? 
Hsik !  deih  adnmoes  in  each  gust  o(  wind ! 
Now  atiatagems  and  doublii^  wiles  she  tries, 
Nsw  circling  turns,  and  now  at  huge  she  flies; 
m.  spent  at  last,  she  pwita,  and  heaves  for  breath, 
Umb  l^a  her  down,  and  waits  devouring  death. 

But  stny,  adventurous  Muse !  bast  thou  the  force 
To  wind  tiie  twisted  horn,  to  guide  tbe  hone  ? 
To  keep  tlqr  seat  unmov'd,  hast  thou  the  skill, 
O'er  the  Ugh  gate,  aad  down  the  headlong  hill  ? 
Cmat  tfaoa  die  stag's  laborious  chase  direct. 
Or  the  strong  fin  through  all  his  arts  detect? 
The  these  dmwmds  a  more  experienced  lay : 
Te  ■ijilij  hnnten !  spare  this  weak  essay. 


O  happji  pfains,  remote  ftvm  vrar's  alarms. 
And  aQ  the  ravages  of  boodle  arms! 
Aad  happgr  shepherds,  who,  secure  fiiom  fear. 
On  opea  downs  preeerve  your  fleecy  care! 
Whasa  spncioua  bams  groan  with  increasing  store. 
And  wknling  flails  di^oint  the  cracking  floor ! 
No  baibmous  soldier,  bent  on  aruel  sp<Sl, 
%e«nds  deaoiarion  o*er  your  fertile  soil ; 
¥a  Hampling  steed  kys  vraste  the  ripen'd  grain. 
Her  andJiag  fires  devour  the  promis*d  gain ; 
Mo  flaming  beacons  cast  their  blase  afar, 
Tke  dicadfiil  signal  of  invasive  war ; 
No  Iff— pii's  dangour  wounds  the  mother's  ear, 
Aad  caBs  die  lover  from  his  swooning  fiur. 

H^at  happiness  the  rural  maid  attends. 
In  rfcinsful  labottr  while  each  day  she  spends ! 
She  ginjifully  caoeivcs  what  Heaven  haB  sent, 
Aaa^  iddi  in  poverty,  enjoys  content. 

ppiaeas,  and  such  unblemlsb'd  fame, 
d  the  boeom  of  die  courdy  dame) : 
r  fnb  the  spleen's  imagin'd  pains, 
Sor  nafllanchely  stagnatri  in  her  veins ; 
Mm  never  laaas  1^  m  dioughtlees  ease^ 
9ar  an  the  velvet  couch  invites  disease ; 
Her  im—  spun  dress  in  shnple  neatness  lies, 
Aad  fisrno  glaring  equipage  she  sighs : 
Bar  w|nilaiiim,  which  is  aU  her  bat, 
la  a  nHiicioaa  vtatt  ne'er  was  lost; 


^ 
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No  raidn^^  inasipiiirndB  her  beauty  wears, 
And  health,  not  paint,  the  fiuiing  bloom  repairs. 
If  love's  soft  passion  in  her  bosom  reign. 
An  equal  passion  warns  her  happy  svrain; 
No  homebred  ian  her  quiet  state  control. 
Nor  watchful  jealousy  torments  her  soul ; 
With  secret  joy  she  sees  her  little  race 
Hang  on  her  breast,  and  her  small  cottage  grace ; 
The  fleecy  ball  their  busy  Angara  cull, 
Or  finom  the  qdndle  draw  the  lengdiening  wool ; 
Thus  flow  her  boon  with  constant  peace  of  mind, 
TOl  age  the  fartcet  dvead  of  life  unwind. 

Te  happy  fields,  unknown  to  mnse  and  strife^ 
The  kind  rewarden  of  industrious  life ; 
Ye  shady  woodi^  where  once  I  us'd  to  rove. 
Alike  indulgent  to  the  Muse  and  Love ; 
Ye  murmuring  streates  that  in  meanders  roll. 
The  sweet  composen  of  the  pennvt*  soul ! 
Farewell !  —  TTie  dty  calls  me  fitmi  your  bowen : 
Farewell,  amusing  thougfats,  and  peacefiil  houn ! 


TRIVIA; 

OB, 
THK  AKT  or  WAUmm  TRX  STBKRS  Or  LONOOK. 

IH  THaiK  lOOKS. 

Quo  te  Moeri  pedes?  an,  quo  via  dudt,  in  uibemr 

ViEO. 

Book  I. 

Of  the  ImptemerOtfir  WaUdngihe  Streett,  and  Sgnt 
of  the  Weather. 


an  winter  streets  to  steer  your  course  aright^ 
I  vralk  clean  by  day,  and  safe  by  night; 


TnaouoH  \ 
How  to  1 

How  josding  crowds  with  prudence  to  decjine^ 
When  to  assert  the  wall,  and  when  resign, 
I  sing :  thou.  Trivia,  gbddess,  aid  my  song. 
Through  spacious  streets  conduct  thy  bard  along ; 
By  thee  transported,  I  securely  stray 
Where  winding  allevs  lead  the  doubtful  way. 
The  silent  court  and  opening  square  explore^ 
And  long  perplexing  huies  untrod  beibre. 
To  pave  thy  realm,  and  smooth  the  teoken  ways, 
Earth  from  her  womb  a  flinty  tribute  pays ; 
For  thee  the  sturdy  pavior  thumps  the  ground. 
Whilst  every  stroke  his  labouring  lungs  resound ; 
For  thee  the  scavenger  bids  kennels  gude 
Within  their  bounds,  and  heaps  of  dirt  subside. 
My  youthful  bosom  bums  with  thirst  of  fiune. 
From  the  great  theme  to  buSld  a  glorious  name. 
To  tread  in  paths  to  ancient  bards  unknown. 
And  bind  my  temples  with  a  civic  crown : 
But  more  my  country's  love  demands  my  lays; 
My  country's  be  the  profit,  mine  the  praise ! 

When  die  black  youth  at  chosen  stands  r^oice. 
And  «  dean  your  shoes"  resounds  from  every  voice ; 
When  late  their  nury  sides  stag^-ooacbes  show. 
And  their  stiff*  horses  through  the  town  move  slow ; 
When  all  the  Mall  in  leafy  ruin  lies. 
And  damsels  first  renew  their  oyster-cries ; 
Then  let  the  prudent  walker  shoes  provide. 
Not  of  the  Spanish  or  Morocco  hide ; 
The  wooden  heel  may  raise  the  dancer's  bonnd. 
And  with  the  scallop'd  top  his  step  be  crciwn'd : 
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Let  film,  wall  hMmner'a  soles  pmect  diy  ftec 
Tbro'  freeung  sdows,  and  raiii8»  and  soakuig  sleet 
Should  the  bi^  last  extend  the  shoe  too  wide, 
Each  stone  will  wrench  th*  unwaiy  step  aside; 
The  sudden  turn  may  stretch  the  swellmg  rein, 
Tliy  cracking  joint  unhinge,  or  ancle  sprain ; 
And,  when  too  short  the  nxxlish  shoes  are  worn, 
You'll  judge  the  seasons  by  your  shooting  com. 

Nor  should  it  prove  thy  less  important  care, 
To  choose  a  proper  coat  for  winter's  wear. 
Now  in  thy  trunk  thy  D'OQy  habit  fold, 
Tlie  silken  drugget  ill  can  fence  the  cold ; 
The  frieie*s  spongy  nap  is  soak'd  with  rain. 
And  showers  soon  drench  the  camlet's  cockled  grain; 
True  Witney  •  broad-doth,  with  its  shag  unshorn, 
Unpiav;'d  is  in  the  lasting  tempest  worn : 
Be  this  the  horseman's  fence,  for  who  would  wear 
Amid  the  town  the  spcnls  of  Russia's  bear? 
Within  the  roquelaure's  dasp  thy  hands  aie  pent, 
Hands,  that,  stretch'd  forth,  invading  harms  prereni. 
Let  the  loop'd  bavaroy  the  fop  embrace, 
Or  his  deep  doke  bespatter'd  o'er  with  lace. 
Tint  garment  best  the  winter's  rage  defends. 
Whose  ample  fonn  without  one  plait  depends ; 
By  various  names  f  in  various  counties  known. 
Yet  held  in  all  the  true  surtout  alone ; 
Be  thine  of  kersey  firm,  though  small  the  cost. 
Then  brave  unwet  the  rain,  unchill'd  the  frost. 

If  the  strong  cane  support  thy  walking  hand. 
Chairmen  na  longer  shall  the  wall  command ; 
£v'n  sturdy  carmen  shall  thy  nod  obey, 
And  rattling  coaches  stop  to  make  thee  way  : 
Tliis  shall  direct  thy  cautious  tread  aright, 
Tliough  not  one  glaring  lamp  enliven  night 
Let  b^x  their  canes,  with  amber  tipt,  produce ; 
Be  theirs  for  empty  show,  but  thine  for  use. 
In  gilded  chariots  while  they  loll  at  ease. 
And  lazily  ensure  a  life's  disease ; 
While  softer  chairs  the  tawdry  load  convey 
To  court,  to  White's  t,  assemblies,  or  the  play ; 
Ro^-oomplexion'd  Health  thy  stc^  attends, 
And  exercise  thy  kuting  youth  defends. 
Imprudent  men  Heaven's  choicest  gifts  profane : 
Thus  some  beneath  their  arm  support  the  cane ; 
The  dirty  point  oft  checks  the  careless  pace. 
And  miry  spots  the  clean  cravat  disgrace. 
Oh  !  may  I  never  such  misfortune  meet ! 
May  no  such  vicious  walkers  crowd  the  street ! 
*May  Rt>vidence  o'ershade  me  with  her  wings, 
Wlule  the  bold  Muse  experienc'd  danger  sings ! 

Not  that  I  wander  from  my  native  home. 
And  (tempting  perils)  foreign  dties  roam. 
Let  Pku^s  be  the  theme  of  Gallia's  Muse, 
Where  slavery  treads  the  streets  in  wooden  shoes. 
Nor  do  I  rove  in  Belgia's  frxnen  dime. 
And  teach  the  dumsy  boor  to  skate  in  rhyme ; 
Where,  if  the  warmer  douds  in  rain  descend. 
No  miiy  ways  industrious  steps  offend ; 
The  rushing  flood  from  sloping  pavements  pours. 
And  blackens  the  canab  with  dirty  showers. 
Let  othen  Naples*  smoother  streets  rehearse. 
And  with  proud  Roman  structures  grace  their  verse. 
Where  frequent  murders  wake  the  night  with  groans, 
And  blood  in  purple  torrents  dyes  the  stones. 
Nor  shall  the  Muse  through  narrow  Venice  stray. 
Where  gondobtt  their  painted  oars  display. 

*  A  town  in  Oxfordshire. 

f  A  Joseph,  wrap-rascal,  &c. 

f  A  chocolate  house  in  St.  James's  street 
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O  happy  streets!  to  rumUiBg  wheels  uaknowny 
No  carts,  no  coaches,  shake  the  floating  town  > 
Thus  was  of  old  Britannia's  dty  bleas'd, 
Ere  pride  and  luxury  her  sons  possess'd ; 
Coadies  and  chariots  yet  unfaahion'd  lay. 
Nor  late-invented  chairs  perplex'd  the  way : 
Then  the  proud  lady  tripp'd  along  the  town. 
And  tuck'd-up  petticoats  secur'd  her  gown ; 
Her  rosy  cheek  with  distant  visits  glow'd. 
And  exercise  unartful  charms  bestow'd  : 
But  since  in  braided  g<dd  her  foot  is  bound. 
And  a  long  training  mantua  sweeps  the  ground. 
Her  shoe  msdains  the  street;  the  laxy  fiur. 
With  narrow  step,  affects  a  limping  air. 
Now  gaudy  pride  corrupts  the  lavish  age. 
And  the  streets  flame  with  glaring  equipsige; 
The  tricking  gamester  insolently  rid», 
With  Loves  and  Graces  on  his  chariot  sides ; 
In  saucy  state  the  griping  broker  sits. 
And  Uuighs  at  honesty  and  trudging  wits. 
For  you,  O  honest  men  !  these  useful  lays 
The  Muse  prepares ;  I  seek  no  other  praise. 

When  sleep  is  first  disturb'd  by  morning  cries. 
From  sure  prognostics  learn  to  know  the  Sdeai, 
Lest  you  of  rheums  and  ooushs  at  night  complain ; 
Surpris'd  in  dreary  fogs,  or  £iving  rain. 
When  suffocating  mists  obscure  the  mom. 
Let  thy  worst  wig,  long  us'd  to  storms,  be  worn ; 
Hiis  knows  the  powder'd  footman,  and  with  cars 
Beneath  his  flapping  hat  secures  his  hair. 
Be  thou  for  every  season  justly  drest, 
Nor  brave  the  piercing  frost  with  open  breast ; 
And,  when  the  bursting  douds  a  deluge  pour. 
Let  thy  surtout  defend  the  drenching  shower. 

Tlie  changing  weather  certain  signs  reveaL 
Ere  Winter  sheds  her  snow,  or  frosts  congeal. 
You'll  see  the  coals  in  brighter  flame  aspire. 
And  sulphur  tinge  with  blue  the  rising  fire ; 
Your  tender  shins  the  scorching  heat  decline^ 
And  at  the  dearth  of  coals  the  poor  repine ; 
Before  her  kitchen  hearth,  the  nodding 
In  flannd  mantle  wrapt,  enjoys  the  fluK 
Hovering,  upon  her  feeble  knees  she  benda. 
And  all  around  the  grateful  warmth  ascends. 

Nor  do  less  certain  signs  the  town  adviae 
Of  milder  weather  and  serener  skies, 
llie  ladies,  gaUy  dress'd,  the  Mall  adorn 
With  various  dyes,  and  paint  the  sunny  mom : 
llie  wanton  fiiwns  with  frisking  pleasure  range. 
And  chirping  sparrows  greet  the  wdcome  change , 
Not  that  their  minds  with  greater  skill  are  fraug^it*, 
Endued  by  instinct,  or  by  reason  taught : 
The  seasons  operate  on  every  breast ; 
'Tis  hence  the  fawns  are  brisk,  and  ladies  drest. 
When  on  his  box  the  nodding  coachman  snores. 
And  dreams  of  fancy'd  fares ;  when  tavern  doon 
The  chairmen  idly  crowd ;  then  ne'er  refuse  I 

To  trust  thy  busy  steps  in  thinner  shoesi  * 

But  when  the  swinging  signs  your  ean  oflfend 
With  creaking  noise,  th^  rainy  floods  impend  ; 
Soon  shall  the  kennels  swell  with  rapid  strestmsy 
And  rush  in  muddy  torrents  to  the  Thames. 
The  bookseller,  whose  shop's  an  open  square^ 
Foresees  the  tempest,  and  with  eariy  care^ 
Of  learning  strips  the  rails;  the  rowing  crew. 
To  tempt  a  fiure,  clothe  all  their  tilts  in  blue  ; 

*  Hand  equidem  credo,  quia  at  divinitua  iUi% 
Ingenium,  aut  rerum  Ikto  prudende  nujor. 

ViKO.  George  1. 
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On  boiiOT^s  poles  dependKag  stockings  ty*d. 
Flag  with  the  sbcken'd  gsle  fltm  ride  to  aide; 
Chttrcfa-monumems  ibr^l  the  dianging  air, 
Hien  Niobe  dissolTes  into  a  tear,  [sounds 

And  sweats  with  sacred  grief;    yoo'li  hear  the 
Of  whistling  winds,  ere  kennels  break  their  bounds; 
Ungrateful  odoon  oonunon  shores  diffiise, 
And  dropping  Tauks  distil  unwholesome  dews, 
Ere  the  tfles  rstUe  with  the  smdung  shower, 
And  spoBts  on  heedless  men  their  torrents  pour. 

All  superstition  finom  thy  breast  repel : 
Let  credulous  boys  and  prattling  nurses  tell. 
How,  if  the  festival  of  Paul  be  clear. 
Plenty  irom  libersl  bom  shall  strew  the  year ; 
When  the  dark  skies  dissolve  in  snow  or  rain. 
The  labouring  hind  shall  ydce  the  steer  in  vain ; 
But,  if  the  threatening  winds  in  tempests  roar, 
Then  War  shall  bathe  her  wasteful  sword  in  gore. 
How,  if  on  Swithin's  feast  the  welkin  lours. 
And  every  penthouse  streams  with  hasty  showers, 
TWice  twenty  di^s  shall  clouds  their  fleeces  drain. 
And  wash  tiie  pavements  with  incessant  rain.  • 
Let  not  such  vulgar  tales  debase  thy  mind ; 
Nor  Paul  nor  Swithin  rule  the  clouds  and  wind. 

If  you  the  precepts  of  the  Muse  despise. 
And  sligfat  the  feithM  warning  of  the  skies. 
Others  you'll  see,  vrhen  all  the  town's  afloat, 
Wrapt  in  th'  embraces  of  a  kersey  coat. 
Or  double4x>ttom'd  friese ;  their  guarded  feet 
Defy  the  muddy  dangers  of  the  street ; 
Wlnlc  you,  with  hat  unloop'd,  the  fuiy  dread 
Of  spouts  high  streaming,  and  with  cautious  tread 
Shun  every  dashing  pool,  or  idly  stop, 
To  sedc  the  kind  protection  of  a  shop. 
But  burinesa  summons ;'  now  with  hasty  scud 
Yon  jostle  for  the  wall ;  the  spatter'd  mud 
Hides  all  thy  hose  behind ;  in  vain  you  scour, 
Tby  wig,  alas!  uncuil'd,  admits  the  shower. 
80  fieroe  Alecto's  snaky  tresses  fell, 
When  Orpheus  diarm'd  the  rigorous  powers  of  Hell; 
Or  thus  hung  Glaucus'  beard,  with  briny  dew 
Clotted  and  straight,  when  first  his  amorous  riew 
Ssvpris'd  die  ba£ing  feir ;  the  frighted  maid 
Now  stands  a  rock,  transform'd  by  Circe's  aid. 

Good  housewives  all  the  winter's  rage  despise, 
Defended  by  the  riding-hood's  disguise ; 
Or,  underneath  th'  umbrelU's  oily  shed. 
Safe  through  tiie  v^et  on  clinking  pattens  tread. 
Let  Persian  dames  th'  umbrella's  ribs  display, 
lb  guard  their  beauties  from  the  sunny  ray; 
Or  Bweatiiig  slaves  support  the  shady  load, 
When  eastern  monarchs  show  their  state  abroad : 
Britain  in  winter  only  knows  its  aid. 
To  guard  from  chilly  showers  the  walking  maid. 
Bu^  O !  feiget  not.  Muse,  the  patten's  praise, 
Ihae  female  implement  shall  grace  thy  lays ; 
ftqr  fhm  what  art  divine  th*  invention  came. 
And  from  its  origin  deduce  its  name. 

Where  Lincoln  wide  extends  her  fenny  soU, 
A  goodly  yeoman  liv'd,  grown  white  with  tdl ; 
Oie  only  daughter  bless'd  his  nuptial  bed, 
Wbo  from  her  infent  hand  the  poultry  fed : 
Ibitha  (her  careful  mother's  name)  she  bore,      ' 
Bet  now  her  careful  modier  was  no  more. 
Wlabt  OQ  her  fether*s  knee  the  damsel  play'd, 
Bitty  he  fondly  call'd  the  smiling  maid;  ! 

As  years  increas'd,  her  ruddy  beauty  grew, 
And  Frtt/slkme  o'er  all  the  village  flew.  ' 

Soon  as  the  grey-ey'd  morning  streaks  the  skiesi 
Aad  m  the  doobtful  day  the  woodcock  flies, 


Her  cleanly  pail  the  pretty  housewife  bears, 
And  ringing  to  the  distant  field  repairs ; 
And,  when  the  plains  with  evening  dews  are  spread. 
The  milky  burthen  smokes  upon  her  head. 
Deep  through  a  mify  lane  she  pic^'d  her  way. 
Above  her  ancle  rose  the  cbalky  cky. 

Vulcan  by  chance  the  bloomy  maiden  qpies^ 
With  innocence  and  beauty  in  her  eyes : 
He  saw,  he  lov'd ;  for  yet  he  ne'er  had  known 
Sweet  innocenoe  and  beau^  meet  in  one. 
Ah,  Muldber !  recall  thy  nuptial  vows, 
Think  on  the  graces  of  d^  Paphian  spouse ; 
Think  how  her  eyes  dart  inexhausted  charms. 
And  canst  thou  leave  her  bed  for  Patty's  arms  ? 

The  Lonnian  power  fonakes  the  realms  abov^ 
His  bosom  glowing  with  terrestrial  love: 
Far  in  the  lane  a  lonely  hut  he  found ; 
No  tenant  ventur'd  on  th'  unwholesome  ground. 
Here  smokes  his  foige^  he  bares  his  rinewy  arm. 
And  early  strokes  the  sounding  anvil  warm : 
Around  his  shop  the  steely  sparkles  flew. 
As  for  the  steed  he  shap'd  the  bending  shoe. 

When  blufr^'d  Pat^  near  his  window  came, 
His  anvil  rests,  his  forge  forgets  to  flame.  < 

To  hear  his  soothing  tales,  she  feigns  delays ; 
What  woman  can  resist  the  force  of  praise? 

At  first  she  coyly  every  kiss  withstood. 
And  all  her  cheek  vros  fluah'd  with  modest  blood ; 
With  headless  nails  he  now  surrounds  her  shoes. 
To  save  her  steps  from  rains  and  pierdng  dews. 
She  lik'd  his  soothing  tales,  his  presents  wore^ 
And  granted  kisses,  but  would  grant  no  mora 
Yet  '^nter  chill'd  her  feet,  with  cold  she  plnes^ 
And  on  her  cheek  the  feding  rose  declines ; 
No  more  her  humid  eyes  th&  lustre  boast, 
And  in  hoarse  sounds  her  melting  voice  is  lost 

Thus  Vulcan  saw,  and  in  his  heavenly  thought 
A  new  machine  mechanic  fency  wrought. 
Above  the  mire  her  shelter'd  steps  to  raise. 
And  bear  her  safelythrough  the  wintery  ways. 
Straight  the  new  engine  on  his  anvil  glows, 
And  the  pale  virgin  on  the  patten  rose. 
No  more  her  lunss  are  shook  with  droning  rheums^ 
And  on  her  che^  reriving  beauty  blooms. 
The  god  obtain'd  his  suit :  though  flattery  fail, 
PKsents  with  female  virtue  must  prevail 
The  patten  now  supports  each  frugal  dame. 
Which  from  the  blue-ey'd  Patty  takes  the  1 
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Thus  far  the  Muse  has  trac'd,  in  useful  lays, 
Tlie  proper  implements  for  wintery  ways ; 
Has  taught  the  walker,  with  judicious  eyes. 
To  read  the  various  warnings  of  the  skies : 
Now  venture.  Muse,  from  home  to  range  the  town. 
And  for  the  public  safety  risk  tby  own. 

For  ease  and  for  dispatch,  the  morning's  best ; 
No  tides  of  passengers  the  streets  molest 
You'll  see  a  draggled  damsel  here  and  there. 
From  Billingsgate  her  fishy  traflic  bear ; 
On  doors  the  sallow  milk-maid  chalks  her  gains ; 
Ah !  how  unlike  the  milk-maid  of  the  plains ! 
Before  proud  gates  attending  asses  bray. 
Or  am^ate  with  solemn  pace  the  viray ; 
These  grave  physicians  with  their  milky  cheer 
The  love-rick  maid  and  dwindling  beau  repah" ; 

Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


990 


GAY. 


BoesIL 


HererowtofdnuiiinertttaiidiniiMrtialfiCi  | 

And  with  their  vellum  thunder  shake  the  pile, 
To  greet  the  new-nude  bride.  Are  loundt  like  these 
The  proper  prelude  to  •  state  of  peace  ? 
Now  Indus^  awakes  her  busy  sons ; 
FuU.4:harg*d  with  news  the  breathless  hawker  runs : 
Shops  open,  coaches  roll,  carts  shake  the  groind, 
And  all  the  streets  with  passing  cries  resound. 
If  cloth*d  in  black  you  tread  the  busy  town, 
Or  if  distioguish*d  by  the  rererend  gown. 
Three  trades  avoid :  oft  in  the  minffling  press 
The  barber's  apron  soils  Ibe  sable  dress ; 
Shun  the  perfiuner's  touch  with  cautious  eye. 
Nor  let  the  baker's  step  juivanee  too  nigh. 
Ye  walkers  too^  that  youthful  colours  wear, 
Three  sullying  trades  avoid  with  equal  care : 
The  little  chimney-sweeper  skulks  along. 
And  marks  with  sooty  stains  the  heedless  thPOi\g ; 
When  smalL-ooal  murmurs  in  the  hoarser  throat. 
From  smutty  dangers  guasd  thy  threatenM  coat ; 
The  dustman's  cart  offends  thy  clothes  and  eyes, 
When  through  the  street  a  cloud  of  ashes  flies; 
But,  whether  black  or  lighter  dyes  are  worn. 
Hie  chandler's  basket,  on  his  shoulder  borne, 
With  tallow  spots  thy  coat ;  resign  the  way. 
To  shun  the  surly  butcher's  greasy  tray. 
Butchers,  whose  hands  are  dy'dwith  blood's  foul 


But  still  the  wwiteing  pmes  fiiiv*d  hit  slay. 
Till  Ariadne's  due  unwinds  the  way. 
But  do  not  thou,  like  that  bold  chief,  confide 
Thy  venturous  Ibotsteps  to  a  fanale  guide : 
Shell  lead  thee  with  dehisive  smiles  along, 
Dive  in  thy  fob,  and  drop  thee  in  the  throng. 

When  waggish  boys  die  stunted  besom  ply. 
To  rid  the  slabby  pavement,  pass  not  by 
Ere  thou  hast  held  their  hands ;  some  heedless  flht 
Will  overspread  thy  calves  with  spattering  dirt. 
Where  porters'  hogsheads  roll  ftnom  carts  aslope, 
Or  brewers  down  steep  celhvs  stretch  the  rope, 
Where  counted  billets  are  by  carmen  tost, 
Suy  thy  rash  step,  and  walk  without  the  post. 

What  though  the  gathering  mire  thy  fcet  bo- 


And  always  foremost  in  the  hangman's  trsin. 

Let  due  cirilities  be  strictly  paid : 
The  wall  surrender  to  the  hooded  maid ; 
Nor  let  thy  sturdy  elbow's  hasty  rage 
Jostle  the  feeble  steps  of  trembling  age : 
And  whan  the  porter  bends  bencaSi  his  load. 
And  pants  for  breath,  clear  thou  the  crowded  road. 
But,  above  all,  the  groping  blind  direct ; 
And  from  the  pressing  throng  the  lame  protect 

You'll  sometimes  meet  a  fop,  of  nicest  tread. 
Whose  mantling  peruke  veils  his  empty  head ; 
At  evenr  step  be  dreads  the  wall  to  lose, 
And  risks,  to  save  a  coach,  his  red-heel'd  shoes ; 
Him,  like  the  mfller,  pass  with  caution  by, 
Lest  from  his  shoulder  clouds  of  powder  fly. 
But,  when  the  bully,  with  assuming  pace, 
Cocks  his  broad  luU,  edg'd  round  with  tamish'd 

lace. 
Yield  not  the  way,  defy  his  strutting  pride. 
And  thrust  him  to  the  muddy  kennel's  side ; 
lie  never  turns  again,  nor  dares  oppose, 
But  mutters  cowuxl  curses  as  he  goes. 

If  drawn  by  business  to  a  street  unknown. 
Let  the  sworn  porter  point  thee  through  the  town ; 
Be  sure  observe  the  signs,  for  signs  remain, 
Like  faithful  landmarlu,  to  the  walking  train. 
Seek  not  fVom  'prentices  to  learn  the  way, 
Those  fiibling'boys  will  turn  thy  steps  astray ; 
Ask  the  grave  tradesman  to  direct  thcc  right. 
He  ne'er  deceives  — but  when  he  profits  by'L 

Where  fiun'd  St  Giles's  ancient  limits  spread. 
An  enrailM  column  rears  its  \ofiy  licad, 
Here  to  seven  streets  seven  dials  count  tlie  day. 
And  from  each  other  ratch  the  circling  ray. 
Here  oft  tlie  peasant,  witli  inquiring  face, 
Bewilder'd,  trudges  on  from  place  to  place ; 
He  dwells  on  every  sign  witli  stupid  gaxe, 
£nt«;rs  the  narrow  alley's  doubtful  maze, 
Tries  every  winding  court  and  street  in  vain, 
And  doubles  o'er  his  weary  steps  again, 
llms  hardy  Theseus  witli  intrepid  feet 
Thivers'd  the  dangerous  labyrinth  of  Crete ; 


The  voice  of  Industry  is  always  near. 
Hark !  the  boy  calls  thee  to  his  destin'd  stand. 
And  the  shoe  shines  beneath  his  oily  hand. 
Here  let  the  Muse,  fatigued  amid  the  throng, 
Adorn  her  precepts  with  digressive  song ; 
Of  shirtless  youths  the  secret  rise  to  trace. 
And  sliow  the  parent  of  the  sable  race.        [change) 
Like  mortal  man,  great  Jove    (grown  fond  of 
Of  old  was  wont  this  nether  worid  to  range, 
To  seek  amours ;  the  vice  the  monarch  lov'd 
Soon  through  the  wide  ethereal  court  improv'd  : 
And  ev'n  the  proudest  goddess,  now  and  then. 
Would  lodge  a  nieht  among  the  sons  of  men  ; 
To  vulgar  deities  descends  the  fiohion, 
Each,  like  her  betters,  had  her  earthly  passion. 
Then  Ooadna  •  (goddess  of  the  tide. 
Whose  sable  streams  beneath  the  city  glide,) 
Indulg'd  the  modish  flame ;  the  town  she  rov'd, 
A  mortal  scavenger  she  saw,  she  lov'd  ; 
The  muddv  spots  that  dry'd  upon  his  face, 
Like  female  patches,  heightcn'd  every  grace : 
She  gas'd ;  she  sigh'd ;  (for  love  can  beauties  spy 
In  what  seem  fiiuTts  to  every  common  eye. ) 

Now  had  the  watchman  walk'd  his  second  round. 
When  Cloacina  hears  the  rumbling  sound 
Of  her  brown  lover's  cart  (for  well  she  knows 
That  pleasing  thunder)  :  sv^-ift  the  goddess  rwe. 
And  Uirough  the  streets  pursu'd  the  distant  noise. 
Her  bosom  panting  with  expected  joys. 
With  the  night-wandering  harlot's  airs  slie  past, 
Brush'd  near  his  side,  and  wanton  glances  cast ; 
In  the  black  form  of  cinder- wench  she  came. 
When  love,  the  hour,  the  place,  luid  banish'd  sliame ; 
To  the  dark  alley  arm  in  arm  tliey  move : 
O  may  no  link-boy  interrupt  their  love ! 
When  the  pale  Moon  had  nine  times  fill'd  her 
space. 
The  pregnant  goddess  (cautious  of  disgrace) 
Descen£  to  iSirth ;  but  souglit  no  midwife's  aid. 
Nor  'midst  her  anguish  to  Ludna  pray'd; 
No  cheerful  gossip  wish'd  the  rootlier  joy. 
Alone,  beneath  a  bulk,  she  dropt  the  boy.    [proy*d« 
The  child,  through  various   risks  in  yean   inft- 
At  firsts  a  beggar's  brat,  compassion  mov'd; 
His  infant  tongue  soon  learnt  the  canting  art. 
Knew  all  the  prayen  and  whines  to   toudi  ihm 
heart 

*Cluaciiui  was  a  goddess,  whose  image  Tatiti* 
(a  king  of  tlie  Sabines)  found  in  the  common  aewcr; 
and,  not  knowing  what  goddess  it  was,  ba  called  it 
Cloacina,  from  the  place  in  which  it  was  found,  and 
paid  to  it  divine  lionours.  T^actant  1.  SO.  Mil 
Pel.  Oct  p.  232. 
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tht  tcmbiag  doc-ftv,  and  the  winter's  air; 
Wlale  tlM  rich  inlint»  nnn*d  with  care  and  pain, 
lUnts  with  each  heat,  and  coughs  with  every  rain ! 

lltt  gpddess  long  had  marked  the  duld's  distrav, 
And  hmg  had  aou^  his  sufferings  to  redress. 
She  ptiTB  the  gods  to  take  the  fondling's  part, 
To  tsachhis  hands  aomebeneficial  art 
Fkactk'd  hi  straeta:  the  gods  her  suit  allow'd, 
And  made  him  useful  to  the  walking  crowd ; 
To  doanae  the  miry  feet,  and  o*er  the  shoe^ 
inth  mmble  skill,  the  i^ossy  black  renew. 
Each  power  contributes  to  relieve  the  poor : 
With  the  strong  bristles  of  the  mighty  boar 
Diana  fimns  his  brush ;  the  god  of  day 
A  tripod  ffives,  amid  die  crowded  way 
To  raiae  tte  dir^  loot,  and  ease  his  toil ; 
Kmd  Neptune  SUm  his  vase  with  fetid  oil 
Brest  fiom  th*  enormous  whale;  the  god  of  fire, 
Erom  whose  dominions  smoky  douds  aej^re, 
AmoDf  these  generous  presents  joins  his  part, 
And  aids  with  soot  the  new  japanning  art 
Plcas'd  she  receives  the  gifts;  she  downward  glides^ 
Lights  in  Fleet-ditch,  and  shoots  beneath  the  tides. 

Now  dawns  the  mom,  the  sturdy  lad  awakes, 
Leaps  from  his  stall,  his  tangled  hair  he  shakes ; 
Hmo,  kaning  o*eT  the  rails,  be  musing  stood, 
And  view'd  below  the  black  canal  of  mud. 
Where  common  shores  a  lulling  murmur  keep, 
Whose  tui  rents  rush  from  HoIboni*s  fiital  steep : 
ftnsive  through  idleness,  tears  fiow*d  apace. 
Which  eas*d  his  loaded  heart,  and  wash*d  his  five! 
At  length  be  sighing  cry*d,  «  That  boy  was  blest, 
Whose  infimt  Ups  laive  drsin'd  a  mother's  breast; 
But  happier  fiur  are  those  (if  such  be  known) 
Whom  both  a  father  and  a  mother  own : 
But  I,  alaa !  hard  Fortune's  utmost  SQom, 
Who  ne'er  knew  parent,  was  an  orphan  bom  > 
Some  boys  are  rich  by  birth  beyond  all  wants,'. 
Bdov'd  by  undes,  and  kind  good  old  aunts;  [bear, 
Whsn  time  comes  round,   a  Christmas-box  they 
And  one  day  makes  them  rich  for  all  the  year. 
Had  I  the  preoepto  of  a  fiither  leara'd, 
jtahsps  I  then  the  coachman's  fare  had  eam'd, 
Fsr  Inser  boys  can  drive ;  I  thirsty  stand. 
And  sea  the  double  flaggon  charge  their  hand, 
See  them  puff  off  the  froth,  and  gulp  amain, 
WUe  with  dry  tongue  I  lick  my  lips  in  vain." 

While  thus  he  fii^vent  prays,  the  heaving  tide. 
In  wideo'd  drdcs,  beats  on  dther  side ; 
The  goddess  rose  amid  the  inmost  round. 
With  wilher*d  tumip-tops  her  temples  crown'd ; 
Lowreach'd  her  dr^iping  tresses,  lank,  andbkck 
As  the  smooth^  or  glMsy  raven's  bade; 
Anund  her  waist  a  circling  eel  vras  twin'd. 
Which  bound  her  robe  that  hung  in  rags  behind. 
]low,boduming  to  the  bor,  she  thus  b^^ : 
"  Tisf  pnycffs  are  granted ;  vreep  no  more,  my  son : 
Go  thrive.     At  some  frequented  comer  stand ; 
Una  hmsh  I  give  thee,  grasp  it  in  thy  hand ; 
Temper  tfat  soot  within  this  vase  of  tnl. 
And  let  the  little  tripod  aid  tl^  toiL 
On  tfai%  meririnks,  I  see  the  vralldng  crew, 
Al tinr raqnest,  support  the  miry  shoe; 
The  foot  grows  Uad:  that  was  vrith  dirt  embrown'd. 
And  in  thy  pocket  gingling  halfpence  sound." 
The  goddess  plunges  swift  beneath  the  flood. 
And  dsriMs  sin  around  her  showcra  of  mud : 
^  yoiidiAtiaigfat  chose  his  post ;  the  labour  p^d 
^**      ~  streets  firomCharing-Cross  divide; 
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Like  the  sweet  ballad,  this  amiiring  lay 
Too  long  detains  the  walker  on  his  way ; 
While  he  attends,  new  dangers  round  him  throng ; 
The  busy  dtf  asks  instructive  song. 

Where,  devaled  o'er  the  gapmg  crowd, 
Clasp'd  in  the  board  the  peijur'd  head  is  bow'd, 
Betimes  retreat ;  here^  thick  as  hailstones  pour. 
Turnips  and  half-hatch'd  eggs  (a  mingled  shower) 
Amon^  the  rabble  rain :  some  random  throw 
May  with  the  trickling  yolk  thy  cheek  o'erflow. 

Hxmgh  expedition  bids,  yet  never  strsy 
Whera  no  rsng'd  posts  defend  the  rugged  way. 
Hero  laden  carts  with  thundering  waggons  meet, 
Wheeb  dasu  vrith  wheels,   and  bar  the  narroir 

street; 
The  lashing  wh^  resounds,  the  hones  strafai. 
And  blood  in  anguish  bursts  the  swdling  vein. 
O  barbarous  men !  your  cmd  breasts  assuage ; 
Why  vent  ye  on  the  generous  steed  your  rage  ? 
Does  not  his  serrice  earn  your  daily  bread  ? 
Your  wives,  your  children,  by  his  kboun  fed  I 
If,  as  the  Samian  taught,  the  soul  revives, 
And,  shifting  seats,  in  other  bodies  lives ; 
Severe  shall  be  the  brutal  coachman's  change^ 
Doom'd  in  a  hackney  horse  the  town  to  range ; 
Carmen,  transform'd,  the  groaning  load  shaU  draw, 
Whom  other  tyrants  with  the  laih  shall  awe. 
Who  would  of  Watling-street  the  dangen  shares 
When  the  broad  pavement  of  QieapsiJte  is  near? 
Or  who  that  rugged  street  *  would  traverse  o'er. 
That  stretches,  O  Fleet-ditch,  from  thy  black  shora 
To  the  Tower's  moated  walls  ?  Hero  steams  ascend 
Hiat,  in  mix'd  fumes,  the  wrinkled  nose  offend. 
Whero  chandlers'  cauldrons  boil ;  where  fishy  prey 
Hide  the  wet  stdl,  long  absent  from  the  sea ; 
And  whero  the  cleaver  chops  the  heifer's  spoil. 
And  whero  huge  hogsheads  sweat  with  trainy  oil ; 
Tliy  breathing  nostril  hold :  but  how  shall  I 
Fsss,  where  in  piles  Camavian  f  cheeses  lie ; 
Cheoe,  that  the  table's  dosing  rites  denies. 
And  bkls  me  with  th'  unwilling  chaplain  riae? 

O  bear  me  to  the  paths  of  fair  Fdl-MaU ! 
Safe  are  thy  pavements,  grateful  is  thy  smell  J 
At  distance  rolls  along  the  gilded  coach. 
Nor  sturdy  carmen  on  thy  walks  encroach ; 
No  lets  would  bar  thy  ways  were  cfaaia  deny'd. 
The  soft  supports  of  hoineas  and  pride : 
Shopsbreathe  perfumes,  through  sashes  ribbons  glow. 
The  mutud  arms  of  ladies  anid  the  beau. 
Yet  still  ev'n  here,  when  rains  the  passi^ 
Oft  the  loose  stone  q;>irts  up  a  muddy  tide 
Beneath  thy  cardess  foot ;  and  from  on  high. 
Where  masons  mount  the  ladder,  fragmeiits  fly^ 
Mortar  and  crumbled  lime  in  showers  desoend^ 
And  o'er  thy  head  destructive  tiles  impend. 

But  sometimes  let  me  leave  the  ndsy  toads. 
And  silent  wander  in  the  dose  abodes, 
Where  wheds  ne'er  shake  the  ground;  there  pensivt 

stray, 
In  studious  thought,  the  long  uncrowded  wqr* 
Here  I  remark  each  walker's  diflferent  face. 
And  in  their  look  theur  various  business  trace. 
The  broker  here  his  spacious  beaver  vresrs, 
Upon  his  brow  sit  jealousies  and  cares ; 

*  Thames-street. 

f  Cheshire,  andently  so-called. 
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Bsnt  on  lone  uioii^Mfit  '(fo  'flvoid  rapfosdi  i 
Ha  iMkt  bjre-atreets,  ana-nvet  fh*  expeiuhre  coidu 
Soft,  at  low  doon,  old  Idchen  tap  thrir  cane, 
For  fiur  radufle,  wiw  traTds  Dnury-lane ; 
Here  roams  uncombM  the  larish  rake,  to  ahiiti 
Hb  FleeMtireet  dnper's  everlasting  dun. 

Careful  obsenrers,  sttidknisof  the  town, 
Shun  the4ni(tfortune8  that  disgrace  the  clown ; 
Untenrptod,  they  contemn  the  juggler's  ftats, 
PMft^^bythe  Meuse,  nor  try  the  thimble's  cheats  • ; 
Wlwft^  drays  boond  hif^  they  never  cross  bdnnd> 
Where' bobblii^yest^  blown  by  gusts  of  wind: 
And^'when  up  Ludgate4iill  huge  carts  move  slow. 
Far  from  tfie  straining  steeds  securely  go. 
Whose  dtfhing  hoofii  beUnd  them  fling  the  wkt. 
And  mark  with  muddy  bloia  the  gating  *sqitfre. 
The  Fsitidan<  thus  his  javelita  backward  throws, 
And  as  he  flies  infests  pursuing  foes. 

Tlie  Aoughdestf  wits  shsll  ii^uent  fotMts  pay, 
Who ''gainst  <&e  sentry's  box  dhdtttge  their  tea. 
Do  tiioa  some  court  or  secret  comer  seek, 
Nor  flush  with  shame  the  passing  virgin's  cheek. 

Yet  let  me  not  descend  to  trii^  song  j 
Nor  vulgar  drcumstancemy  vene  prolong. 
Why  should  I  teach  the  nudd,  when  torrents  pour, 
Her  head  to  shelter  from  the  Midden  shower  ? 
Nature  vrill  best  her  ready  hand  inform, 
l^th  her  spread -petticoat  to  fence  the  storm. 
Does  hot  €«ch  walker  know  the  wanting  sign. 
When  wisps  of  st^aw  depend  upon  the  twine 
Cross  the  dose  street,  that  then  the  paver*S'art 
Renews  the  ways,  deny'd  to  coach  and  call? 
Who  know*  not  that  <he  coachman  lashing  by 
Oft  with  hiaflooiish  cuts  the  heedless  eye ; 
And  when  be  takes  his  aiand,  to^wai^t  alhre. 
His  hones'  ftrdieadi  shuH  the  Winter's  air  ? 
Nar  will  I  roam  where  Summer's  sultry  rays 
Fsrchthe  dry  ground,  and  apread  with  dust  the 

ways; 
With  wfaiiling  gusts  the  rapid  mtoms  vise, 
Smoke  o'er  the  pavement,  and  involve  theakies. 

Winter  my  theme  eonflnes ;  whose  nitry  wind 
Shall  crust  the  sUbby  mire,  and  kennels  bind ; 
She  bkia  the  SMW  descend  in  flaky  sheets, ! 
And  in  her  hoary  mantle  dothe  the  streets. 
Let  not  tke  virgin  tread  these  sUfpery  roads, 
llie  gathecing  fleecethe  tollow  patten  loada ; 
But  if  thy  ftjotaieps  sUde  with  dotted  frost, 
Strike  oflT  the  imeaUng  balls  against  die  port. 
On  silent  wheels  the  passing  coaches  roll ; 
Oft  look  behind,  and  ward  the  threatening  pole. 
In  harden'^  osba  the  school-^boy  raouMs  the  snow. 
To  mark  the  wiarhmwn  with  a  dezt'rous  throw. 
Why  do  ya,  boy%  the  kennel's  sovflMe  spread. 
To  taaspt  with  faithless  path  the  matron's  tread? 
How  can  jmi  laugh  to  see  the  damsd  spurn, 
Sink  in  your  ftatnk, and  her  msn  slocking  moam? 
At  WUts^s  the  hasness'd  daunnan  idlv  stmds, 
And  ssrines  around  h»  waist  his  tingl^  hands ; 


The  sempstressspeeds  to  Change  with  iedUtipt  nose; 
tkt  Belgian  Jiove  beneath  her  footMool  glows ; 
In  half-whipt  muslin  needles  usdess  lie. 
And  Bbvtlie*cocfca  across,  the  camrter  fly.      [prove. 
These  sports  warm  harmless;  why  then  vrill  ye 
Dduded  maids»  the  dangetoua  flame  of  love  ? 

When  Covest-gardea's  frunous  temple  stands, 
That  boasts  the  wodi  of  Jones'  immortal  hands; 

*  A  cheat  commonly  practised  in  the  ttreeti  with 
three  thimbleB  and  a  little  baU. 


Gniimns  vrilh  platn  magvuBcence  appesr. 
And  gntfefiil  pordtes  lead  along  the  squaro: 
Hero  oft  my  course  I  bend ;  when,  lo !  from  ftr 
I  spy  the  furies  of  the  foot-ball  war : 
The  'prentice  quits  his  shop,  to  join  the  crew, 
Increasing  crowds  the  flying  game  pursue^ 
Thus,  as  you  roll  theball  o'er  snowy  ground. 
The  gathering  globe  augments  with  every  nmnd. 
But  whither  shall  I  run  ?  the  throng  draws  nigh. 
The  ball  now  skims  the  street,  now  soars  on  Ugh ; 
The  dextrous  glatier  strong  returns  the  bound. 
And  jingling  sashes  on  the  penthouse  sound. 

O,  roving  Muse !  recall  that  wondrous  year. 
When  Wifrter  rdgn'd  in  bleak  Britannia's  air  ; 
When  hoary  Thames,  with  frosted  osiers  crown'd. 
Was  three  long  moons  in  icy  fetters  bound. 
The  waterman,  forlorn,  akmg  the  sbore^ 
Pensive  reclines  upon  his  usdess  oar ; 
See  haroess'd  steeds  desert  the  stony  town. 
And  wander  roads  unstable,  not  their  own  ; 
Wheds  o'^er  the  harden'd  waters  smootMy  glide. 
And  rase  with  wUten'd  tracks  the  slippery  tide  ; 
Here  the  ikt  cook  piles  high  the  bkdng  Are, 
And  scarce  the  spit  can  turn  the  steer  entire ; 
Booths  sudden  hide  the  Thames,  long  streets  appear, 
And  numerous  games  proclaim  the  crowded  lUr. 
So>  when  a  genml  bids  the  martid  tmin 
Sfvead  their  encampment  o'er  the  spadous  plain  ; 
Thick  rising  tents  acanvas  dty  build. 
And  the  loud  dice  resound  through  ell  the  field.  ^ 

'Twas  hare  the  matron  found  a  doleftil  fitte : 
Let  degiac  lay  the  woe  relate, 
Soft  as  the  breath  of  distant  flutes,  at  houn 
When  silent  evening  closes  up  the  flowen ; 
Lulling  asfrdling  water's  hollow  noise ; 
Indulging  grief,  Uke  Philomela's  vdce.       [roads  ; 

Dofi  every  day  had  walk'd  these  tieacheiuua 
Her  neck  grew  warpt  beneath  autumnd  loads 
Of  various  fruit:  she  now  a  basket  bore ; 
TWt  head,  alas!  shdl basket  bear  no  more^ 
Eaofa  booth  she  frequent  past,  in  quest  of  gain. 
And  boys  with  pleasure  heard  her  shrilling  strain. 
Ah,  Doll !  all  mortals  must  resign  their  breath* 
And  industry  itsdf  submit  to  deith ! 
The  cracking  crystd  yidds;  she  sinks,  she  dias^ 
Her  head,  cbopt  off,  from  her  lost  shoulders  ilica  • 
P^tpuu  she  cry'd ;  but  death  her  voice  confonnda ; 
And  jnp^p^np  dong  the  ice  resounds. 

So,  when  the  Thrsaan  furies  Orpheus  tore, 
And  left  his  bleeding  trunk  deform'd  with  gore^ 
His  sever*d  head  flo^  down  the  sQver  tide. 
His  yet  warm  tongue  for  his  lost  consort  crj*d  ; 
Eorulice  with  quivering  voice  he  movm'd. 
And  Hd)er's  banks  Euridice  retum'd. 

But  now  the  western  gdethe  flood  unbinds. 
And  blackening  clouds  move  on  vrith  warmer  vrinds; 
Tlie  wooden  town  its  frail  foundation  leavca. 
And  Thames'  ftdl  imi  rolls  down  hb  pleoteooa 

waves; 
From  every  penthouse  streams  the  fleeting  voow^ 
And  with  dissolring  firost  the  pavements  Saw* 

Experienc'd  men,  inur'd  to  dty  ways, 
Need  not  the  cdendar  to  count  their  days. 
When  through  the  town  with  slow  and  sdenm  air» 
Led  by  the  nostril,  walks  the  mussled  bear; 
Behind  him  moves,  majestically  dull, 
The  pride  of  HocUey-hde,  the  suriy  bulL 
Learn  hence  the  periods  of  the  week  to  oaaaa^ 
Mondays  and  Ihursdiqrs  are  the  days  of  | 
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When  fbfay  staHs  with  dboble  8toi«^ Aire  laid; 
The  golden-bdly'd  carp,  the  brdad-fimiM  mddy 
Bedapeckled  troats,  the  sahnon's  silver  jowl. 
Hie  jointed  lobster,  and  unseily  sole, 
And  luscious  'scallops  to  aUore  the  tastes         I  r^ 
Of  rigid  xealots  to  deUdoos  fasts ;  /  ^ 

Wednesdays  and  Fridays,  you'll  obserre  fitmi  hence^ 
Biys  when  our  sires  were  doom'd  to  abstinenee. 

When  <firty  waters  from  balconies  drop, 
And  dexf  rous  damsels  twirl  the  sprinkling  mop, 
And  cleanse  die  qpatter'd  sash,  and  scrub  the  stain^ 
Know  Saturday's  conclusive  mora  appears. 

SucceesiTe  cries  the  seasons'  diange  declare^ 
And  mark  the  monthly  pitigress  of  die  year.   ■ 
Hark!  how  the  streets  with  treble  voices  ring. 
To  sell  the  bounteous  product  of  the  Spring ! 
Sweet-Omening  flowers,  and  elder's  early  bud, 
With  nettle's  tender  shoots,  to  cleanse  the  blood; 
Aad,  when  June's  thunder  cools  the  sultry  skie% 
E'en  Sondajrs  are  profim'd  by  mackrel  cries. 

Walnuts  the  fruiterer's  hand  in  Autumn  stain, 
Blue  plums  and  jtdcy  pears  augment  his  gain : 
Kezt  onnges  the  longing  boys  entice. 
To  trast  their  copper  fortunes  to  the  dice. 

When  rosemary,  and  bays,  the  poet's  crown, 
Are  bawl'd,  in  frequent  cries,  through  iill  the  town, 
Tlvn  judge  the  festival  of  Christmas  near, 
Oiri^tmas,  die  joyous  period  of  the  year. 
Now  with  bright  holly  all  your  templet  strow. 
With  laurel  green,  and  sacred  misletoe. 
Now,  heave^4M>ra  Charity !  thy  blessings  shed ; 
Kd  meagre  Want  uprear  her  sickly  head; 
Bid  shivering  limbs  be  warm ;  let  Plenty's  bowl 
In  humble  roois  make  glad  the  needy  soul ! 
See,  see !  the  heaven-bom  maid  her  blessing  shed; 
Lo,  meagre  Want  uprears  her  sckly  head; 
Cbith'd  are  the  naked,  and  the  needy  glad. 
While  selfish  Avarice  alone  is  sad. 

IVoud  coaches  pass,  regardless  of  the  moan 
Of  inlknt  orphans,  and  the  widow's  groan ; 
While  Charity  still  moves  the  walk^s  mind. 
His  liberal  purse  relieves  the  lame  and  blind. 
Jadicioiialy  thy  halfpence  are  bestow'd, 
Where  the  laborious  beggar  sweeps  the  road. 
Whate'er  you  give,  give  ever  at  demand, 
Nor  let  old  ^e  long  stretch  his  palsy'd  hand. 
Hiose  "mho  give  late  are  importun'd  each  day, 
Aad  still  are  teas'd,  because  they  still  delay. 
If  e'er  die  miser  durst  his  farthings  spare, 
He  thinly  spreads  them  through  the  public  sq[uare, 
Where,  ul  beside  the  rail,  rang'd  beggars  lie, 
Aad  from  each  other  catch  the  doleful  cry ; 
Widi  Heaven,  for  two-pence,  dieaply  wipes  his  score, 
liAs  up  his  eyes,  and  hastes  to  beggar  more. 

Wboe  the  brus-knocker,.  wrapt  in  flannel  band, 
Fsriiids  the  thunder  oTthe  footman's  hand ; 
Tk'  tqiholder,  rueful  harbinger  of  Death, 
Wails  widi  impatience  for  the  dying  breath ; 
As  vultures  o'er  the  camp,  with  hovering  flight, 
SaaflTiipt.  the  future  carnage  of  the  fight 
Hen  canst  thou  pass,  unmindful  of  a  prayer, 
TWt  Heaven  in  mercy  may  thy  brother  spare  ? 

CoBM^  Fdctescue,  sincere,  experienc'd  friend, 
Iky  brids.  thy  deeds,  and  ev'n  thy  fees  suspend ; 
Com,  let  us  leave  the  Temple's  silent  walls, 
He  boiiness  to  my  distant  lodging  calls ; 
T\mmA  the  long  Strand  together  let  us  stray ; 
Wiifa  £ee  convening,  I  forget  the  way. 
Bdald  that  narrow  street  which  steep  descends, 
^K^Mse  building  to  di«  slimy  shore  extends ; 


Here  Arttodd*«  tei*d  stmctuw  fcwr'ditB  tene, 
Th«  street  alona  retainsthe  empty  name., 
Where  Titian's  glowing  paint  the  canvas  .warm'd, . 
And  Raphad's  lair  design,  with  judgojmit^  chann*d; 
Now  hangs  thebellman'ssongy  and  pasted  here,  . 
Hie  colour'd  prints  «f  Overtopi  appear. 
Where  statues  breath'd  the  works  of  Fhidias' hands, ,' 
A  wooden  pump^  or  lonely  watch-hous%  stands. 
There  Essex'  stately  pileadorn'd  the  shores     ,       ; 
There  Cecil's,  Bedford's,  VilUers*,  now  po  mone.   , 
Yet  Burlington's  fiur  palace  still  remaui^(,, 
Beauty  witUn,  without  proportioBs  .reigns.     , 
Beneath  his  eye  declining  art  revives, , 
The  wall  withanimated piotwre lives.; 
There  HandeL  strikes  the  strings^^the  melting  stn^in 
Transports  the  soul,  and  thrills  through.evaiQ;  vciuis 
There  ah  I  enter,  (but  widi  dea^fr  shoes,)     <    , 
For  Burlington's  belov'd  by  every  Muse. .     , , 

O  ye  associate  walkeia!  Omyfxienda! 
Upon  your  state  what  hiq^pinesa  attends  ! 
What  though.no  coach  to  frequent  visit  roU#, 
Nor  for  your  shilling  chainnensling  their  poles ;    , 
Yet  still  your  nerves  rheumatic  painff  4^, 
Nor  lasy  jaundice  duUa  your  safiron  «y^; 
No  wasting  cough  discharges  sounds  of  deaMi, 
Nor  wheesmg  asthma  heaves  in  vain  for  breath  ; 
Nor  firom  your  resdess  couch  is  iisard  the  gmaii 
Of  bundnf  gout,  or  sedentary  stone. 
Let  others  in  tiie  jolting  coach  confide. 
Or  in  the  leaky  boat  the  Thames  divide; 
Or,  box'd  within  the  dhair,  contemn  the  street, 
And  trust  dieir  safety  to  another'sfret  i 
Still  let  me  walk ;  for  oft  the  sudden  gale 
Ruffles  the  tide,  and  slnfls  the  dangerous, sail; 
Hien  shall  the  passenger  too  late  dqilore 
The  whelming  billow,  and  the  frithlesaoar; 
The  drunken  chairman  in  the  kennel  spurns,, '    ,  . 
The  glasses  shatters,  and  his  ehaige  o'crtums* , 
Who  can  recount  the  coach's  varioua  harms,  . 
Hie  legs  di^ointed,  and  the  broken  arms? 

I've  seen  a  beau,  in  some  ill-iated  hour. 
When  o'er  the  stones  choak'd  kennels  swell  the 

shower. 
In  gilded  chariot  loll;  he  with  disdain 
Views  spatter'd  passengers  all  drench'd  in  rain. 
VTith  mud  fill'd  high,  the  rumblinf  cart  draws  near ; 
Now  rule  thy  prancing  steeds,  lac'd  charioteer : 
Hie  dustman  lashes  on  with  spitefWl  rage. 
His  ponderous  spokes  thy  painted  wheel  ettgage ; 
Crush'd  is  thy  pnde,  down  falls  the  shrieking  beau, 
The  slabby  pavement  crystal  firagmehts  Wrow ; 
Black  floods  of  mire  th'  eg(nbroider''d  cbat  disgrace. 
And  mud  enwn^  the  honours  of  his  fkce. 
So,  when  dread  Jove  the  son  6f  Phoebus  huriM, 
Scar'd  with  dark  thunder,  to  the  nether  wOflrld, 
The  headstrong  coursers  tore  the  silver  rdns. 
And  the  Sun's  beamy  ruin  gilds  the  pliiins: 

If  the  pale  walker  pant  wiUi  weakening  ills, 
His  sickly  hand  is  stor'd  with  friendly  bills :  [fkme, 
From  hence  he  learns  the  seventh-born  doctor')^ 
From  hence  he  learns  the  cheapest  taylor's  name; 

Shall  the  large  mutton  smoke  upon  y6ur  boards  ? 
Such  Newgate's  copious  market  best  aflbrd& 
Would'st  thou  with  mighty  beef  augment  thy  meal  ? 
Seek  Leaden-hall ;  St  James's  sends  thee  veal ; 
Thames-street  gives  cheeses ;  Covent-garden  f™*^ j 
Mo(Nrfields  old  books ;  and  Monmoutfa-street  old 

suits. 
Hence  mayst  thou  well  supply  the  wants  of  life. 
Support  thy  family,  and  clothe  Uiy  wife. 
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Vohimes  on  iheltflr'd  fCiAi  eipanded  He, 
And  Tuious  science  lufct  tbe  leaned  eye ;  [groao. 
The    bending  ihelTes  with  ponderous   schoHasts 
And  deep  dirines,  to  nxidcrn  shops  unknown : 
Here,  like  the  bee^  tfasA  on  indostarious  wing 
Collects  the  Tsrious  odours  of  the  l^priiqp, 
Walkers  at  leisure,  learning's  flowers  may  spoil. 
Nor  watch  the  wasting  of  &  midnight  oil ; 
Ifay  morals  snatch  from  Plutarch's  tatter'd  page^ 
A  mildew'd  Bacon,  or  Stagyra's  sage : 
Here  sauntering  'prentices  o'er  Otway  weep, 
O'er  Congrere  smile,  or  orer  D'Urfey  sleep ; 
Fleas'd  semptresses  the  Lock's  fiun'd  Rape  unfold; 
And  Squirts  *  read  Garth,  till  aposems  grow  cold. 

O  Lintot !  let  my  labours  obtious  Ue, 
Rang'd  on  thy  stall,  for  erery  curious  eye ! 
So  shall  the  poor  these  precepts  gratis  know. 
And  to  my  Terse  their  future  safeties  owe. 

MThat  walker  shall  his  mean  ambition  fix 
On  the  false  lustre  of  a  coach  and  ax  ? 
Let  the  vain  virgin,  lur'd  by  glaring  show. 
Sigh  for  the  liveries  of  th'  embroida^d  bean. 

See  yon  bright  chariot  on  its  braces  swing. 
With  Flanders  mares,  and  on  an  arched  q[iring. 
That  wretch,  to  gain  an  equipage  and  place^ 
Betray'd  his  sister  to  a  lewd  embrace. 
This  coach,  that  with  the  blason'd  'scutcheon  glows, 
Vain  of  his  unknown  race,  the  coxcomb  shows. 
Here  the  brib'd  lawyer,  sunk  in  velvet,  sleeps; 
The  starving  orphan,  as  he  passes,  weeps ; 
There  flames  a  fool,  begirt  with  tinsel  slaves. 
Who  wastes  the  wealth  of  a  whole  race  of  knaves ; 
lliat  other,  with  a  clustering  train  behind, 
Owes  his  new  honours  to  a  sordid  mind ! 
Thb  next  in  court-fidelity  excels, 
Tlie  public  rifles,  and  his  country  sells. 
Biay  the  proud  chariot  never  be  my  fote. 
If  purchas'd  at  so  mean,  so  dear  a  rate ! 
Or  rather  give  me  sweet  content  on  foot,  ,,. 

Wrapt  in  my  virtue,  and  a  good  surtout  I 

Book  IIL 
Of  walking  the  Streets  by  Ni^ 

O  Tbivia,  goddess  I  leave  these  low  abode^ 
And  traverse  o'er  the  wide  ethereal  roads ; 
Celestial  queen !  put  on  thy  robes  of  ligfa^ 
Now  Cynthia  nam'd,  flur  regent  of  the  night 
At  sight  of  thee,  the  villain  sheathes  his  sword. 
Nor  scales  the  wall,  to  steal  the  wealthy  hoaid. 
O  may  thy  silver  lamp  from  Heaven's  high  bower 
Direct  my  footsteps  in  the  midnight  hour ! 

When  Night  first  bids  the  twinkling  stan  appear. 
Or  with  her  cloudy  vest  enwraps  the  air, 
Hien  swaims  the  busy  street ;  with  caution  tread, 
Whera  the  shop-windows  f  falling  threat  thy  head ; 
Kow  labourers  home  return  and  join  their  strength 
To  bear  the  tottering  plank,  or  ladder's  length; 
Still  fix  thy  eyes  intent  upon  the  throng. 
And,  as  the  passes  open,  wind  along. 

Where  the  fair  columns  of  St.  Qement  stand. 
Whose  straiten'd  bounds  encroach  upon  the  Sti«nd; 
Where  the  low  penthouse  bows  the  walker's  head. 
And  the  rough  pavement  wounds  the  yielding  tread ; 
Where  not  a  post  protects  the  narrow  space, 
And,  strung  in  twines,  combs  dangle  in  thy  foce; 

•  Ani^KHfaecary's boy,  in  Tlie  Dispensaiy. 
f  A  species  of  window  now  aknost  foi^otten.  N. 


SamnKNi  aft  once  thy  coungai,  nrase  thy  csc^ 
Stand  firm,  look  back,  be  resolute^  beware. 
Forth  issuing  firom  steep  lanes,  the  collier's  steeds 
Drag  the  black  load ;  another  cart  succeeds ; 
Team  follows  team,  crowds  heap'd  on  crowdaappear. 
And  wait  impatient  till  the  road  grow  dear. 
Now  all  the  pavement  sounds  wi£  trampling  foet. 
And  the  mix'd  huny  barricades  the  street. 
Entangled  here,  the  waggon's  lengthen'd  team 
Cracks  the  tough  harness ;  here  a  ponderoua  beam 
Lies  over<4um'd  athwart ;  for  slaughter  fed. 
Here  lowing  bullocks  raise  their  hofued  head. 
Now  oaths  grow  loud,  with  coaches  coaches  jar. 
And  the  smart  blow  provokes  the  sturdy  war ; 
From  the  high  box  they  whiri  the  thong  aivNindy 
And  with  the  twining  lash  their  shins  resound : 
Their  rage  ferments,  more  dangerous  wounds  they 

try. 
And  the  blood  gushes  down  their  painful  eye. 
And  now  on  foot  the  frowning  warrion  uAt^ 
And  with  their  ponderous  fists  renew  the  l^t ; 
Blow  answen  Mow,  their  cheeks  are  smear'd  vrith 

blood. 
Till  down  they  fall,  and  srappling  roll  in  mud. 
So,  when  two  boars,  in  wild  Ytene  *  bred. 
Or  on  Westphalia's  fattening  chesnuts  fed, 
Gnash  thdr  sharp  tusks,  an{  rous'd  with  eq[ttal  fire^ 
Diqtute  the  reign  of  some  luxurious  mire ; 
In  the  black  flcwd  they  wallow  o'er  and  o'er, 
TiU  their  arm'd  jaws  distil  with  foam  and  gore. 

Where  the  mob  gathers,  swiftly  shoot  along. 
Nor  idly  mingle  in  the  noisv  throng : 
Lur'd  by  the  silver  hilt,  anud  the  swarm, 
The  subtle  artist  wiU  thy  side  disann* 
Nor  is  the  flaxen  wig  with  safisty  worn ; 
High  on  the  shoulder,  in  a  basket  borne, 
Lixrks  the  sly  boy,  whose  hand,  to  repine  bred. 
Plucks  off  the  curling  honoun  of  thy  head. 
Here  dives  the  skulking  thief,  with  practis'd  sleight. 
And  unfelt  fingers  make  thy  pocket  light. 
Whera's  now  the  watch,  with  all  its  trinkets,  flown? 
And  thy  late  snuff-box  is  no  more  thy  own. 
But,  lo !  his  bolder  thefb  some  tradoman  apics^ 
Swift  from  his  prey  the  scudding  lurcher  flies ; 
Dext'rous  he  'scapes  the  coach  with  nimble  bounds^ 
Whilst  every  honest  tongue  «  stop  thief !"  resounds. 
So  speeds  the  wilv  fox,  alarm'd  by  fear. 
Who  lately  filch'd  the  turkey's  callow  care ; 
Hounds  following  hounds  grow  louder  as  he  ffies^ 
And  injur'd  tenants  join  tlM  hunter^s  cries. 
Breathless,  he  stumbling  fidls.     Dilated  boy ! 
Why  did  not  honest  work  thy  youth  employ  ? 
Seb'd  by  rough  hands,  he's  dragg'd  amid  the  rout. 
And  stretch'd  beneath  the  pump's  incessant  qioot : 
Or  plung'd  in  miry  ponds,  he  gasping  lies, 
Mud  chokes  his  mouth,  and  plaistefs  o'er  hb  eyes. 

Let  not  the  ballad  singer's  shrilling  strain 
Amid  the  swarm  thv  listening  ear  dStln : 
Guard  well  thy  pocket;  fbr  these  Syrens  stand 
To  aid  the  labours  of  the  diving  hand ; 
Confederate  in  the  cheat,  they  draw  the  throng. 
And  cambric  handkerchiefs  reward  the  song. 
But  soon  as  coach  or  cart  drives  rattlins  on. 
The  rabble  part,  in  shoals  they  badiwara  run. 
So  Jove's  loud  bolts  the  mingled  war  divide^ 
And  Greece  and  Troy  retreat  on  either  side. 

If  the  rude  throng  pour  on  with  ftirioos  pace^ 
And  hap  to  break  thee  from  a  flriend's  cmbnee, 

*  New  Forest  in  Hampshire,  anciently  ao  cnlled 
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Stop  riiort ;  mir  fltniggle  through  the  crowd  in  Taio, 
But  watch  with  careful  eye  the  pMsing  train. 
Tet  I,  (perhaps  too  fbbd,)  if -chance  the  tide 
IWnultnous  bear  my  paitner  from  my  side. 
Impatient  venture  back ;  despising  harm, 
I  force  mj  passage  where  the  thickest  swarm. 
Thus  his  lost  bride  the  Trojan  sought  in  yain 
Through  night,  and  arms,  and  flunes,  and  hills  of 


Hius  Nbus  wanderM  o*er  the  pathless  grore, 
Tb  find  the  brave  companion  of  his  lov^ 
The  pathlfss  grove  in  vain  he  wanders  o*er : 
Euryalusy  alas!  is  now  no  more. 

Tliat  walker  who,  r^ardless  of  his  pace, 
IWns  oft  to  pore  upon  the  damsePs  face, 
¥nm  tide  to  side  by  thrusting  elbows  to^ 
Shall  strike  his  aching  breast  against  a  post; 
Or  water,  daah'd  from  fishy  stdls,  shall  stain 
His  hapless  coat  with  spirts  of  scaly  rain. 
But,  if  unwarily  he  chance  to  stray 
Where  twirling  turnstiles  intercept  the  way. 
The  diwarting  passenger  shall  force  them  round. 
And  beat  the  wretch  half  breathless  to  the  ground. 

Let  constant  vigilance  thy  footsteps  guid^ 
And  wary  circumspection  guard  thy  side ;     [night, 
Hien  shalt  thou  walk,  unhaim*d,   the  dangerous 
Nor  need  tfa*  officious  linkboy's  smoky  lisht. 
Tboo  never  wilt  attempt  to  cross  the  road. 
Where  ale4iouse  bcndies  rest  the  porter's  load. 
Grievous  to  heedless  shins ;  no  barrow's  wheel. 
That  bruises  oft  the  truant  schooUboy's  heel. 
Behind  tliee  rolling,  with  iniddious  pace. 
Shall  maik  thy  stocking  with  a  miry  tracep 
Let  not  thy  venturous  steps  approach  too  nigh. 
Where,  gaping  wide,  low  steepy  cellars  lie. 
Shonld  diy  shoe  wrench  aside,  down,  down  you  fidl. 
And  oivertom  the  scolding  huckster's  stall ; 
The  scolding  fauckster  shall  not  o*er  thee  moan. 
Bat  peDoe  exact  for  nuts  and  pears  o'erthrown. 

Though  you  through  cleanlier  alleys  wind  by  day, 
To  siuin  the  hurries  of  the  public  way. 
Yet  ne'er  to  those  dark  paths  by  night  retire ; 
IGnd  only  safety,  and  contemn  the  mire. 
TVen  no  impervious  courts  thy  haste  detain, 
Nor  saeering  alewives  bid  thee  turn  again. 

Where  Lmcoln*s.inn,  wide  space,  is  rail*d  around, 
Ooss  not  with  venturous  step ;  there  oft  is  found 
The  lurking  thief,  who,  while  the  day-light  shcme. 
Made  the  walls  echo  with  his  begging  tone : 
That  crutdi,  which  late  compassion  mov*d,  shall 

woimd 
Thy  Heeding  head,  and  fell  thee  to  the  ground. 
Though  thou  art  tempted  by  the  link-man's  call, 
Tct  trust  him  not  along  the  lonely  wall ; 
la  the  mid  way  heTl  quendi  the  flaming  brand, 
And  share  the  booty  with  the  pilfering  band. 
Still  keep  the  public  streets,  where  oily  rays, 
Shot  fkum  the  crystal  lamp,  o'erspread  the  ways. 

Happy  Augusta !  law-defended  town ! 
Here  no  dark  lanterns  shade  the  vilUdn's  fhiwn; 
Ko  %>anirfi  jealousies  thy  lanes  infest. 
Hot  Boman  vengeance  stabs  tfa'  unwary  breast; 
Here  TyiBimy  ne'er  lifb  her  purple  hand. 
But  Liberty  and  Justice  guard  the  land ; 
Mo  faravos  here  profess  the  bloody  trade^ 
Hor  is  the  cfanrch  the  murderer's  refuge  made. 
Let  not  die  chairman,  with  assuming  stride. 
Press  near  the  wall,  and  rudely  thrust  thy  side : 
The  laws  have  set  him  bounds ;  his  servile  feet 
'  I  ne'er  encroach  where  poets  defend  the  street. 


Yet  who  the  footman's  arrogance  can  quell. 
Whose  flambeau  gilds  the  sashes  of  Ptall-Mall, 
When  in  long  ramc  a  train  of  torches  flame. 
To  light  the  midnight  visits  of  the  dame? 
Others,  perhaps,  by  happier  guidance  led. 
May  where  the  chairman  rests  with  safety  tread ; 
Whene'er  I  pass,  their  poles  (unseen  below) 
Make  my  knee  tremble  with  a  jarring  blow. 

If  wheels  bar  up  the  road,  where  streets  are  crost, 
With  gentle  words  the  coachman's  ear  accost : 
He  ne'er  the  threat  or  harsh  command  obeys. 
But  with  contempt  the  spatter'd  shoe  surveys. 
Now  man  with  utmost  fortitude  thy  soul. 
To  cross  the  way  where  carts  and  coaches  roU ; 
Yet  do  not  in  thy  hardy  skill  confide, 
Kor  rashly  risk  the  kennel's  spacious  stride ; 
Stay  dll  afiur  the  distant  wheel  you  hear. 
Like  dying  thunder  in  the  breiJung  air ; 
Thy  foot  will  slide  upon  the  miry  stone. 
And  passing  coaches  crush  thy  tortur'd  bone. 
Or  wheels  enclose  the  road ;  on  either  hand. 
Pent  round  with  perils  in  the  midst  you  stand. 
And  call  for  aid  in  vsln ;  the  coachman  swears. 
And  carmen  drive,  unmindful  of  thy  prayers. 
Where  wih  thou  turn?  ah !  whither  wilt  thou  fly? 
On  eveiy  side  the  pressinff  spokes  are  nigh. 
So  sailors,  while  Charybdis*  gulph  they  shun, 
Amaz'd,  on  Scylla's  craggy  dangers  run. 

Be  sure  obsore  where  brown  Ostrca  stands, 
Who  boasts  her  shelly  ware  from  Wallfleet  sands ; 
There  may'st  thou  pass  with  safe  unmiry  feet, 
Where  the  rais'd  pavement  leads  athwart  the  street. 
If  where  Fleet-ditch  with  muddy  current  flows. 
You  chance  to  roam,  where  oyyter-tubs  in  rows 
Are  rang'd  beside  the  posts;  there  stay  thy  haste, 
And  with  the  savoury  fish  indulge  thy  taste : 
Tlie  damsel's  knife  the  gaping  shell  commands, 
Whfle  the  salt  liquor  streams  between  her  hands. 

The  man  had  sure  a  palate  cover'd  o'er 
With  brass  or  steel,  that  on  the  rocky  diore 
First  broke  the  oosy  oyster's  pearly  coat. 
And  risk'd  the  living  morsel  down  his  &roat 
What  will  not  Luxury  taste  ?    Earth,  sea,  and  air. 
Are  daily  ransack'd  for  the  bill  of  fare ! 
Blood  staff 'd  in  skins  is  British  (Christian's  food ! 
And  F^vnce  robs  marshes  of  the  croaking  brood .' 
Spungy  morels  in  strong  ragouts  are  found. 
And  in  the  soup  the  slimy  snail  is  drown'd. 

When  from  high  spouts  the  dashing  torrents  fall. 
Ever  be  watchful  to  maintain  the  wall ;        [throng 
For,  should'st  thou  quit  thy  ground,  the  rushing 
Will  with  impetuous  f^  drive  along ; 
All  press  to  gain  those  honours  thou  hast  lost^ 
And  rudely  shove  thee  fiur  without  the  post. 
Then  to  retrieve  the  shed  you  strive  in  vain. 
Draggled  all  o'er,  and  soak'd  in  floods  of  rain. 
Yet  rather  bear  the  shower,  and  toils  of  mud, 
Tlian  in  the  doubtful  quarrel  risk  thy  blood. 
O  think  on  Oedipus'  detested  state. 
And  by  his  woes  be  warn'd  to  shun  thy  fiite. 

Where  three  roads  join'd,  he  met  his  sire  un- 
known ; 
(Unhappy  sire,  but  more  unhappy  son !) 
Each  dabn'd  the  way,  their  swords  the  strife  decide, 
The  hoary  monarch  fell,  he  groan'd,  and  died ! 
Hence  vprung  the  fatal  pbigue  that  thinn'd  thy 

reign. 
Thy  cuned  incest!  and  thy  children  shun  ! 
Hence  wert  thou  doom'd  in  endless  night  to  stray 
Thro'  Tlieban  streets,  and  cheerless  grope  thy  way. 
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Contnnplati^  mortal,  on  thj  fleeting  yean ; 
8e^  with  black  train  the  funeral  pomp  appears ! 
Whether  some  heir  attends  in  sable  state, 
And  mourns,  with  outward  grief,  a  parent's  fitfe ; 
Or  the  fiur  rirgin,  nipt  in  bnuty*s  Uoom, 
A  crowd  of  lovers  follow  to  her  tomb : 
Whv  is  the  hearse  with  'scutcheons  blasonM  round, 
And  with  the  nodding  plume  of  ostrich  crown'd  ? 
No :  the  dead  know  it  not,  nor  profit  gain ; 
It  only  serves  to  prove  the  living  vain. 
How  short  is  life !  how  frail  is  human  trust ! 
Is  all  this  pomp  for  Uying  dust  to  dust? 

Where  the  nail'd  hoop  defends  the  painted  stall. 
Brash  not  thy  sweeping  skirt  too  near  the  wall : 
Thy  heedlesa  sleeve  wiU  drink  the  coloured  oil. 
And  spot  indelible  thy  pocket  soiL 
Has  not  wise  Nature  strung  the  legs  and  feet 
With  firmest  nerves,  design'd  to  walk  the  street? 
Has  she  not  given  us  hai^  to  grope  aright. 
Amidst  the  frequent  dangers  of  the  night? 
And  think'st  thou  not  the  double  nostril  meant, 
To  warn  from  oily  woes  by  previous  scent? 
Who  can  the  various  city  ffauds  *  recite, 
With  all  the  petty  rapines  of  the  night  ? 
Who  now  the  guinea^dropper's  bait  regards, 
TVick'd  by  the  sharper's  dice,  or  juggler's  cards  ? 
Why  should  I  warn  thee  ne'er  to  join  the  fr«y, 
Where  the  sham  quarrel  interrupts  the  way  ? 
Lives  there  in  these  our  days  so  soft  a  clown, 
Brav'd  by  the  bully's  oaths,  or  threatening  frown? 
I  need  not  strict  enjoin  the  pocket's  care, 
When  fhxn  the  crowded  play  thou  lc«d'st  the  fair; 
Who  has  not  here  or  watch  or  snuff-box  lost. 
Or  handkerchiefs  timt  India's  shuttle  boast  ? 
O  !  may  thy  virtue  guard  thee  through  the  roads 
Of  Druiy's  masy  courts,  and  dark  abodes ! 
The  harlots'  guileful  paths,  who  nightly  stand 
Where  Catharine-street  descends  into  the  Strand ! 
Say,  vagrant  Muse,  their  wiles  and  subtle  art% 
To  lure  the  strangers'  unsuspecting  hearts : 
So  shall  our  youth  on  healthful  sinews  tread, 
And  city  cheeks  ^w  warm  with  rural  red. 

'Tis  she  who  nightly  strolls  with  sauntering  pace, 
No  stubborn  sUys  her  yielding  shape  embrace ; 
Beneath  the  lamp  her  tawdry  ribbons  glare. 
The  new-scour'd  numteau,  and  the  sliUtem  air ; 
High-draggled  petticoats  her  travels  show, 
And  hollow  cheeks  with  artful  blushes  glow ; 
With  flattering  sounds  she  soothes  the  credulous  ear, 
«  My  noble  captain !  charmer .'  love !  my  dear!" 
In  riding-hood  near  tavern-doors  she  plies. 
Or  muffled  pinners  hide  her  livid  eyes. 
With  empty  bandbox  she  delights  to  range. 
And  feigns  a  distant  oraxid  from  the  'Change : 
Nay,  the  will  oft  the  quaker's  hood  prophane, 
Anid  trudge  demure  the  rounds  of  Dniry-lane. 
She  darts  fitmi  sarcenet  ambush  wily  leers^ 
Twitches  thy  sleeve,  or  with  familiar  airs 
Her  fim  will  pat  thy  cheek ;  these  snares  disdain, 
Nor  gase  behind  thee,  when  she  turns  again. 
I  knew  a  yeoman,  who,  for  thirst  of  gain. 
To  the  great  dty  drove,  fitmi  Devon's  plain. 
His  numerous  lowing  herd ;  his  herds  he  sold. 
And  his  deep  leathern  pocket  bagg'd  with  gold. 
Drawn  bv  a  fraudful  nymph,  he  gas'd,  he  sigh'd : 
Unmindnil  of  his  home,  md  distent  bride. 
She  leads  the  wHlins  victim  to  his  doom, 
nvoagb  winding  aUeys,  to  her  cobweb  room. 

*  Various  cheats  formerly  in  practice. 


Thence  thro'  the  street  he  reds  frcm  post  to  post. 
Valiant  with  wine,  nor  knows  his  treasure  lost 
Hie  vagrant  wretch  tb'  assembled  watchmen  spie% 
He  waves  his  hanser,  and  their  poles  defies ; 
Deep  in  the  rouna>house  pent,  all  night  he  snoreiy 
And  the  next  mom  in  vain  his  fate  deplores. 

Ah,  hapless  swain !  unus'd  to  pains  and  ills  I 
Canst  thou  foreso  roast-beef  for  nauseous  pills  ? 
How  wilt  thou  hh  to  Heaven  thy  eyes  and  hands^ 
When  the  long  scroll  the  surgeon's  fees  demands  I 
Or  else  (ye  gods,  avert  that  worst  disgrace !) 
Thy  ruin'd  nose  fidls  level  with  thy  face ! 
Then  shall  thy  wife  thy  loathsome  kiss  disdain. 
And  wholesome  neighbours  from  thy  mug  refrain. 

Yet  there  are  watchmen,  who  with  friendly  light 
Will  teach  thy  reeling  steps  to  tread  aright ; 
For  sixpence  will  support  thy  helpless  arm. 
And  home  conduct  thee,  safe  from  nightly  harm. 
But,  if  they  shake  their  lanterns,  from  afiu* 
To  call  theu*  brethren  to  confederate  war. 
When  rakes  resist  their  power ;  if  hapless  yoo 
Should  chance  to  wander  with  the  scouring  crew  ; 
Though  Fortune  yield  thee  captive,  ne'er  despair, 
But  seek  the  constable's  considerate  ear ; 
He  will  reverse  the  watchman's  harsh  decree^ 
Mov'd  by  the  rhetoric  of  a  silver  fee.  [word. 

Thus,   would  you  gain  some  favourite  courtier's 
Fee  not  the  petty  clerks,  but  bribe  my  lord. 

Now  is  the  time  that  rakes  their  revels  keep  ; 
Kindlers  of  riot,  enemies  of  sleep. 
His  scatter'd  pence  the  flying  nicker  *  filings. 
And  with  the  copper  shower  the  casement  rings. 
Who  has  not  hewd  the  scourer's  midnight  fan^  ? 
Who  has  not  trembled  at  the  Mohock's  name  ? 
Was  there  a  watchman  took  his  hourly  rounds. 
Safe  from  their  blows,  or  new-invented  wounds  ? 
I  pass  theur  deq>erate  deeds,  and  mischiefs  done, 
'\^ere  from  Snow-hill  bUck  steepy  torrents  run  ; 
How  matron^  hoop'd  within  the  hogshead's  womb^ 
Were  tumbled  furious  thence ;  the  rolling  tomb 
O'er  the  stones  thunders,  bounds  from  side  to  side  ; 
So  Regulus,  to  save  his  country,  dy'd. 

Whoe  a  dim  gleam  the  paly  lantern  throws 
O'er  the  mid  pavement,  heapy  rubbish  grows  ; 
Or  arched  vaults  their  gaping  jaws  extend, 
Or  the  dark  caves  to  common  shores  descend. 
Oft  by  the  winds  extinct  the  signal  lies. 
Or  smother'd  in  the  glimmerinff  socket  dies, 
Ere  Night  has  half  roll'd  round  her  ebon  throsw; 
In  the  wide  gulph  the  shatter'd  coach,  o'erthrovm. 
Sinks  with  the  snorting  steeds;  the  reins  are  broken 
And  from  the  cracklii^  axle  flies  the  spoke. 
So,  when  fam'd  Eddystone's  far-shooting  ray. 
That  led  the  sailor  through  the  stormy  way. 
Was  fhnn  its  rocky  roots  by  billows  torn. 
And  the  high  turret  in  the  whirlwind  borne; 
Fleets  bulg'd  their  sides  against  the  craggy  land, 
And  pitchy  ruins  blacken'd  all  the  strand. 

Who  then  through  night  would  hire  the  hamcas'd 
steed? 
And  who  would  choose  the  rattling  wheel  for  qiecd? 

But  hark  !  Distress,  with  screaming  voice^  draws 
Higher, 
And  wakes  the  slumbering  street  with  cries  of  firaw 
At  flrst  a  glowing  red  enwraps  the  skies. 
And,  borne  by  wands,  the  sraftering  spaiks  arise  ; 


*  Gentlemen  who  delighted  to  break 
with  haU)wnce« 
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Fma  beam  to  beam  the  fierce  oontagion  apreedi ; 
He spiry  flames  now  lift  aloft  their  heads; 
Tbroiigh  tbe  burst  sash  a  bbuiiig  deluge  pour% 
And  splitting  tiles  descend  in  rattling  showers. 
Mbirwitfa  thick  crowds  th*  enlighten'd  pavement 

swannsy 
Tlie  fireman  sweats  beneath  his  crooked  arms ; 
A  ksthera  casque  his  venturous  head  defends. 
Boldly  be  climbs  where  thickest  smoke  ascends ; 
Mor'd  by  the  mother*  s  streaming  eyes  and  prayers. 
The  belpless  infant  through  the  flame  he  bears, 
Vidi  no  less  virtue,  than  through  hostile  fire 
Hk  Dirdan  hero  bore  his  aged  sire. 
See,  fereeful  engines  spout  their  levell'd  streams. 
To  quench  the  blaze  that  runs  along  the  beams ; 
Hie  grqtpling  hook  plucks  rafters  from  the  walls, 
And  heqM  on  heapi  the  smoky  ruin  falls  *, 
Blown  l^  strong  winds,  the  fiery  tempest  roars, 
Bean  down  new  walls,  and  pours  along  the  floors ; 
Tbe  Heavens  are  all  a4>laze,  the  fiice  of  Night 
It  cover'd  with  a  sanguine  dreadful  light 
TwH  wdi  a  light  involved  thy  towers,  O  Rome ! 
IWdbe  presage  of  mighty  Ceesar*s  doom, 
Wbcn  the  Son  veii'd  in  rust  his  mourning  head. 
And  frigfatfiil  prodigies  the  skies  o^erspr^d. 
Harfc ;  ie  drum  thunders !  hr,  ye  crowds,  reture : 
Bcbold!  the  ready  match  is  tipt  with  fire, 
Tbe  nitroas  store  is  laid,  the  smutty  train, 
With  nraning  blaze,  awakes  the  barrerd  grain ; 
Flames  mdden  wrap  the  walls ;  with  sullen  sound 
Tbe  AatterM  pile  sinks  on  the  smoky  ground. 
SOf  when  tbe  years  shall  have  revolv*d  the  date, 
Th'  meritable  hour  of  Naples'  fate, 
Her  Mpp*d  foundadons  shall  with  thunders  shake. 
And  heive  and  toss  upon  the  sulphurous  lake ; 
faith's  womb  at  once  the  fiery  flood  shall  rend, 
And  m  th*  abyss  her  plunging  towers  descend. 
Gooaider,  reader,  what  fatigues  I*ve  known, 
TW  toils,  the  perik,  of  the  wintery  town ; 
^^Hiit  liots  seen,  what  bustling  crowds  I  bore, 
flW  oA  I  croas'd  where  carts  and  coaches  roar ; 
Tet  iball  I  bless  my  labours,  if  mankind 
Ibdr  future  safety  from  my  dangers  find. 
T^  tbe  bold  traveller  (inur*d  to  toil, 
^boK  steps  have  printed  Asia's  desert  soil, 
Ibe  borfatrons  Arabs'  haunt ;  or  shivering  crost 
TkA  Greenland's  mountains  of  eternal  fVost ; 
'^^  Pirovidence,  in  length  df  years,  restores 
To  (be  viih'd  harbour  of  his  native  shores) 
8ft  forth  his  journals  to  the  public  view, 
To  caotiaQ,  by  his  woes,  the  wandering  crew. 

And  now  connplete  my  generous  labours  lie, 
^^^d,  and  ripe  for  inmiortality. 
I^^ahall  entomb  in  dust  this  mouldering  frame, 
^  mcr  reach  th'  eternal  part,  my  fame. 
Who  W —  and  G — »  mighty  names  !*  are  dead ; 
^bot  at  Chelsea  under  custards  read ; 
^^^  critics  crazy  bandboxes  repair ; 
Aad  trage&s,  tum'd  rockets,  bounce  in  air ; 
Hipb  nie'd  oo  Fleet-street  posts,  consigned  to  Fame, 
Ibavoifc  ifaall  iliiiie  and  walkers  bless  my  name. 

•  Probably  Waid  and  Gildon.    N. 


SWEET  WILLIAM'S  FAREWELL  TO 
BLACK-EYED  SUSAN. 

All  in  the  Downs  the  fleet  was  moor'd. 

The  streamers  waving  in  the  wind. 
When  Black-ey'd  Susan  came  aboard. 
**  Oh !  where  shall  I  my  true-love  find  ? 
Tell  me,  ye  jovial  sailors,  tell  me  true. 
If  my  sweet  William  sails  among  the  crew." 

William,  who  high  upon  the  yard 

Rock'd  with  the  billow  to  and  fro. 
Soon  as  her  well-known  voice  he  heard. 
He  sigh'd,  and  cast  his  eyes  below : 
Tbe  cord  uldes  swiftly  through  his  glowing  hands^ 
And  (quick  as  lightning)  on  the  deck  he  stands. 

So  the  sweet  lark,  high  pois'd  in  air. 

Shuts  close  his  pinions  to  his  breast, 
(If  chance  his  mate's  shrill  call  he  hear) 
And  drops  at  once  into  her  nest. 
The  noblest  captain  in  the  British  fleet 
HiGght  envy  William's  lip  those  kisses  sweet. 

"  O  Susan,  Susan,  lovely  dear, 

My  vows  shall  ever  true  remain ; 
Let  me  kiss  off  that  falling  tear  • 
We  only  part  to  meet  again. 
Change,  as  ye  list,  ye  winds ;  my  heart  shaU  be 
Tbe  fiuthfui  compass  that  stUl  points  to  thee. 

**  Believe  not  what  the  Undmen  say 

Who  tempt  with  doubts  thy  constant  mind. 
They'll  tell  thee,  sailors,  when  away, 
In  every  port  a  mistress  find  : 
Yes,  yes,  believe  them  when  they  tell  thee  so. 
For  thou  art  present  wheresoe'er  I  go. 

«  If  to  fair  India's  coast  we  sail, 

Thy  eyes  are  seen  in  diamonds  bright ; 
Thy  breath  is  Afric's  spicy  gale, 
Thy  skin  is  ivory  so  white. 
Thus  every  beauteous  object  that  I  view. 
Wakes  in  my  soul  some  charm  of  lovely  Sue. 

•«  Though  battle  call  me  from  thy  arms, 

Let  not  my  pretty  Susan  mourn ; 
Though  cannons  roar,  yet,  safe  from  harms, 
William  shall  to  liis  dear  return. 
Love  turns  aside  the  balls  that  round  me  fly. 
Lest  precious  tears  should  drop  from  Susan's  ejre." 

The  boatswain  gave  the  dreadful  word. 

The  sails  their  swelling  bosom  spread ; 
No  longer  must  she  stay  aboard : 

They  kiss'd,  she  sigjh'd,  he  hung  his  head. 
Her  lessening  boat  unwilling  rows  to  land : 
«*  Adieu !"  she  cries;  and  wav'd  her  lily  hand. 


A  BALLAD, 

FROM  THE  WHATwd'yK-C ALL-IT. 

'TwAs  when  the  seas  were  roaring 

With  hollow  blasts  of  wind ; 
A  damsel  lay  deploring, 

All  on  a  rock  rcclin'd. 
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Wide  o*er  the  foaming  billowa 

She  cast  a  wistful  look ; 
Her  head  was  crown'd  with  wiUowsy 

Timt  trembled  o'er  the  brook. 

'*  Twelve  months  are  gone  and  over, 

And  nine  long  tedious  days ; 
Why  didst  thou,  venturous  lover, 

Why  didst  thou  trust  the  seas? 
Cease,  cease,  thou  cruel  Ocean, 

And  let  my  lover  rest : 
Ah !  what's  thy  troubled  motion 

To  tlut  within  my  breast  ? 

"  The  merchant,  robb*d  of  pleasure, 

Sees  tempests  in  despair ; 
But  what's  the  loss  of  treasure. 

To  losing  of  my  dear  ? 
Should  you  some  coast  be  laid  on. 

Where  gold  and  diamonds  grow. 
You'd  find  a  richer  maiden, 

But  none  that  loves  you  so. 

'  How  can  they  say  that  Nature 

Has  nothing  made  in  vain ; 
Why  then  beneath  the  water 

Should  hideous  rocks  remain  ? 
No  eyes  the  rocks  discover, 

That  lurk  beneath  the  deep. 
To  MTeck  the  wandering  lover. 

And  leave  the  maid  to  weep." 

All  melancholy  lying, 

Thus  wail'd  she  for  her  dear ; 
Repay'd  each  blast  with  sigiiing. 

Each  billow  with  a  tear ; 
When  o'er  the  white  wave  stooping. 

His  floating  corpse  she  spy'd ; 
Then,  like  a  lily  drooping. 

She  bow'd  her  head,  and  dy'd. 


FABLE. 

THE  GOAT  WrrHOUT  A  BEARD. 

*Tis  certain  that  the  modish  passions 
Descend  among  the  crowd  like  fashions. 
Excuse  me,  tlicn,  if  pride,  conceit 

iThe  manners  of  the  fair  and  great) 
give  to  monkeys,  asses,  dogs. 
Fleas,  owls,  goats,  butterflies,  and  hogs, 
I  say  that  these  are  proud :  what  then ! 
I  never  said  they  equal  men. 

A  Goat  (as  vain  as  Goat  can  be) 
Affected  singularity : 
MThene'er  a  thymy  bank  he  found. 
He  roU'd  upon  the  fragrant  ground. 
And  then  with  fond  attention  stood, 
Fix'd  o'er  his  image  in  the  flood. 

**  I  hate  my  frowsy  beard,"  he  cries, 
My  youth  is  lost  in  this  disguise. 
Did  not  the  females  know  my  vigour, 
Well  might  they  loath  this  reverend  figure." 

Resolv'd  to  smooth  his  shaggy  face, 
He  sought  the  barber  of  the  place. 
A  flippant  monkey,  spruce  and  smart. 
Hard  by,  profess'd  the  dapper  art : 
His  pole  with  pewter-basons  hung, 
Black  rotten  teeth  in  order  stniog, 


I     Rang'd  cnpi,  that  In  the  window  stood, 
Lin'd  with  red  rags  to  look  like  blood, 
Did  well  his  threefold  .trade  explain. 
Who  shav'd,  drew  teeth,  and  breath'd  a  vein. 

Hie  Goat  he  wdcomes  with  an  air. 
And  seats  him  in  his  wooden  chair : 
Mouth,  nose,  and  cheek,  the  lather  hides : 
Light,  smoodi,  and  swift,  the  razor  glides. 

**  I  hope  your  custom,  sir,"  says  Pug. 
**  Sure  never  fiice  was  half  so  smug  !** 

The  Goat,  impatient  for  applause, 
Swift  to  the  neighbouring  hill  withdraws. 
The  shaggy  people  grinn'd  and  star'd. 
«  Hcigb^y !  what's  here?  without  a  beard! 
Say,  brother,  whence  the  dire  disgrace? 
What  envious  hand  hath  robb'd  your  face  ?** 
When  thus  the  fop,  with  smiles  of  scorn, 
"  Are  beards  by  civil  nations  worn  ? 
Ev'n  Muscovites  have  mow'd  their  diins. 
Shall  we,  like  formal  Capuchins, 
Stubborn  in  pride,  retain  the  mode^ 
And  bear  about  the  hairy  load  ? 
Whene'er  we  through  the  village  stray. 
Are  we  not  mock'd  along  the  way. 
Insulted  with  loud  shouts  of  scorn. 
By  boys  our  beards  disgrac'd  and  torn  ?" 

'*  Were  you  no  more  with  Goats  to  dwell. 
Brother,  I  grant  vou  reason  well," 
Replies  a  bearded  chief.     *<  Beside, 
If  boys  can  mortify  thy  pride. 
How  wilt  thou  stand  the  ridicule 
Of  our  whole  flock  ?     Affected  fool !" 

Coxcombs,  distinguish'd  from  the  res^ 
To  all  but  coxcombs  are  a  jest. 


FABLE. 

THE   UNIVBESAL   APPAErnON. 

A  Rake,  by  every  passion  rul'd. 
With  every  vice  his  youth  had  cool'd  ; 
Disease  hu  tainted  blood  assails ; 
His  spirits  droop,  his  vigour  fails: 
With  secret  ills  at  home  he  pines. 
And,  like  Infirm  old  ace,  declines. 

As,  twing'd  with  pain,  he  pensive  aita. 
And  raves,  and  pntys,  and  swears,  by  fita, 
A  ghastly  Phantom,  lean  and  wan, 
Baore  hmi  rose,  and  thus  began : 

«  My  name,  perhaps,  hath  reach'd  your  car ; 
Attend,  and  be  advis'd  by  Care. 
Nor  love,  nor  honour,  wealth,  nor  power. 
Can  give  the  heart  a  cheerful  hour. 
When  health  is  lost.     Be  timdy  vrise : 
With  healtfi  all  taste  of  pleasure  flies." 

Thus  said,  the  Phantom  disappean. 
The  wary  counsel  wak'd  his  fSears. 
He  now  from  all  excess  abstains, 
With  physic  purifies  his  veins ; 
And,  to  procure  a  sober  lifie. 
Resolves  to  venture  on  a  wHTep 

But  now  again  the  Sprite  ascend^ 
Where'er  he  walks,  his  ear  attoids, 
Insinuates  that  beauty  's  frail. 
That  perseverance  must  prevail. 
With  jedousies  his  brain  inflames, 
And  whispers  all  her  lovers'  n 
In  other  houn  she  represents 
His  bousehol<^  c^^^;|iy^rent^ 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


Tncreasing  debts,  perplexing  dunfl. 
And  nothing  for  his  younger  sons. 

Stnwfat  idl  his  thought  to  gain  he  tutas^ 
And  with  the  thirst  of  lucre  bums. 
Bvty  when  possess'd  of  Fortune's  store, 
Tbt  Sjpectre  haunts  him  more  and  more  ; 
Sets  want  and  misery  in  view, 
Bold  thieres,  and  aU  the  murdering  crew ; 
Alarms  him  with  eternal  frights, 
hrfcsts  hb  dreams,  or  wakes  his  nights 
How  shall  he  diase  this  hideous  guest  ? 
Power  may,  perhaps,  protect  his  rest 
To  power  he  rose.     Again  the  Sprite 
Besets  him  morning,  noon,  and  night ; 
Tdks  of  Ambition's  tottering  seat, ' 
How  Envy  persecutes  the  great ; 
Of  rival  hate,  of  treacherous  friends, 
And  what  disgrace  his  fall  attendsi 

The  court  he  quits,  to  fly  from  Care, 
And  seeks  the  peace  of  rural  ahr ; 
His  groves,  his  fields,  amus*d  Iiis  hours ; 
fU  prun*d  his  trees,  he  rais*d  his  flowers; 
But  Care  again  his  steps  pursues. 
Warns  him  of  Masts,  oif  blighting  dews, 
Of  plundering  insects,  snails,  and  rains. 
And  droughts  that  starv'd  the  labour*d  plains. 
Abroad,  at  home,  the  Spectre's  there ; 
In  vain  we  seek  to  fly  fhmi  Care. 

At  length  he  thus  die  Ghost  addrest : 
"  Sfaaoe  thou  must  be  my  constant  guest. 
Be  kind,  and  follow  me  no  more ; 
For  Care,  by  right,  should  go  before.'* 


FABLE. 
TBS  jucoLiaa. 

A  JvOcint  long  through  all  the  town 
Had  raia'd  his  fortune  and  renown ; 
Toa'd  think  (so  £ur  his  art  transcends) 
The  devil  at  his  fingers*  ends. 

Vice  beard  his  fame,  she  read  his  bill ; 
Convinc'd  of  his  inferior  skill, 
Sie  sought  his  booth,  and  from  the  crowd 
Dcfy'd  the  man  of  art  aloud. 

**  Is  this  then  he  so  fiun'd  for  sleight? 
Can  lias  slow  bungler  cheat  your  sight  ? 
Dsfcs  be  vrith  me  dispute  the  prize  ? 
1  leave  it  to  impartial  eyes." 

Pkuvok'd,  the  Juggler  cry'd,  «  T!s  done ; 
In  science  I  submit  to  none." 

Thus  said,  the  cups  and  balk  he  play'd ; 
Bf  tnma  thb  here,  that  there,  conveyed. 
The  cards,  obedient  to  his  words. 
Are  by  a  fillip  tum'd  to  birds. 

His  little  boxes  change  the  grain : 
TMck  after  trick  deludes  the  train. 
He  siiakcs  hiabag,  he  shows  all  fair; 
IBs  finders  spread,  and  nothing  there ; 
Then  bids  it  rain  with  showers  of  gold ; 
And  now  his  ivory  eggs  are  told ; 
Bat,  when  from  thence  the  hen  he  draws, 
Amas'd  spectatora  hum  applause. 

Vice  now  stept  forth,  and  took  the  place, 
Widi  all  the  forms  of  his  grimace. 

"  This  magic  looking-glass,"  she  cries, 
*  (There,  hand  it  round)  will  charm  your  eyes." 
E*di  eager  eye  the  sight  desir'd^ 
And  every  man  hxmiclf  admir'd. 


Next,  to  a  tenator  addretting^ 
<<  See  this  bank-note ;  observe  the  blessing. 
Breathe  on  the  biU.     Heigh,  pass!  'TIsgone." 
Upon  his  lips  a  padlodc  shown. 
A  second  puff  the  magic  broke ; 
The  padlock  vanish'd,  and  he  spoke. 

Twelve  bottles  rang'd  upon  the  board. 
All  full,  widi  heady  liquor  stor'd, 
By  clean  conveyance  disappear. 
And  now  two  bloody  s#ords  are  there. 

A  purse  she  to  a  dnef  expos'd  ; 
At  once  his  ready  fingera  clos'd. 
He  opes  his  fist,  the  treasure's  fied : 
He  sees  a  halter  in  its  stead. 

She  bids  Ambition  hold  a  wand ; 
He  grasps  a  hatchet  in  his  hand. 

A  box  of  charity  she  shows. 
"  Blow  here ;"  and  a  church-warden  blows. 
'TIs  vanish'd  with  conveyance  neat, 
And  on  the  table  smokes  a  treat 

She  shakes  the  dice,  the  board  she  knocks^ 
And  fhim  all  pockets  fills  her  box. 

She  next  a  meagre  rake  addrest. 
"  This  picture  see ;  her  shape,  her  breast! 
What  youth,  and  what  inviting  eyes ! 
Hold  her,  and  have  her."     With  surprise. 
His  hand  expos'd  a  box  of  pills, 
And  a  loud  laugh  prodaim'd  his  ills. 

A  counter,  in  a  miser's  hand. 
Grew  twenty  guineas  at  command. 
She  bids  his  heir  the  sum  retain, 
And  'tis  a  counter  now  again. 

A  guinea  with  her  toudi  you  see 
Take  every  shape  but  Charity ; 
And  not  one  thuig  you  saw,  or  drew, 
But  chang'd  from  what  was  first  in  view. 

The  Juggler  now,  in  grief  of  heart,  . 
With  this  submission  own'd  her  art 

«  Can  I  such  matchless  sleight  withstand ! 
How  practice  hath  improv'd  your  hand ! 
But  now  and  then  I  cheat  the  throng; 
You  every  day,  and  all  day  long." 


FABLE. 

THB  HABK  AND  MANT  FR1SND8. 

FaiBNBSHip,  like  love,  is  but  a  name^ 
Unless  to  one  you  stint  the  flame. 
The  child,  wIknu  many  fiuhers  shar^ 
Hath  seldom  known  a  father's  care. 
'Us  thus  in  friendships ;  who  depend 
On  many,  rarely  find  a  friend. 

A  Hare  who,  in  a  civil  way, 
Comply'd  with  every  things  lOce  Gay, 
Was  known  by  all  the  bestial  train 
Who  haunt  the  wood,  or  graze  the  plain ; 
Her  care  was  never  to  offend ; 
And  every  creature  was  her  friend. 

As  forth  she  went  at  early  dawn. 
To  taste  the  dew-besprinkled  lawn, 
Behind  she  hears  the  hunter's  cries. 
And  fivxn  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder  flies. 
She  starts,  she  stops,  she  pants  for  breath ; 
She  hears  the  near  advance  of  death ; 
She  doubles,  to  mislead  the  hound, 
And  measures  back  her  mazy  round  ; 
Till,  fidnting  in  the  public  way. 
Half-dead  with  fear  she  gasping,  lay.       . 
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What  tranqaort  in  her  bosom  grew, 
When  first  the  Horse  appear'd  in  view ! 

"  Let  me^'*  says  slie,  "  your  back  ascend, 
And  owe  my  safety  to  a  friend. 
You  luiow  my  feet  betray  my  flight : 
To  friendship  every  burtlien's  light.** 

The  Horse  reply'd,  "  Poor  honest  Puss, 
It  grieves  my  hrart  to  see  thee  thus: 
Be  comforted,  relief  is  near, 
For  all  your  ^ends  are  in  the  rear.** 

She  next  the  stately  Bull  implor*d ; 
And  thus  reply'd  the  mighty  lord : 
"  Since  every  beast  alive  can  tell 
Tliat  I  sincerely  wish  you  well, 
I  may,  without  offence,  pretend 
To  take  the  freedom  of  a  friend. 
Love  calls  me  hence ;  a  favourite  cow 
Expects  me  near  yon  barley-mow ; 
And,  when  a  lady's  in  the  case. 
You  know,  all  other  things  give  place. 
To  leave  you  thus  might  seem  unkind; 
But,  see,  the  Goat  is  lust  behind." 

llie  Goat  remark'd,  her  pulse  was  high, 
Her  languid  head,  her  heavy  eye : 
**  My  back,"  says  he,  **  nuiy  do  you  harm ; 
Tlie  Sheep's  at  hand,  and  wool  is  warm." 

The  Sheep  was  feeble,  and  complain'd. 
His  sides  a  load  of  wool  sustain'd ; 
Said  he  was  slow,  confess'd  his  fears ; 
For  Hounds  eat  Sheep  as  well  as  Hares. 

She  now  the  trotting  Calf  address'd. 
To  save  from  death  a  friend  distress'd. 

«  Shall  I,"  says  lie,   **  of  tender  age. 
In  this  important  care  engage  ? 
Older  and  abler  pass'd  you  by ; 
How  strong  are  those !  liow  weak  am  I ' 
Should  I  presume  to  bear  you  hence, 
Hiose  friends  of  mine  may  take  offence. 
Excuse  me,  then  ;  you  know  my  heart ; 
But  dearest  friends,  alas !  must  part 
How  shall  we  all  lament !     Adieu ; 
For,  see,  the  Hounds  are  just  in  view.* 


THE  SHEPHERD'S  WEEK, 

IN    SIX    FASTORALfr 
1714. 

WUh  tlie  AxUlun-U  Notes, 

«-  Libeat  mihi  sordida  rura, 
Atque  humiles  habitare  casas.  —         Viao. 

raOLOGUE,    TO   THE    RIGHT   HOIT. 

THE  LOUD  VISCOUNT  BOLINGBROTE, 

Lo,  ly  who  erst  beneath  a  tree 
Sung  Bumkinet  and  Bowzybee, 
And  Blouselind  and  Marian  bright, 
In  apron  blue  or  apron  white. 
Now  write  my  sonnets  in  a  book. 
For  my  good  lord  of  Bolingbroke. 

As  lads  and  lasses  stood  around 
To  hear  my  boxen  hautboy  sound. 
Our  derk  came  posting  o'er  the  green 
With  doleful  ticUngs  of  the  fuecni 


Past.  !. 

«  That  guem,**  be  said,  "  to  whom  we  ova 
Sweet  peace,  that  maketh  richet  flows 
That  oueeHf  who  eas'd  our  tax  of  late, 
Was  cUad,  alas !  -^  and  lay  in  state.** 

At  this  in  tears  was  Cicely  seen, 
Buxoma  tore  her  pinners  clean. 
In  doleful  dumps  stood  every  down, 
The  parson  rent  his  band  and  gown. 

For  me,  when  as  I  heard  that  Death 
Had  snatch'd  queen  Anne  to  Elizabeth, 
I  broke  my  reed,  and,  sighing,  swore, 
I'd  weep  for  Blouselind  no  more. 

While  thus  we  stood  as  in  a  stound, 
And  wet  with  tears,  like  dew,  the  ground. 
Full  soon  by  bonfire  and  by  bell 
We  learnt  our  liege  was  passing  welL 
A  skilful  leach  (so  God  him  speed) 
They  said,  had  wrought  this  blessed  deed, 
llns  leach  Arbuthnot  was  yclept. 
Who  many  a  night  not  once  liad  slept ; 
But  watch'd  our  gracious  sovereign  stQl ; 
For  who  could  rest  when  she  was  ill  ? 
Oh,  may  St  thou  henceforth  sweetly  sleep ! 
Sheer,  swains,  oh  !  sheer  your  softest  8bee|i^ 
To  swell  his  coudi ;  for,  well  I  ween, 
He  sav'd  the  realm,  who  sav'd  the  queen. 

Quoth  I,  "  Please  God,  I'll  bye  with  ^ 
To  court,  tliis  Arbuthnot  to  sec." 
I  sold  my  sheep,  and  lambkins  too, 
For  silver  loops  and  garment  blue  ; 
My  boxen  hautboy,  sweet  of  sound. 
For  lace  that  edg'd  mine  hat  around  ; 
For  Liglitfoot,  and  my  scrip,  I  got 
A  gorgeous  sword,  and  eke  a  knot. 

So  forth  I  far'd  to  court  with  speed. 
Of  soldier *s  drum  withouten  dreeid ; 
For  peace  allays  the  shepherd's  fear 
Of  wearing  cap  of  grenadier. 

There  saw  I  ladies  all  fr-row. 
Before  their  iquecn  in  seemly  dbow. 
No  more  I'll  sing  Buxoma  brow% 
Like  Goldfinch  in  her  Sunday  gown  ; 
Nor  ClumsUis,  nor  Marian  bright. 
Nor  damsel  that  Hobnelia  higl^ 
But  Lansdowne,  fresh  as  flower  of  Maj, 
And  Berkeley,  lady  blithe  and  gay  ; 
And  Anglesea,  whose  speech  exceeds 
Hie  voice  of  pipe,  or  oaten  reeds ; 
And  blooming  Hyde,  ivith  eyes  so  rare  ; 
And  Montague  beyond  compare : 
Such  ladies  fair  would  I  dejMiint, 
In  roundelay  or  sonnet  quaint. 

There  many  a  worthy  wight  I've  t 
In  ribbon  blue  and  ribbon  green : 
As  Oxford,  who  a  wand  doth  bear. 
Like  Moses,  in  our  Bibles  fair ; 
Who  for  our  traffic  forms  designs, 
And  gives  to  Britain  Indian  mines. 
Now,  shepherds,  clip  your  fleecy  cmr 
Ye  maids,  your  spinning-wheels  prepare  ; 
Ye  weavers,  all  your  shuttles  throw. 
And  bid  broad-cloths  and  serges  grow  ; 
For  trading  free  shall  thrive  again. 
Nor  leasings  lewd  affright  the  swain. 

There  saw  I  St.  John,  sweet  of  mien 
Full  steadfast  both  to  diurch  and  queen  ; 
With  wliose  fiur  name  I'll  deck  my  strain; 
SL  John,  right  courteous  to  the  swain. 

For  thus  he  told  me  on  a  day, 
**  Trim  afe  thy  sonnctSi  gentle  Gay; 
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Andy  certesy  mirdi  H  were  to  see 
Thj  joyous  madrigals  twice  tturee. 
With  pre&ce  meet,  and  notes  prafound. 
Imprinted  fair,  and  well  ye-bound." 
An  suddenly  then  home  I  sped. 
And  did  er'n  as  my  lord  had  said. 

Lo,  here  thou  hast  mine  eclogues  fidr, 
But  let  not  these  detain  thine  ear. 
Let  not  th*  affairs  of  states  and  kings 
Walt,  whOe  our  Bouzybeus  sings. 
Rather  than  verse  of  simple  swain 
Should  stay  the  trade  of  France  or  Spain ; 
Or,  for  the  plaint  of  parson's  maid. 
Ton  emperor's  packets  be  delay'd ; 
In  sooth,  I  swear  by  holy  Paul, 
ni  bom  book,  prefiice,  notes,  and  alL 


MONDAY i  OR,  THE  SQUABBLE. 

LOaaXN   CLOUT,   CUDDY,  CLODDlPOLB. 
LOBBUr  CLOUT* 

Xkr  younglings.  Cuddy,  are  but  just  awake. 
No  dvostles  dmll  the  bramble-bush  forsake. 
No  chirping  lark  the  welkin  sheen  invokes. 
No  danud  yet  the  swelling  udder  strokes ; 
0*cr  yooder  hill  does  scant  the  dawn  appear : 
Hien  why  does  Cuddy  leave  his  cot  so  rear? 


Ah  Lobbm  Clout !  I  ween,  my  plight  is  guest, 
For  ke  that  Uavety  a  stranger  is  to  rest  : 
If  swaina  bdye  not,  thou  hast  prov'd  the  smart, 


And  Bkmzelinda's  mistress  of  thy  heart. 
Has  rismg  rear  beti^Leneth  well  thy  mind, 
Hwse  anns  are  folded  for  thy  Blouzelind. 
And  well,  I  trow,  our  jnteous  plights  agree : 
Une  Blooaelinda  smites,  Buzoma  me. 


10 


Lonnr  clout* 


Ab»  Bloosdind !  I  love  thee  more  by  half, 
ThflB  doea  their  &wna,  or  cows  the  new«&ll'n  calf; 
Woe  worth  tibe  tongue !  may  Ulsters  sore  it  gall, 
»  Buxoma  l^uselind  withaL 


HoU,  witless  Lobbin  Gout,  I  thee  advise, 
Lcat-bysters  sore  on  thy  own  tongue  arise.  20 


Ycr.  S.  ITeikm,  the  same  as  weUcerif  an  old  Saxon 
s^niiying  a  doudi  by  poetiod  licence  it  is 
wdj  taken  for  the  eternent,  or  shf,  as  may 
bf  dns  verse  in^Uie  Dream  of  Chaucer— 

Ne  in  all  the  welkin  was  no  doud. 

or   skhte,   an   old  word  for  shining,  or 


▼cr.  5.  SeoHii  used  in  the  ancient  British  authors 
iaraemret. 

Ver.  6.  Rear,  an  expression  in  several  counties  of 
EasAnd,  tor  early  in  the  momhtg. 

vcr.  7*    To  ween,  derived  from  Ihe  Saxon,  to 


Lo,  yonder,  Cloddipole,  the  blithsome  swain. 
Hie  wisest  lout  of  all  the  neighbouring  plain ! 
From  Cloddipole  we  learnt  to  read  the  skies. 
To  know  when  hail  will  fiill,  or  winds  arise. 
He  taught  us  erst  the  heifer's  tail  to  view. 
When  stuck  aloft,  that  showers  would  straiJn^  c 
He  first  that  useM  secret  did  explain, 
That  pricking,  corns  foretold  the  gathering  rain. 
When  swallows  fleet  soar  high  and  sport  m  air, 
He  told  us  that  the  welkin  would  be  dear.  90 

Let  Cloddipole  then  hear  us  twain  rehearse. 
And  praise  his  sweetheart  in  alternate  verse. 
I'll  wager  this  same  oaken  staff  with  thee, 
Tliat  Cloddipole  shall  give  the  prise  to  me. 

LOBBIN   CLOUT. 

See  this  tobacco-pouch,  that's  lin'd  with  hahr, 
Made  of  the  skin  of  sleekest  fallow-deer. 
This  pouch,  that's  ty'd  with  tape  of  reddest  faue^ 
I'll  wager,  that  the  prize  shall  be  my  due. 


Begin  thy  carols  tlien,  thou  vaunting  sloudi  t 
Be  thine  the  oaken  staff,  or  mine  the  pouch.        40 

LOBBIN   CLOUT. 

My  Blouzelinda  is  the  blithest  lass. 
Than  primrose  sweeter,  or  the  dover-grass. 
Fair  is  the  king-cup  tliat  in  meadow  blows, 
Fair  is  the  daisie  that  beside  her  grows ; 
Fair  is  the  gilliflower,  of  gardens  sweet, 
Fair  is  the  marygold,  for  pottage  meet : 
But  Blouselind's  than  gilliflower  more  fair. 
Than  daisie,  marygold,  or  king-cup  rare. 


My  brown  Buxoma  is  die  fleatest  maid. 
That  e'er  at  wake  delightsome  gambol  play'd.      5^ 
Clean  as  young  lambkins  or  the  goose's  down, 
And  like  the  goldfinch  in  her  Sunday  gown. 
The  witless  lamb  may  sport  upon  the  plain, 
The  frisking  kid  delight  the  gaping  swain, 
The  wanton  calf  may  skip  with  many  a  bound* 
And  my  cur  Tray  play  deftest  feats  around ; 
But  neither  hunb,  nor  kid,  nor  calf,  nor  TVay, 
Dance  like  Buxoma  on  the  first  of  May. 

LOBBIN   CLOUT. 

Sweet  is  my  toil  when  Blouzelind  is  near ; 
Of  her  bereft,  'tis  winter  all  the  year. 
With  her  no  sultry  summer's-  heat  I  know ;         60 
In  winter,  when  she's  nigh,  with  love  I  glow. 
Come,  Blouzdinda,  ease  thy  swain's  desire, 
My  summer's  shadow,  and  my  winter's  fire ! 


As  with  Buxoma  once  I  work'd  at  hay, 
Ev'n  noon-tide  labour  seem'd  an  hob'day; 
And  holidays,  if  haply  she  were  gone. 
Like  worky-days  I  wish'd  would  soon  be  done. 


Ver.  25.  Erst ;  a  contraction  of  ere  thisj  it  signi- 
fies sometime  ago,  or  Jarmerly. 

Vcr.  S^,  Ikfl,  an  old  word,  signifying  htvk^  or 
nimbk.  ^  ^  . 
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Eftgooiu,  O  sweetfieart  kind,  mj  lore  repftji  | 

And  «U  the  year  shaU  then  be  hoUday.  70 


Past.  II 


LOBBIN   CLOUT. 

As  Blomclinda,  in  a  gamesome  mood» 
Behind  a  haycock  loudly  laughing  stood, 
I  slily  lan,  and  snatch'd  a  biuty  kiss ; 
She  wip'd  her  lips,  nor  took  it  much  amiaSi 
Beliere  me,  Cuddy,  while  I'm  bold  to  say, 
Her  breath  was  sweeter  than  the  ripen'd  hay. 


As  my  Buzoma,  in  a  morning  fair, 
"With  gimtle  finger  strok'd  her  milky  care, 
I  queintly  stole  a  kiss,  at  first,  *tis  true. 
She  firown'd,  yet  after  granted  one  or  two.  80 

Lobbin,  I  swear,  believe  who  will  my  vows. 
Her  breath  by  fkr  ezcell*d  the  breathing  cows. 

LOBBIK   CLOUT. 

Leek  to  the  Welch,  to  Dutchmen  butter's  dear. 
Of  Irish  swains  potatoe  is  the  cheer ; 
Oats  for  their  feasts  the  Scottish  shepherds  grind. 
Sweet  turnips  are  the  food  of  Blouzelind. 
While  she  loves  turnips,  butter  1*11  despise. 
Nor  ledu,  nor  oatmeal,  nor  potato,  prize. 


In  good  roast-beef  my  landlord  sticks  his  knife. 
Hie  capon  fat  delights  his  dainty  wife,  90 

Pudding  our  parson  eats,  the  squire  loves  hare^ 
But  white.pot  thick  is  my  Buxoma's  fare. 
While  she  loves  white-pot,  capon  ne'er  shall  be, 
Nor  hare,  nor  beef,  nor  pudding,  food  for  me. 

CABBIK   CLOU« 

As  once  I  play'd  at  bUndmarCs  tnifff  it  hapt 
About  my  eyes  the  towel  thick  was  wrapt 
I  miss'd  the  swains,  and  sciz'd  on  Blouzelind, 
Thie  speaks  that  ancient  proverb,  '<  Love  is  blind." 


As  at  hot-coddes  once  I  laid  me  down. 
And  felt  the  weighty  hand  of  many  a  clown  ;    100 
Buzoma  gave  a  gentle  tap,  and  I 
Quick  rose,  and  read  soft  mischief  in  her  eye. 


Ver.  69.  E/hoont,  from  eft,  an  ancient  British 
word,  signifying  joom.  So  that  efttoons  is  a  doubling 
of  the  word  toon ;  which  is,  as  it  were,  to  say  twice 
sooK,  orvery  $oon» 

Ver.  79.  Queint  has  various  significations  in  the 
andent  English  authors.     I  have  used  it  in  this 
place  in  the  same  sense  as  Chaucer  hath  done  in  his 
Miller's  Tale.     *<  As  clerkes  being  fiill  subtle  and 
queint,"  (by  which  he  means  arch,  or  waggish)  ;  and 
not  in  that  obscene  sense  wherein  be  useth  it  in  the 
line  immediately  following. 
Ver.  85. 
Populus  Alcidse  gratissima,  vitis  laccho, 
Fonnosa  myrtus  Veneri,  sua  laurea  Fhoebo, 
Fhillis  amat  oorylos    Illas  dum  FhiUis  amabit 
Nee  myrtus  vincet  corylos  nee  laiuva  Fhcebi.  &c. 

Viae. 


LOBBX   CLOUT. 


On  two  near  elms  the  dacken'd  cord  I  hung. 
Now  high,  now  low,  my  Blouzelinda  swung. 
With  the  rude  wind  her  rumpled  garm«Hit  row, 
And  show'd  her  taper  1^,  and  scarlet  buse. 


Across  the  fiJlen  oak  the  plank  I  laid. 
And  myself  pois'd  against  me  tottering  maid 
High  leap'd  the  plaidc ;  adown  Buzoma  fell ; 
I  spy'd  ^  but  fiutfaful  sweethearts  never  telL     1 10 

LOaaXM  CLOUT. 

This  riddle.  Cuddy,  if  thou  canst  ezplain, 
Hiis  wily  riddle  puzzles  every  swain. 
**  What  flower  is  that  which  bears  the  virgins  name, 
'*  The  richest  metal  joined  with  the  same  ?" 

CUODT. 

Answer,  thou  carle,  and  judge  this  riddle  right, 
I'll  frankly  own  thee  for  a  cuiming  wight. 
"  What  flower  Is  that  which  royal  honour  craves, 
Adjoin  the  otr^gm,  and  'tis  strown  on  graves  ?" 

CLOODIPOLI. 

Forbear,  contending  louts,  give  o'er  your  strains  \ 
An  oaken  staft*  each  merits  for  his  pains.  120 

But  see  the  sun-beams  bright  to  labour  warn. 
And  gild  the  thatch  of  goodman  Hodge's  bam. 
Your  herds  for  want  of  water  stand  a^dry. 
They're  weary  of  your  songs— and  so  am  L 


TUESDAY;  OR,  THE  DITTY. 


Young  Colin  Clout,  a  lad  of  peerless  meed. 
Full  well  could  dance,  and  deftly  tune  the  reed ; 
In  every  wood  his  carols  sweet  were  known. 
At  every  wake  his  nimble  feats  were  shown. 
When  in  the  ring  the  rustic  routs  he  threw. 
The  damsels'  pleasures  with  his  conquests  grew; 
Or  when  aslant  the  cudgel  threats  his  head. 
His  danger  smites  the  breast  of  every  maid. 
But  chi^  of  Marian.     Marian  lov'd  the  swain. 
The  parson's  maid,  and  neatest  of  tbeplain  ;         10 
Marian,  that  soft  could  stroke  the  uddcr^d  cow. 
Or  lessen  with  her  sieve  the  barley-mow  ^ 
Marbled  with  sage  the  hardening  cheese  she  pic«B*d, 
And  yellow  butter  Marian's  skill  confeas'd  ; 
But  Marian  now,  devoid  of  country  carea. 
Nor  yellow  butter,  nor  sage-cheese,  prepaiesi 
For  yearning  love  the  witless  maid  employs. 
And  «  Love"  say  swains,  *<  all  busy  heed  des« 
Colin  makes  mock  at  all  her  piteous  smart ; 
A  lass  that  Cicely  hight  had  won  his  heart,  90 

Ver.  103 — 1 10  were  not  in  the  early  edhiona.   ^ 
Ver.  113.  Marygold. 
Ver.  117.  Rosemary. 

Die  quibus  in  terris  inscripti  nomina  regimi 
Nnscantur  flores  Vne. 

Ver.  120.  Et  vitula  tu  dignus^^^  Viae 

y  V^nC"^"" 
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CScd J,  the  wwtoni  lam,  thtt  tends  the  kee, 

Tlie  rhal  of  the  penon's  maid  was  ibe. 

In  dreary  ahade  now  Marian  lies  along, 

And,  mizt  with  sighs,  thus  wails  in  plaining  song : 

"  Afay  woeful  day  !  ah,  woeful  noon  and  morn ! 
When  first  by  thee  my  younglings  white  were  shorn ; 
Tba  first,  1  ween,  I  cast  a  lover*s  eye, 
H7  dieep  were  silly,  but  more  silly  I. 
Beneath  the  shears  they  felt  no  lasting  smart, 
Tbey  lost  but  fleeces,  while  I  lost  a  heart.  SO 

*  Ah,   Colin!   canst  thou  leave  thy  sweetheart 
true? 
What  I  hove  done  for  thee,  will  Cicely  do? 
Win  she  thy  linen  wash,  or  hosen  dam. 
And  knit  thee  gloves  made  of  her  own  qmn  yam  ? 
Will  she  with  huswife's  hand  provide  thy  meat  ? 
And  every  Sunday  mcni  thy  neckcloth  plait. 
Which  o'er  thy  koraey  doublet  spreading  wide, 
In  service.4ime  drew  Cicely's  eyes  aside  ? 

**  Where'er  I  gad,  I  cannot  hide  my  care, 
Xy  new  disasters  in  my  look  appear.  40 

White  as  the  curd  my  ruddy  cheek  is  grown, 
80  Ifain  my  features,  that  I'm  hardly  known. 
Oar  neighbours  tell  me  oft,  in  joking  talk. 
Of  asbes,  leather,  oatmeal,  bran,  and  chalk ; 
Uawitdiigly  of  Marian  tliey  divine, 
And  wist  not  that  with  thoughtful  love  I  pine. 
Tct  Odin  Clout,  untoward  shepherd  swain. 
Walks  vrhiatling  Uithe,  while  pitiful  I  plain. 

"  WfaHom  with  thee  'twas  Marian's  dear  delight 
To  moil  all  day,  and  meny-^nake  at  night  50 

If  in  the  soil  you  guide  the  crooked  shsure. 
Tour  eaxly  hrcakfiut  is  my  constant  care ; 
And  when  with  even  hand  you  strow  the  grsin, 
I  fi^fat  the  thievish  rooks  fhnn  off*  the  plain. 
In  analiiig  days,  when  I  my  thresher  heard. 
With  nappy  beer  I  to  the  bam  repair'd ; 
Lost  in  the  music  of  tfie  whirling  flail, 
To  gaae  on  thee  I  left  the  smoking  pail : 
la  hstrvcat,  vrhen  the  Sun  was  mounted  high. 
My  katheni  bottle  did  thy  draught  supply ;  60 

Wbeoc'cr  you  mow'd,  I  foUow'd  with  the  rake. 
And  have  full  oft  been  sun4>urat  for  thy  sake : 
When  in  the  welkin  gathering  showers  were  seen, 
I  l^gg'd  the  hwt  vrith  Colin  on  the  green ; 
And  when  at  eve  returning  with  thy  car, 
Awaiting  beard  the  jingling  bells  from  ftr, 
ftsdight  on  dw  fire  the  sooty  pot  I  plac'd, 
Tovrstm  thy  broth  I  burnt  my  hands  for  haste. 
When  hnogry  thou  stood'st  staring.  Wee  an  oaf, 
I  s&'d  the  luncheon  from  the  barley-loaf ;  70 

WiA  cruasbled  bread  I  thicken'd  well  thy  mess. 
Ak^  krve  me  more,  or  love  thy  pottage  less ! 

"  Last  Friday's  eve,  when  as  the  Sun  was  set, 
I,  nev  yon  stile,  three  sallow  gypsies  met 
Upon  vaj  hand  they  cast  a  poring  look, 
BU  me  beware,  and  thrice  their  heads  they  shook : 
IVey  and,  that  many  crosses  I  must  prove ; 
floBw  in  my  worldly  gain,  but  most  in  love. 
Scst  mom  I  miss'd  three  hens  and  our  old  cock; 
And  off  the  hedge  two  pinners  and  a  smock ;       80 
I  bore  these  loases  vrith  a  Christian  mind, 
Mad  no  nnshapa  could  feel,  while  thou  wert  kind. 
Bnt  since^  alaa !  I  grew  my  Colin's  scorn, 
Fve  \mfwn.  no  pleasore,  ni^^  or  noon,  or 
Hdp  me,  je  gypsies;  bring  him  home  again. 
And  to  a  constant  la»  give  back  her  swain. 


Vcr.  <!•    MMf  a  wert^countiy  word  fiar  kkUf 


or 


«<  Hate  I  not  sat  with  thee  fbll  many  a  nighl^ 
When  dying  embers  were  our  only  light. 
When  every  creature  did  in  slumbers  lie. 
Besides  our  cat,  my  Colin  Clout,  and  I  ?  90 

No  troublous  thoughts  the  cat  or  Colin  move, 
While  I  alone  am  kept  awake  by  love. 

«  Remember,  Colin,  when  at  last  year's  wake 
I  bought  the  costly  present  for  thy  sake ; 
Could'st  thou  spell  o'er  the  posy  on  thy  knife. 
And  with  another  change  thy  state  of  Ufe? 
If  thou  forgett'st,  I  wot,  1  can  repeat. 
My  memory  can  tell  the  vene  so  sweet : 

<  As  this  is  grav'd  upon  this  knife  of  thine. 
So  is  thy  image  on  this  heart  of  mine.'  100 

But  woe  is  me !  such  presents  luckless  prove, 
For  knioes,  they  tell  me,  alwayttever  Awe." 

Thus  Marian  wBil'd»  her  eyes  with  tears  brimful. 
When  Goody  Dobbim  brought  her  cow  to  bulL 
With  iqiron  Uue  to  dry  her  tears  she  sought. 
Then  saw  the  cow  vreU  serv'd,  and  took  a  groat 


WEDNESDAYS  OH,  THE  DUMP&* 


SFABABELLA. 

Thb  wailings  of  a  mr'den  I  redte, 
A  maiden  fair,  that  SparabelU  hi^fat 
Such  strsins  ne'er  vrarble  in  the  bnnet  s  throat. 
Nor  the  gay  goldfinch  chants  so  sweet  a  note. 
No  magpye  chatter'd,  nor  the  painted  jay, 
No  ox  was  heard  to  low,  nor  ass  to  bray; 
No  rustling  breeses  pky'd  the  leaves  among. 
While  thus  her  madrigal  the  damsel  sung. 

A  while,  O  D'Urfey !  lend  an  ear  or  twain, 
Nor,  tho'  in  homely  guise,  my  verse  disdain ;       10 
Whether  thou  seek'st  new  kingdoms  in  the  Son, 
Whether  thy  Muse  does  at  Newmaiket  run. 
Or  does  with  gossips  at  a  feast  regale. 
And  heighten  her  conceits  with  sack  and  ale. 
Or  else  at  wakes  with  Joan  and  Hodge  rejoioe. 
Where  D'Urffey's  lyrics  swell  in  every  voice; 

•  Dumps,  or  dumbs,  made  use  of  to  express  a 
fit  of  the  sullens.  Some  have  pretended  that  it  is 
derived  from  Dum<ms,  a  king  of  Egypt,  that  built 
a  pyramid,  and  died  of  melancholy.  So  mopm, 
after  the  same  manner,  is  thought  to  have  come 
from  Merops,  another  Egyptian  king,  that  died  of 
the  same  distemper.  But  our  Englidi  antiquaries 
have  coi^ecmred  that  dumps,  which  is  a  grievous 
heavineu  of  spirits,  comes  from  the  word  dumplin, 
the  heaviest  kind  of  pudding  that  is  eaten  in  this 
country,  much  used  in  Norfc^,  and  other  counties 
of  England. 

Ver.  5.  .    . 

Immemor  heriMrum  quos  est  mirata  juvenca 
Certantes,  quoram  stupefiictae  carmine  lynoe% 
£t  mutata  sues  requierunt  flumina  cursus. 

Viao. 

Ver.  9.  ^       . 

Tu  mihi,  seu  magni  superas  jam  saxa  Timavi, 

Sive  Oram  lUyrid  legis  aiquoris—  ^^fS 

Ver.  11.   An  opera  written  by  this  author,  called 

The  World  in  the  Sun,  or  the  Kingdom  of  Birds; 

he  is  also  fiunous  for  his  song  on  the  Newmarket 

I  horse-race,  and  sevenl  others  that  are  sung  by  tha 

.1  British  i 
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Past  III. 


Yet  sufib'  xne,  thou  bard  of  wondrous  meed. 
Amid  thy  bays  to  wemve  this  rural  weed. 

Now  the  Sun  drove  adown  the  western  road. 
And  oxen,  laid  at  rest,  forgot  the  goad,  20 

'Die  clown,  fatigued,  trudg*d  homeward  with  his 

spade, 
Across  the  meadows  stretch*d  the  lengthen*d  shade ; 
Wlien  Sparabella,  pensive  and  forlorn, 
Alike  with  yearning  love  and  labour  worn, 
L«an*d  on  her  rake,  and  straight  with  doleful  guise 
Did  this  aad  plaint  in  mournful  notes  devise : 

*<  Come  Night,  as  dark  as  pitch,  surround  my  head, 
From  Sparabella  Bumkinet  is  fled ; 
The  ribbon  that  his  valorous  cudgel  won. 
Last  Sunday  happier  Clumsib's  put  on.  SO 

Sure  if  he'd  eyes,  {btU  Love,  they  say,  has  none) 
I  whilom  by  that  ribbon  had  been  known. 
Ah,  well-a^y !  I'm  shent  with  baneful  smart, 
For  with  the  ribbon  he  bestow*d  his  heart. 

**  My  plaint,  ye  lasses,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
'  'Tis  hard  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid.' 

«  Shall  heavy  Clumailis  with  me  compare  ? 
View  this,  ye  lovers,  and  like  me  despair. 
Her  blubber'd  lip  by  smutty  pipes  is  worn. 
And  in  her  breath  tobacco  whifi^  are  borne !        40 
The  cleanly  cheese-press  she  could  never  turn. 
Her  awkward  fist  did  ne*er  employ  the  chum ; 
If  e'er  she  brew'd,  the  drink  would  straight  go  sour, 
Before  it  ever  felt  the  thunder's  power ; 
No  huswifery  the  dowdy  creature  knew ; 
To  sum  up  all,  her  tongue  conieas'd  the  shrew. 

"  My  plaint,  ye  lasses,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
<  'Us  Wd  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid.' 

**  I've  often  seen  my  visage  in  yon  lake, 
Nor  are  my  features  of  the  homeliest  make:         50 
Though  Clumsilis  may  boast  a  whiter  dye, 
Yet  the  black  sloe  turns  in  my  rolling  eye ; 
And  fidrest  blossoms  drop  with  every  blast. 
But  the  brown  beauty  will  like  hollies  last 
Her  wan  complexion's  like  the  wither'd  leek. 
While  Katharine  pears  adorn  my  ruddy  cheek. 
Yet  she,  alas !  the  witless  lout  hath  won. 
And  by  her  gain  poor  Sparabell's  undone ! 
Let  hares  and  hounds  in  coupling  straps  unite, 
Hie  clucking  hen  make  friendship  with  the  kite ; 
Let  the  fox  simply  wear  the  nuptial  noose,  61 

And  join  in  wedlock  with  tfie  waddling  goose ; 
For  love  hath  brought  a  stranger  thing  to  pass, 
Hie  fiurest  shepherd  weds  the  foulest  lass. 

**  My  plaint,  ye  lasses,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
'  *Tis  hard  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid.' 

Ver.  17.  Meed,  an  old  word  forjamey  orrenonm, 
Ver.  18.     ^  Hanc  sine  tempora  drcum 
Inter  victrices  bederam  tibi  serpere  lauros. 


Ver.  a5. 


Vnu3. 


Incumbens  tereti  Damon  sic  coepit  olivn.        Vulo, 
Ver.  33     Shent,  an  old  word,  signifying  hurt,  or 

harmed, 
Ver.  37: 

Mopso  Nisa  datur,  quid  non  speremus  amantes  ? 
Ver.  4ft  Viao. 

Nee  sum  adeo  informis,  nuper  me  in  littore  vidL 


Ver.  53. 


ViBG. 

Vimo. 


Alba  ligustrm  cadunt,  vaccinis  nigra  leguntur. 

Ver.  59. 
Jungcntur  jam  gryphcs  equis ;  aevoque  sequenti 
Cum  canibus  timidi  venient  ad  pocula  daoaar. 

Viae 


**  Sooner  shall  cats  disport  in  waters  clear. 
And  speckled  mackrel  graxe  the  meadows  hir; 
Sooner  shall  screech-o^s  bask  in  sunny  day, 
And  the  slow  ass  on  trees,  like  squirrels,  play ;    70 
Sooner  shall  snails  on  insect  pinions  rove ; 
Than  I  forget  my  shepherd's  wonted  love. 

**  My  plaint,  ye  lasses,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
*<  *Tis  hard  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid.* 

«  Ah !  didst  thou  know  what  profit  I  whhatouJ, 
When  late  I  met  the  squire  in  yonder  wood ! 
To  me  he  sped,  regardless  of  his  game. 
While  all  my  cheek  was  glowing  red  with  shame ; 
My  lip  he  kus'd,  and  prais'd  my  healthful  look. 
Then  from  his  purse  of  silk  a  guinea  took,  80 

Into  my  hand  he  fbrc'd  the  tempting  gold, 
\Vhile  I  with  modest  struggling  bn&e  his  bold. 
He  swore  that  Dick,  in  livery  strip'd  with  lace. 
Should  wed  me  soon,  to  keep  me  from  disgrace ; 
But  I  nor  footmen  prix'd,  nor  golden  fee ; 
For  what  is  lace  or  gold,  compar*d  to  thee? 

**  My  plaint,  ye  lasses,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
'  'Tis  hard  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid.* 

'*  Now  plain  I  ken  whence  Love  his  rise  begun ; 
Sure  he  was  bom  some  bloody  butcher's  son,        90 
Bred  up  in  shambles,  where  our  younglings  slain 
Erst  taught  him  mischief,  and  to  sport  with  pain. 
Hie  fiit£r  only  silly  sheep  annoys, 
The  son  the  sUlier  shepherdess  destroy 
Does  son  or  father  greater  mischief  do? 
The  sire  is  crael,  so  the  son  is  too. 

^  My  phunt,  ye  lasses,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
<  'Tis  hard  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid.* 

'*  Farewell,  ye  woods,  ye  meads,  ye  atrcamt  that 
flow; 
A  sudden  death  shall  rid  me  of  my  woe.  100 

This  penknife  keen  my  windpipe  shall  divide. 
What !  shall  I  &11  as  squeaking  pigs  have  dy'd  ? 
No— To  some  tree  this  carcass  I'll  suspend. 
But  worrying  curs  find  such  untimely  end ! 
I'll  speed  me  to  the  pond,  where  the  high  stool 
On  the  long  plank  hangs  o'er  the  mudc^  pool; 
That  stool,  the  dread  of  every  scolding  quean ; 
Yet,  sure  a  lover  should  not  die  so  mean  ! 
Hiere  plac'd  aloft,  I'll  rave  and  rail  by  fits, 
TlxMigfa  all  the  parish  say  I've  lost  my  wits;       1  ID 
And  thence,  if  courage  holds,  myself  111  throw. 
And  quench  my  passion  in  the  lake  below. 

**  Ye  lasses,  cease  your  burthen,  cease  to  moan. 
And,  by  my  case  fiarewam'd,  go  mind  your  own.'* 

Ver.  67. 
Ante  leves  ergo  pascentur  in  asthere  cenri, 
£t  freU  destituent  nudos  in  littore  pisces  — 
Qui^  nostro  Alius  labatur  pectore  vultus. 

Ver.  89.  To  ken.  Scire.  Chaucer,  to  ken,  aisd 
kende ;  notus  A.  S.  cunnam,  Goth,  kunnanu  Ger- 
manis  kennen^  Danis  kiende,  Islandis  ihmfto. 
Belgis  kenneru  This  word  is  of  general  use,  but 
not  very  common,  though  not  unknown  to  tbe 
vulgar.  Xen,  for  prospicere,  is  well  known, 
used  to  discover  by  the  eye,     Ray,  F.  R.  S. 

Nunc  sdo  quid  sit  amor,  &c. 
Crudelis  mater  magb  an  puer  improbus  ilk  ? 
Improbus  ille  puer,  cruddis  tu  quoque  mater. 

Vu 

Ver.  99.  —  vivite  sylw : 

PrsBceps  aerii  specul4  de  montis  in  undas 
Deferar.  Vib«. 
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The  Sun  was  set ;  the  night  came  on  apace, 
And  fidling  dews  bcwet  around  the  place ; 
Tbe  bat  takes  airy  rounds  on  leathern  wings, 
And  the  hoarse  owl  his  woeful  dirges  sings ; 
The  prudent  maiden  deems  it  now  too  late, 
And  till  to-morrow  comes  defers  her  Cue.  120 


THURSDAY:  OR.  THE  SPELL, 


HoBKBLiA,  seated  in  a  dreary  vale, 
In  peoaiTe  mood  rehearsed  her  piteous  tale ; 
Her  piteous  tale  the  winds  in  sighs  bemoan. 
And  pining  echo  answers  groan  for  groan. 

•*  I  rue  the  day,  a  rueftil  day,  I  trow. 
The  woeful  day,  a  day  indeed  of  woe ! 
When  Lubberkin  to  town  his  cattle  drove, 
A  maiden  fine  bedight  he  hapt  to  love ; 
Hie  maiden  fine  bedight  his  love  retains, 
And  for  the  village  he  forsakes  the  plains.  10 

Recom,  my  Lubberkin,  these  ditties  hear ; 
Spells  will  I  tiy,  and  spells  shall  ease  my  care. 

<  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  tunes  mark  the 
ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  aitmnd.' 

**  When  fint  the  year  I  lieard  the  cuckoo  sing^ 
And  call  with  welcome  note  the  budding  spring, 
I  atn^itway  set  a  running  with  such  haste, 
I>ebonh  that  won  the  smock  scarce  ran  so  fast ; 
Till  spent  for  lack  of  breath,  quite  weary  grown. 
Upon  a  rising  bank  I  sat  adown,  20 

Then  doflTd  my  shoe,  and,  by  my  troth,  I  swear, 
Hiaetn  I  spy'd  this  yellow  frizzled  hair, 
As  like  to  Lubberkin's  in  curl  and  hue, 
As  if  upon  his  comely  pate  it  grew. 

'  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  aroond,  around,  around.* 

**  At  eve  last  Midsummer  no  sleep  I  sought. 
But  to  the  field  a  bag  of  hemp-seed  brou£^ ; 
I  scatter*d  round  the  seed  on  every  side. 
And  three  times  in  a  trembling  accent  cry*d,        SO 
'  Hbs  bemp-seed  with  my  virgin  hand  I  sow. 
Who  shall  my  true-love  be,  the  crop  shall  mow.' 
I  smi^  look'd  back,  and,  if  my  eyes  speak  truth, 
With  his  keen  scythe  behind  me  came  the  youth. 

'  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground. 
And  turn   me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

"  L«tt  Valentine,  the  day  when  birds  of  kind 
Their  paiamours  with  mutual  chirpings  find ; 
I  early  rose,  just  at  the  break  of  day, 
Bcfiife  the  Sun  had  chas'd  the  stars  away ;  40 

AUkId  I  went,  amid  the  morning  dew, 
Tb  mUk  my  kine  (for  so  should  huswives  do) ; 
Thea  first  I  qiy'd ;  and  the  first  swain  we  see, 
In  spite  of  Fortune,  shall  our  tnie-love  be. 
See,  Lubberkin,  each  bird  his  partner  take ; 

t  tbou  then  thy  sweetheart  dear  forsake? 


Ver.  8.  Dig^f  or  bedi^t  from,  the  Saxon  word 
Sffdmif  vrhi^  signifies  to  set  in  order. 

Ver.  21.  Doff'vvdi  dony  contracted  from  the  words 
4»9fvAdo  mu 


*■  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.* 

"  Last  May-day  fair  I  search'd  to  find  a  snail, 
Tliat  might  my  secret  lover's  name  reveal.  50 

Upon  a  gooseberry-bush  a  snail  I  found, 
(For  always  snaib  near  sweetest  fruit  abound). 
I  seiz'd  the  vermine,  whom  I  quickly  sped, 
And  on  the  earth  the  milk-white  embers  spread.  • 
Slow  crawl'd  the  snail ;  and,  if  I  right  can  ^cU, 
In  the  soft  ashes  mark'd  a  curious  L. 
Oh,  may  this  wondrous  omen  lucky  prove  ! 
For  L  is  found  in  Lubberkin  and  Love. 

'  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.'      60 

<'  Two  haarel  nuts  I  direw  into  the  flame, 
And  to  each  nut  I  gave  a  sweetheart's  name ; 
This  with  the  loudest  bounce  me  sore  amas'd, 
Hiat  in  a  flame  of  brightest  colour  bhu'd. 
As  blaz'd  the  nut,  so  may  thy  passion  grow ; 
For  'twas  thy  nut  that  did  so  brightly  glow. 

'  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground, 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  aroimd.*     68 

"  As  peasecods  once  I  pluck'd,  I  chanc'd  to  see 
One  that  was  closely  fill'd  with  three  times  three.    • 
Which,  when  I  cropp'd,  I  safely  home  convey'd,  * 
And  o'er  the  door  die  spell  in  secret  laid  ; 
My  wheel  I  tum'd,  and  sung  a  ballad  new. 
While  from  the  spindle  I  the  fleeces  drew ; 
The  Uitch  mov'd  up,  when,  who  should  first  eome  in, 
But,  in  his  proper  person  —  Lubberkin. 
I  broke  my  yam,  surpris'd  the  sight  to  see; 
Sure  sign  that  he  would  break  his  word  widi  me. 
Efboons  I  join'd  it  with  my  wonted  slight : 
So  may  again  his  love  with  mine  imite !  80 

<  With  my  sharp  heel   I  three  times  mark  the 

ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

'<  Tliis  lady-fly  I  take  from  off  the  grass. 
Whose  spotted  back  might  scarlet  red  surpass, 
*  Fly,  lady-bu-d.  North,  South,  or  East,  or  West, 
Fly  where  the  man  is  found  that  I  love  best 
He  leaves  my  hand ;  see,  to  the  West  he's  flown, 
To  call  my  true-love  from  the  faithless  town. 

<  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 

ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.'      90 

«  I  pare  this  pippin  round  and  round  again, 
My  shepherd's  name  to  flourish  on  the  plain, 
I  fling  th*  unbroken  paring  o'er  my  h«uJ, 
Upon  the  grass  a  perfect  L  is  read ; 
Yet  on  my  heart  a  fairer  L  is  seen 
Than  what  the  paring  makes  upon  the  green. 

<  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 

ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 


Ver.  64.— —  iy«  ^  i<r2  AiX^i^iSc^Mv 

Ver.  66.  yuEOC. 

Daphnis  me  mains  urit,  ego  banc  in  Daphnide. 

ViRG. 

Ver.  93.  Transquc  caput  jace ;  nc  rcspexeris. 

Viao. 
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GAY. 


Past.  V. 


«<  This  pippin  sbtll  anochor  trial  make, 
See  from  the  core  two  kernels  brown  I  take ;     lOQ 
Hiia  on  my  cheek  for  Lubberidn  fo  worn ; 
And  Boobjdod  on  t'  other  aidi  it  borne. 
But  Boobjdod  toon  drop*  upon  the  groiiii4» 
A  certain  token  that  hit  lore's  unsoynd ; 
Whil9  Lubberidn  sticks  firmly  to  the  last ; 
Oh,  were  his  lips  to  mine  but  join'd  so  fiut ! 

«  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

**  As  Luhberkin  once  slept  beneath  a  tree, 
I  twitch'd  hb  dangling  garter  from  his  knee.      110 
He  wist  not  when  the  hempen  string  I  drew. 
Now  mine  I  quickly  doff,  of  inkle  bhie. 
Togedwr  htft  I  tye  the  garters  twain ; 
And  while  I  knit  the  knot  repeat  this  strsin : 
'  Three  times  a  true-loiw's  knot  I  tye  secure, 
Finn  be  the  knot,  firm  may  his  love  endure  !* 

*  With  my  shaip  heel  I  three  tfanes  mark  the 

ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.' 

•*  AmI  was  woot,  I  tnidg'd  last  market^y 
To  town,  with  new-laid  ^gs  presenr'd  in  hay,  180 
I  made  my  market  long  before  'twas  night. 
My  purse  grew  heavy,  and  my  basket  light. 
Straight  to  the  'po^hecary's  shop  I  went, 
And  in  love-powder  all  my  money  spent 
Bdup  what  will,  nest  Sunday,  after  prayers, 
When  tp  thf  alfhouse  Lubberidn  repairs, 
These  goldgnJUet,  into  his  mug  I'll  throw, 
And  eooii  the  swain  with  fervent  love  shall  glow. 

•  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 

ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.*    130 

<<  But  hold  > —oiMi  L%fatfbot  barks,  and  cocks  his 
ears, 
O'er  yonder  stile  see  Lubberidn  appears. 
He  comes!  he  conies!  Hobnelia's  not  bewray'd, 
Mor  shall  she,  crown'd  with  willow,  die  a  maid. 
He  vows,  he  swears,  he'll  give  me  a  green  gown : 
Oh  dear  f  I  fidl  adowu,  adown,  adown ! " 

FBIDATj  aitf  THE  BIRGE.^ 

^Oin^lfS^   OlUBBUfOL. 

\Vbt»  Gnihfaipol.  dost  thou  so  wiitAil  teem? 
There's  sorrow  in  thy  look,  if  rigbt  I  deem. 
'Tis  true  yono^  with  yeUow  tops  appear, 
Aod  chilly  blasts  b^gin  to  nip  the  year; 


Ver.  109. 
Nccte  tribus  nodis  temos,  Amanrlli,  colores : 
Kede,  Amarylli,  modo;   et  Veneris,  die  vincuk 
necto,  Vnw. 

Ver.  183. 
Has  herbas,  atque  h«c  Pooto  mihi  lecta  venen^ 
Ipse  dedit  Moris.  ~ 


>  JIm*^  mmw  mB^t^  «/#». 


TlBO. 

Thboc. 


Ver.  187, 
Ver.  ISL 
Nesdo  qmd  oirte  est;  eC  Hykx  in  Ifanlne  bUM. 

ViEO. 

*  Dif*  ^  ^fns^  <^  mournful  ditty,  or  soog  of 
ImantatioD,  over  the  dead ;  not  a  contraction  of  the 


From  the  tall  rim  a  shower  of  leaves  is  borne, 
And  their  lost  beauty  liven  beeches  mourn. 
Tet  ev'n  this  season  pleasance  blithe  affords, 
Now  the  squees'd  press  foams  with  our  apple  hoards. 
Come,  let  us  hie,  and  quaff  a  cheery  bowl. 
Let  cyder  new  «  wash  sorrow  from  thy  scuL"     10 


Ah,  Bumldnet!  since  thou  from  hence  wcrt  gone, 
FVom  these  sad  plains  all  merriment  is  flown ; 
Should  I  reveal  my  grief,  'twould  spoil  thy  cheer. 
And  make  thine  eye  o'erfiow  with  many  a  tear. 

■OMnim. 
**  Hang  sorrow !"    Let's  to  yonder  hut  repair. 
And  with  trim  sonnets  <*  cast  away  our  care." 
**  Gillian  of  Croydon"  well  thy  pipe  can  pl^ : 
Thou  sing'st  most  sweet,  *<  O'er  hUlsand  fur  away.** 
Of  **  PMient  Grissel"  I  devise  to  sing. 
And  catches  quaint  shall  make  the  vallep  ring.   80 
Come,  Gr^bblnol,  beneath  this  shelter,  come  ; 
From  hence  we  view  our  flocks  securely  roam. 


Yes,  blithsome  lad,  a  tale  I  mean  to  sing. 
But  wTth  my  woe  shall  distant  valleys  ring. 
The  tale  shall  make  our  kidlings  droop  their  heed. 
For,  woe  is  me  !  —  ohr  Blouselind  is  dead ! 


Is  Blouxelinda  dead  ?  farewell,  my  g|ee ! 
No  happiness  is  now  reserv'd  ibr  me. 
As  the  wood-pigeon  coos  without  his  mate. 
So  sliall  my  doleful  dirge  bewail  her  fitte.  90 

Of  Blouxelinda  fair  I  mean  to  tell. 
The  peerless  maid  that  did  all  maids  ezceL 

Henceforth  the  morn  shall  dewy  sorrow  shed. 
And  evening  tears  upon  the  grsss  be  spmd ; 
The  rolling  streams  with  watery  grief  shall  flotw. 
And  winds  shaUmoan  aloud— w^  loud  diey  blow* 
Henceforth,  as  oft  as  Autumn  shall  return. 
The  drooping  trees,  whene'er  it  rains,  shall  rooum ; 
The  season  quite  shall  strip  the  country's  pride^ 
For  'twas  in  Autumn  Blouielmda  dy'd.  40 

Where'er  I  gad,  I  Blouselind  shall  vievr. 
Woods,  dairy,  barn,  and  mows,  our  passion  knrw. 
When  I  direct  my  eyes  to  yonder  wood. 
Fresh  rising  sorrow  curdles  in  my  blood. 
Thither  I've  often  been  the  damsel's  guide. 
When  rotten  sticks  our  fiiel  have  supply'd ; 
There  I  remember  how  her  faggotrf  btrge 
Were  firequently  these  happy  shoulders*  dmige. 
Sometimes  this  crook  drew  haael-honghs  adown. 
And  stuff'd  her  apron  wide  with  nuts  so  brown  ;  50 
Or  when  her  feeding  hogs  had  miss'd  their  vray» 
Or  wallowing  'mid  a  feasi  of  acorns  lay ; 


Ladn  4inge  in  the  popish  hymn,  ding$  g^rettut  «seai| 
as  som«^  pfsteod ;  but  finom  the  Teutonic  4yrAr, 
laudare,  to  praise  imd  extol.  Whence  it  is  poasilile 
their  dj/fiit^  aqd  our  dk^  waw  a  laudatory  soc^  %o 
cqmmnmeiwtB  and  applaud  the  dead. 

Cowkll's  InUrpr^ier• 

Ver.  15. 
Indpe,  Mopse,  prior,  si  quos  aut  Riyllidis  igne« 
Aut  Alconis  babes  laudes,  aut  junria  Cbdri.  Vib4s. 

Ver.  87.  GZee,  joy ;  f^om  the  Dutch  gjlooren^  to 
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Hi'  untoward  creatures  to  the  stye  I  droTe, 
And  whistled  all  the  wmy  —  or  told  my  love. 

If  by  the  dairy's  hatch  I  chance  to  hie, 
I  diall  her  goodly  countenance  espy ; 
For  there  her  goodly  countenance  I've  seen, 
Set  off  with  kerchief  starcfa*d  and  pinners  dean, 
flometiiiies,  like  wax,  she  rolls  the  butter  round 
Or  widi  the  wooden  lily  prints  the  pound.  60 

Wlnloin  I've  seen  her  skim  the  clouted  cream, 
And  press  from  spungy  curds  the  milky  stream : 
But  now,  alas !  these  ears  shall  hear  no  more 
Hie  whining  swine  surround  the  dairy  door ; 
Mb  man  her  care  shall  fill  the  hollow  tray. 
To  fiit  the  guiding  hogs  with  floodi  of  whey. 
T«nentj  ye  swine,  in  grunting  ^lendjour  grief» 
For  you,  like  me,  have  lost  your  aaie  relief. 

When  in  the  bam  the  sounding  flail  I  ply, 
Where  firom  her  sieve  the  chaff  was  wont  to  fly ;  70 
The  poultiy  there  will  seem  around  to  stand, 
Waidng  upon  her  charitable  hand. 
No  raocoor  meet  the  poultry  now  can  find. 
For  they,  like  me,  have  lost  their  Blonaelind. 

Wbenerer  by  yon  barley-mow  I  pass, 
Befigre  n^  eyes  will  trip  the  tidy  lass. 
Ipitcfa'd  the  sheaves,  (oh,  could  I  do  so  now !) 
Which  she  in  rows  pil'd  on  the  growing  mow. 
There  ererj  deale  my  heart  by  love  was  gain'd, 
Hiere  the  sweet  kiss  my  courtship  has  ezplain'd.  80 
Ah,  Bknuelind !  that  mow  I  ne*er  shall  see. 
But  tiiy  memorial  will  revive  in  me. 

lament,  ye  fidds^  and  rueftil  symptoms  show ; 
Hcnce£]rth  let  not  the  smelling  primrose  grow ; 
Let  weeds,  instead  of  butter-flowers,  appear. 
And  Boeada,  inatead  of  daisies,  hemlock  bear ; 
Fbr  cowslips  sweet  let  dandelions  spread ; 
For  Blouiriinda,  blithsome  maid,  is  dead ! 
Iignent,  ye  swains,  and  o'er  her  grave  bemoan. 
And  spell  ye  ri^  this  Terse  upon  her  stone:       90 
*<  Herv  Blonzdinda  lies~  Alas^  alas ! 
Weep  sfaepfacrda^  and  remember  flesh  is  grass." 


Albeit  thy  songs  are  sweeter  to  mine  ear, 
Hmi  to  the  thirsty  cattle  riyers  clear ; 
(k  winter  porridge  to  the  labouring  youth. 
Or  booa  and  sugar  to  the  damsel's  tooth ; 
Tct  Blooadinda's  name  shall  tune  my  lay. 
Of  her  m  sing  for  ever  and  for  aye. 

When  Blonaelind  ezpir'd,  the  wether's  bell 
Befiwe  the  drooping  flodctoU'd  forth  her  knell;  100 
Jbit  solemn  dsatb-watch  dick'd  the  hour  she  dy'd, 
And  Alining  crickela  in  the  chimney  cry'd ! 
Ite  boding  raven  on  her  cottage  sate, 
And  vitfi  haarse  croakins  wam'd  us  ( 


croaking  wam'd  us  of  her  fiUe ; 


Ycr.  84. 
fVo  molfi  Tiold,  pro  purpureo  nardsso, 
Onrdnna  ct  qdnis  surgit  paliurus  acutis.     Viao. 
Ver.  9a 
Et  Uimuliim  fiKSte,  eC  tumulo  superaddite  carmen. 
Ver.  9S.  Viae 

lUe  tnom  carmen  nobis,  divine  poeta, 
i^ale  sopor  fessisin  gramine:  quale  per  sestum 
Oidds  aquse  salients  sithn  restinguere  riTo. 
Vostuen  haec  quocunque  modo  tibi  nostra  vidssiro, 
HSmnos,  Daphninque  tuum  toUemus  ad  astra. 

Viae. 
Ver.  96.  An  imitation  of  Theocritus. 


Tlie  lambkin,  which  her  wonted  tendance  bred, 
Dropp'd  on  the  plains  that  fiital  instant  dead ; 
Swsrm'd  on  a  rotten  stick  the  bees  I  spy'd, 
Which  erst  I  saw  when  Goody  Dobson  dy'd. 

How  shaU  I,  void  of  tears,  her  death  relate, 
When  on  her  darBn^^'s  bed  her  modier  sale!        110 
These  words  the  dying  Blouzelinda  spoke, 
And  of  the  dead  let  none  the  wiU  revoke : 

«  Mother,"  quoth  she,  « let  not  the  poultry  need, 
And  give  the  goose  wherewith  to  raise  her  breed : 
Be  Uiese  my  sister's  care  ^  and  every  mom 
Amid  the  ducklings  let  her  scatter  com ; 
Hie  sickly  calf  that's  hous'd  be  sure  to  tend. 
Feed  him  with  milk,  and  firom  bleak  colds  defend. 
Tetere  I  die^see,  mother,  yonder  shelf, 
There  secretly  I've  hid  my  worldly  pelf.  120 

Twenty  good  shillings  in  a  rag  I  laid ; 
Be  ten  the  parson's,  for  my  sermon  paid. 
Hie  rest  is  yours  -^  my  spinning-whed  and  rake 
Let  Susan  keep  for  her  dear  sister's  sake ; 
My  new  strew  bat,  that's  trimly  lin'd  with  green. 
Let  Peggy  wear,  for  she's  a  damsel  dean. 
My  leathern  bottle,  long  in  harvests  try'd. 
Be  Grabbinol's  —  this  silver  ring  beside : 
Three  silver  pennies,  and  a  nine-pence  bent, 
A  token  kindtoBumkinetissent"  130 

Hius  spoke  the  maiden,  while  the  mother  cry'd ; 
And  peaceful,  like  the  harmless  Uunb^  she  dy'd. 

To  show  their  love,  the  neighbours  far  and  near 
Folkm'd  with  wistful  look  the  damsd'sbier. 
Sprig'd  rosemary  the  lads  and  lasses  bore. 
While  dismally  the  parson  walk'd  before. 
Upon  her  grave  the  rosemary  they  threw. 
The  daisy^  butter-flower,  and  endive  blue. 

AAer  the  good  man  wam'd  us  from  his  text,  139 
That  none  could  tell  whose  turn  would  be  tlie  next; 
He  said,  that   Heaven  would  take  her  soul,    no 

doubt, 
And  qpoke  the  hour-glass  in  her  praise—  quite  out. 

To  her  sweet  memory,  flowery  garlands  strung. 
O'er  her  now  empty  seat  doft  were  hung. 
Wth  wicker  rods  we  fenc'd  her  tomb  around. 
To  ward  from  man  and  beast  the  hallow'd  ground ; 
Lest  her  new  grave  the  parson's  cattle  raze. 
For  both  his  horse  and  cow  the  church-yard  grase. 

Now  we  tmdg'd  homeward  to  her  mother's  farm. 
To  drink  new  cyder  mull'd,  with  ginger  warm.  150 
For  Gaffer  Treadwell  told  us,  by  the  by, 
**  Excessive  sorrow  is  exceeding  dry." 

While  bulls  bear  horns  upon  their  curled  brow. 
Or  lasses  with  soft  stroakingp  milk  the  cow ; 
While  paddling  dudu  the  standing  lake  desire. 
Or  battening  hogs  rdl  in  the  sinking  mire ; 
While  moles  the  crumbled  earth  in  hillocks  raise ; 
So  long  shall  swains  tell  Blouxdinda's  praise. 

Thus  wail'd  the  louts  in  melancholy  strain,. 
Till  bonny  Susan  sped  across  the  plain.  160 

Tli^  sdaed  the  lass  in  apron  dean  array'd. 
And  to  the  ale^iouss  forc'd  the  vrilling  maid; 
In  ale  and  kisses  they  ibiget  thdr  cares. 
And  ftisan  Blouadinda's  loss  repairs. 

Ter.  153. 
Dum  juga  monlisaper,  fluvios  dum  puds  amabit, 
Dumque  thymo  pascentur  apes,  dum  rore  dcadss. 
Semper  honos,  nomenque  tuum,  laudeeque  mane- 
bunt.  ViKO. 
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SATURDATi  OS,  THE  FLIGHTS. 


KIWSTBEUS. 

SoBUMKE  streiiu,  O  nude  Muae !  prepune ; 
Fod^  awhfle  the  barn  and  dairy's  care ; 
Thy  homely  Toice  to  loftier  numbers  raise, 
The  drunkard's  flights  require  sonorous  lays; 
With  Bowxybeus'  songs  exalt  thy  Terse^ 
While  rocks  and  woods  the  yarious  notes  rehearse. 

'Twas  in  the  season  when  the  reapers*  toil 
Of  the  ripe  harvest  'gan  to  rid  the  soil ; 
Wide  through  the  field  was  seen  a  goodly  rout, 
Clean  damsels  bound  the  gathered  sheaves  about ;  10 
Tlie  lads,  with  sharpen'd  hook  and  sweating  brow, 
Cut  down  the  labours  of  the  winter  plough. 
To  the  near  hedge  young  Susan  steps  aside, 
She  feign'd  her  coat  or  garter  was  unty'd ; 
Whate'er  she  did,  she  stoop'd  adown  unseen, 
And  merry  reapers  what  they  list  wfll  ween. 
Soon  she  rose  up,  and  cry'd  with  voice  so  shrill. 
That  Echo  answer'd  from  the  distant  hill ; 
Hie  youths  and  damsels  ran  to  Susan's  aid, 
Who  thought  some  adder  had  the  lass  dismay'd.  20 

When  fast  asleep  they  Bowxybeus  spy'd. 
His  bat  and  oaken  staff  Uy  dose  beside ; 
Hut  Bowxybeus  who  could  sweetly  sing, 
Or  with  the  rosin'd  bow  torment  the  string; 
That  Bowxybeus  who,  with  fingers  speed, 
Could  call  soft  warfolings  fltxn  the  breathing  reed ; 
That  Bowxybeus  who,  with  jocund  tongue, 
Ballads  and  roundelays  and  catches  sung : 
Tliey  loudly  laugh  to  see  the  damsel's  fright, 
And  in  disport  surround  the  drunken  wight        30 

**  Ah,  Bowxybee,  why  didst  thou  stay  so  long  ? 
The  mugs  were  large,  the  drink  was  wondrous 

strong! 
Thou  should'st  have  left  the  ftir  before  'twas  night; 
But  thou  sal's!  toping  till  the  morning  light'* 

Cicely,  brisk  maid,  steps  forth  before  the  rout. 
And  kass'd  with  smacking  Hp  the  snoaring  lout : 
(For  custom  says,  "  Whoe'er  thb  venture  proves. 
For  such  a  kiss  demands  a  pair  of  gloves.") 
By  her  example  Dorcas  bolder  ^rows. 
And  plays  a  tickling  straw  within  his  nose.  40 

He  rubs  his  nostril,  and  in  wonted  joke       [spoke  : 
The  sneering  swains  with  stammering  speech  be- 
**  To  you,  my  lads,  I'll  sing  my  carols  o'er, 
As  for  the  maids  —  I've  something  else  in  store." 

No  sooner  'gan  he  raise  his  tuneful  song, 
But  lads  and  lasses  round  about  him  throng. 
Not  ballad^nger  plac'd  above  the  crowd 
Sings  with  a  note  so  shrilling  sweet  and  loud ; 
Nor  parish-clerk,  who  calls  the  psalm  so  clear, 
Like  Bowxybeus  soodies  th'  attentive  ear.  50 

Of  Nature's  laws  his  carols  first  beg^n, 
Why  the  grave  owl  can  never  face  the  Sun. 


Ver.  2«. 
Serta  procul  tantum  capiti  delapsa  jacebant  Vuio. 

Ver.  4a 
Sanguineis  ft^ontem  moris  et  tempora  pingit  Viao. 

Ver.  43. 
Carmina,  aum  vultis,  cognoscite !  carmina  vobis ; 
Huic  aliud  mercedis  erit  Viao. 

V«r.  47. 
Nee  tantum  Phobo  gaudet  Fsmassia  rupes : 
Ncc  tantutt  Rhodope  mirantur  et  Ismarus  Orphea. 
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For  owls,  as  swains  observe,  datast  the  light. 
And  only  sing  and  seek  their  prey  by  night 
How  turnips  hide  thdr  swelling  heads  below : 
And  how  the  closing  coleworts  upwards  grow  • 
How  WiU-o-wisp  misleads  mghuiaring  clowns 
O'er  hills,  and  sinking  bogs,  and  pathless  downs. 
Of  stars  he  told,  that  shoot  with  shininff  traO, 
And  of  the  glow-worm's  light  that  gilds  his  taiL  60 
He  sung  where  woodcocks  in  the  Summer  feed. 
And  in  what  climates  they  renew  tiieir  breed,  [tend, 
(Some  think  to  northern  coasts  their  flight  they 
Or  to  the  Moon  in  midnight  hours  ascend) ; 
Where  swallows  in  the  Winter's  season  keep. 
And  how  the  drowsy  bat  and  dormouse  sleep. 
How  Nature  does  the  puppy's  eyelid  close 
Till  the  bright  Sun  has  nine  times  set  and  rose ; 
^or  huntsmen  by  their  long  experience  find, 
Tluit  puppies  still  nine  rolling  suns  are  blind.)    70 

Now  he  goes  on,  and  sings  of  fiurs  and  sfaowa» 
For  still  new  fiurs  before  his  eyes  arose. 
How  pedlars'  stalls  vrith  ^ttering  toys  are  hod. 
The  various  fiuiings  of  t^  country  maid. 
Long  silken  \mcet  hang  upon  the  twine. 
And  rows  of  pins  and  amber  bracelets  shine ; 
How  the  tight  lass  knives,  combs,  and  scissa 
And  looks  on  thimbles  with  desiring  eyes. 
Of  lotteries  next  with  tuneftil  note  he  told. 
Where  silver  spoons  are  won,  and  rings  of  gold. 
The  lads  and  lasses  trudge  the  street  along. 
And  all  the  fair  is  crowded  in  his  song. 
The  mountebank  now  treads  the  stage,  and  sdk 
His  pills,  his  balsams,  a^d  his  ague-spells ; 
Now  o'er  and  o'er  the  nunble  tumbler  springs^ 
And  on  the  rope  the  venturous  maiden  swings ; 
Jack  Pudding  in  his  party-colour'd  jacket 
Tosses  the  glove,  and  jokes  at  every  packet 
Of  raree-shows  he  sung,  and  Punch's  feats. 
Of  pockets  pick'd  in  crowds,  and  various  cheats. 

Then  sad  he  sung  the  Children  in  the  Wood : 
(Ah,  baibarous  uncle,  stain'd  with  inhnt  blood !) 
How  blackberries  they  pluck'd  in  deserts  wild. 
And  fearless  at  the  gUttering  falchion  smil'd ; 
llieir  little  corpse  the  robin-red^breasts  found. 
And  strow'd  with  pious  bill  the  leaves  around. 
(Ah,  gentle  birds !  if  this  verse  lasts  so  long. 
Your  names  shall  live  for  ever  in  my  song.) 

For  Buxom  Joan  he  sung  the  doubtful  strife, 
How  the  sly  sailor  made  the  maid  a  wife.  lOO 

To  louder  strains  he  rais'd  his  voices  to  tell 
What  woeftil  wars  in  Chevy-chace  befipU, 
When  Percy  drove  the  deer  with  hound  and  horn. 
Wars  to  be  wept  by  children  yet  unborn ! 
Ah,  Witherington !  more  years  thy  life  had  oown'd. 
If  thou  hadst  never  heard  the  bom  or  hound  ! 
Yet  shall  the  'squire,  who  fouffht  on  bloody  stompa^ 
By  future  bards  be  wail'd  in  dk>leful  dumpa. 

All  in  the  Umd  of  Essex  next  he  chants,         109 
How  to  sleek  mares  starch  quakers  turn  g«lUn«» . 
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Ver.  51.     Our  swain  had  possibly  read  Tusner, 
trom  whence  he  might  have  collected  tliese  pJi^^rto- 
phical  observations : 
Namque  canrtat,  uti  magnum  per  inane  ooacta,  &c. 

Ver.  97. 
Fortunati  ambo,  si  quid  mea  carmina  possunt. 
Nulla  dies  unquam  memori  vos  eximet  aevo.  Vimo. 

Ver.  99.  A  song  in  the  comedy  of  Love  for  Lovc^ 
beginning  "  A  soldier  and  a  sailor,"  &c 

Ver.  109.     A  song  of  Sir  J.  Denham's.      See 
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How  the  gnrve  brodier  stood  on  bank  fo  graeD'* 
Happy  for  him  if  mares  hid  never  been ! 

Then  he  was  seis'd  with  a  religious  quahn. 
And  on  a  sudden  sung  tfie  hundredth  psalm. 

He  aung  of  Taflfey  Welch,  and  Sawney  Scot, 
Lflly-bullms  and  the  Irish  Trot 
Why  should  I  tell  of  Bateman,  or  of  Shore, 
Or  Wandey's  Dmgon,  shun  by  Taliant  Moor, 
The  Bower  of  Bonimond,  or  Robin  Hood, 
And  how  oie  grass  now  grows  where  Troy  town 
stood?  120 

His  cavpb  ceas'd :  the  listening  maids  and  swains 
Sean  still  to  hear  some  soft  imp^iect  strains. 
Sodden  he  rose ;  and,  as  he  reels  alone. 
Swears  kisses  sweet  should  well  rewara  hb  song. 
The  damsds  laughing  fly:  the  giddy  clown 
Again  upoo  a  wheat-4heaf  drops  adown ; 
Jht  power  that  guards  the  drunk,  his  sleep  attends, 
im  ruddy,  like  his  fiux,  the  Sun  descends. 


FABLE, 
ram  fabmik's  wirx  amd  thx  kavkn. 

*<  Wht are  those  tears?  why  droops  your  head? 
Is  then  your  other  husband  dead  ? 
Or  does  a  worse  disgrace  betide  ? 
Hath  no  one  since  his  death  apply'd  ?'* 

"  Alas!  you  know  the  cause  too  well ; 
Hie  salt  is  q>flt,  to  me  it  fell ; 
Then,  to  contribute  to  my  loss, 
My  knife  and  fork  were  laid  across ; 
On  Friday  too!  the  day  I  dread! 
Would  I  were  safe  at  home  in  bed ! 
Last  n%^  (I  TOW  to  Hearen  *tis  true) 
Bounce  feoan  the  fire  a  coffin  flew. 
Next  post  sooie  fetal  news  shall  tell : 
God  send  my  Cornish  friends  be  well  !*' 

M  Unfa^ypy  YHdaw,  cease  thy  tears, 
Nor  fed  aiBiction  in  thy  fears ; 
Let  not  thy  stomach  be  suspended ; 
Eat  now,  and  weep  when  dinner's  ended ; 
And,  when  the  butler  clears  the  table. 
For  thy  desert  I'll  read  my  Fable." 

Betwixt  her  swagging  panniers'  load 
A  Fanner's  Wife  to  market  rode. 
And,  jogging  on,  with  thoughtfbl  care, 
Sonnn'd  up  the  profits  of  hat  ware ; 


Vcr.  IIS. 
Cl  fettnnatam,  si  nunquam  armenta  fuiasent, 
rhsphsiii  Vimo. 

Vcr.  117.  Quid  loquar  ant  Scyllam  Nisi,  &c 

VlAO. 
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When,  starting  fWm  her  silver  dream. 
Thus  fkr  and  wide  was  heard  her  scream. 

«  That  Raren  on  yon  leftJiand  oak 
(Curse  on  his  ill-betiding  croak !) 
Bodes  me  no  good."     No  more  she  said, 
When  poor  blmd  Ball,  with  stumbling  tread. 
Fell  prone ;  o'ertum'd  the  pannier  lay. 
And  her  mash'd  eggs  bestrow'd  the  way. 

She,  sprawling  in  the  yellow  road, 
Rail'd,  swore,  and  curs'd :  **  Thou  croaking  toad, 
A  murrain  take  thy  whoreson  throat ! 
I  knew  misfortune  in  tfie  note." 

«  Dame,"  quoth  the  RaTen, «  spare  your  oaths^ 
Unclench  yoiir  fist,  and  wipe  your  dotfies. 
But  why  on  me  those  curses  thrown  ? 
Goody,  the  fault  was  all  your  own ; 
For,  had  you  laid  this  brittle  ware 
On  Dun,  the  old  sure-footed  mare, 
Though  all  the  Karens  of  the  hundred 
With  croaking  had  your  tongue  out-thundered, 
Sure-footed  Dun  hid  kept  her  legs, 
And  you,  good  woman,  sanr'd  your  eggs." 


FABLE. 

TBS  TUEKKT  AHD  THE  AMT. 

Iw  Other  men  we  feults  can  spy. 
And  blame  the  mote  that  dims  their  eye. 
Each  little  speck  and  blemish  find ; 
To  our  own  stronger  errours  blind. 

A  Tiirkey,  tir'd  of  common  food, 
Fonook  the  bam^  and  sought  the  wood ; 
Beliind  her  ran  an  infant  train. 
Collecting  here  and  there  a  grain. 
**  Draw  near,  my  birds !  the  motlier  cries^ 
This  hill  delidous  fiure  supplies; 
Behdd  the  busy  negro  race. 
See  millions  blacken  all  the  place ! 
Fear  not^  like  me,  with  fireedom  eat ; 
An  Ant  is  most  delightfiil  meat 
How  bless'd,  how  envy'd,  were  our  lifie, 
Could  we  but  'scape  the  poulterer's  knife ; 
But  man,  curs'd  man,  on  Turkeys  prey% 
And  Christmas  shortens  dl  our  days. 
Sometimes  with  oysters  we  combine. 
Sometimes  assist  the  savoury  chine ; 
Fhmi  the  low  peasant  to  the  lord. 
The  Turkey  smokes  on  every  board, 
Sure  men  for  ffluttony  are  curs'd. 
Of  the  seven  deadly  sins  the  worst" 

An  Ant,  who  dunb'd  beyond  his  reach. 
Thus  answer'd  firom  the  ndghbouring  beech : 
«  Ere  you  remark  another's  sin. 
Bid  thy  own  consdence  look  within ; 
Control  thy  more  voracious  hill. 
Nor  for  a  breakfeit  nations  kilL^' 
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MATTHEW  GREEN. 


JVlATnBw  Gekiii,  a  truly  orinnal  poet,  was  born, 
probably  at  London,  in  1696.  Hit  parents  were  re- 
•pectable  Dissenters,  who  brought  him  up  within 
the  limits  of  the  sect.  His  learmng  was  confined  to 
a  little  Latin ;  but,  from  the  frequency  of  his  clas- 
sical allusions,  it  may  be  concluded  that  what  he 
read  when  young,  he  did  not  forget  Tht  austerity 
in  which  h^was  educated  had  the  effbct  of  inspiring 
him  with  settled  disgust;  and  he  fled  from  the 
gloom  of  dissenting  worship  when  he  was  no  longer 
compelled  to  attend  it.  Thus  set  loose  from  the 
opinions  of  his  youth,  he  speculated  very  freely 
on  religious  topics,  and  at  length  adopted  the  sys- 
tem of  outward  compliance  with  established  forms 
and  inward  laxity  of  belief.  He  seems  at  one 
time  to  have  been  much  inclined  to  the  principles 
of  Quakerism ;  but  he  found  that  its  prsctioe  would 
not  agree  with  one  who  lited  **  by  pulling  off  the 
hat."  We  find  that  he  had  obtained  a  pUce  in  the 
Custom  house,  the  duties  of  which  he  is  said  to  have 
discharged  with  great  diligence  and  fidelity.     It 


is  furtiMr  attMted,  tnit  he  was  a  mm  of  gKSl 
probity  and  sweetness  of  dispoaltion,  and  that  his 
conversation  abounded  with  wit,  but  of  the  most  in- 
offensive kind.  He  seems  to  have  been  subject  to 
low-spiritB,  as  a  rdief  fivm  which  he  composed  his 
principal  poem,  «  Tht  Sjpleen."  He  passed  his 
life  in  celibanr,  and  died  in  17S7,  at  the  early  age 
of  forty-one,  m  lodgings  in  Giacechurch  sti-eet. 

Hie  poems  of  Green,  which  were  not  made  pub- 
lic till  after  hb  deadi,  consist  of  ^  The  Spleen  ;*' 
'<  The  Grotto  ;**  "  Verses  09  Barclay's  Apology;** 
"  The  Seeker"  and  some  smaller  peoes,  all  com- 
prised in  a  small  volume.  In  manner  and  subject 
they  are  some  of  the  most  original  in  our  language. 
They  rank  among  the  easy  and  fiuiiliar,  but  are 
replete  with  uncommon  thoughts,  new  and  striking 
images,  and  those  associations  of  remote  ideas  by 
some  unexpected  similitudes,  in  which  wit  prin- 
cipally consists.  Few  poems  will  bear  more  re- 
pested  perusals ;  and,  whh  those  who  can  fully  anier 
into  them,  they  do  not  fail  to  become  fisvourilM. 


THE  SPLEEN.  • 

AV  vnrur.To  xa.  cunmaT  #acksok. 

Xms  motley  piece  to  you  I  send. 
Who  always  were  afinthful  friend ; 
Who,  if  disputes  should  happen  hence, 
Can  best  explain  the  author's  sense; 
And,  anxious  for  the  public  weal, 
Do,  what  I  sing,  so  often  ted. 

The  want  of  method  pray  excuse, 
Allowing  fior  a  vapour'd  Muse : 
Nor  to  a  narrow  path  oonfin'd. 
Hedge  in  bw  rules  a  roving  mind. 

Tbe  duld  is  genuine,  you  may  trsce 
Throughout  the  shre's  transmitted  hce. 
Nothing  is  stol'n :  my  Muse,  though  mean. 
Draws  from  tbe  spring  she  finds  within ; 
Nor  vainly  buys  what  GQdon  f  sells. 
Poetic  buckets  for  dry  wells. 

*  <*  In  this  poem,"  Mr.  Mebnoth  says,  « tber« 
are  more  original  thoughts  thrown  together  than  he 
had  ever  read  in  the  same  compass  of  lines.*' 

FmosaORKi's  Letters,  p.  114. 

t  iiildon*s  Art  of  Poetry. 


SchooUhelpt  I  want,  to  cUmb  on  lilg|i» 
Where  all  the  andent  treasures  lis^ 
And  there  unseen  commit  a  theft 
On  wealth  in  Gredi  exchequers  left. 
Hien  where?  from  whom  ?  what  can  I  Ma^ 
Who.only  with  the  modems  deal? 
Hits  were  attempting  to  put  on 
Raiment  from  naked  bodies  woa| : 
Hiey  safdy  sing  before  a  thiei^ 
They  cannot  give  who  want  relief; 
Some  few  excepted,  names  wdl  known^ 
And  justly  laurel'd  with  renown. 
Whose  stsmp  of  genius  marks  their  wwi^ 
And  theft  detecto :  of  theft  beware ;  ' 
From  More  $  so  lash'd,  example  fi^ 
Shun  petty  larceny  in  wit. 

First  know,  my  friend,  I  do  not  mean 
To  write  a  treatise  on  the  spleen; 


t  A  painted  vest  Prince  Vortigcr  bad  oo. 
Which  from  a  naked  Pict  his  grsndiire 
Howard's  Brituk 


§  James  More  Smith,  esq.  See  Dundad,  B.  B. 
L  50.  and  the  notes,  where  the  drcumstanoea  of 
the  trsnsaction  here  alluded  to  are  very  IqHj 
explained. 
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Nor  to  pmerfte  wlie*  MTVM  wMiilie ; 
Nor  moid  th'  fllflrum  wtttch,  ydur  pdiK. 
If  lam  right,  jour  qutttum  hj, 
Whstcoune  I  take  to  driv*  wny 
Hie  day-mare,  ^ileeD,  liy  wfaoae  iilM  pkae 
Men  prore  mere  suicides  in  ease ; 
Andliow  I  do  myedf  demean 
In  moaay  world  to  JiiFe  serene. 

When  bj  its  magie  lantern  Sploen 
W^  ftigfaifbl  figiffes  spteadn  lib's  scene, 
And  threet'ning  fgospects  urg'd  mj  fears, 
A  stranger  to  the  ludi  of  heirs  ; 
Besson,  some  ^pnet  to  restore, 
Shofw'd  pert  was  wibetancr,  shadow  more  ; 
With  S|dteen's  dead  we^thoodi  heavy  grown. 
In  life's  roogh  tide  I  sunk  not  down. 
But  swam,  Ull  Fortune  threw  a  rope, 
Boojant  on  bladders  ill*d  with  hope. 

I  always  choose  the  phinest  fbod 
Tomend  viacidity  of  Mood. 
Hail!  water-gmel,  healing  power. 
Of  easy  access  to  the  poor  } 
Thy  h^p  love's  confessors  im|dore. 
And  doctors  secretly  adore  ^ 
To  tfae^  I  fly,  by  theedihito  — 
llmmgh  veins  my  blood  dedi  qvieker  shool^ 
And  by  swift  current  tinows  off  dean 
nnolific.paiticlcs  of  Spleen. 

I  never  wkk  by  drinking  grow. 
Nor  keep  myself  a  cup  too  tow. 
And  seldom  Chloe's  lodgings  haunt. 
Thrifty  of  spirits,  which  I  want. 

Hunting  I  redumvery  ^ood. 
To  brace  the  nerves,  and  stir  the  blood : 
But  after  no  field-honours  itch, 
AcfaleT'd  by  leaping  hedge  and  ditch. 
While  Spleen  lies  wft  rdax'd  in  be<i^ 
Or  o*er  coal  fires  inelines  the  head» 
Hygeia's  sons  with  hound- and  horn, 
And  jovial  cry  awake  the  Mcfern. 
Tbese  see  her  firom  the  dusky  plight, 
Smcar'd  by  th*  embmees  of  the  Night, 
With  roral  vrash  redeem  her  ftoe^ 
And  prove  herself  of  Titan's  mce^ 
And,  mounting  in  loose  robes  the  skies. 
Shed  light  and  fnigmnoe  as  she  flies. 
Then  horse  and  hound  fierce  joy  display,. 
Exulting  at  the  hark-*way. 
And  in  pursttita'er  tainted  ground, 
From  longs  robust  flekUnotoi  resound. 
Hien,  as  S.  Geoig^  the  dngon  slew,, 
Spleoi  pierc'd,  trod  down,  and  dying  view ;. 
WWe  all  their  spmts  an  on  wing,r 
And  vfoods,  and  hiU%.nnd  valleys  ring. 

To  cure  the  mind's  wrong  bias,  Spleen,. 
Some  ivtKinwnpnd  the  bowlang^green  ; 
Some,  hilly  walk*;  all,  eiercise; 
FVng  but  a  stone,  the  giant  dies ;. 
Leogh  And  be  weU.     Monkeys  have  been 
Extreme  good  doetors  flir  the  Spleen;. 
And  kitten*  if  the  humour  fab,. 
Haa  harieqian'd  awav  the  fit. 

Sbice  nurtb  is  good  in  this  behalf;. 
Ai  some  particulars  let  us  lau{^ 
Widings,  brisk  foob,  curst  with  half  senses 
Hmt  stimulntes  their  impotrofff; 
Who  bun  in  rhyme,  and,like  Mind' flies, 
Err  with  their  wingi  fbr  want  of  eyes. 
Poor  aotfaors  worshipping  a  calf^ 
Beep  tragedies  that  make  us  laugK 


A  strict  dissentef  10pt^  MbM^ 
A  lectin ptedoAi^ mr a jpAniM^ 
Folks,  things  proptatlc  to  ^UpmM, 
Making  the  ]Mt  die  IbtnM  tonse, 
Hie  perish  dnklbhig  0/ A  pviett. 
Fine  epitaphs  on  knates  deo^n^d, 
Green-apron'd  Fyimnitot's  rii|^ 
'  Great  iEsculHpias  odr  his  sttge, 
A  miser  starting  to  to  rich. 
The  prior  of  Newcata's  dying  speMtfi^ 
A  jointer'd  widow^s  rkad  slale^ 
Two  Jews  disputing  tdte-iUtdt^ 
New  almanacs  compoS'd  by  seeH^ 
Expemnents  on  fiuotts'  ears. 
Disdainful  prudes,  who  ceaaddss  ply 
Hk  superi)  musdeof  the  ^e,^ 
A  coquet's  Aprit-vreather  nice^ 
A  Queenb'roQgh  mayor  bdnnd  his  nnoe,^ 
And  fopsin  miitary  show. 
Are  sov'reign  fyr  the  cisehr  view. 

If  splera-fogs  rise  at  dose  of  day^ 
I  dear  my  ev'ning  with  a  play^ 
Or  to  some  concert  take  my  vrsy. 
Hie  company,  the  shine  of  lt|ht% 
The  scenes  of  bumoury  nmsieV  flights, 
Adjust  and  set  the  soul  to  right* 

Life's  moving,  piotui^  wdl^iWroughfr  P^^ 
To  others'  grief  attentidn  raise: 
Here,  while  thetrsgie  fictions  gkMr^^ 
We  borrow  joy  by  pttying  woe ; 
There  gaily  comic  scenes  deH^ft, 
And  hold  true  mirrors  toour  si^il. 
Virtue,  in  charming  dress  arrajrd^ 
Calling  the  passions  to  her  ai4 
When  moral  settles  juiA  aotione  joita, 
Takes  shape,  and  shows  her  hee  dMnc^ 

Music  has  charms,  we  aU^may  find^ 
Ingratiato  deeply  with  the  mind* 
When  art  does  sound's  high  pew'r  advance^ 
To  music's  pipe*  the  passions-  dance ; 
Motions  unwUl'd  its  pow'rs'have  sboW%* 
Tarantulated by  atune. 
Many  have  held  the  soiil  to  be 
Nearly  ally'd  to  harmony. 
Her  have  I  known  indulging  gilef; 
And  shunning  company's  rdidf. 
Unveil  her  face,  and,  looking  round. 
Own,  by  neglecting  sorrow>  wound. 
The  consanmdnity  of  sound. 

In  rainy  days  keep  double  ^uard^ 
Or  Spleen  will  surdy  be  too  hakd ; 
Whidi,  like  those  fish  by  sailors  met. 
Fly  highest,  while  their  wings  are  wet. 
In  such  dull  weather,  so  unfit 
To  enterprise  a  woric  of  wit. 
When  douds  one  yard  of  asiiic  sky, 
That's  fit  for  siiAile,  deny, 
I  dress  my  face  vrith  studious  looks. 
And  shorten  tedious  boun  with  books. 
But  if  dull  fogs  invade  tlie  head^ 
Hiat  mem'ry  minds  not  vrliat  is  read, 
I  sit  in  window  dry  as  ark,  , 
And  on  the  drowmng  world  remark : 
Or  to  some  coffee-house  I  stray 
For  news,  the  manna  of  a  day. 
And  from  the  hipp'd  discourses  gather, 
That  politics  go  by  the  weather  : 
Then  seek  gdod-humour'd  tavern  chtims. 
And  play  at  cards,  but  for  smaU  sums; 


Digitize?by'*GOOgle 


312  GREEN. 

Or  with  the  merjry  feUows  qiuiff» 

And  laugh  aloud  with  thtai  that  laugh ; 

Or  drink  a  jooo-serious  cup 

With  souls  whoVe  took  their  freedom  up, 

And  let  my  mind,  beguil*d  by  talk. 

In  Epicurus'  garden  walk, 

Who  thought  it  Heav'n  to  be  serene  i 

Pkln,  Hell,  and  purgatory,  Spleen. 

Sometimes  I  dress,  with  women  sit. 
And  chat  away  the  gloomy  fit ; 
Quit  the  stiiTg^rb  of  serious  sense. 
And  wear  a  gay  impertinence, 
Nor  think  nor  speak  with  any  pains. 
But  lay  on  fancy's  neck  tlie  reins ; 
Talk  of  unusual  swell  of  waist 
In  maid  of  honour  loosely  lac'd. 
And  beauty  borr'wing  Spanish  red. 
And  Ipiving  pair  with  sep'rate  bed, 
And  jewels  pawn'd  for  loss  of  game. 
And  then  redeem'd  by  loss  of  £une; 
Of  Kitty  (aunt  led  in  the  lurch 
By  grave  pretence  to  go  to  church) 
Pcrceiv'd  in  hack  with  lover  fine. 
Like  Will  and  Mary  on  the  coin : 
And  thus  in  modish  manner  we. 
In  aid  of  sugar,  sweeten  tea. 

Permit,  ye  fiiir,  yeur  idol  form. 
Which  e'en  the  coldest  heart  can  warm, 
May  with  ita  beauties  grace  my  line. 
While  I  bow  down  before  its  shrine, 
And  your  throng'd  altars  with  my  lays 
Perflune,  and  get  by  giving  praise. 
With  speech  so  sweet,  so  sweet  a  mien^ 
You  excommunicate  the  Spleen, 
Which,  fiend-like,  flies  the  magic  ring 
Tou  form  with  sound,  when  pleas'd  to  sing ; 
Whate'er  you  say,  howe'er  you  move^ 
We  look,  we  listen,  and  approve. 
Tour  touch,  which  gives  to  feeling  bliss. 
Our  nerves  officious  throng  to  kiss ; 
By  Celia's  pat,  on  their  report, 
The  grave-air'd  soul,  inclin'd  to  sporty 
Renounces  wisdom's  sullen  pomp, 
And  loves  the  floral  game,  to  romp. 
But  who  can  view  the  pointed  rays. 
That  from  bkck  eyes  santillaat  blase  ? 
Love  on  his  throne  of  glor^  seems 
Encompass'd  with  satellite  beams. 
But  when  blue  eyes,  more  sofUy  bright, 
Diffuse  benignly  humid  light. 
We  gaze,  and  see  the  smiling  loves, 
And  CyUierea's  gentle  doves. 
And  raptur'd  fix  in  such  a  tux 
Love's  mercy-seat,  and  throne  of  grace. 
Shine  but  on  age,  you  melt  its  snow ; 
Again  fires  long-extinguish'd  glow, 
And,  charm'd  by  witchery  of  eyes, 
Blood  long  congealed  liquefies ! 
True  miracle,  and  fairly  done 
By  heads  which  are  ador'd  whOe  on. 

But  oh,  what  pity  *tb  to  find 
Such  beauties  both  of  form  and  mind, 
By  modem  breeding  much  dcbas'd, 
In  half  the  female  world  at  least ! 
Hence  I  with  care  such  lott'ries  shun, 
Where,  a  prize  miss'd,  I'm  quite  undone ; 
And  han't,  by  vent'ring  on  a  wife. 
Yet  run  the  greatest  ri^  in  life. 

Mothers,  and  guardian  aunts,  forbuur 
Your  impious  pains  to  form  the  fair. 


Nor  lay  out  to  much  oosit  a^d  art, 

But  to  deflow'r  the  virgin  heart ; 

Of  every  folly-foat'ring  bed 

By  quick'ning  heat  of  custom  bred. 

Rather  than  l^  your  culture  spoil'd. 

Desist,  and  give  us  nature. wild. 

Delighted  with  a  hoyden  soul. 

Which  truth  and  innocence  controL 

Coquets,  leave  ofi*alfected  arts. 

Gay  fowlers  at  a  flock  of  hearts ; 

Woodcocks  to  shun  your  snares  have  skill. 

You  show  so  pUin,  you  strive  to  kill. 

In  love  the  aitless  catch  the  game. 

And  they  scarce  miss  who  never  aim. 

Hie  world's  great  Author  did  create 

Hie  sex  to  fit  the  nuptial  state. 

And  meant  a  blessing  in  a  wife 

To  solace  the  fatigues  of  life ; 

And  old  inspired  times  display. 

How  wives  could  love,  and  yet  obey. 

Then  truth,  and  patience  of  control^ 

And  house-wife  arts  adom'd  the  soul ; 

And  diarms,  the  gift  of  Nature,  shone ; 

And  jealousy,  a  tiling  unknown : 

Veils  were  tlie  only  masks  they  wore; 

Novels  (receipts  to  make  a  whore) 

Nor  ombre,  nor  quadrille  they  knew, 

Nor  Pam's  puissance  felt  at  loo. 

Wise  men  did  not  to  be  thought  gay^ 

Then  compliment  their  poWr  away  s 

But  lest,  by  frail  desires  misled. 

The  girls  fort>idden  paths  should  tread. 

Of  ign'rance  rais'd  the  safe  high  wall  ; 

We  sink  haw-haws,  that  show  them  all. 

Thus  we  at  once  solicit  sense. 

And  charge  them  not  to  break  the  fence. 

Now,  if  untir'd,  consider  friend. 
What  I  avoid  to  gain  my  end. 

I  never  am  at  meeting  seen. 
Meeting,  that  region  of  the  Spleen ; 
The  broken  heart,  the  busy  fiend, 
The  inward  call,  on  Spleen  depend. 

Law,  licens'd  breaking  of  the  peaces 
To  which  vacation  is  disease : 
A  gypsy  diction  scarce  known  well 
By  th'  magi,  who  law-fortunes  tell, 
I  shun  ;  nor  let  it  breed  within 
Anxiety,  and  that  the  Spleen ; 
Law,  grown  a  forest,  where  perplex 
The  maxes,  and  the  brambles  vex ; 
Where  its  twelve  verd'rers  everyday 
Are  changing  still  the  public  way : 
Yet,  if  we  miss  our  paUi  and  err. 
We  grievous  penalties  incur ; 
And  wand'rers  tire,  and  tear  their  skin. 
And  then  get  out  where  they  went  in. 

I  never  game,  and  rarely  bet. 
Am  loth  to  lend,  or  run  in  debt 
No  compter-writs  me  agitate ; 
Who  mordismg  pass  the  gate. 
And  there  mine  eyes  on  spendthrifts  turn. 
Who  vainly  o'er  their  bondage  mourn. 
Wisdom,  before  beneath  their  care. 
Pays  her  upbraiding  visits  there, 
And  forces  folly  through  the  grate. 
Her  panegyric  to  repeat. 
This  view,  profusely  when  inclin'd, 
Enters  a  caveat  in  the  mind : 
Experience  join'd  with  common  senses 
To  mortals  is  a  providence    ^ 
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PuBioq,  as  fireqnendy  is  seen, 
Subskiiiig  settles  into  Spleen. 
Hence,  as  the  plague  of  happy  life, 
I  run  away  from  party-strife. 
A  prince's  cause,  a  church's  claim, 
I  're  known  to  raise  a  mighty  flame. 
And  priest,  as  stoker,  very  ftve 
To  ttvow  in  peace  and  charity. 
Tint  tribe,  whose  practicals  decree 
Small  beer  the  deadliest  heresy ; 
Who,  fond  of  pedigree,  derive 
From  the  most  noted  whore  alive ; 
Who  own  wine's  old  prophetic  aid, 
And  love  the  mitre  Bacchus  made, 
Fori>id  the  faithful  to  depend 
On  half-pint  drinkers  for  a  friend. 
And  in  whose  gay  red-letter*d  face 
We  read  good-uring  more  than  grace : 
"Sor  they  so  pure,  and  so  precise, 
Immac'iate  as  their  white  of  eyes^ 
Who  for  the  sphit  hug  the  Spleen, 
Fliylacter'd  throughout  all  their  mien. 
Who  their  ill-tasted  home-brew*d  pray'r 
To  the  state's  mellow  forms  prefer ; 
Who  doctrines,  as  infectious,  fear. 
Which  are  not  steep'd  in  vinegar. 
And  samples  of  heart-chested  grace 
Ezpone  in  sliow-g^lass  of  the  face, 
Did  never  me  as  yet  provoke 
Either  to  honour  band  and  doke. 
Or  deck  my  hat  with  leaves  of  oak. 

1  rmil  not  widi  mock-patriot  grace 
At  folks,  because  tliey  are  in  place ; 
Mbr,  hir'd  to  praise  with  stallion  pen. 
Serve  the  ear-lechery  of  men ; 
But  to  avoid  religious  jars, 
Ibe  laws  are  my  expositors, 
WUcfa  in  my  doubting  mind  create 
Coii£ormitj  to  church  and  state. 
I  go,  pursuant  to  my  plan. 
To  Mecca  with  the  caravan. 
And  think  it  right  in  common  sense 
Both  for  (firersion  and  defence. 

Rclbrming  schemes  are  none  of  mine ; 
To  mend  the  world  *s  a  vast  design : 
Like  thein,  who  tug  in  little  boat. 
To  puD  to  them  the  ship  afloat. 
While  to  defeat  their  labour'd  end. 
At  once  both  wind  and  stream  contend  : 
SocoesB  herein  is  seldom  seen. 
And  seal,  when  baffled,  turns  to  Spleen. 

Happy  the  man,  who  innocent, 
Grieves  not  at  ills  he  can't  prevent ; 
Bis  skiff  docs  with  the  current  glide, 
Koc  puffing  puli'd  against  the  tide. 
He,  piMHIing  by  the  scuffling  crowd, 
Sees  nacoooem'd  life's  wager  row'd, 
Aad  when  he  can't  prevent  foul  play^ 
Xigoys  the  folly  of  the  fray. 

By  these  reflections  I  nqpeal 
£adi  hasty  promise  made  in  seal 
When  goiptA  propagators  say, 
We  're  bound  our  great  light  to  display, 
And  Indian  darkness  drive  away, 
Tct  none  hot  drunken  watchmen  send, 
Aad  scoundrel  link-boys  for  that  end ; 
When  they  cry  up  this  holy  war, 
'Wfaidi  every  christian  should  be  for. 
T<t  ach  as  owe  the  law  their  ean. 
We  find  employed  as  engineers ; 


This  view  my  fbrward  aeal  so  shocks. 
In  vain  they  hold  the  money4xiz. 
At  such»a  conduct,  whidi  intends 
By  ricious  means  such  virtuous  ends, 
I  laugh  oflT  spleen,  and  keep  my  pence 
From  spoiling  Indian  innocence. 

Yet  philosophic  love  of  ease 
I  sufl*er  not  to  prove  disease. 
But  rise  up  in  the  virtuous  cause 
Of  a  fVee  press,  and  equal  laws. 
The  press  restrain'd !  nefimdous  diougbt  I 
In  vain  our  sires  have  nobly  fought : 
While  free  from  force  the  press  remains, 
Virtue  and  Freedom  cheer  our  plains, 
And  Learning  largeaws  bestows. 
And  keeps  uncensur'd  open  house. 
We  to  the  nation's  public  mart 
Our  works  of  wit,  and  schemes  of  art, 
And  philosophic  goods  this  way. 
Like  water-carriage,  cheap  convey. 
This  tree,  which  knowledge  so  affords, 
Inquisitors  with  flaming  swords  * 
FVom  lay  approach  wi£  seal  defiend. 
Lest  tlieir  own  paradise  should  end. 
'  The  Press  fVom  her  fecundous  womb 
Brought  forth  tlie  arts  of  Greece  and  Rome; 
Her  offering,  skiU'd  in  logic  war. 
Truth's  banner  wav'd  in  open  air; 
The  monster  Superstition  fled, 
And  hid  in  shades  its  Gorgon  head ; 
And  lawless  pow'r,  the  long-kept  field. 
By  reason  quell'd,  was  forc'd  to  yield. 
Thb  nurse  of  arts,  and  freedom's  fence 
To  chain,  is  treason  against  sense ; 
And,  Liberty,  thy  thousand  tongues 
None  silence,  who  design  no  wrongs ; 
For  those,  who  use  the  gag's  restrain^ 
First  rob,  before  they  stop  complaint 

Since  disappointment  gauls  within. 
And  subjugates  the  soul  to  spleen. 
Most  schemes,  as  money-smires,  I  hate, 
And  bite  not  at  projector's  bait 
Suflicient  wrecks  appear  each  day. 
And  yet  fresh  fools  are  cast  away. 
Ere  well  the  bubbled  can  turn  round. 
Their  painted  vessel  runs  aground ; 
Or  in  deep  seas  it  oversets 
By  a  fierce  hurricane  of  debts  ; 
Or  helm  directors  in  one  trip. 
Freight  first  embexzled,  sink  the  ship. 
Such  was  of  late  a  corporation  *, 
The  brazen  serpent  of  the  nation. 
Which,  when  hard  accidents  distress'd. 
The  poor  must  look  at  to  be  blest. 
And  tfiencc  expect,  with  paper  seal'd 
By  fraud  and  us'ry,  to  be  heal'd. 

I  in  no  soul-consumption  wait 
Whole  years  at  levees  of  the  great, 

*  The  Charitable  Corporation,  instituted  for  tfa« 
relief  of  the  industrious  poor,  by  assisting  them 
with  small  sums  upon  pledges  at  legal  interest  By 
the  villany  of  tliose  who  Imd  the  management  oif 
thb  scheme,  the  proprietors  were  defrauded  of  very 
considerable  sums  of  money.  In  1732  the  conduct 
of  the  directors  of  this  body  became  the  sutject  of  a 
parliamentary  inquiry,  and  some  of  them,  who  were 
members  of  the  house  of  commons,  were  expelled 
far  their  concern  in  this  iniquitous  tnuisactioik 
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And  hungry  hopes  regale  the  while 
On  die  spore  diet  of  a  smile. 
Tbere  you  may  see  the  idol  stand 
With  mirror  in  his  wanton  hand ; 
Above,  below,  now  here,  now  there, 
He  throws  about  the  sunny  glare. 
Crowds  pant,  and  press  to  seise  the  prise, 
The  gfy  delusion  of  their  eyes. 

When  Fancy  tries  her  limning  skill 
To  draw  and  colour  at  her  will. 
And  raise  and  round  the  figure  well. 
And  show  her  talent  to  eioel, 
I  guard  my  heart,  lest  it  shouJd  woo 
Unreal  beauties  Fancy  drew. 
And  disappointed,  feel  despair 
At  loss  of  things,  that  never  were. 

When  I  lean  politicians  mark 
Grazing  on  ethek-  in  the  Park ; 
Who  e'er  on  wing  with  open  throats 
Ply  at  debates,  expresses,  votes. 
Just  in  the  manner  swallows  use. 
Catching  their  airy  food  of  news ; 
Whose  latrant  stomachs  oft  molest 
Hie  deep-laid  plans  their  dreams  suggest ; 
Or  see  some  poet  pensive  sit. 
Fondly  mistaking  Spleen  for  Wit : 
Wbo^  though  sh^windedy  still  will  aim 
To  sound  &  epic  trump  of  Fame ; 
Who  still  on  Phoebus*  smiles  will  doat. 
Nor  learn  conviction  ftom  his  coat ; 
I  bless'd  my  stars,  I  never  knew 
Whimsies,  which  close  pursu'd,  undo^ 
And  have  from  old  experience  been 
Both  parent  and  the  child  of  l^een. 
These  subjects  of  Apollo^s  state. 
Who  from  false  fire  derive  their  fSrte, 
V^th  airy  purchases  undone 
Of  lands,  whidi  none  lend  n^oney  on, 
Bom  dull,  had  followM  thriving  ways. 
Nor  lost  one  hour  to  gather  bays. 
Their  fancies  first  delirious  grew. 
And  scenes  ideal  took  for  true. 
Fine  to  the  sight  Parnassus  lies. 
And  with  false  proqiects  cheats  their  eyes ; 
The  fabled  gods  the  poets  sing» 
A  season  of  perpetual  spring. 
Brooks,  flow*ry  fields,  and  graves  of  trees, 
Affording  sweets  and  similes, 
Gay  dreams  inspir*d  in  myrtle  bow'rs, 
And  wreaths  of  undecayinff  flow'rs, 
Apollo's  harp  with  airs  divine. 
The  sacred  music  of  the  Nine, 
Views  of  the  temple  rais'd  to  Fame, 
And  for  a  vacant  niche  proud  aim. 
Ravish  their  souls,  and  plainly  show 
What  Fancy's  sketching  power  can  do. 
They  will  attempt  the  mountain  steep. 
Where  on  the  top,  like  dreams  in  sleep,; 
Hie  Muse's  revdations  show, 
Hist  find  men  crack'd,  or-make  them  so. 

Toil,  fUend,  like  me,  the  trade  of  riijnc 
Avoid,  elab'rate  waste  of  time. 
Nor  are  content  to  be  undone. 
To  pass  for  Phcebus'  crazy  son. 
Foods,  the  hop-grounds  at  the  brain. 
Afford  the  most  uncertain  gain  ^ 
And  lott'iies  never  tempt  the  wise 
With  blanks  so  many  to  a  priie. 
I  onl^  transient  visits  pay, 
Meeting  the  Muses  in  my  way, 


Scarce  known  to  the  ftstidions  dames. 
Nor  skiU'd  to  call  them  by  their  names. 
Nor  can  their  passports  in  these  days, 
Your  profit  warrant,  or  your  praise. 
On  poems  by  their  dictttles  writ, 
Critics,  as  sworn  appnasen^  sM, 
And  mere  upbolst'rers  in  a  triee 
On  gems  and  paintings  set  a  price. 
Hiese  tayl'fii^  artists  for  our  lays 
Invent  )cramp*d  rules,  and  with  straigiit  rtsfS 
Striving  f^  Nature's  shape  to  hit. 
Emaciate  sense,  before  thi^  fit 

A  common  place,  and  many  firieods^ 
Can  serve  the  plagiary's  ends. 
Whose  easy  vamping  talent  lie% 
First  wit  to  pilfer,  £en  disgnisfc 
Tlius  some  devoid  of  art  a^  skill 
To  search  the  mine  on  Pindus'  hill» 
Proud  to  aspire  and  workmen  grow. 
By  genius  doom'd  to  stay  below. 
For  their  own  digging  show  the  town 
Wit's  treasure  brougl^  by  otfaen  down. 
Some  wanting,  if  they  find  a  mine^ 
An  artist's  judgment  to  refine, 
,  On  fame  precipitately  fix'd. 
The  ore  with  baser  metals  mix'd 
Melt  down,  impatient  of  dd^. 
And  cell  the  vicious  mass  a  |4ay. 
All  these  engage  to  serve  tht ' 
A  band  select  of  trusty  friends, 
Who^  lesson'd  right,  eztd  the  thin^ 
As  Ptepho  *  tau^  his  birds  to  sing  ^ 
Then  to  the  ladies  they  submit^ 
Returning  officers  on  wit: 
A  crowded  house  their  presence  diasr% 
And  on  the  beaus  imposes  law^ 
A  judgment  in  Us  fanmr  ends^ 
When  all  the  pannd  are  its  friends: 
Their  natures  merciful  and  mild 
Have  from  mere  pity  sav'd  the  child  ; 
In  bulrush  ark  the  bantling  found 
Helpless,  and  ready  to  be  vown'd^ 
They  have  preserv'd  by  kind  supper^ 
And  brou^  the  baby-muse  to  oouit. 
But  there's  a  youth  f  that  you  can  nama^ 
Who  needs  no  leading-strings  to  fime^ 
Whose  quick  maturity  of  brsia 
The  birth  of  PbUas  may  expbdn : 
Dreaming  of  whose  depending  fiite» 
I  heard  Melpomene  ddiate, 
«  This,  this  is  he,  that  w«sfocetald 
Should  emulate  our  Greeks  of  old. 
Inspir'd  by  me  with  sacred  art,. 
He  sings,  and  rules  the  varied  heart ; 
If  Jove's  dread  anger  he  rehearse^ 
We  hear  the  thunder  in  his  verae ; 
If  he  describes  love  tum'd  to  rage,. 
The  furies  riot  in  his  page. 

*  Fupho  was  a  Lybian^  who  desiring  to  te  ac^ 
counted  a  god,  effected  it  by  this  means :  faa  ia«k 
young  birds  and  taught  them  to  sin^  'Pmfho  m  a 
great  god.  When  they  were  perfect  in  tbar  leaann 
he  let  them  fly ;  and  other  birds  learning  tlia  ssMona 
ditty,  repealed  it  in  the  woods ;  on  which  bis  ooan- 
tiymen  offered  sacrifice  to  him,,  and  coosidared  haoa 
as  a  deity. 

f  Mr.  Glover,  the  axcdl^t  author  of  '. 
Boadicca,  Medo,  &c 
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If  he  fiur  Hbflrty  and  Uw 

By  niflbua  pow'r  eipiring  draw. 

The  keener  peniont  then  engage 

Arigfaty  and  flMictify  tlieirrage ; 

If  he  attempt  duestoDus  love. 

We  bear  dioee  plaints  that  wound  the  grove. 

Within  the  kinder  panions  glow. 

And  tean  distill'd  limn  pity  flow.*' 

FVtxn  tiie  bright  vision  I  descend. 
And  my  deserted  theme  attend. 

Me  never  did  ambition  seiae^ 
Stiai^  fever  most  inflam*d  by  ease ! 
The  active  lunacy  of  pride, 
That  courts  jilt  Fortune  for  a  bride, 
Hus  par'dise-tree,  so  fiur  and  high, 
I  view  with  no  aspiring  eye : 
Like  aspen  shake  the  restless  leaves. 
And  Sodom-fhiit  our  pains  deceives, 
Whence  frequent  falls  give  no  surprise. 
But  fits  of  sple^i,  caird  growing  wite* 
Greatness  in  glitt*ring  forms  di^lay'd 
Afiects  vreak  eyes  much  us'd  to  shade. 
And  by  its  falsely-envy'd  scene 
Gives  self-debasing  fits  of  Spleen. 
We  should  be  pleas'd  that  things  are  so, 
Who  do  for  nothing  see  the  show, 
Andy  middle-siz'd,  can  pass  between 
Life's  hubbub  safe,  because  unseen. 
And  midst  the  glare  of  greatness  trace 
A  wat'ry  sunshme  in  the  face. 
And  plttsurefled  to,  to  redress 
The  sad  fetigueof  idleness. 

Contentment,  parent  of  delight, 
So  much  a  stranger  to  our  sight, 
Sij,  goddess,  in  what  ha^nr  pl<^ 
Mortab  behold  thy  blooming  fece ; 
Thy  gracioos  auspices  impart, 
And  tot  thy  ten^le  choose  my  heart. 
They,  whom  thou  deignest  to  inspire. 
Thy  adence  learn,  to  bound  desire ; 
By  happy  alchymy  of  mind 
They  torn  to  pleuure  all  they  find ; 
Tliey  both  disdain  in  outward  mien 
The  grave  and  solenm  garb  of  Spleen, 
And  naeretridous  arts  of  dressy 
To  feign  a  joy,  and  hide  distress ; 
Unmov'd  when  the  rude  tempest  blows, 
WitixNitan  opiate  they  repose ; 
And,  oovcr'd  by  your  shield,  defy 
TIk  wfafiasing  sha^  that  round  them  fly : 
Nor  meddling  with  tiie  god*s  affiurs, 
Conecni  tfaetuKlves  with  dirtant  cares ; 
Bat  pboe  their  bliss  in  mental  rest. 
And  fieast  i^on  the  good  possess'd. 

fSorc'd  by  soft  vidence  of  prayV, 
The  blidiaoiDe  goddess  soothes  my  care, 
I  feel  the  deity  inspire^ 
And  tfans  she  models  my  desire. 
Two  hundiiid  pounds  half-yearly  paid, 
Aaami^  seeordy  made, 
A  Ann  some  twenty  miles  from  town, 
floaafl,  ti^ii,  salubrumsy  and  my  own ; 
Two  maids,  that  never  aaw  the  town, 
Aawing-mauy  notmute  a  down; 
Aboy  to  help  to  tread  the  mow, 
Amd  dbive,  wldle  f  odier  holds  the  plough ; 
A  riai'f,  of  temper  form'd  to  please. 
Wit  t»  converse,  and  keep  the  keys ; 
And  better  to  preserve  the  peace, 
~         '   '  n'd  by  the  name  of  niece, 


With  understandings  of  a  siae 
To  think  their  master  very  wise. 
May  Heav'n  (it 's  aU  I  vrish  fer)  send 
One  genial  room  to  treat  a  friend. 
Where  decent  cupboard,  little  pUite^ 
Di^lay  benevoknce,  not  stale. 
And  may  my  humble  dwelling  stand 
Upcm  some  chosen  spot  of  land : 
A  pond  before  full  to  the  brim* 
Where  cows  may  cool,  and  geeae  may  swim; 
Behind,  a  green  like  velvet  neat, 
Soft  to  the  eye,  and  to  the  feet; 
Where  od'rous  plants  in  evening  feir 
Breathe  all  around  ambrosial  air ; 
FVom  Eurus,  foe  to  kitdien  ground, 
Fenc'd  by  a  slope  with  bushes  crown'd, 
Fit  dwelling  for  the  feather'd  throng. 
Who  pay  tluir  quit-rents  with  a  song ; 
With  op'ning  views  of  hill  and  dale, 
Which  sense  and  fency  too  regale. 
Where  the  half-drque,  which  visian 
Like  amphitheatre  surrounds ; 
And  woods  impervious  to  the  breese^ 
Thick  phalanx  of  embodied  trees, 
From  hills  through  plains  in  dusk  array 
Extended  fer,  rc^  the  day. 
Here  stillness,  height,  and  solemn  shade 
Invite,  and  contemplation  aid : 
Here  nymphs  from  hollow  oaks  rdate 
Tlie  dark  decrees  and  will  of  Fate, 
And  dreams  beneath  the  ^n«ading  beech 
Ldspire,  and  docile  fency  tMch  ; 
Whfle  soft  as  breezy  breath  of  wind. 
Impulses  rustle  through  the  mind. 
Here  Dryads,  scorning  Phoebus'  ray 
While  Fto  melodious  pipes  away. 
In  measur'd  motions  frisk  about, 
Till  old  Silenus  puts  them  out 
Tliere  see  die  dover,  pea,  and  bean. 
Vie  in  variety  of  green ; 
F^resh  pastures  speckled  o'er  vrith  shee^ 
Brown  fields  their  fdlow  sabbaths  keqp^ 
Flump  Ceres  golden  tresses  wear. 
And  poppy  top-knots  dedc  her  hair. 
And  silver  streams  through  meadows  stray, 
And  NaUads  on  the  margm  play, 
And  lesser  nymphs  on  side  of  hflls 
From  play-thing  urns  pour  down  the  rills* 
Tlius  shdter'd,  free  from  care  andstrife^ 
May  I  enjoy  a  calm  through  life; 
See  fiulion,  safe  in  low  d^pree. 
As  men  at  land  see  storms  at  sea. 
And  laugh  at  miserable  dves 
Not  kin^  so  mudi  as  to  themad^c^ 
Curs'd  with  such  souls  of  base  alloy, 
As  can  possess,  but  not  enjoy ; 
Debarr'd  the  pleasure  to  impart 
By  av'rice,  sphincter  of  the  hearty 
Who  wedth,  hard^eam'd  by  guil^  cares, 
Bequeath  untouched  to  thankless  behrs. 
May  I,  with  Xwk.  ungloom'd  by  guil^ 
And  wtanof  Virtue^  Uv'ry-smfle, 
Phme  the  distressed  to  relieve^ 
And  little  trespassca  forgive, 
Vfiih  income  not  in  Fortune's  pow'r 
And  skill  to  make  a  busy  hour. 
With  trips  to  town  life  to  amuse. 
To  puniase  books,  and  bear  the  news. 
To  see  old  friends,  brush  off  the  down, 
And  quicken  taste  at  coming-down,      j 
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Unhurt  by  sickness'  blasting  rage, 

And  slowly  mellowing  in  age, 

When  Fate  extends  its  gathering  gripe^ 

Fall  off  like  fruit  grown  fully  ripe. 

Quit  a  worn  being  without  pain, 

IN^rhaps  to  blossom  soon  again. 

But  now  more  serious  see  me  grow. 

And  what  I  think,  my  Memmius,  know. 
Th*  enthusiast's  hope,  and  raptures  wild, 

Have  never  yet  my  reason  foil'd. 

His  springy  soul  dilates  like  air. 

When  free  firom  weight  of  ambient  care^ 

And,  hush'd  in  meditation  deep. 

Slides  into  dreams,  as  when  asleep ; 

Then,  fond  of  new  discoveries  grown. 

Proves  a  Columbus  of  her  own, 

Disdains  the  narrow  bounds  of  place. 

And  through  the  wilds  of  endless  qpace. 

Borne  up  on  metaphyaic  wings, 

Chases  light  forms  and  shadowy  things, 

And  in  the  vague  excursion  caught. 

Brings  home  some  rare  exodc  thought. 
The  melancholy  man  sudi  dreams, 

As  brightest  evidence,  esteems ; 

Fain  would  he  see  some  distant  scene 
Suggested  by  his  restless  Spleen, 

And  Fancy's  telescope  applies 
WUh  tinctur'd  glass  to  cbieat  his  eyes. 

Such  thoughts,  as  love  the  gloom  of  night, 

I  dose  examine  by  the  light; 
For  who,  though  brib'd  by  gain  co  lie. 
Dare  sun-beam-written  truths  deny, 
And  execute  plain  common  sense 
On  faith's  mere  hearsay  evidence? 
Hiat  superstition  mayn't  create^ 
And  dub  its  ills  with  those  of  Fate, 
I  many  a  notion  take  to  task. 
Made  dreadful  by  its  visor-mask. 
Hius  scruple,  spasm  of  the  mind. 
Is  cur'd,  and  certainty  I  find. 
Since  optic  reason  shows  me  plain, 
I  dreaded  spectres  of  the  brain. 
And  legendary  fears  are  gone, 
Thouffh  in  tenadous  childhood  sown. 
Thus  m  opinions  I  commence 
Freeholder  in  the  proper  senset 
And  neither  suit  nor  service  do. 
Nor  homage  to  pretenders  show. 
Who  boast  themselves  by  spurious  roll 
Lorda  of  the  manor  of  the  soul ; 
Preferring  sense,  from  chin  that's  barc^ 
To  nonsense  thron'd  in  wfaisker'd  hair. 

To  thee.  Creator  uncreate, 
O  Entium  Ens !  divindy  great !  — 
Hold,  Muse,  nor  mdting  phiions  try. 
Nor  near  the  blazing  glory  fly, 
Nor  straining  break  thy  feeble  bow, 
Unfteather'd  arrows  £ur  to  throw : 
Hvough  fields  unknown  nor  madly  stray. 
Where  no  ideas  mark  the  way. 
With  tender  eyes,  and  colours  faint. 
And  trembling  hands  forbear  to  paint 
Who  features  veil'd  by  light  can  hit? 
Where  can,  what  has  no  outline,  sit? 
My  soul,  the  vain  attempt  forego^ 
Thyself  the  fitter  subject,  know 
He  wisdy  shuns  the  bold  extreme, 
Who  soon  lays  by  th'  unequal  theme. 
Nor  runs,  with  Wisdom's  syrens  caught. 
On  quicksands  swall'wing  shipwreck'd  thought ; 


I      But,  conidous  of  his  distance,  gives 
Mute  praise,  and  humble  negatives. 
In  one,  no  object  of  our  sigl^ 
Immutable,  and  infinite. 
Who  can't  be  cruel  or  unjust. 
Calm  and  resign'd,  I  fix  my  trust; 
To  him  my  past  and  present  state 
I  owe,  and  must  my  Aiture  fiue. 
A  stranger  into  life  I'm  come. 
Dying  may  be  our  going  home. 
Transported  here  by  angry  Fate^ 
The  convicts  of  a  prior  state. 
Hence  I  no  anxious  thoughts  bestow 
On  matters  I  can  never  know ; 
Through  life's  foul  way,  like  vagrant  pssi'd, 
He'll  grant  a  settlement  at  last. 
And  with  sweet  ease  the  wearied  crown. 
By  leave  to  lay  his  being  down. 
If  doom'd  to  dance  th'  eternal  round 
Of  life  no  sooner  lost  but  found, 
And  dissolution  soon  to  come. 
Like  sponge,  wipes  out  life's  present  sun^ 
But  can't  our  state  of  pow'r  bereave 
An  endless  series  to  recdve ;. 
Then,  i£  hard  dealt  with  here  by  Fat^ 
We  balance  in  another  state^ 
And  consdousness  must  go  along. 
And  sign  th'  acquittance  for  the  wrong. 
He  for  his  creatures  must  decree 
More  happiness  than  misery. 
Or  be  supposed  to  create. 
Curious  to  try,  what 't  is  to  hate : 
And  do  an  act,  which  rage  infers, 
'Cause  lameness  halts,  or  blindness  errs. 

Thus,  thus  I  steer  my  bark,  and  sail 
On  even  keel  with  gentle  gale  *, 
At  helm  I  make  my  reason  sit. 
My  crew  of  passions  all  submit. 
If  dark  and  blust'ring  prove  some  nigfati^ 
Philosophy  puts  forth  her  lights ; 
Experience  holds  the  cautious  g1as8» 
To  shun  the  breakers,  as  I  pass. 
And  fluent  throws  the  wary  lead. 
To  see  what  dangers  may  be  hid ; 
And  once  in  seven  years  I'm  seen 
At  Bath  or  Tunbridge,  to  careen. 
Though  pkas'd  to  see  the  dolphins  p1^» 
I  mind  my  compass  and  my  way. 
With  store  sufficient  for  rdief. 
And  wisely  still  prepar'd  to  reef. 
Nor  wanting  the  dispersive  bowl 
Of  cloudy  weather  in  the  soul, 
I  make,  (may  Heav'n  propitioua  send 
Such  wind  and  weatfier  to  die  end) 
Ndther  becalm'd,  nor  over-Uown, 
Life's  voyage  to  the  world  unknown* 
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ON  BARCLATS  APOLOGY  FOR  THE 
QUAKERS.  ♦ 

Tiittc  sheets  primeral  doctrines  yield. 

Where  revelation  is  rereal'd ; 

Soiil-phl^m  from  literal  feeding  bred, 

djrstems  lethargic  to  the  head 

Tbty  purge,  and  yield  a  diet  thin, 

That  tnms  to  gospel-chyle  within. 

TVuth  sublimate  may  here  be  seen 

Extracted  from  the  parts  terrene. 

In  these  is  shown,  how  men  obtain 

What  of  Prometheus  poets  feign : 

To  scripture  plainness  dress  is  brought. 

And  speech,  apparel  to  the  thought. 

IhcT  htas  from  instinct  at  red  coats, 

And  war,  whose  work  is  cutting  throats, 

Forbid,  and  press  the  law  of  love : 

Breathing  the  sphit  of  the  dove. 

Lucrative  doctrines  they  detest, 

As  manufactur*d  by  the  priest ; 

And  throw  down  turnpikes,  where  we  pay 

For  stuffy  which  never  mends  the  way ; 

And  tythes,  a  Jewish  tax,  reduce. 

And  frank  the  gospel  for  our  use. 

They  sable  standing  armies  break ; 

But  the  militia  useful  make : 

Since  all  unhir*d  may  preach  and  pray. 

Taught  by  these  rules  as  well  as  they ; 

Rules,  which,  when  truths  themselves  reveal. 

Bid  us  to  follow  what  we  feel. 

The  world  can't  hear  the  small  still  voice, 

Such  is  its  bustle  and  its  noise ; 

Rgaion  the  proclamation  reads, 

But  not  one  riot  passion  heeds. 

Wealth,  honour,  power  the  graces  are. 

Which  here  below  our  homage  share : 

Hvy,  if  one  votary  they  find 

To  mistress  more  divine  inclin'd, 

la  troth's  pursuit,  to  cause  delay. 

Throw  gdilen  apples  in  his  way. 

Place  me,  O  Heav*n,  in  some  retreat; 
There  let  the  serious  death-watch  beat. 
There  let  me  self  in  silence  shun, 
To  ftel  thy  will,  which  should  be  done. 

Then  comes  the  Spirit  to  our  hut, 
When  last  the  senses'  doors  are  shut ; 
For  so  divine  and  pure  a  guest 
The  emptiest  rooms  are  frimish'd  best 

O  Contemplation !  air  serene ! 
From  danqis  of  sense,  and  fogs  of  spleen ! 
Van  mount  of  thought !  thrice  holy  ground. 
Where  grace,  when  waited  for,  is  found. 

*  Tina  eelditated  book  waswritten  by  its  author, 
both  in  Latin  and  English,  and  was  afterwards 
ttsmhittd  into  High  Dutch,  Low  Dutch,  French, 
ad  S^MmtA,  and  probably  into  other  languages. 
It  has  always  been  esteemed  a  very  ingenious  de- 
ftiet  of  tiie  principles  of  Quakerism,  even  by  those 
*ha  deny  the  doctrines  vrhich  it  endeavours  to  esta- 
W*.  The  author  vraa  bom  at  Edinburgh  in  1648, 
«ad  veecived  part  of  his  education  at  the  Soots  CoU 
^fi  in  Farisy  where  hu  uncle  was  prindpaL  His 
VKr  became  one  of  the  earliest  converts  to  the 
M  secty  and  from  his  example,  the  son  seems  to 
^Mt  been  indured  to  tread  in  hb  steps.  He  died 
MitkeSd  of  October,  1690,  in  the  42d  year  of  his 


Here  'tis  the  amouI  feels  sudden  youth, 
And  meets  exulting,  virgin  Truth ; 
Here,  like  a  breeze  of  gentlest  kind. 
Impulses  rustle  through  the  mind ; 
Here  shines  that  light  with  glowing  face. 
The  fuse  divine,  that  kindles  grace ; 
MThich,  if  we  trim  our  lamps,  will  last, 
'Till  darkness  be  by  dying  past 
And  then  goes  out  at  end  of  ni^it, 
Extinguish'd  by  superior  light 

Ah  me !  the  heats  and  colds  of  life. 
Pleasure's  and  pain's  eternal  strife. 
Breed  stormy  passions,  which  confin'd. 
Shake,  like  th'  .£olian  cave,  the  mind. 
And  raise  deqiair ;  my  lamp  can  last, 
Plac'd  where  they  drive  the  furious  blast 

False  eloquence !  big  empty  sound ! 
Like  showers  that  rush  upon  the  ground ! 
Little  beneath  the  surfiice  goes, 
All  streams  along,  and  muddy  flows. 
This  sinks,  and  swells  the  buried  grain. 
And  fructifies  like  southern  rain. 

His  art,  well  hid  in  mild  discourse. 
Exerts  persuasion's  winning  force. 
And  nervates  so  the  good  desi^. 
That  king  Agrippa's  case  is  mine. 

Well-natur'd,  happy  shade  forgive  ! 
Like  you  I  think,  but  cannot  live. 
Thy  scheme  requires  the  world's  contempt. 
That  from  dependence  life  exempt ; 
And  constitution  fram'd  so  strong. 
This  world's  worst  climate  cannot  wrong. 
Not  such  my  lot,  not  Fortune's  brat, 
I  live  by  pulling  off  the  hat ; 
Compell'd  by  station  every  hour 
To  bow  to  images  of  power; 
And  in  life's  busy  scenes  immers'd. 
See  better  things,  and  do  the  worst 

Eloquent  Want,  whose  reasons  sway. 
And  make  ten  thousand  truths  give  way. 
While  I  your  scheme  with  pleasure  trace. 
Draws  near,  and  stares  me  in  the  face. 
<«  Consider  well  your  state,"  she  cries, 
«  Like  others  kneel,  that  you  may  rise ; 
Hold  doctrines,  by  no  scruples  vex'd. 
To  vrhich  preferment  is  annex'd ; 
Nor  madly  prove,  where  all  depends, 
Idolatiy  upon  your  friends. 
See,  how  you  like  my  rueful  face, 
Sudi  you  must  wear,  if  out  of  place. 
Crack'd  is  your  brain  to  turn  recluse 
Without  one  farthinff  out  at  use. 
They,  who  have  lands,  and  safe  bank-stock. 
With  faith  so  founded  on  a  rock, 
May  give  a  rich  invention  ease. 
And  construe  scripture  how  they  please. 

«  The  honour'd  prophet  that  of  old, 
Us'd  Heav'n's  high  counsels  to  unfold, 
Did,  more  than  courier  angels,  greet 
The  crows,  that  brought  him  bread  and  meat** 


THE  SEEKER. 

WuKK  I  first  came  to  London,  I  rambled  about. 
From  sermon  to  sermon,  took  a  slice  and  went  ottt 
Then  on  me,  in  divinity  bachelor,  try'd 
Many  priests  to  obtrude  a  I>evitical  bride ; 
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And  urging  their  tarioos  opinion^  intended 

To  make   me  wed  sjstemt,   which  they'recom- 


Seid  a  lech'routold  fH*r  ikulking  near  Lincoln's. 
Iniiy 
(Whose  trade's  to  absoWe,  but  whose  pastime's  to 

sin; 
Who,  spider-like,  seises  weak  proCestant  flies. 
Which  hung  in  his  sophistry  cobweb  he  spies  ;) 
**  Ah !  pity  your  soul ;  for  without  our  church  pale, 
If  you  happen  to  die,  to  be  damn'd  you  can't  fail ; 
The  Bible,  you  boast,  is  a  wild  rereli^on : 
Hear  a  church  that  can't  err,  if  you  hope  for  sal- 


Said  a  formal  non-con,   (whose  rich  stock  of 
grace 
Lies  forward  expos'd  in  shop-window  of  face,) 
**  Ah !  pity  your  soul :  come,  be  of  our  sect : 
For  then  you  are  ssIIb,  and  may  plead  you're  elect 
As  it  stands  in  the  Acts,  we  can  prove  ourselves 


Being   Christ's    little    flock    every  where    spoke 
gainst" 
Said  a  jolly  church  parson,  (devoted  to  ease, 
While  penal-law  dragons  guard  his  golden  fleece,) 
*<  If  you  pity  your  soul,  I  pray  listen  to  neither ; 
The  first  is  in  errour,  the  last  a  deceiver  : 
That  our's  is  the  true  church,  the  sense  of  our  tribe 

i», 
And  surely  in  medio  tuiimmut  ibis.** 
Said  a  yea  and  nay  fiiend,  with  a  stiff  hat  and 
band, 
(Who  whUe  he  talk'd  gravely  would  hold  forth  his 

hand,) 
**  Dominion  and  wealth  are  the  aim  of  all  three. 
Though  about  ways  and  means  they  may  all  dis- 
agree; 
Then  prithee  be  wise,  go  the  quakers  by-way, 
*Tis  plain,  vrithout  turnpikes,  so  nothing  to  pay." 


THE  GROTTO*, 
wanrsN  bt  Ma.  orbkv,  under  the  name  of 

rKTBE  DEAKE,    a  nSHEEMAN  OP  BRENTFORD. 

Printed  in  the  Year  17SS,  btU  not  jntbHtked. 

SdliceC  hie  possis  curvo  dignoscere  rectum, 
Atque  inter  sUvaa  Academi  quanere  verum. 

HOR. 

Our  wits  Apollo's  influence  beg, 
Hie  OnCto  makes  them  all  with  egg : 
Finding  thia  chalkstone  in  my  nest, 
I  stnin,  and  lay  among  the  rest 

Ambu  awhile,  forsaken  flood. 
To  ramble  in  the  Delnm  wood. 
And  piRy  the  god  my  weU-meant  song 
May  DO*  my  subject's  merit  wrong. 

•  A  building  in  Richmond  Gardens,  erected  by 
Queoi  CSardine,  and  oonunitted  to  the  custody  of 
Stephen  Duek.  At  the  time  this  poem  was  written 
many  other  verses  appealed  on  the  same  subject. 


Say,  lather  Thames,  whose  gentle  pace 
Gives  leave  to  view  what  beauties  grace 
Tour  flow'ry  banks,  if  you  have  seen 
The  mucli-sung  Grotto  of  the  quoen. 
Contemplative,  forget  awhile 
Oxonian  towers,  and  Windsor's  pile. 
And  Wolsey's  pride  f  (his  greatest  guilt) 
And  vb«t  great  William  since  has  built ; 
And  flowing  fiut  by  Richmond  scenes, 
(Honour'd  retreat  of  two  great  queens  ^) 
FVom  Sion-house J,  whose  proud  survey 
Brow-beats  your  flood,  look  cross  the  way. 
And  view,  fiNim  highest  swell  of  tide. 
The  milder  scenes  of  Surrey  side. 

Hiough  yet  no  palace  grace  the  shore. 
To  lodge  ^t  pair  you  should  adore  ; 
Nor  abbeys,  great  in  ruin,  rise. 
Royal  equivalents  for  vice; 
Behold  a  grot,  in  Delphic  grove. 
Hie  Graces'  and  the  Muses*  love. 
(O,  might  our  laureat  study  here. 
How  would  he  hail  his  new-born  year!) 
A  temple  from  vain  glories  free. 
Whose  goddess  is  Philosophy, 
Whose  sides  such  Hcens'd  idols  crown 
As  Superstition  would  pull  down  ; 
The  only  pilgrimage  I  know. 
That  men  of  sense  would  choose  togo : 
Which  sweet  abode,  her  wisest  choice, 
Urania  cheers  with  heavenly  voice, 
While  all  the  Virtues  gather  round. 
To  see  her  consecrate  the  ground. 
If  thou,  the  ffod  with  vringed  feet. 
In  council  talk  of  this  retreat. 
And  jealous  gods  resentment  show 
At  altars  rus'd  to  men  below ; 
Tell  those  proud  lords  of  Heaven,  'tis  fit 
Their  house  our  heroes  should  admit ; 
WhQe  each  exists,  as  poets  sing, 
A  laxy  lewd  immortal  thing, 
Hiey  must  (or  grow  in  ditfepute) 
Witfi  Earth^s  fint  commoners  recruit. 

Needless  it  is  in  terms  unskill'd 
To  praise  whatever  Boyle  §  shall  build ; 
Neetdless  it  is  the  busts  to  name 
Of  men,  monopolists  of  fame ; 
Four  chiefs  adorn  the  modest  stone 5, 
For  Virtue  as  for  learning  known ; 
The  thinldng  sculpture  hdps  to  raise 
Deep  thoughts,  the  genii  of  the  place : 

J  Hampton  Court,  begun  by  Cardinal  Wofaay, 
improved  by  King  William  III. 

\  Queen  Anne,  consort  to  King  Ridiard  II.  and 
Queen  Elisabeth,  both  died  at  Richmond. 

I  Sion  House  is  now  a  seat  belonging  to  die 
Duke  of  Northumberland. 

S  Richard  Boyle^  Earl  of  Burlington,  a  noble, 
man  remarkable  for  his. fine  taste  in  architectttre. 
'*  Never  were  protection  and  great  waalth  move 
generously  and  judiciously  diffused  than  by  ihb 
great  person,  who  bad  every  quality  of  a  gcnioa 
and  artist,  except  envy. "  He  died  Deccmktr  4. 
175S. 

^  The  author  should  have  said  five ;  there  bmkg 
the  busts  of  Newton,  Locke,  Wollaston,  Clark«b 
and  Boylc. 
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76  the  mia^s  car,  and  inward  sight, 

tbtkr  aflcnoe  tpeaks,  and  shade  gives  light : 

While  inaeds  from  the  threshold  preach. 

And  minds  dispos'd  to  musing  teach : 

Phnid  of  strong  limbs  and  painted  hues, 

Thiey  perfah  br  the  slightest  bruise  ; 

Or  BBanoias,  b^^n  withm, 

Destroy  more  slow  life's  Aail  machine ; 

fWm  maggot-youth  through  change  of  states 

Ibex  fed  Iflce  us  the  turns  of  fate ; 

Soaae  bom  to  creep  have  liv*d  to  fly. 

And  change  earth-cells  for  dwellings  high ; 

And  some  that  did  their  six  wings  keep. 

Before  tbev  dy*d  been  forc*d  to  creep ; 

Thej  politics  like  ours  profess, 

Ibe  greatei  prey  upon  the  less : 

Some  Strain  on  foot  huge  loads  to  bring ; 

Some  toil  incessant  on  the  wing. 

And  in  their  different  ways  explore 

Wise  aenae  of  want  by  future  store ; 

Nor  from  their  vigorous  schemes  desist 

Till  death,  and  then  are  never  miss*d. 

Some  ftoKc,  toil,  marry,  increase. 

Are  aick  and  well,  have  war  and  peace, 

And,  broke  with  age,  in  half  a  day 

Yidd  to  succesMors,  and  away. 

Let  not  propliane  this  sacred  place, 
HypocHsy  with  Janus*  face ; 
Or  I^Mnp,  mixt  state  of  pride  and  care  ; 
Court  Kindnesf,  Falsehood's  polisli*d  ware ; 
Scsndal  dtsgui«*d  in  Friendship's  veil. 
That  teibs  unask'd,  th*  injurious  tale ; 
Or  art  politic,  which  allows 
The  jcauit-nrmedy  for  vows ; 
Or  priest,  perfuming  crowned  head, 
'TBI  in  a  swoon  Truth  lies  for  dead 
Or  tawdry  critic^  who  perceives 
Kb  grace,  wdncfa  plain  proportion  gives. 
And  more  than  lineaments  divine 
Admiica  the  gilding  of  the  shrine  ; 
Or  that  self-baunting  spectre  Spleen, 
In  thickest  fog  the  clearest  seen ; 
Or  IVophecy,  which  dreams  a  lie. 
That  foob  believe  and  knaves  apply ; 
Or  fiolic  Mirth,  proplumely  loud. 
And  happy  only  in  a  crowd ; 
Or  MehBodiolj'a  pensive  gloom, 
IVsKy  in  Contemplation's  room. 

O  Delia  !  when  I  touch  this  string. 
To  thee  my  Muae  directs  her  wing. 
DMpottedftir!  with  downcast  look 
Ifind  not  so  much  the  murm'ring  brook ; 
Kor  fat  in  thoogfat,  with  footsteps  slow 
Tlvoagh  cypress  aDeys  cherish  woe : 
I  see  the  agol  in  pansiva  fit. 
And  BMiping  like  sick  linnet  sit. 
With  dewy  cya,  and  moulting  wing^ 
Dafwrth'd.  awm  to  fly  or  sing  ; 
I  see  liie  frvoorite  curb  begin 
(Dins'd  to  toQct  discqdine) 
Taooit  Aeir  poet,  loae  their  smart  air. 
Am  grow  agaHi  lika^  common  hair  ; 
Aadisin,  which  frcq^^nit  kerchieft  dry, 
Mrfse  a  red  drde  round  the  eye ; 
Aai  by  das  bmr  about  the  Moon, 
Cwijsrtnrt  mote  ill  weather  soon. 
hmt  not  so  much  the  doleful  knell : 
Aad  newt  the  boding  night-birds  tell ; 
Har  watch  the  waintoaira  hoUow  blow  ^ 
I  thaycrow; 


Nor  sleepless  mind  the  death-watch  beat ; 
In  tnper  find  no  wtt^ng-sheet : 
Nor  in  burnt  coal  a  coffin  see. 
Though  thrown  at  others,  meant  for  thee : 
Or  when  the  coruscation  gleams. 
Find  out  not  first  the  bloody  streams ; 
Nor  in  imprest  remembrance  keep 
Grim  tap*stry  figures  wrought  in  sleep ; 
Nor  rise  to  see  in  antique  Imll 
Hie  moonlight  monsters  on  the  wall. 
And  shadowy  spectres  darkly  pass 
Trailing  their  sables  o*er  the  grass. 
Let  vice  and  guilt  act  how  th^  please 
In  souls,  their  conqner'd  provinces; 
By  Heaven's  just  charter  it  appears, 
Virtue's  exempt  from  quartering  fears, 
Sliall  then  arm'd  fancies  fiercely  drest, 
Live  at  discretion  in  your  breast  ? 
Be  wise,  and  panic  ^ght  disdain. 
As  notions,  meteors  cv  the  brain ; 
And  sights  perform'd,  illusive  scene ! 
By  magic  lanthom  of  the  ^leen. 
Come  here,  fVom  baleful  cares  releas'd. 
With  Virtue's  ticket,  to  a  feast. 
Where  decent  Mirth  and  Wisdom  join'd 
In  stewardship,  regale  the  mind. 
Call  back  the  Cupids  to  your  eyai^ 
I  see  the  godlings  with  surprise. 
Not  knowing  home  in  such  a  plight, 
Fly  toand  fira,  afraid  to  light.  — 

Far  from  my  theme,  from  method  fru-, 
Convey'd  in  Venus'  flying  car, 
I  go  compell'd  by  feather'd  steeds, 
Tlnit  scorn  the  rein,  whan  Delia  leads. 

No  daub  of  elegiac  strain 
These  holy  wars  shall  ever  stain  ; 
As  spiders  Irish  wainscot  flee. 
Falsehood  with  them  shall  disagree ; 
This  floor  let  not  the  vulgar  trttd. 
Who  worship  only  what  they  dread : 
Nor  bigots  who  but  one  way  see 
Through  blinkers  of  authority. 
Nor  they  wlio  its  four  saints  defame 
By  making  virtue  but  a  name ; 
Nor  abstract  wit,  (painful  r^ale 
To  hunt  the  pig  with  slippery  tail !) 
Artists,  who  richly  chase  their  thought. 
Gaudy  without,  but  hollow  wrought ; 
And  beat  too  thin,  and  tool'd  too  much 
To  bear  the  proof  and  standard  touch : 
Nor  fops  to  guard  this  sylvan  ark. 
With  necklace  bells  in  treble  bark  : 
Nor  cynics  growl  and  fiercely  paw,i 
The  mastiffs  of  the  moral  law. 
Come^  nymph,  with  rural  honours  drest. 
Virtue's  exterior  form  confbst. 
With  charms  untamish'd^  innocence 
Display,  and  Eden  shall  conmience ; 
When  thus  you  come  in  sober  fit. 
And  wisdom  is  preferr'd  to  wit ; 
And  looks  diviner  graces  tell. 
Which  don't  with  gigglina  muscles  dwell ; 
And  beauty  like  tl^  ray-cnpt  Sun, 
With  bolder  eye  we  look  upon; 
Learning  shall  with  obsequious  mien 
Tell  all  the  wonders  she  lu»  seen ; 
Reason  her  logic  armour  quit, 
And  proof  to  mild  persuaaon  sit ; 
Religion  with  flnee  thought  dispense. 
And  cease  crusading  against  sense; 

Digitized  by  LnOOQ IC 


!520 

FhiloBophy  and  she  embrncc, 

And  their  first  league  again  take  place : 

And  Morals  pure,  in  duty  bound. 

Nymph-like  the  sisters  cMef  surround  ; 

Nature  shall  smile,  and  round  this  ceU. 

The  turf  to  your  light  pressure  swell. 

And  knowing  Beauty  by  her  shoe. 

Well  air  its  carpet  from  the  dew. 

The  Oak,  while  you  his  umbrage  deck, 

Lets  fall  his  acorns  in  your  ned^; 

Zejdiyr  his  civil  kisses  gives, 

And  pla3rs  with  curls  instead  of  leaves : 

Birds,  seeing  you,  believe  it  spring, 

And  during  their  vacation  sing ; 

And  flow'rs  lean  forward  from  their  seats. 

To  traffic  in  exchange  of  swebta ; 

And  angels  bearing  wreaths  descend, 

PlrefSerr'd  as  vergers  to  attend 

This  fime,  whose  deity  entreats 

The  hir  to  grace  its  upper  seats. 

O  kindly  view  our  letter*d  strife. 
And  guard  us  through  polemic  life ; 
From  poison  vehicled  in  praise. 
For  Satire's  shots  but  slightly  graze ; 
We  claim  your  seal,  and  find  within, 
Fhflosophy  and  you  are  kin. 

What  virtue  is  we  judge  by  you ; 
For  actions  right  are  beauteous  too ; 
By  tracing  the  sole  female  mind, 
We  beat  what  is  true  nature  find : 
Your  vapours  bred  firom  fumes  declare. 
How  steams  create  tempestuous  air. 
Till  gushing  tears  and  hasty  rain 
Make  Heav*n  and  you  serene  again. 
Our  travels  through  the  starry  skies 
Were  first  suggested  by  your  eyes ; 
We,  by  the  interposing  fim. 
Learn  how  eclipses  first  began : 
The  vast  ellipse  from  Scarbro*s  home. 
Describes  bow  blazing  comets  roam  : 
The  glowing  colours  of  the  cheek 
Their  origin  from  Phoebus  speak ; 
Our  watch  how  Luna  strays  above 
Feels  like  the  care  of  jealous  love ; 
And  all  things  we  in  science  know 
From  your  known  love  for  riddles  flow. 

Father !   forgive,  thus  far  I  stray. 
Drawn  by  attraction  from  my  way. 
Mark  next  with  awe  the  foundress  well 
Who  on  these  banks  delights  to  dwell ; 
Tou  on  the  terrace  see  her  plain, 
Move  like  Diana  with  her  train. 
If  you  then  fairly  speak  your  mind. 
In  wedlock  since  with  Isis  join*d, 
You'll  own,  you  never  yet  did  see. 
At  least  in  such  a  high  degree. 
Greatness  delighted  to  undress; 
Science  a  sceptr'd  hand  caress ; 
A  queen  the  friends  of  freedom  prize ; 
A  woman  wise  men  canonize. 
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THE   SPARROW  AND  DIAMOND. 


I  LATELY  saw,  what  now  I  sing, 
Fair  Lucia's  hand  display'd ; 

This  finger  grac*d  a  diamond  ring, 
On  t^  a  sparrow  play'd. 

The  feather'd  play-thing  she  caiett'd, 
She  stroak'd  ite  head  and  wings; 

And  while  it  nestled  on  her  brcut, 
She  lisp'd  the  dearest  things. 

With  chisel'd  bill  a  spark  Ol-set 

He  loosen'd  from  the  rest, 
And  swallow'd  down  to  grind  his  meat, 

The  easier  to  digest. 

She  seiz'd  his  bill  with  wild  aflright, 

Her  diamond  to  descry  : 
'Twas  gone  !  she  sicken'd  at  the  sight, 

Moaning  her  bird  would  die. 

The  tongue-ty'd  knocker  none  migbtuse^ 

The  curtains  none  undraw, 
The  footmen  went  without  their  shoes, 

The  street  waa  laid  with  straw. 

'nie  doctor  us'd  his  oily  art 

Of  strong  emetic  kind, 
Th'  apothecary  play*d  his  part. 

And  engineer'd  behind. 

When  physic  ceas'd  to  spend  its  storey 

To  bring  away  the  stone, 
Dicky,  like  people  given  o'or. 

Picks  up,  when  let  alonei 

His  eyes  dispell  *d  their  sickly  dewi, 
He  peck'd  behind  his  wing ; 

Luda  recovering  at  the  news, 
Relapses  for  the  ring. 

Meanwhile  within  her  beauteous  breist 
Two  different  passions  strove ; 

When  av'rice  ended  the  contest. 
And  triumph'd  over  love. 

Poor  little,  pretty,  fluttering  thiog, 

Tliy  pains  the  sex  display. 
Who,  only  to  repair  a  ring, 

Could  take  thy  life  away. 

Drive  av'rice  from  your  breasts,  ye  fair, 

Monster  of  foulest  mien  : 
Ye  would  not  let  it  harbour  there. 

Could  but  its  form  be  seen. 

It  made  a  virgin  put  on  guile. 
Truth's  image  break  ber  word, 

A  Lucia's  face  forbear  to  smile, 
A  Venus  kill  her  bird. 
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THOMAS  TICKELL. 


laoMAi  TtcKXLL,  a  poet  of  considerable  ele- 
patot,  bora  at  Bridekirk,  near  Carlisle,  in  1686, 
WM  the  loa  of  a  dei^gyman  in  the  county  of  Cum- 
bcrimd.  He  was  entered  of  Qvcen*s  College, 
OxAid,  in  1701,  and  having  taken  the  degree  of 
M.  A.  b  1708,  was  elected  fellow  of  his  college, 
int  obtuning  firom  the  crown  a  dispensation  from 
the  ftttutt  requiring  him  to  be  in  orders.  He  then 
one  to  the  metropolis,  where  he  made  himself 
knowa  to  several  pereons  distinguished  in  letters. 
When  the  negotiations  were  carrying  on  which 
linngfat  OB  the  peace  of  Utrecht,  he  published  a 
poem  cmided  **  The  Prospect  of  Peice,"  which 
na  ttrougfa  six  editions.  Addison,  with  whom  he 
hsd  ingndaled  himself  by  an  eleoant  poem  on  his 
^tn  of  Rosamond,  speaks  Ugfaly  of  **  Hie  Pro^ 
ipeetof  j^aca,"  in  a  papecof  the  Spectator,  in  which 
be  eipresns  himself  as  particular^  pleased  to  find 
Ail  tbe  anthor  had  not  amused  himself  with  hbln 
oatsf  the  Pugan  theology.  This  commendation 
IWkdl  aooply  lepiaid  by  his  lines  on  Addison's 
Cttai  wUA  are  superior  to  all  others  on  that  sub- 
ject, with  the  exception  of  Pope's  Prologue. 
.  Tidcell,  being  attadied  to  the  succession  of  the 
HooMof  Hanover,  presented  George  I.  with  a  poem 
cMided  «  Hie  R<^  Plrogress  ;'*  and  more  efiec 
taeOj  served  the  cause  l^  two  pieces,  one  called 
"  An  ImitatioD  of  the  Prophecy  of  Nereus ;"  the 
«(ber,  *•  An  Epistle  from  a  Lady  in  England,  to  a 


Gentleman  at  Avignon.*'  Both  1 
fiir  the  purpose  St  the  present  volume.  He  was 
about  this  time  tskcn  to  Lfeland,  by  AdcBson,  who 
went  over  as  secretary  to  Lord  Sunderiand.  When 
Pope  published  the  first  volume  of  hb  tnnslatinn  of 
the  Iliad,  Hckell  gave  a  translation  of  the  first 
book  of  that  poem,  which  was  patrooiied  by 
Addison,  and  occasioned  a  breach  between  those 
eminent  men.  TidLell's  oompositiaii,  however, 
will  bear  no  poetical  comparison  with  that  of  Pope, 
and  accordingly  he  did  not  proceed  with  the  task. 
On  the  death  of  Addison,  he  was  entrusted  with 
the  charge  of  publishing  his  works,  a  distinction 
which  he  repaid  by  prefixmg  a  life  of  that  celebrated 
man,  with  an  degy  on  hb  dnth,  of  which  Dr.  John- 
son says,  «  That  a  more  subUme  or  degant  fiineral 
poem  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  whole  compass  of 
English  literature."  Another  pi^ce,  which  might 
be  justly  placed  at  die  head  of  tobtr  lyrics,  is  his 
"  Ode  to  the  Earl  of  Sunderland,"  on  his  instaU 
lation  as  a  knight  of  the  Garter;  which  k*pmg 
within  the  limits  of  truth,  conngnsa  &vourita  name 
to  its  real  honours. 

Hckell  is  represented  as  a  man  of  pleasing  man- 
ners, fond  of  society,  very  agreeable  in  conversation, 
and  upright  and  honourable  in  his  conduct  He 
was  married,  and  left  a  fiunily.  His  death  took 
place  at  Bath,  in  1740,  the  54th  year  of  his  age. 


COLIN  AND  LUCY. 


\}v  Leinstcr,  fam'd  for  maidens  fiur, 

Brigfat  Locy  vras  the  grace ; 
Bore'er  did  Lifiy's  limpid  stream 

Ilsficct  so  sweet  a  fiK» : 
TD  hickkas  love,  and  pining  care, 

Impair'd  her  rosy  hue. 
Her  ooeal  Hpsy  and  damask  cheeky 

And  ejct  of  glossy  blue. 


Ob !  have  yon  seen  a  lily  pak^ 

When  beating  rams  descend? 
8o  draop'd  the  aknr-oonsuming  maid» 

Her  fife  now  near  its  end. 
By  Locy  wam'd,  of  flattering  swafaii 

Takebeed,  yaeasyfiUr: 
Of  vengeance  don  to  bsoken  vows, 

Te  peijuf^d  vmbrnt  beware^ 


Three  times,  all  in  the  dead  of  night, 

A  bell  was  heard  to  ring ; 
And  shrieking  at  her  window  thrice. 

The  raven  flap'd  his  wins. 
Too  well  the  love-lorn  maiden  knew 

The  solemn  boding  sound : 
And  thus,  in  dying  words,  bespoke 

The  virgins  weeping  round' : 

<'  I  bear  a  voice,  you  cannot  hear, 

MThich  says,  I  must  not  stay ; 
I  see  a  hand,  you  cannot  see,   . 

Which  beckons  me  away. 
By  a  fidse  heart,  and  broken  vows, 

In  eariy  youth  I  die : 
Was  I  to  blame,  because  his  bride 

Was  thrice  as  rich  as  I  ? 

"  Ah,  Colin !  give  not  her  thy  vows, 

Vows  due  to  me  alone : 
Nor  thou,  fond  maid,  receive  his  kiss, 
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To-morrow,  in  the  church  to  wed, 

Impatienti  both  prepare ! 
But  know,  fond  maid ;  and  know,  fidse  man, 

lliat  Lucy  will  be  there ! 

"  Then  bear  my  corse,  my  comrades,  bear, 

Hus  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet. 
He  in  his  wedding-trim  so  gay, 

I  in  my  winding-sheet." 
She  spoke,  she  dy*d,  her  come  was  borne. 

Hie  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet. 
He  in  his  wedding  trim  so  gay. 

She  in  her  winding-sheet. 

Then  what  were  peijur*d  Colin*s  thoughts  ? 

How  were  these  nuptials  kept  ? 
The  bridesmen  flod^'d  round  Lucy  dead, 

And  all  the  village  wept. 
Confusion,  shame^  remorse,  despair. 

At  once  his  bosom  swell : 
The  damps  of  death  bedew*d  his  brow. 

He  shook,  he.groan'd,  he  felL 

FktHn  the  vain  bride,  ah,  bride  no  more ! 

The  varying  crimson  fled. 
When,  stretch'd  before  her  rival's  corse. 

She  saw  her  husband  dead. 
Ilien  to  his  Lucy's  new-made  grave, 

Convey*d  by  trembling  sMrains, 
One  mould  with  her,  beneath  one  sod, 

For  ever  he  remains. 

Oft  at  this  grave,  the  constant  hind 

And  pli^ited  maid  are  seen ; 
With  garlands  gay,  and  true-love  knots» 

Tbey  dedc  uSa  sacred  green : 
But,  swain  foi%wom,  whoe'er  thou  art. 

This  iMdlow'd  spot  forbear ; 
Remember  Colin's  dreadfbl  fate. 

And  fear  to  meet  him  there. 


TO  THE 

EARL  OF  WARWICK, 

OW  THB  DEATH   Or  UK,  ADDISON. 

If,  dumb  too  long,  the  drooping  Muse  hath  Hay'd, 
And  left  her  debt  to  Addison  unpaid, 
Blame  not  her  silence,  Warwick,  but  bemoan. 
And  judge,  oh  judge,  my  bosom  by  your  own. 
What  mourner  ever  felt  poetic  fires ! 
Slow  comes  the  verae  that  real  woe  inspires : 
Grief  unaffected  suits  but  ill  with  art. 
Or  flowing  numben  with  a  bleeding  heart. 
Can  I  &get  the  dismal  night  that  gave 
My  soul's  bat  part  for  ever  to  the  grave ! 
How  silent  did  his  old  companions  tread. 
By  midnight  lamps,  the  mansions  of  the  dead. 
Through  breathing  statues,  then  unheeded  things, 
Through  rows  of  warriors,  and  through  walks  of 

kinffs! 
What  awe  did  the  slow  solemn  knell  inspire ; 
The  pealing  oigan,  and  the  pausing  cfacAr ; 
The  duties  by  the  kwn-rob'd  prelate  pay'd ; 
And  the  last  words  that  dust  to  dust  oonvey'd ! 
While  speechless  o'er  thy  closing  grave  we  bend^ 
^'cept  these  tears,  thou  dear  deputed  friend. 


Oh,  gone  for  ever ;  take  this  loi^  adieu ; 
And  sleep  in  peace,  next  tliy  lov*d  Montague. 
To  strew  fresh  laurels,  let  the  task  be  mine^ 
A  frequent  pilgrim,  at  thy  sacred  shrine ; 
Mine  with  true  sighs  thy  absence  to  bemoan. 
And  grave  with  faithful  epitaphs  thy  stone. 
If  e'er  from  me  thy  lov'd  memorial  part. 
May  shame  afilict  this  alienated  heart; 
Of  thee  forgetftil  if  I  form  a  song. 
My  lyre  be  broken,  and  untun'd  my  tongue. 
My  grief  be  doubled  from  thy  image  fiiee. 
And  mirth  a  torment,  unchastis'd  by  thee. 

Oft  let  me  range  the  gloomy  aisles  alone. 
Sad  luxury !  to  vulgar  minds  unknown. 
Along  the  walls  where  speaking  mariiles  show 
What  worthies  form  the  hallow 'd  mould  below ; 
Phmd  names^  who  once  the  reins  of  empire  hdd ; 
In  arms  who  triumph'd ;  or  in  arts  excell'd ; 
Chie&,  grac'd  with  scars,  and  prodigal  of  blood ; 
Stem  patriots,  who  for  sacred  freedom  stood  ; 
Just  men,  by  whom  impartial  laws  were  given ; 
And  saints  who  taught,  and  led,  the  way  to  heaven ; 
Ne'er  to  these  chambers,  where  the  mighty  rest. 
Since  their  foundation,  ca^le  a  nobler  guest ; 
Nor  e'er  was  to  the  bowen  of  bliss  coovey'd 
A  fairer  spirit  or  more  welcome  shade. 

In  what  new  region,  to  the  just  assign'd. 
What  new  enq;>loyments  please  th'  unbody'd  mind? 
A  winged  Virtue,  through  th*  etherial  sky. 
From  world  to  world  unweary'd  does  he  fly  ? 
Or  curious  trace  the  long  laborious  maae 
Of  Heaven's  decrees,  where  wondering  aqgds  gate? 
Does  he  delight  to  hear  bold  seraphs  tell 
How  Michael  battl'd,  and  the  dragon  fell ; 
Or,  mix'd  with  milder  cherubim,  to  glow 
In  hymns  of  love,  not  ill  essay'd  below  ? 
Or  dost  thou  warn  poor  mortals  left  bdiiacj^ 
A  task  well  suited  to  thy  gentle  mind? 
Ob !  if  sometimes  thy  spotless  form  descend : 
To  mc  thy  aid,  thou  guardian  gonius,  lend ! 
When  rsge  misguides  me^  or  when  ftar  •i**-*^^ 
When  pain  dis^sses,  or  when  pleasure  cfaanns. 
In  silent  whisperings  purer  thoughts  impart. 
And  turn  fVom  ill,  a  frail  and  fed>le  heart ; 
Lead  through  the  paths  thy  virtue  trod  befbrD, 
Till  bliss  slull  join,  nor  death  can  part  ua  more. 

That  awful  form,  which,  so  the  Heavens  decree^ 
Must  still  be  lov'd  and  still  deplor'd  by  me  ; 
In  nightly  virions  seldom  fidls  to  rise. 
Or,  rousM  by  Fancy,  meets  my  waking  cjres. 
If  business  odls,  or  crowded  courts  invite, 
Th'  unblemish'd  statesman  seems  to  strike  my  aigfaft  t 
If  in  the  stage  I  seek  to  sooth  my  care, 
I  meet  his  soul  which  breathes  in  Cato  tfiere  ; 
If  pensive  to  the  rural  shades  I  irove, 
His  shspe  o'ertakes  me  in  the  lonely  grove  i 
'Twas  there  of  just  and  good  he  reason'd  strong, 
Clear'd  some  great  tmth,  or  rais'd  some  aerioos  aoog; 
There  patient  show'd  us  the  wise  course  to  alfcii^ 
A  candid  censor,  and  a  friend  severe ; 
There  taught  us  howto  live ;  and  (oh  !  too  fai^ 
The  prioe  fbr  knowledge)  taught  us  how  to  die. 

Thou  Hill,  whose  browtiie  antique 
grace, 
Rear'd  by  bold  chiefr  of  Warwick's  noUe 
Why,  once  so  lov'd,  whene'er  thy  bower 
O'er  my  dim  eye^Mdls  glance  the  sudden  temrs  { 
How  sweet  were  once  thy  proqMcts  f^vsh  mi^  Jai 
Thy  sloping  walks,  and  unpolluted  air ! 
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How  iweet  the  glooms  beoMlh  tiij  tged  tTMs, 
'Ay  noon-tide  shadow,  and  thy  evening  breese  1 
ffis  image  thy  forsaken  bowers  restore ; 
Hi^  walks  and  airy  prospects  charm  no  more; 
No  more^he  swmmfr  in  thy  glooms  allay 'd. 
Thy  evening  breeses,  and  thy  noon-day  shade. 

FroBk  other  hills,  however  Fortune  frown'd ; 
Same  reftige  in  the  Muse's  art  I  found : 
RHnrtant  now  I  touch  the  trembling  string, 
Boreft  of  him,  who  taught  me  how  to  sing ; 
And  these  sad  accents,  murmur'd  o*er  his  urn, 
Betray  that  absence  they  attempt  to  mourn. 
0!  must  I  then  (now  freeh  my  bosom  bleeds, 
And  Craggs  in  death  to  Addison  succeeds) 
The  verse^  begun  to  one  lost  friend,  prolong, 
Aod  weep  a  second  in  th*  unfinish'd  song ! 

These  works  divine,  which,  on  his  ileatb-bed  laid, 
To  thee,  O  Craggs,  th*  expiring  sage  convey*d. 
Great,  but  iU-omen*d,  monument  of  fame, 
N«r  he  aurvivM  to  give,  nor  thou  to  claim. 
Smih  after  him  thy  social  spirit  flies, 
And  doee  to  his,  how  soon !  thy  coffin  lies. 
Blest  pair !  whose  union  future  bards  shall  tell 
To  future  tongues :  each  other's  boast !  farewell. 
Farewell !  whom  join*d  in  fiune,  in  friendship  try*d, 
Ko  cfaaooe  oould  sever,  nor  the  grave  divide. 


AN  IMITATION 

or  THS  raOFHEST  OP  KKKKUS. 

FROM  HORACE.     Book  I L    Odr  XV. 

Dicam  inaigne,  rccens,  adhuc 

Indictum  ore  alio  :  non  secus  in  jugis 

Ex  somnis  stupet  Euias 
Hefarum  prospidens,  et  nive  candidam 

Hiracen,  acpede  barbero 

Lostratam  RlKxIopen.  Hor. 

As  Mar  his  round  one  morning  took, 
(Whom  some  call  earl,  and  sume  call  duke,) 
And  his  new  brethren  of  the  blade. 
Shivering  with  fear  and  frost,  survey'd. 
On  Perth's  bleak  hills  he  cbanc'd  to  spy 
An  aged  vrizard  six  fleet  high, 
With  btwtled  hau*  and  visage  bUghted, 
WalUey'd,  bare-hannch'd,  and  sccond^ghted. 

The  gr^ly  sage  in  thought  profound 
Beheld  tbe  chief  vrith  back  so  round. 
Then  roU*d  his  eye-balls  to  and  fro 
O'er  fab  paternal  hills  of  snow. 
And  into  these  tremendous  speeches 
Broke  fivth  the  prophet  without  breeches. 

**  Into  wrfant  hills  betray'd,  by  theor 
This  ancient  kingdom  do  I  see ! 
Her  realms  unpeopled  and  forlorn ! 
Wac's  me !  that  ever  thou  wertbom ! 
Brood  EogKfih  loons  (our  dans  o'ercome) 
On  Scotfiah  pads  shall  amble  home ; 
I  saa  tfaem  dreat  in  bonnets  blue 
(The  aqpoils  of  thy  rebellious  crew); 
I  sea  tiie  target  cast  away, 
Aad  cliequ€r*d  phnd  become  their  prey, 
IW  die«pier*d  plaid  to  make  a  gown 
For  many  a  lass  in  London  town. 

**  In  vain  thy  hungry  mountaineers 
Cane  Ibctli  in  all  diy  warlike  geere. 
Us  shield,  the  pistol,  durk,  and  dagger. 
In  which  tbey  daily  wont  to  s%ragger. 


And  oft  have  sally'd  out  to  pillage 
Hie  ben-roosts  of  some  peaceful  village^ 
Or,  whfle  their  neighbours  were  asleep, 
Have  oarry'd  off  a  kmland  sheep. 

«  What  boots  thy  high-bom  host  of  beggen, 
Mac-leans,  Mae-kensies,  and  Mac-gregora, 
With  popish  cut-throats,  peijur'd  ruffians^ 
And  Foster's  troop  of  raggamuffins  ? 

"  In  vain  thy  lads  around  thee  bandy, 
Inflam'd  with  bag-pipe  and  with  brandy. 
Doth  not  bold  Sutherland  the  trusty. 
With  heart  so  true,  and  voice  so  ru^, 
(A  loyal  soul)  thy  troops afflright. 
While  hoarsely  he  demands  the  fight  ? 
Dost  thou  not  generous  Ilay  dread. 
The  bravest  hand,  the  wisest  head  ? 
Undaunted  dost  thou  hear  th*  alarms 
Of  hoary  Athol  sheath'd  in  arms? 

"  Douglas,  who  draws  his  lineage  down 
From  thanes  and  peers  of  high  Known, 
Fiery,  and  young,  and  unccmtn^l'd. 
With  knights,  and  squires,  and  barons  bold, 
(His  noble  household-band)  advances. 
And  on  the  milk-white  courser  prances. 
Thee  Forfiur  to  the  combat  dares. 
Grown  swarthy  in  Iberian  wars ; 
And  Monroe,  kindled  into  rage. 
Sourly  defies  thee  to  engage ; 
He'll  rout  thy  foot,  though  ne'er  so  many. 
And  horse  to  boot  «->if  thou  hadst  any. 

*<  But  see  Argyll,  with  watchful  eyei» 
Lodg'd  in  his  deep  intrenchments  lies, 
Couch'd  like  a  lion  in  thy  way, 
He  waits  to  wpnatt  upon  hb  pr^ ; 
While,  like  a  herd  of  timorous  deer. 
Thy  army  shakes  and  pants  with  fear^ 
Led  by  their  doughty  general's  skilly 
From  frith  to  frith,  from  hill  to  hilL 

*<  Is  thus  thy  haughty  promise  paid 
That  to  the  Chevalier  was  made. 
When  thou  didst  oaths  and  duty  barter. 
For  dukedom,  generalship,  and  garter  ? 
Three  moons  thy  Jemmy  shall  command. 
With  Highland  sceptre  in  his  hand, 
Too  good  for  his  pretended  birth, 
...  Then  down  shall  fall  the  kmg  of  Perth. 

*<  'Tis  so  decreed:  for  George  shall  reign^ 
And  traitors  be  forsworn  in  vain. 
Heaven  shall  for  ever  on  him  smile^ 
And  blesfc  him  still  with  an  AigylL 
While  thou,  pursued  by  vengeful  foes, 
Condenm'd  to  barren  rocks  and  snows, 
And  hinder'd  passing'Inverlocky, 
Shall  bum  the  clan,  and  curse  poor  Jocky." 
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7aOM  A   LADY   IK   IKOLANI)  TO  A   GXNTUMAM   A^ 
AVIGNON. 

To  thee,  dear  rover,  and  thy  vanquish 'd  friends. 
The  health,  she  wants,  thy  gentle  Chloe  sends. 
Tliough  much  you  suffer,  think  I  suffer  more, 
Worse  than  an  exile  on  my  native  shore. 
Companions  in  your  master's  flight  you  roam, 
Unenvy'd  by  your  haughty  foes  at  home ; 
For  ever  near  the  royal  outlaw's  side 
You  slmro  bis  fortunes,  and  his  hopes  divide, 
Y  3 
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I  of  eoopktt  dwellf 


On  glorioiM  Rhemai^  aimI  thou( 
And  with  hnaginary  titles  iweli 

Say,  for  thou  know'st  I  own  his  sacred  line, 
The  passite  doctrine,  and  the  right  divine, 
Say,  what  new  succours  does  the  chief  prepare? 
The  strength  of  armies?  or  the  force  of  prayer  ? 
Does  he  from  Heaven  or  Earth  his  hopes  derive? 
Fhmi  saints  departed,  or  from  priests  alive  ?  [stand, 
Nor  saints  nor  priests  can  Brunswick's  troops  with- 
And  beads  drop  useless  through  the  sealot*s  hand ; 
Heaven  to  our  vows  may  future  kingdoms  owe, 
But  skill  and  courage  win  the  crowns  below. 

Ere  to  thy  cause,  and  thee,  my  heart  indin'd, 
Or  love  to  party  hstd-seduc'd  my  mind. 
In  fismale  joys  J  took  a  duH  delight, 
Sept  all  the  mom,  and  punted  half  the  night : 
But  now,  withiears  and  public  cares  poasest. 
The  dnirdi,  the  church,  fbr  ever  breaks  my  rest 
Tlie  postboy  on  my  pillow  I  explore. 
And  sift  the  news  of  every  foreign  shore. 
Studious  to  find  new  fUends,  and  new  allies ; 
What  armies  march  from  Sweden  in  disguise ; 
How  Spain  prepares  her  banners  to  unfold. 
And  Rome  deals  out  her  blessings,  and  her  gold : 
Tlien  o*er  the  map  my  finger,  taught  to  stray. 
Cross  many  a  region  marks  the  winding  way ; 
From  sea  to  sea,  fhm  realm  to  realm  I  rove. 
And  grow  a  mere  geographer  by  love : 
But  still  Avignon,  and  the  pleasing  coast 
That  holds  tl^  banish'd,  claims  my  care  the  most : 
Oft  on  the  welUknown  spot  I  fix  my  eyes, 
And  span  the  distance  that  between  us  lies. 

Let  not  our  James,  though  foil'd  inarms,  despair, 
"Whilst  on  his  side  he  reckons  half  the  fair  : 
In  Britain's  lovely  isle  a  shining  throng 
War  in  his  cause,  a  thousand  beauties  strong. 
Th'  unthinking  'victors  vainly  boast  their  powers ; 
Be  theirs  the  musket,  while  the  tongue  is  ours. 
We  reason  with  such  fluency  and  fire, 
Hie  beaux  we  baffle,  and  the  learned  tire. 
Against  her  prelates  plead  the  church's  cause. 
And  from  our  judges  vindicate  the  laws. 
Then  mourn  not,  luipless  prince,  thy  kingdoms  lost ; 
A  crown,  though  late^  thy  sacred  brows  may  boast; 
Heaven  seems  through  us  thy  empire  to  deoree ; 
Those  who  win  hearts,  have  given  their  hearts  to  thee. 

Hast  thou  not  heard  that  when,  profusely  gay. 
Our  well-drest  rivals  grac'd  their  sovereign's  day. 
We  stubborn  damsels  met  the  public  view 
In  loathsome  wormwood,  and  repenting  rue  ? 
What  Whig  but  trembled,  when  our  s^ess  band 
In  virgin  roses  whiten'd  half  the  land  { 
Who  canfoiget  what  fears  the  foe  possest. 
When  oaken-boughs  mark'd  every  loyal  breast! 
XiesB  scar'd  than  Medway's  stream  the  Norman  stood. 
When  cross  the  plain  be  sj^'d  a  inarching  wood, 
TQl,  near  at  hand,  a  gleam  of  swords  betray'd 
ThcTOutfa  of  Kent  beneath  itanvandering  shade? 

Tlioaa  who  the  succours  of  the  flur  despise, 
May  Bnd  Oat  vre  have  naik  as  well  as  eyes. 
Thy  fimale  bards,  O  prince  by  fortune  ciost, 
At  least  more  coufoge  than  tby  men  can  boost: 
Our  aex  baa  dar'd  the  mug-house  chiefs  to  meet, 
And'purebas'd  fiune  in  many  a  well-fought  street 
I'Vom  Dnuy-Lane,  the  region  of  renown, 
Tlia  land  orkve,  the  FlBpl£»  of  the  town, 
PUr  patriots  sallying  oft  have  put  to  flight 
With  all  their  poles  the  guardians  of  the  night, 
And  boM,  with  screams  of  triumph,  to  their  side 
Hie  leader's  staff  in  all  its  pamted  pride. 


Nor  fbort  the  hawker  In  her  warbling  note 
To  vend  the  discontented  statesman's  thought, 
Though  red  with  stripes,  and  recent  firom  the  thon^ 
Sore  smitten  for  the  love  of  sacred  song. 
Hie  tunefbl  sisters  still  pursue  their  trade, 
like  Philomela  darkling  in  the  shade. 
Poor  IVott  attends,  foi^^ul  of  a  fare^ 
And  hums  in  concert  o'er  his  easy  chair. 

Meanwhile,  regardless  of  the  royal  cause. 
His  sword  for  James  no  brother  sovereign  drswk 
The  pope  himself,  surrounded  with  alarms, 
To  Fhmce  his  bulls,  to  Corfu  sends  his  arms, 
And  -though  he  hears  hb  darling  son's  complafait, 
Can  hardly  spare  one  tutelary  saint. 
But  lists  them  all  to  gtiard  his  own  abodes, 
And  into  ready  money  coins  his  gods. 
Hie  dauntless  Swede,  pursued  by  vengeful  foes. 
Scarce  keeps  his  own  hereditary  snows ; 
Nor  must  the  friendly  roofof  kind  Lorrain 
With  feasts  regale  our  gsrter'd  youth  again. 
Safe^  Bar-le-Duc,  vrithm  tl^  silent  grove 
The  pheasant  now  may  pesch,  the  hare  may  rove: 
The  knight,  who  aims  unerring  ftxim  afar, 
Th'  adventurous  knight,  now-qnits  the  sylvan  wart 
Thy  brinded  boars  may  slumber  undisniay'd. 
Or  grrunt  secure  beneath  the  chesnut  shade. 
Inconstant  Orleans  (still  we  mourn  the  day 
That  trusted  Orleans  with  imperial  sway) 
Far  o'er  the  Alps  our  helpless  monarch  sends^ 
Far  from  the  call  of  his  desponding  friends. 
Such  are  the  terms,  to  gain  Britannia's  grace! 
And  such  the  terrours  of  the  Brunswick  race ! 

Was  it  for  this  the  Sun's  whole  lustre  failed. 
And  sudden  midnight  o'er  the  Moon  prevail'd ! 
For  this  did  Heaven  di^lay  to  mortal  eyes 
Aerial  knights  and  combats  in  the  skies ! 
Was  it  for  this  N(Mthumbrian  streams  look'd  red! 
And  Thames  driv'n  backward  show'd  his  secret  bed ! 
False  auguries!  th*  insulting  victor's  scorn  ! 
Ev'n  our  own  prodigies  against  us  turn ! 
O  portents  construed  on  our  side  in  vain ! 
Let  never  Tory  trust  eclipse  again ! 
Run  clear,  ye  fountains !  be  at  peace^  ye  sides ! 
And,  Thames,  henceforth  to  thy  green  boedera  rise! 

To  Rome  then  must  the  royal  wanderer  go^ 
And  fall  a  suppliant  at  tlie  papal  toe  ? 
Hb  life  in  sloth  inglorious  must  he  wear. 
One  half  in  luxury,  and  one  in  prayer? 
His  mind  perhaps  at  length  debaudi'd  wiiii  mm. 
Hie  proffer*d  purple  and  the  hat  may  pleaaew 
Shall  he,  whose  ancient  patriardial  race 
To  mighty  Nimrod  in  one  line  we  traoe. 
In  solemn  conclave  sit,  devoid  of  thouglity 
And  poll  fbr  pouits  of  faith  hb  trusty  vole  • 
Be  summon'd'to  hb  stall  in  time  of  need. 
And  with  hb  casting  sufilhige  fix  a  creed ! 
Shall  he  in  robes  on  stated  days  appear. 
And  English  heretics  curse  once  a  year! 
Garnet  and  Faux  shall  he  with  prayers  involBew 
And  beg  that  Smithfidd  piles  once  more  may  amoka! 
Forbid  it,  Heaven !  my  soul,  to  fViry  wroi^liC, 
Turns  almost  Hanoverian  at  the  thought 

Vram  James  and  Rome  I  fieel  my  heart  drcKf^ 
And  fear,  O  Brunswick,  'tvrill  be  wholly  thine  ; 
Yet  still  hb  share  thy  rival  will  contest. 
And  still  the  double  daim  divides  my  breast 
The  flue  of  James  with  pitying  eyes  I  view. 
And  wish  my  homage  were  not  Brunswick'a  da»  : 
To  James  my  passion  and  my  vreokneas  guide^ 
But  reason  sways  me  to  the  victor's  sidcw 


AN  EPISTLE, 


S25 


HMugfa  griev'd  I  ipeak  it,  let  the  truth  appear ! 
You  know  tny  langiiage,  and  my  heart,  dnccre. 
In  fain  did  &]sebood  his  iSurftmediigraoe: 
What  force  had  falsehood  when  he  show*d  his  &ce ! 
In  Tain  to  war  our  boastful  clans  were  led 
Heaps  driv'n  on  heaps,  in  the  dire  shock  they  fled : 
Pfanc«  shuns  his  wnth,  nor  raises  to  our  shame 
A  woood  Dunkirk  in  another  name : 
In  Britain's  Ainds  their  wealth  all  Europe  throws, 
And  up  the  Thames  the  world's  abundance  flows : 
S^Nle  ai  ieign'd  fears  and  artificial  cries, 
The  pious  town  sees  fifty  churches  rise : 
The  hero  triumphs  as  hb  worth  is  known. 
And  sita  more  firmly  on  his  shaken  throne. 

To  my  sad  thought  no  beam  of  hope  appears- 
Ihrough  the  long  prospect  of  succeeding  years. 
The  son,  aspiring  to  his  father's  fame, 
Shows  all  his  sire:  another  and  the  same. 
He^  bicst  in  lovely  Carolina's  arms, 
Td  future  ages  propagates  her  charms : 
With  pain  and  joy  at  strifie,  I  often  trace 
Hie  mingled  parents  in  each  daughter's  fiice ; 
Half  sickening  at  the  sight,  too  wA\  I  spy 
IW  &lhar*s  spirit  tlirough  the  mother's  eye: 
In  run  new  thoughts  of  rage  I  entertain. 
And  strive  to  hate  their  innocence  in  vain. 
O  princess !  happy  by  thy  foes  oonfest ! 
Bleat  in  thy  husband!  in  thy  children  blest ! 
As  tfacy  fhim  thee,  from  them  new  beauties  bom, 
WUae  Europe  lasts,  shall  Europe's  thrones  adonu 
IVmaplautcd  to  eadi  court,  in  times  to  come,. 
Tky  smile  celestial  and  unfiiding  bloom. 
Great  Austria's  sons  with  softer  lines  shall  grace^ 
And  smooth  the  firowns  of  Bouibon's  haughty  nee. 
The  lair  descendants  of  thy  sacred  bed. 
Wide-branching  o'er  the  western  world  shall  spread. 
Like  the  fiun'd  Banian  tvee,  whose  pliant  shoot 
To  earthward  bending  of  itself  takes  root, 
Tni,  fike  their  mother  plant,  ten  thousand  stand 
In  verdant  arches  on  the  fertile  land; 
Bmrath  her  shade  the  tawny  Indians  rove. 
Or  hnnt,  at  horge,  through  the  wide  echoing  grove. 

O  thou,  to  whom  these  moumfbl  lines  I  send, 
My  pramb'd  husband,  and  my  dearest  IKend ; 
Saee  Heaven  appoints  this  &vour*d  race  to  rdgn. 
And  blood  has  drench'd  the  Scottish  fields  in  vam ; 
Most  I  be  wretched,  and  thy  flight  partake  ? 
Or  wilt  not  thou,  for  thy  lov'd  Chloe's  sake, 
Tfar'd  out  at  length,  submit  to  fate's  decree? 
If  not  to  Brunswidc,  O  return  to  me! 
Aoaune  belbre  the  victor's  mercy  bend : 
What  spares  whole  thousands,  may  to  thee  extend. 
SiMdd  bfinded  friends  thy  doid>tful  conduct  blame, 
Great  BmnswidL's  virtue  shall  secure  thy  fame : 
isj  Ocse  invite  thee  to  approach  his  throne. 
And  own  the  monarch  Heaven  vouchsafes  to  own : 
Tke  werld,  conrinc'd,  diy  reasons  will  approve ; 
isj  chii  to  them ;  but  swear  to  me  'twas  love. 


AN  ODE 
nrscmiBBD  to  imm  « 

BAUL  OF  SUNDERLAND, 

AT    WIXOSOR. 

Tnoo  Done^  where  Edward  fint  enraU'd 
His  red-cioss  knights  and  barons  bdd. 
Whose  vacant  seals,  by  Vutue  bought, 
Amtiitions  emperort  have  sought : 


Where  Britain's  fbietnost  names  are  found* 
In  peace  belov'd,  in  war  renown'd. 
Who  made  the  hostile  nations  moan, 
Or  brought  a  blessing  on  their  own : 

Once  more  a  son  of  Spencer  waits, 
A  name  fiuniliar  to  thy  gates ; 
Sprung  fW>m  the  chief  whose  prowess  gain'd 
Tlie  Garter  while  thy  founder  reign'd, 
He  ofi^'d  here  his  dinted  shield. 
The  dread  of  Gauk  in  Cressi's  field, 
MThich,  in  thy  high-arch'd  temple  rais'd, 
For  four  long  centuries  hath  blas'd. 

Hiese  seats  our  sires,  a  hardy  kind, 
To  the  fierce  sons  of  war  confin'd. 
The  flower  of  chivalry,  who  drew 
With  sinew'd  arm  the  stubborn  jrew : 
Or  with  heav'd  pole-ax  dear'd  the  field ; 
Or  who,  in  justs  and  tourneys  skill'd, 
Before  their  ladies*  e]res  renown'd, 
Hirew  horse  and  horseman  to  the  ground. 

In  after-times,  as  courts  refin'd. 
Our  patriots  in  the  list  were  join'd. 
Not  only  Warwick  stam'd  with  blood, 
Or  Marlborough  near  the  Danube's  flood. 
Have  in  their  crimson  crosses  ^w'd ; 
But,  on  just  lawgivers  bestow'd. 
These  emblems  Cecil  did  invest. 
And  gleam'd  on  wise  Godolphin's  breast 

So  Greece,  ere  arts  b^an  to  rise, 
Fix'd  huge  Orion  in  the  skies, 
And  stem  Alddes,  fam'd  in  wars. 
Bespangled  with  a  thousand  stars ; 
Till  lettered  Athens  round  the  Pole 
Made  gentler  constellations  roll ; 
In  the  blue  heavens  the  lyre  she  strung. 
And  near  the  Maid  the  Balance  *  hung. 

Then,  Spencer,  mount  amid  the  band, 
Where  knights  and  kings  promiscuous  stand. 
What  though  tlie  hero's  flune  repress'd 
Bums  calmly  in  thy  generous  breast! 
Yet  who  more  dauntless  to  oppose 
In  doubtful  days  our  home-brad  foes ! 
Who  rais'd  his  country's  wealth  so  higfa^ 
Or  view'dwith  less  desiring  eye ! 

The  sage,  who^  large  of  soul,  surveys 
The  globe,  and  all  its  empues  weighs, 
Watchftil  the  various  climes  to  guide. 
Which  seas,  and  tongues,  and  fitiths,  divide, 
A  nobler  name  in  V^ndsor's  shrline 
Shall  leave,  if  right  the  Muse  divine, 
Than  sprang  of  old,  abhorr'd  and  vain. 
From  ravag'd  realms  and  myriads  slain. 

Why  praise  we,  prodigal  of  fiune. 
The  rage  that  sets  the  worid  on  flame  ? 
My  guiltless  Muse  his  brow  shall  bind 
Whoae  godlike  bounty  spares  mankind. 
•  For  those,  whom  bloody  gariands  crown, 
The  brass  may  breathe,  the  maible  frown» 
To  him  through  every  rescued  land; 
Ten  thousand  firing  trophies  stand. 

•  Names  of  constelktions. 
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JAMES  HAMMOND. 


J  AMMs  Hammond,  a  popular  elegiac  poet,  was  the 
MooDd  son  of  Anthony  Hammood,  Esq.  of  Somer- 
sham  FUce,  in  Huntingdonshire.  He  was  bom  in 
1710,  and  was  educated  in  Westminster  school, 
where  at  an  earlj  age  he  obtained  the  friendship  of 
sereral  persons  of  <Vstinction,  among  whom  were 
Lords  Cobham,  Oiesterfield,  and  Lyttleton.  He 
was  appointed  equerry  to  Frederic,  Prince  of 
Walesi  and  upon  his  interest  was  brought  into  par- 
liament  in  1741,  for  IVuro  in  Cornwall.  This  was 
nearly  the  last  stage  of  his  life,  tor  he  died  in  June 
1748,  at  the  seat  of  Lord  Cobham,  at  Stowe.  An 
unfortunate  passion  for  a  young  lady.  Miss  Dash- 
wood,  who  was  cold  to  his  addresses,  is  thought  to 
have  disordered  his  mind,  and  perhaps  contributed 
to  his  premature  death. 

Hammond  was  a  man  of  an  amiable  diaracter, 
and  was  much  regretted    by  hia  friends.       Hb 


«<  Love  Elegies**  were  published  soon  sftsr  hb 
death  by  Lord  Chesterfield,  and  hate  been  ietenl 
times  reprinted.  It  will  seem  extraoidinsry  tint 
the  noble  editor  has  only  once  mentioned  the  nsme 
of  Tibullus,  and  has  asserted  that  Hanimood,  an- 
cere  in  his  love,  as  in  his  friendship,  spoke  only  te 
genuine  sentiments  of  his  heart,  when  there  sre  » 
many  obvious  imitations  of  the  Roman  poet,  em 
so  far  as  the  adoption  of  his  names  of  Neers,  Cyn- 
thia, and  Delia.  It  must,  however,  be  scknow- 
ledged,  that  he  copies  with  the  hand  of  •  ""■Jjfj; 
and  that  his  imitations  are  generally  mansged  m 
a  grace  that  aknost  conceals  their  chsrMter.  Sffl 
as  they  are,  in  fiict,  poems  of  this  dass,  bowerg 
skflftiUy  transposed,  we  shaU  content  <«^'«»T[* 
transcribing  one  which  introduces  the  name  ci  W 
principal  patron  with  peculiarly  happy  efiect 


ELEGY. 

He  imaghtet  hinuelf  married  to  DeHa,  and  that, 
content  with  each  other,  they  are  retired  into  the 
country, 

Ilir  others  boast  their  heaps  of  shining  gold. 
And  riew  their  fields,  with  waving  plenty  crown'd. 
Whom  neighbouring  foes  in  constant  terrour  hold. 
And  trumpets  break  their  slumbers,  never  sound. 

While  calmly  poor  I  trifle  life  away. 
Enjoy  sweet  leisure  by  my  cheerful  fire. 
No  wanton  hope  my  quiet  shall  betray, 
But,  cheaply  blest,  I'll  scorn  each  vain  desire. 

With  timely  care  ill  sow  my  little  field, 
And  plant  my  orchard  with  its  master's  hand. 
Nor  blush  to  qpread  the  hay,  the  book  to  wield, 
Or  range  my  sheaves  along  the  sunny  land. 

If  late  at  dusk,  while  carelessly  I  roam, 
I  meet  a  strolling  kid,  or  bleating  Uunb, 
Under  my  arm  I'll  bring  the  wanderer  home, 
And  not  a  littk  chide  its  thoughtless  dam. 


What  ioy  to  hear  the  tempest  howl  in  vain, 
And  clasp  a  fearful  mistress  to  my  bieast ! 
Or  luU'd  to  slumber  by  the  beating  rain. 
Secure  and  happy,  sink  at  last  to  rest ! 

Or,  if  the  Sun  in  flaming  Leo  ride^ 

By  shady  rivers  indolently  stray. 

And  irith  my  Delia,  vralking  side  by  ade, 

Hear  how  they  murmur,  at  they  glide  away ! 

What  joy  to  wind  along  the  coi^  retreat, 
To  stop,  and  gaze  on  Delia  as  J  go ! 
To  mingle  sweet  discourse  with  kissea  sweet. 
And  teach  my  lovdy  scholar  all  I  know  ! 

Thus  pleas*d  at  heart,  and  not  with  fancy's 
In  silent  happiness  I  rest  unknown ; 
Content  witii  what  I  am,  not  what  I  seem, 
I  live  for  Delia  aiid  myself  alone. 


Ah,  foolish  man,  who  thus  of  her  possest. 
Could  float  and  wander  with  ambition's  wind, 
And  if  his  outward  trappings  spoke  him  blest, 
Not  heed  the  sickness  of  his  conscious  mind ! 

With  her  I  scorn  the  idle  breath  of  praiie. 
Nor  trust  to  happinesa  that  *a  not  our  own ; 
The  smile  of  fortune  might  au^Mcion  taiae. 
But  here  I  know  that  I  aqu  lov'd  alone. 
lOOQle 
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f  in  wisdom  m  in  wit  diviiie, 
Mmj  rise,  and  pkad  Britannia's  glorious  cause, 
Widi  steady  rein  his  eager  wit  omfine, 
While  manly  sense  the  deep  attention  draws. 


Let  Stanhope  speak  his  listening  country's  wroogi^ 
Uj  bumble  toice  shall  please  one  partial  maid; 
For  her  alone  I  pen  my  tender  song, 
Securely  sitting  in  his  friendly  sha£. 

Sisnhope  shall  come,  and  grace  his  nual  friend, 
Ddia  shall  wonder  at  her  noble  guest, 
Vttfa  blushing  awe  the  riper  fruit  commend. 
And  lor  her  husband's  patron  cull  the  best. 

Hen  be  tbe  care  of  all  my  little  train. 
While  I  with  tender  indolence  am  blest. 
The  &TOurite  subject  of  her  gentle  reign, 
%  lov«  alone  disdnguisb'd  from  the  rest 

For  her  1*11  yoke  my  oxen  to  the  plough, 
la  gloomy  forests  tend  my  lonely  flock ; 
For  her  a  goat-herd  dimb  tbe  mountain's  brow, 
And  sleep  extended  on  the  naked  rock. 

Ah,  what  avails  to  press  the  stately  bed, 

And  &r  from  her  'midst  tasteless  grandeur  weep, 

BymsiUe  fountains  lay  the  pensive  head, 

Andg  while  tiiey  murmur,  strive  in  vain  to  sleep  ? 


Delia  alone  can  please,  and  never  tire. 
Exceed  the  paint  of  thought  in  true  delight ; 
With  her,  enjoymem  wakens  new  desire. 
And  equal  rspture  glows  through  every  night : 

Beauty  and  worth  in  her  alike  contend, 
To  charm  the  fimcy,  and  to  fix  the  mind ; 
In  her,  my  wife,  my  mistress,  and  my  friend, 
I  taste  the  joys  of  sense  and  reason  join'd. 

On  her  I'll  gaze,  when  others  loves  are  o'er. 
And  dying  press  her  vrith  my  clay-cold  hand—* 
Thou  weep'st  already,  as  I  were  no  more. 
Nor  can  that  gentle  breast  the  thought  withstand. 

Oh,  when  I  die,  my  latest  moments  spare. 
Nor  let  thy  gri^  with  sharper  torments  kill. 
Wound  not  thy  cheeks,  nor  hurt  that  flowing  hair, 
Hiougli  I  am  dead,  my  soul  shall  love  thee  still  s 

Oh,  quit  the  room,  oh,  quit  the  deathful  bed. 
Or  thou  wilt  die,  so  tender  is  thy  heart ; 
Oh,  leave  me^  Delia,  ere  thou  see  me  dead, 
Tliese  weeping  friends  will  do  thy  mournful  part : 

Let  them,  extended  on  the  decent  bier. 
Convey  the  corse  in  melancholy  state, 
Htfougfa  all  the  village  spread  the  tender  tear. 
While  pitying  maids  our  wondrous  loves  relate. 
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WILLIAM  SOJVIERVILE. 
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'  nxiAM  SoMMkyiLE,  an  agreeable  poet,  was 
bora  in  1692,  at  his  father's  seat  at  Edston,  in 
Warwickshire*  He  was  educated  at  Winchester 
aebool,  whence  he  was  elected  to  New  College, 
Oxford.  His  political  attachments  were  to  the 
Whig  party,  as  iqipeared  from  his  praises  of  Marl- 
borough,  Stanhope,  and  Addison.  To  the  latter  of 
these  he  addressed  a  poem,  in  which  there  is  the 
happy  couplet  alluded  to  in  the  Spectator: 

*'  When  panting  Virtue  her  last  efiEbrts  made, 
«<  You  brought  your  CKo  to  the  Viigin*s  aid." 

**  Clio**  was  known  to  be  the  mark  by  which  Ad- 
dison distinguished  his  papers  in  that  miscellany. 

Somervile  inherited  a  considerable  patonal 
estate,  on  which  he  principally  lived,  atting  as  a 
magiiirate,  and  pursuing  with  ardour  the  amuse- 
ments of  a  sporttman,  varied  with  the  studies  of  a 
man  of  letters.  His  mode  of  living,  which  was 
hospitable,  and  addicted  to  conviviality,  threw  him 
into  pecuniary  embarrassments,  which  preyed  on 


his  mind,  and  plunged  him  into  habits  which 
shortened  his  life.  He  died  in  1748;  and  his 
fifiend  Shenstone^  with  much  feeling,  announces 
the  event  to  one  of  his  correspondents.  Somervile 
passed  his  life  in  celibacy,  and  made  over  the  re- 
version  of  his  estate  to  Lord  Somervile,  a  bniicfa 
of  the  same  fiunOy,  charged  with  a  jointure  to  his 
mother,  then  in  her  90th  year. 

As  a  poet,  he  b  chiefly  known  by  **  Tht  Cliaae,'* 
a  piece  in  blank  verse,  which  mamtains  a  high 
rank  in  the  didactic  and  descriptive  daases.  Baing 
composed  by  one  who  was  perfectly  conversant  with 
the  sports  vrfaich  are  its  sulject,  and  entered  into 
them  with  enthusiasm,  his  pictures  greatly  suipaas 
the  draughts  of  the  same  kind  which  are  atlempied 
by  poets  by  profession.  Another  piece  oooneetod 
with  this  is  entitled  «  Field  Sports,"  but  only  da- 
scribes  that  of  hawking.  In  his  «  Hobbsnol,  or 
Rural  Games,**  he  attempts  the  buries^  vritt 
tolerable  success.  Of  his  other  pieces,  aenoos  and 
ocmic,  there  are  few  which  add  to  his  fiona. 


THE  CHASE. 

Book  L 
ArgumenL 
Hie  subject  proposed.  Address  to  his  royal  high- 
ness the  prince.  The  origin  of  hunting,  "fiie 
rude  and  unpolished  manner  of  the  first  hunters. 
Beasts  at  Ar^  hunted  for  food  and  sacrifice.  Hie 
grant  made  by  God  to  man  of  the  beasts,  &c. 
Ilia  regular  manner  of  hunting  first  brought 
into  this  island  by  the  Normans.  "Die  best  hounds 
and  best  horses  bred  here.  The  advantage  of 
this  czerdse  to  us,  as  islanders.  Address  to 
gentlemen  of  estates.  Situatkxi  of  the  kennel 
and  its  several  courts.  Hie  divernon  and  em- 
ployment of  hounds  in  the  kennel.  Hie  different 
sorts  of  hounds  for  each  difl^rent  chase.  De. 
scriptioa  of  a  perfect  hound.  Of  sising  and  sort- 
ing of  hounds ;  the  middle-siaed  hoimd  reoom- 
mended.  Of  the  huge  deqp-mouthed  hound  for 
hunting  the  stag  and  otter.  Of  the  lune-hound ; 
their  use  on  the  bordera  of  England  and  Scotland. 
A  physical  account  of  scents.  Of  good  and 
^  scentms  davs.     A  short  admonition  to  my 


1  scentmg  days.     A  i 
hrtaofthecoupUi. 


±HM  Chase  I  sing,  hounds,  and  their  various  brecdt 
And  no  less  various  use.     O  thou,  great  prince ! 
Whom  Cambiia'stowering  hills  proclaim  their  lord« 
Deign  thou  to  hear  my  bold,  instructive  song; 
Whfle  grateful  dtiaens  with  pompous  show. 
Rear  the  triumphal  arch,  rich  widi  th*  ezploita 
Of  thy  illustrious  house ;  whfle  virgins  pave 
Thy  way  with  flowers,  and,  as  the  royal  youth 
Passing  they  view,  admire  and  sish  in  vain  ; 
While  crowded  theatres,  too  fomfiy  proud 
Of  their  exotic  minstrels,  and  shrfll  pipes, 
The  pike  of  manhood,  haU  thee  with  a  song. 
And  aurs  sofi-warbling ;  my  hoarse-sounding  ham 
Invites  thee  to  the  Cluise,  the  sport  of  kUigs ; 
Lnace  of  war,  without  its  guilt.     The  Muaa 
Aloft  on  wing  shall  soar,  conduct  with  cara 
Hiy  foaming  courser  o'er  the  steepy  rock, 
Or  on  the  river  bank  receive  thee  ssJe^ 
light-bounding  o*er  the  wave,  from  shore  to  i 
Be  thou  our  great  protector,  gracious  youth ! 
And  i^  in  future  times,  some  envious  prince. 
Careless  of  right,  and  guilefbl,  should  invado 
Thy  Britain's  commerce,  or  should  strive  in  ' 
To  wrest  the  balance  from  thy  equal  hand ; 
Thy  hunter-trsin,  in  cheerful  green  array*d, 
(A  band  undaunted,  and  imir*d  to  toilf )  iC 
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ShtO  tomp—  ihf  aioiiiid,  die  at  thj  ftet, 
Or  hew  dqr  ptaga  through  tb'  erobatded  toi, 
Anddeartliy  way  tafinne:  inipir*d  by  thee 
The  DoMer  cfaaae  of  glory  flhall  puivue 
Tfaoogh  fire,  and  ttnoke^  and  blood,  and  fields  of 


Matore,  In  her  productions  slow,  aspires 
Bjr  jost  degiees  to  readi  periection's  hej^it : 
So  mfanie  Art  woits  leisurely,  till  Time 
lapfOfe  the  plecc^  or  wise  Experience  give 
Ihe  proper  finishing.     When  Nimrod  bold, 
That  wa^btj  hunter,  first  made  war  on  beasts, 
And  alain*d  the  woodland-green  with  purple  dye, 
Newy  and  unpolish*d  was  &  huntsnuun's  art ; 
No  stated  rule,  his  wanton  will  his  guide. 
With  dnbs  and  stones,  rude  implements  of  war. 
He  ann*d  his  savage  bands,  a  multitude 
Untnia'd ;  of  twining  osiers  form*d,  they  pitch 
Ihsir  articas  tofls,  then  range  the  desert  hills, 
And  seoar  the  plains  bdow ;  the  trembUng  herd 
ftart  at  tfa*  umuual  sound,  and  clamorous  shout 
Uobeacd  bcfive ;  surpris*d,  alas !  to  find 
Mm  now  dieirfbe,  idiom  erst  they  deem'd  their  lord, 
Bat  mild  and  gcn^  and  by  whom  as  yet 
Siaire  they  gias'd.     Death  stretches  o*er  the  phun 
Wide-waating^  and  grim  slaughter  red  with  blood  s 
Urg^d  on  by  hunger  keen,  th^  wound,  they  kill, 
Thar  n^  Uoentious  knows  no  bound ;  at  last, 
EocaoBber'd  with  their  spoils,  joyful  they  bear 
Upon  tiieir  shoulders  broad  the  Ueeding  prey. 
Pitt  00  their  altars  smoke  a  sacrifice 
To  that  all-gracious  Power,  whose  bounteous  hand 
8uppgsts  his  wide  creation ;  what  remains 
On  firing  coals  they  broil,  inelegant 
Of  teste,  nor  sklll*d  as  yet  in  nicer  arts 
Of  pan^^^^  luxury.     Devotion  pure^ 
And  strong  necessity,  thus  first  b^an 
I%e  dbaaeof  beasts :  though  bloody  was  the  deed, 
Tct  wiibout  guik.     For  tl^  green  herb  alone 
Uneqnnl  to  sustain  roan's  labouring  race. 
Now  civery  moving  thing  that  liv*d  on  Earth 
Wascramed  him  far  fisod.  *     So  just  b  Heaven, 
To  give  OS  in  proportion  to  our  wants. 
Or  cbanoe  or  industry  in  after-time 
Some  few  improvements  made,  but  short  as  yet 
Of  due  perfection.     In  this  isle  remote 
Our  painted  ancestors  were  slow  to  learn, 
To  anas  devote,  of  the  politer  arts 
Nor  dUn'd  nor  studious ;  till  fhnn  Neustria's  coasts 
^iefiovioos  William,  to  more  decent  rules 
SiUn'd  our  Saxon  fiohers,  taught  to  speak 
TW  proper  d&dect,  with  horn  and  voice 
To  cheer  Ihe  tiu^  hound,  whose  well-known  cry 
His  Bstening  peers  ^prove  with  joint  acclaim. 
From  fasm  successive  huntsmen  leam'd  to  join 
In  bloody  social  leagues,  the  multitude 
Dispeta'd ;  to  siac^  to  sort  their  various  tribes ; 
To  rear,  feed,  hunt,  and  discipline  the  pack. 
Hailp  happy  Britain !  highly  fiivoiir*d  isle, 
And  Hcsvcn's  peculiar  care !     To  thee  'tis  given 
To  ftaia  the  spri^itly  steed,  more  fleet  than  those 
BtyoC  by  winds,  or  the  celestial  breed 
That  bore  the  great  Pelides  through  the  press 
Of  heroaa  arm*d,  and  broke  their  crowded  ranks ; 
WUd^  proudly  ncighinff,  with  the  Sun  begins 
fVesfiil  his  course ;  and  ere  his  beams  dedine^ 
Has  ■aeaaur'd  half  thy  surftoe  unfatigued. 
Is  dbse  akoe,  fiur  land  of  liberty ! 

*  Gen.  chap.  ix.  ver.  5. 


Is  bred  the  perfect  hoimd,  in  scent  and  speed 
As  yet  unrivall*d,  while  in  other  climes 
Thar  virtue  fails,  a  weak  degenerate  racai. 
In  vain  maUffnant  steams  and  winter  Ibgs 
Load  the  duU  air,  and  hover  round  our  coasts^ 
The  huntsman  ever  gay,  robust,  and  bold. 
Defies  the  noxious  rupoar,  and  confides 
In  this  delightftil  exercise,  to  raise 
His  drooping  herd,  and  cheer  his  heart  with  joy. 

Te  vigorous  youths,  by  smiling  Fortune  blest 
With  large  demesnes,  hereditary  wealth, 
Heap*d  copious  by  your  wise  fore&thers*  care, 
Hear  and  attend!  while  I  the  means  reveal 
T*  enjoy  those  pleasures,  for  the  weak  too  strong. 
Too  cosdy  fbr  the  poor:  To  rein  the  steed 
Swift  str^ching  o*er  the  plain,  to  cheer  the  pack 
Opening  in  consorts  of  harmonious  joy. 
But  brMthing  deadu  What  thouah  the  gripe  severe 
Of  brasen-fi^d  Time,  and  slow  disease 
Creeping  through  every  vein,  and  nerve  unstrung, 
Afilict  my  shatter*d  fhune,  undaunted  still, 
Fix*d  as  a  moimtain  ash,  that  braves  the  bolts 
Of  angry  Jove ;  though  blasted,  yet  unfallen ; 
Still  can  mv  soul  in  Fancy's  mirrour  view 
Deeds  glorious  once,  recall  the  joyous  scene 
In  all  its  splendours  deck'd,  o'er  the  full  bowl 
Recount  my  triumphs  past,  urge  others  on 
With  hand  and  voice,  and  point  the  winding  way : 
Fleas'd  with  that  social  sweet  garrulity, 
The  poor  disbanded  veteran's  sole  delight. 

First  let  the  kennel  be  the  huntnnan's  care, 
Upon  some  little  eminence  erect, 
And  fronting  to  the  ruddy  dawn ;  its  courts 
On  either  hand  wide  opening  to  receive 
The  Sun's  all-cheering  beams,  when  mOd  he  shines, 
And  gilds  the  mountain  tops.     For  much  the  pack 
(Rous'd  from  their  dark  alcoves)  delight  to  stretch 
And  bafck  in  his  invigorating  ray : 
Wam'd  by  the  streaming  light  and  merry  lark. 
Forth  rush  the  jolly  clan ;  with  tuneful  throats 
They  carol  loud,  and  in  grand  chorus  join'd 
Salute  the  new-born  day.     For  not  alone 
The  vegetable  world,  but  men  and  brutes 
Own  his  reviving  influence,  and  joy 
At  his  approach.     Fountain  of  light !  if  chance 
Some  envious  cloud  veil  thy  refiilgent  brow,      . 
In  vain  die  Muses'  aid ;  untouch'd,  unstrung, 
lies  my  mute  harp,  and  thy  desponding  bard 
Sits  darkly  musing  o'er  th*  unfinisfa'd  lay. 

Let  no  Corinthian  pillars  prop  the  dome, 
A  vain  expense,  on  charitable  deeds 
Better  dispos'd,  to  clothe  the  tatter'd  wretch. 
Who  shrinks  beneaththe  bkst,  to  f^ed  the  poor, 
Pinch'd  with  afflictive  want.     For  use,  not  state. 
Gracefully  plain,  let  each  apartment  rise. 
O'er  all  let  cleanliness  preside,  no  scraps 
Bestrew  the  pavement,  and  no  half-pick'd  bones 
To  kindle  fierce  ddiate,  or  to  disgust 
That  nicer  senle,  on  which  the  sportsman's  hope, 
And  all  his  fbture  triumphs,  must  depend. 
Soon  as  the  srowUng  pack  with  eager  joy 
Have,  lapp'a  their  smoking  viands,  mom  or  eve, 
From  the  fiill  dstera  lead  the  ductile  streams. 
To  wash  thy  court  well  pav'd,  nor  spare  thy  pains, 
For  much  to  health  wiU  cleanliness  avail. 
Seek'st  thou  for  hounds  to  dunb  the  rocky  steep, 
And  brusli  th'  entangled  covert,  whose  nice  scent 
O'er  greasy  fallows  and  frequented  roads 
Can  pick  the  dubious  way?  Banish  far  oiT 
Each  noisome  stench,  »ct  no  oHtaive  small 
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Invnk  ihj  wide  <ncloiui%  but 
The  nitrous  air  and  purifying  breeie. 

Water  and  ihade  no  lew  damand  tliy  cave : 
In  a  lam  iquare  tli'  adQacent  field  endoae, 
There  punt  m  equal  ranks  the  spreading  dm, 
Or  firagrant  lime ;  most  happy  thj  design, 
IT  at  the  bottom  of  thj  spadous  court, 
A  large  canal,  fed  by  the  cryalal  brook, 
FVom  its  transparent  bosom  shall  reflect 
Downward  thy  structure  and  inrerted  grove. 
Here  when  the  Sun's  too  potent  gleams  annoy 
Tlie  crowded  kennel,  and  the  drcwptng  pack. 
Restless,  and  fiunt,  loll  their  unmoisten'd  tongues^ 
And  drop  their  feeble  tails,  to  cooler  shades 
Lead  forth  the  panting  tribe ;  soon  shalt  thou  find 
The  cordial  breese  thor  fainting  hearts  reriye : 
Tunultuous  soon  they  plunge  into  the  stream, 
Tlicrt  lave  their  reeking  sido,  with  greedy  joy 
Gulp  down  the  flying  wave,  this  way  and  tbit 
Vnm  shore  to  shore  they  swim,  while  clamour  loud 
And  wild  uproar  torments  the  troubled  flood : 
Tlien  on  the  sunny  bank  they  roll  and  stretch 
Hieir  dripping  limbs,  or  else  in  wanton  rings 
€>ourring  aroimd,  pursuing  and  pursued, 
Tlie  merry  multitude  disporting  play. 

But  here  vrith  watchful  and  obsenrant  eye, 
Attend  their  frolics,  which  too  oflen  end 
In  bloody  broils  and  death.     High  o*er  thy  head 
Wave  thy  resounding  whip,  and  with  a  voice 
Fierce-menacing  o*emile  the  stem  debate. 
And  quench  their  kindling  ra^;  for  ofi  in  qrart 
Begun,  combat  ensues,  growhng  they  snarl, 
Th«i  on  their  haunches  rear'd,  rampant  they  seise 
Eadi  other's  throats,  with  teeth  and  claws  in  gore 
Besmear'd,  they  wound,  they  tear,  till  on  the  ground, 
Fsnting,  half  dead  the  conquer'd  champion  lies: 
Tlien  sudden  all  the  base  ignoble  crowd 
Loud-clamouring  seise  the  helpless  worried  wretch, 
And,  bursting  for  his  blood,  drag  different  wi^ 
His  manned  carcass  on  tfa'  ensanguin'd  plain. 
O  breasts  of  pity  ^oid !  t'  oppress  the  weak. 
To  point  your  vengeance  at  the  friendless  head. 
And  with  one  mutoal  cry  insult  the  &ll*n ! 
Emblem  too  just  of  man's  degenerate  race. 

Others  apart,  by  native  instinct  led, 
Knowing  instructor !  'mong  the  ranker  grus 
Cull  eadi  salubrious  plant,  vrith  bitter  juice 
Concoctive  stor'd,  and  potent  to  allay 
Each  vidous  ferment     Tlius  the  hand  divine 
Of  IVovideoce,  beneficent  and  kind 
To  alibis  creatures,  for  the  brutes  prescribes 
A  ready  remedy,  and  is  himself 
Their  ^reat  physician.     Now  grown  stiffvrith  age. 
And  many  a  painful  diase,  the  wise  old  hound. 
Regardless  of  the  frolic  pack,  attends 
His  master's  side,  or  slumbers  at  his  ease 
Beneath  the  bending  shade ;  there  many  a  ring 
Runs  o'er  in  dreams ;  now  on  the  doubtfbl  frd 
Ftissles  perplez'd,  or  doubles  intricate 
Cautious  unfolds,  then,  vring'd  vrith  all  his  speed. 
Bounds  o'er  the  lawn  to  seize  his  panting  prey. 
And  in  imperfect  whimperings  spesks  his  joy. 

A  different  hound  for  every  different  chase 
Select  vrith  judgment ;  nor  the  timorous  hare 
O'ermatch'd  destroy,  but  leave  that  vile  offimce 
To  the  mean,  murderous,  coursing  crew ;  intent 
On  blood  and  spoiL      O  blast  their  bopesu  just 

Heaven! 
And  all  their  painful  diudgerics  repay 
With  disappointmsnt  and  sevwe  lemone. 
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But  husband  tiMm  thy  pleasMrw,  and  give  soepe 
To  all  her  subtle  play:  by  Nature  led 
A  thousand  shifts  she  tries ;  t*  unravd  these 
Th'  industrious  beagle  twists  his  vraving  tail, 
Hirougfa  all  her  lab^inths  pursues,  and  rings 
Her  doleful  knelL      See  there  with  countenuce 

blithe. 
And  vrith  a  courtly  grin,  the  fiiwning  hound 
Salutes  thee  cowering,  his  wide  apening  nose 
Upward  he  curls,  and  hu  large  sloe-black  eyes 
Melt  in  soft  blandishments  and  humble  joy ; 
His  glossy  skin,  or  yellow-pied,  or  blue. 
In  lights  or  shades  by  Nature's  pencil  dbnawn^ 
Reflects  the  various  tints ;  his  ean  and  legs 
Fleckt  here  and  there,  in  gay  enamell'd  pnde^ 
Rival  the  speckled  paid ;  his  rush-grown  tail 
O'er  his  broad  back  bends  in  an  ample  arch ; 
On  shoulders  dean,  upright  and  firm  he  stands ; 
His  round  cat  foot,  strait  hams,  and  wide-spnad 

thighs. 
And  his  low-dropping  chest,  confess  his  speed. 
His  strength,  his  wii^  or  on  the  steepy  hill» 
Or  fiur-extended  plain ;  in  every  part 
So  well  proportion'd,  that  the  nicer  skill 
Of  Phidias  himself  can't  blame  thy  choice. 
Of  such  compose  thy  pack.     But  here  a  maan 
Observe,  nor  the  large  hound  prefer,  of  siaa 
Gisantic ;  he  in  the  thick-woven  covert 
Pamfully  tugs,  or  in  the  thorny  brake 
Tom  and  embarrass'd  bleeds :  But  if  too  uaaSlg 
Tie  pigmy  brood  in  every  furrow  swims ; 
Moil'd  in  the  dogging  clay,  pandng  they  lag 
Behind  inglorious ;  or  else  shivering  creep 
Benumb'd  and  faint  beneath  the  shdtering  thonk 
For  hounds  of  middle  site,  active  and  atroof^ 
Will  better  answer  all  thy  various  ends. 
And  crown  thy  pleasing  labours  vrith  succeaa. 
As  some  brave  captam,  curious  and  azact. 
By  his  fiz'd  standard  forms  in  equal  ranks 
Hb  gay  battalion,  as  one  man  they  move 
Step  after  step,  their  sise  tlie  same,  their  arms, 
Far-gleaming,  dart  the  same  united  bln» : 
Rerievring  generals  his  merit  own ; 
How  regiSar!  how  just!    And  all  his  cares 
Are  well  repaid,  if  mich^  George  approve. 
So  modd  thou  thy  pa(£,  tf  honour  toudi 
Thy  generous  soul,  and  the  world's  just  applause. 
But  shore  all  take  heed,  nor  mix  thy  hounds 
Of  difibrent  kinds;  discordant  sounds  ahsdl  grate 
Thy  ean  offended,  and  a  lagging  line 
Of  babbling  curs  disgrace  thy  broken  pack. 
But  if  the  amphibious  otter  be  tfanr  chase. 
Or  statdy  stag,  that  o'er  the  woodland  raigna  ; 
Or  if  the  harmom'ous  thunder  of  the  field 
Ddi^  thy  ravish'd  ears ;  the  deep-flew'd  bound 
Breed  up  vrith  care,  strong,  heavy,  dow,  but  ssre  j 
Whose  ears  down-hanging  from  hbtfaidcrpnnd  head 
Shall  sweep  the  mornuig  dew,  whose  clanging  voice 
Awake  the  mountain  Echo  in  her  odl. 
And  shake  the  forests:  Tlie bold lUbot  kind 
Of  these  the  prime ;  as  white  as  Alpine  aoows; 
And  great  thdr  use  of  old.     Upon  die  banka 
Of  IVeed,  slow  winding  through  the  vale,  Ibe  seat 
Of  war  and  rapine  once,  ere  Bntons  kncvr 
The  svreets  of  peace,  or  Anna's  dread  ooauDandft 
To  lasting  leagues  the  haughty  rivals  aw'd» 
lliere  dwdt  a  pilfering  race ;  well  train'd  and  akill'd 
In  all  die  mysteries  of  theft,  the  spoil 
Thdr  only  substance,  fisuds  and  war  didr  9p«tn, : 
Not  more  exptft  in  eveiy  friiudful  ait 

Digitized  by  VnOOQ IC 


Book  I. 


THE  CHASE. 


931 


Tht  aich  feloii*  war  of  old,  who  fiy  ihc  t«a 
Drew  back  bi»  kming  prite :  in  vain  Ut  wflea, 
Id  fain  die  1116119  of  tbe  covering  rode. 
In  Tain  the  lootj  dond,  and  ruddy  flames 
IWt  ianed  finom  fais  numth ;  for  aoon  be  paid 
His  fiirfdt  life :  a  debt  how  justly  due 
To  wrong'd  Akidesy  and  avenging  Heaven ! 
Vca*d  in  die  shades  of  night  tlMj  ferd  the  stream, 
Then  provding  fer  and  near,  whate'er  thej  seixe 
Becomes  their  prey :  nor  flocks  nor  herds  are  safe, 
Kor  stalls  protect  the  steer,  nor  strong-barr'd  doors 
Secure  the  fiivourite  horse.     Soon  as  the  mom 
Reveals  hb  vrrongs,  with  ghasdy  visage  wan 
Hie  pittnder'd  owner  stands,  and  from  his  lips 
A  thousand  thronging  curses  burst  their  way : 
He  calls  his  stout  allies,  and  in  a  line 
His  fiutfaful  hound  he  leads,  then  with  a  voice 
Iliat  utters  loud  his  nge,  attentive  cheers : 
Soon  the  sagacious  brute,  his  curling  tail 
nourished  in  air,  low  bending  plies  around 
His  busy  nose,  the  steaming  vapour  snufik 
Inquisitive^  nor  leaves  one  turf  untried, 
TIU,  conscious  of  the  recent  stains,  his  heart 
Beats  quick;  his  snuffling  nose,  his  active  tail, 
Attest  his  joy ;  then  with  deep  opening  mouth, 
TlHt  makes  the  welkin  tremble,  he  proclaims 
Th'  audadous  felon ;  foot  by  foot  he  marks 
His  vrinding  way,  while  all  the  listening  crovrd 
Applaud  hb  reasonings.     O'er  the  watery  ford, 
Diy  sandy  heaths,  and  stony  barren  hills. 
O'er  beaten  paths,  with  men  and  beasts  distain'd, 
Unening  he  pursues ;  till  at  the  cot 
Anir'd,  and  seizing  by  his  guilty  throat 
The  cahxIFvile,  redeems  the  captive  prey : 
So  exquisitely  ddicate  his  sense ! 

ShoNild  some  more  curious  sportsman  here  inquire 
Wheooe  this  sagacity,  this  wondrous  power 
Of  tiaciiu^  step  by  step,  or  man  or  brute  ? 
What  guide  invisiile  points  out  their  way 
O'er  die  dank  marsh,  bleak  hill,  and  sandy  plain  ? 
The  courteous  Muse  shall  the  dark  cause  reveaL 
The  blood  that  from  the  heart  incessant  rolls 
In  many  a  crimson  tide,  tiien  here  and  there 
In  anaOcr  rills  diiqwrted,  as  it  flows 
IftopeU'd,  the  serous  particles  evade 
Thivagh  tfa'  open  pores,  and  witii  the  ambient  air 
EBtan^Ing  mix.     As  fuming  vapours  rise. 
And  hang  npon  the  gently  purling  brook, 
There  by  tfa'  incumbent  atmoqrfiere  compress'd : 
The  r«%ts^  Chase  grows  warmer  as  he  flies, 
And  tivoa^  the  net-work  of  the  skin  perspires ; 
Leanrcs  a  long-streaming  trail  behind,  which  by 
Tke  cooler  ab  condens'd,  remains,  unless 
By  some  rude  storm  diqpers'd,  or  raxified 
%  dbe  metidian  Sun's  intenser  heat. 
T»  eicry  shrub  die  warm  effluvia  cling, 
Hmsg  on  the  grass,  impregnate  earth  and  skies. 
Wldi  nostrils  opening  vride,  o'er  hill,  o'er  dale 
Hie  vigocoos  hounds  pursue,  with  every  breath 
Tn^Mk  the  grateful  steam,  quick  pleasures  stmg 
TUr  tingling  nerves,  whfle  diey  then*  thanks  repay, 
And  in  triumphant  melody  confess 
The  titillating  joy.     Thus  on  the  air 
Tliycad  the  hnnter^s  hopes.     When  ruddy  stredEs 
At  eve  forebode  a  blustering  stormy  day. 
Or  lowering  clouds  Uacken  die  mountain's  brow, 
When  nippfaig  frosts,  and  the  keen  biting  blasts 
Of  the  dry  parching  east,  menace  the  trees 
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teemingtf  kindly  qpare 
TI7  sleeping  pack,  in  dMir  wwtn  beds  of  straw 
Low-dnking  at  didr  ease ;  Msdcas  diey  shrink 
Into  some  dark  recess,  nor  hear  thy  voice 
Though  oft  invok'd ;  or  haply  if  diy  oaU 
Rouse  up  the  shimbering  tribe,  with  heavy  eyes 
Glas'd,  lifeless,  dull,  downward  they  drop  thdr  tails 
Inverted ;  high  on  their  bent  backs  erect 
Thefr  poii^  brisdes  stare,  or  'moog  the  tufts 
Of  ranker  weeds,  each  stomacb-healmg  pknt 
Curious  they  crop,  sick,  spiritless,  forlorn. 
These  inauspidous  days,  on  other  cares 
Employ  thy  precious  hours ;  th'  improring  ftiend 
With  open  arms  embrace,  and  from  his  lips 
Glean  sdence,  season'd  vrith  good^natur'd  wit 
But  if  the  inclement  skies  and  angry  Jove 
Foririd  the  pleasing  intercourse,  tiby  books 
Invite  diy  ready  hand,  each  sacred  page 
Rich  with  the  wise  remarics  of  heroes  old. 
Converse  fomiliar  vrith  th'  illustrious  dead ; 
With  great  examples  of  old  Greece  or  Rome» 
Enbrge  thy  free-bom  heart,  and  bless  kind  Heaven, 
That  Britain  yet  enjoys  dear  Liberty, 
That  balm  of  life,  diat  sweetest  blessing,  cheap 
Though  puidias'd  with  our  blood.      WdUbred, 

polite. 
Credit  thy  calling.     See !  how  mean,  how  low. 
The  bookless  sauntering  youdi,  proud  of  the  skut 
That  dignifies  his  cap,  his  flourish'd  bdt. 
And  rusty  couples  gingUng  by  his  side. 
Be  thou  of  other  mould;  and  know  that  such   ^ 
Transporting  pleasures  were  by  Heaven  ordain'd 
Wisdom's  relief,  and  Virtue's  great  reward. 


Book  II. 

Argument. 

Of  the  power  of  instinct  in  brutes.  Two  remark- 
able instances  in  the  hunting  of  the  roe-budc,  and 
in  the  hare  going  to  seat  in  the  morning.  Of 
the  variety  of  seats  or  forms  of  the  hare,  accord- 
ing to  the  change  of  the  season,  weather,  or  wind. 
Description  of  die  hare4nmting  hi  all  its  parts, 
interspersed  with  rules  to  be  observed  by  those 
who  follow  diat  chase.  Transition  to  die  Asiatic 
way  of  hunting,  particularly  the  magnificent 
manner  of  the  Great  Mogul,  and  odicr  Tartarian 
princes,  taken  from  Monsieur  Bemier,  and  the 
history  of  Gengiscan  the  Great.  Condudes  with 
a  short  reproof  of  tyranU  and  oppieseora  of 
mankinda 

Noa  will  it  less  delight  di'  attentive  sage 
T  observe  tl»t  Instmct,  which  unerring  guides 
The  brutal  race,  which  mimics  reason's  lore,  [swift 
And  oft  transcends :  Heaven-taught,  die  roe-buck 
Loiten  at  ease  before  die  driving  paA 
And  mocks  their  vain  pursuit ;  nor  for  he  flies. 
But  checks  his  ardour,  till  the  steaming  scent 
That  freshens  on  die  blade  provokes  their  rage. 
Urg'd  to  theu*  speed,  his  weak  dduded  foes 
Soon  flag  fotigued;  strain'd  to  excess  each  nerve, 
Each  slacken'd  rinew  fiuls ;  diey  pant,  they  foam  ; 
Then  o'er  the  lawn  he  bounds,  o'er  the  high  Mils 
Stretches  secure,  and  leaves  die  scatter'd  crowd 
To  puzzle  in  die  distant  vale  below. 

'Tis  Instinct  diat  directs  die  jealous  hare 
To  chuse  her  soft  abode.     Widi  step  revew  d 
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flhe  ftfini  tht  douMliig  hmm  ;  tlMo^  tie  titt  nMn 
Feept  tlirougli  tbe  ckuda,  kapt  to  ber  doiereoew. 

As  wanderinff  •hepberdt  on  th*  Arabian  pbuni 
No  settled  rwadenco  obaenrt,  but  shift 
Thar  moring  camp,  now,  on  some  cooler  hill 
With  cedais  ciown'd,  court  the  refreshing  breeie ; 
And  then,  below,  wbere  trickling  streams  distil 
From  some  penurious  source,  thor  thirrt  allay, 
And  feed  their  fiunting  flocks :  so  the  wise  hares 
Oft  quit  their  seats,  lert  some  more  curious  eye 
Should  mark  their  haunts,  and  by  dark  treacherous 

wiles 
Plot  their  destruction ;  or  perchance  in  hopes 
Of  plenteous  finge,  near  the  ranker  mead. 
Or  matted  blade,  wary  and  dose  they  sit. 
When  spring  shines  forth,  season  of  lore  and  joy, 
In  die  moist  marsh,  'mong  beds  of  rushes  hi  J, 
They  cool  their  boiling  blood.     When  summer  suns 
Bake  the  cleft  earth,  to  thick  wide-waving  fidds 
Of  com  full-grown,  they  lead  their  hdpless  young : 
But  when  autumnal  torrents  and  fierce  nine 
Dduge  the  vale,  in  the  dry  crumbling  bank 
Tbeir  forms  they  ddve,  and  cautiously  avoid 
The  drqiping  covert :  yet  when  winter's  cold 
Hieir  Innbs  benumbs,  thither  with  speed  retum'd 
In  the  long  grass  they  skulk,  or  shrinking  creep 
Among  the  wither'd  leaves,  thus  changing  still, 
As  fiukcy  prompts  them,  or  as  food  invites. 
But  every  season  carefully  observ'd, 
Th*  inconstant  winds,  the  fickle  element. 
Hie  wise  experienc'd  huntsman  soon  may  find 
His  subtle,  various  game,  nor  waste  in  vain 
His  tedious  hours,  till  his  impatient  hounds, 
With  dis^»pointment  vez'd,  each  springing  huk 
Babbling  pursue,  fiu*  scatter'd  o*er  the  fidds. 

Now  golden  Autumn  finom  her  open  lap 
Her  fragrant  bounties  showers ;  the  fidds  are  shorn ; 
Inwardly  smiling,  the  proud  farmer  views 
The  rising  pyramids  that  grace  his  yard. 
And  counts  his  laige  increase ;  his  bams  are  stor'd. 
And  groaning  stadUUes  bend  beneath  their  load. 
AU  now  is  fkee  as  air,  and  the  gay  pack 
In  the  rough  bristly  stubbles  range  unblamM ; 
No  widow's  tears  o'erflow,  no  secret  curse 
Swdls  in  the  fiuiner's  breast,  which  his  pde  lips 
IVembling  conceal,  by  his  fierce  landlord  aw'd : 
But  courteous  now  be  levels  every  fence. 
Joins  in  the  conmion  cry,  and  hdloos  loud, 
Charm'd  with  the  rattling  thunder  of  the  fidd. 
Oh  bear  mc,  some  kind  power  invisible ! 
To  that  extended  lawn,  where  the  gay  court 
View  the  swift  racers,  stretdiinff  to  the  goal ; 
Games  more  renown'd,  and  a  hr  nobler  trahi, 
Than  proud  Eleon  fields  could  boost  of  old. 
Oh !  were  a  Theban  lyre  not  wanting  here. 
And  Pindar's  voice,  to  do  their  merit  right ! 
Or  to  those  spadous  plains,  where  the  stram'd  eye, 
In  the  wide  prospect  lost,  beholds  at  lost 
Samm's  proud  spire,  that  o'er  the  hQls  ascends, 
And  pierces  through  the  douds.     Or  to  thy  downs. 
Fair  Cotswold,  where  the  well-bnath'd  beagle  dimfas 
With  matchless  speed  thy  green  aspiring  brow. 
And  leaves  the  lagging  multitude  behind. 

Hail,  gentle  Dawn !  mild  blushing  goddess,  hail  I 
B^c'd  I  see  thy  purple  mantle  spread 
O'er  hdf  the  skies,  gems  pave  thy  radiant  way. 
And  orient  pearls  finom  every  shrub  depend. 
Farewell,  Cleora;  here  deep  sunk  in  down 
Slumber  secure,  with  happy  dreams  amus'd. 
Till  grateful  steams  shall  tempt  thee  to  recdve 


Thy  eaily  maali  or  thy  odldous  maids, 
The  toQet  phu'd,  shall  urge  thet  to  poform 
Th'  important  work.     Me  other  joys  invite. 
Hie  horn  sonorous  calls,  the  pack  awak'd 
Hieir  mattins  chaunt,  nor  brook  my  long  delay. 
My  courser  hears  thdr  voice ;  see  there,  with  ears 
And  tail  erect,  ndshinc  be  paws  the  ground ; 
Fierce  rapture  kindles  m  his  reddening  eyes. 
And  boils  in  every  vein.     As  captive  boys 
Cow'd  by  the  ruling  rod  and  haughty  fkowns 
Of  pedagogues  severe,  from  their  hard  tasks 
If  once  dismiss'd,  no  limits  can  ccmtain 
The  tumult  rais'd  within  thehr  little  breasts, 
But  give  a  loose  to  all  their  frolic  play ; 
So  from  their  kennel  rash  the  joyous  pock; 
A  thousand  wanton  gaieties  express 
Hieir  inward  ecstasy,  their  pleasing  ^wrt 
Once  more  indulg'd,  and  liberty  restor'd. 
The  rising  Sun,  Stat  o'er  th'  horizon  peeps. 
As  many  colours  firom  their  glosqr  skins 
Beaming  reflects,  as  paint  the  various  bow 
When  April  showers  descend.     Delightful  scene! 
Where  all  around  is  gay,  men,  hones,  dogs. 
And  in  each  smiling  countenance  appears 
F^iesh  blooming  hedth,  and  universal  joy. 

Huntsnuuiylead  on !  behind  the  dustering  pack 
Submiss  attend,  hear  with  respect  thy  whip 
LowUdanging,  and  thy  hareher  voice  obey : 
Spore  not  the  straggling  cur  that  wildly  lovcs ; 
But  let  thy  brisk  assistant  on  his  bock 
Imprint  thy  just  resentments ;  let  eadi  losh 
Bite  to  the  quick,  till  howling  he  return. 
And  %rhining  cteep  amid  the  trembling  crowd. 

Here  on  tfiis  v^dant  spot,  where  Nature  kind 
With  double  blessings  crowns  the  fiuiner*s  hopes ; 
Where  flowers  outurond  quing,  and  the  rank  nocod 
AflTords  the  wandering  bores  a  rich  repast ; 
Throw  off  thy  ready  pack.   See,  where  they  spread. 
And  range  around,  and  dash  the  glittering  dew. 
If  some  staunch  hound,  with  his  authentic  voice, 
Avow  the  recent  trail,  the  justling  tribe 
Attend  his  cdl,  then  with  one  mutud  ay 
Hie  welcome  news  confirm,  and  echoing  hflb 
Repeat  the  pleasing  tde.     See  how  they  thread 
The  brakes,  and  up  yon  furrow  drive  along ! 
But  quick  they  back  recoil,  and  wisely  check 
Tbeir  eager  haste;  then  o'er  the  fdlow'd  ground 
How  leimvdy  they  work,  and  many  a  pause 
Til'  harmonious  concert  breaks ;  tiU  more  aaanr*d 
With  joy  redoubled  the  low  valleys  ring. 
What  artful  labyrinths  perplex  their  way  ! 
Ah !  there  she  lies ;  how  dose :  she  pants,  ahe  doubts 
If  now  she  lives ;  ibt  trembles  as  she  sits. 
With  horrour  seis'd.     The  wither'd  grass  tivt  dings 
Around  her  head,  of  the  same  russet  hue^ 
Almost  decdv'd  my  sight,  had  not  her  eyea 
With  life  fiill-beaming  her  vun  wiles  betraVd. 
At  distance  draw  thy  pack,  let  all  be  bush'd» 
No  chunour  loud,  no  frantic  joy  be  beard. 
Lest  the  wild  hound  run  gadding  o'er  the  plain 
Untractable,  nor  hear  thy  chiding  voioo. 
Now  gently  put  her  off;  see  bow  direct 
To  her  known  mewshe  ffies !  Here,  huntsman,  bring 
(But  without  hurry)  all  thy  idly  hounds. 
And  calmly  lay  them  in.     How  low  they  i 
And  seem  to  plough  the  ground !  then  dl  at  4 
With  greedy  nostrus  snuff  the  fuming  steant 
That  glads  thdr  fluttering  hearts.  As  winds  let  loao^ 
Vrom  the  dark  caverns  of  the  bhistering  god. 
They  burst  away,  and  sweep  the  dewy  lawn. 
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Hope  gives  diem  wfaiga  while  ihe*s  timrr'd  on  bj 

fear. 
The  welkin  rings,  men,  dogs,  hills,  rocks,  and  woods 
In  the  full  concert  join.     Now,  my  braye  youths, 
8Ci^*d  for  the  chase,  give  all  your  souls  to  joy ! 
See  bow  their  coursers,  than  the  mountain  roe 
More  fleet,  the  verdant  carpet  skim,  thick  clouds 
Snorting  they  breathe,  their  shining  hoo6  scarce 

|irint 
The  grass  unbruis'd ;  with  emulation  fir*d 
They  strmni  to  lead  the  field,  top  the  barr'd  gate, 
0*cr  the  deep  dBtch  exulting  bwnd,  and  brush 
The  thonBy<.twining  hedge:  the  riders  bend 
O'er  their  an:fa'd  necks;  with  steady  handa^  by  turns 
Indulge  their  speed,  or  moderate  their  rage. 
'Where  are  their  sorrows,  dis^pointments,  wrongs, 
Vexatioos,  siduiess,  cares  ?     AU,  dl  are  gone* 
And  with  the  panting  winds  kg  fiu*  behind 

Hnntsman  !  her  gait  observe ;  if  in  wide  rings 
She  wfaed  her  mazy  way,  in  the  same  round 
Fenisting  still,  she  *11  foil  the  beaten  track. 
But  if  she  fly,  and  with  the  fiivouring  wind 
Uige  her  bokl  course ;  less  intricate  thy  task : 
l^uh  on  thy  padc     Like  some  poor  exird  wretch, 
Tht  fiiglited  Chase  leaves  her  late  dear  abodes, 
O'er  plains  remote  she  stretches  far  away, 
Ah !  never  to  return !  For  greedy  Death 
Hovering  exults,  secure  to  seize  his  prey. 

Hark!  £rom  yon  covert,  where  those  towering  oaks 
Above  the  humble  copse  aq»iring  rise, 
VfhaA  glorious  triumphs  burst  in  every  gale 
Upon  <mr  nvish'd  ears !  The  hunters  shout. 
The  clanging  horns  swell  their  sweet-winding  notes, 
The  pw^  wide  opening  load  the  trembling  air 
Wkh  vwioos  melody ;  from  tree  to  tree 
The  propagated  cry  redoubling  bounds, 
And  winged  zephyrs  waft  the  floating  joy 
Through  all  the  regions  near :  afflictive  birch 
No  mote  the  schooUboy  dreads,  his  prison  broke. 
Scampering  he  flies,  nor  heeds  his  master's  call ; 
The  weary  traveller  forgets  his  road, 
And  dioilM  th'  adjacent  hill ;  the  ploughman  leaves 
Th'  nnfinish'd  furrow ;  nor  Ids  bleating  flocks 
Aie  now  the  shepherd's  joy !  men,  boys,  and  girls 
Desert  th*  unpeopled  viUaige ;  and  wUd  crowds 
Spread  o'er  the  plain,  by  the  sweet  frenzy  seiz'd. 
Look,  bow  she  pants !  uid  o'er  yon  opening  glade 
SEps  ghmcffig  by !  while,  at  the  further  end^ 
The  pnzsling  padc  unravel  wile  by  wile, 
Maae  within  maze.     The  covert's  utmost  bound 
Sly  dw  skirts ;  behind  them  cautious  creeps ; 
And  in  that  very  track,  so  lately  stain'd 
By  all  the  stfwming  crowd,  seems  to  pursue 
The  foe  abe  flies.     Let  cavillers  deny 
That  brutes  have  reason ;  sure  'ds  something  more, 
*Tb  Heaven  directs,  and  stratagems  inspires 
Beyond  the  ahort  extent  of  human  thought 
Btat  hold —  I  see  her  from  the  covert  break ; 
Ssd  on  yon  Ihtle  eminence  she  sits ; 
latent  she  listens  with  one  ear  erect, 
Bondering,  and  doubtful  what  new  course  to  take. 
And  how  t"  eaa^  the  fierce  blood-thirsty  crew, 
IWt  adU  urge  on,  and  still  in  vollies  loud 
lamlt  her  woea,  sind  mode  her  sore  distress. 
As  naw  in  louder  peals  the  loaded  wmds 
Mig  on  the  gatlining  storm,  her  fears  prevail. 
And  o*cr  the  pfaun,  and  o'er  the  mountain's  ridge, 
^Avayahc  ffiea;  nor  ships  with  wind  and  tide, 
And  all  0mr  canvass  wings,  scud  half  so  fast 
<kice  more^  yt  jovial  train,  your  courage  try. 


And  eM  clean  courser's  speed.     We  seour  akng^ 
In  pleasing  hurry  and  confiision  tost ; 
Oblivion  to  be  wish'd.     Tlie  patient  pack 
Hang  on  the  scent  unweary'd,  up  they  dimb. 
And  ardent  we  pursue ;  our  labouring  steeds 
We  press,  we  gore ;  till  once  the  summit  gain*d, 
Paindfiilly  panting ;  there  we  breathe  awhile ; 
Then,  like  a  foaming  torrent,  pouring  down 
Predpitant,  we  smoke  along  the  vale. 
Happy  the  man  who  with  unrivaU'd  speed 
Can  pass  hb  fellows,  and  with  pleasure  view 
The, struggling  pack  ;  how  in  the  rapid  coune 
Alternate  they  preside,  and  jostling  pusli 
To  guide  the  dubious  scent ;  how  giddy  youth 
Oft  babbling  errs,  by  wiser  age  reprov'd ; 
How,  niggard  of  his  strength,  the  wise  old  hound 
Hangs  in  the  rear,  till  some  important  point 
Rouse  all  his  diligence,  or  till  the  chase 
Sinking  he  finds :  then  to  the  head  he  springs 
With  thirst  of  glory  fir'd,  and  wins  the  prize. 
Huntsman,  take  heed ;  they  stop  in  full  career. 
Yon  crowding  flocks,  that  at  a  distance  gaze. 
Have  haply  foil'd  the  turf.     See !  that  old  hound. 
How  busily  he  works,  but  dares  not  trust 
His  doubtftil  sense ;  draw  yet  a  wider  ring. 
Hark  !  now  again  the  chorus  fills.     As  bells 
Sally'd  awhile,  at  once  their  peal  renew. 
And  high  in  air  the  tuneful  thunder  rolls. 
See,  how  they  toss,  with  animated  rage 
Recovering  all  they  lost !  —  lliat  eager  haste 
Some  doubling  wile  foreshows.  —  Ah !  yet  once  more 
Tliey're  check'd,— hold  back  with  qpeed— on  either 

hand 
They  flourish  round— ev'n  yet  persist— 'Tis  right, 
Away  they  spring ;  the  rustling  stubbles  bend 
Beneath  the  driving  storm.     Now  the  poor  Chase 
Begins  to  flag,  to  her  kst  shifb  reduc'd. 
From  brake  to  brake  she  flies,  and  visits  all 
Her  well-known  haunts,   where  once  she  rang'd 

secure. 
With  love  and  plenty  blest     See  !  there  she  goes, 
She  reek  along,  and  by  her  gait  betrays 
Her  inward  weakness.     See,  how  black  she  looks  ! 
The  sweat,  that  clogs  th*  obstructed  pores,  scarce 

leaves 
A  languid  scent     And  now  in  open  view 
See,  see,  she  flies !  each  eager  hound  exerts 
Hb  utmost  speed,  and  stretches  every  nerve. 
How  quick  she  turns !  thchr  gaping  jaws  eludes, 
And  yet  a  moment  lives ;  till,  round  enclos'd 
By  all  the  greedy  pack,  with  infant  screams 
Slie  yields  her  breath,  and  there  reluctant  dies. 
So  when  the  furious  Bacchanals  assail'd 
Threician  Orpheus,  poor  ill-fated  bard ! 
Loud  was  the  cry ;  hills,  woods,  and  Hebrus*  banks, 
Retum'd  their  chunorous  rage ;  distress'd  he  flies, 
Shifting  from  place  to  place,  but  flies  in  vain ; 
For  eager  they  pursue,  till  panting,  faint. 
By  noisy  multitudes  o'erpower'd,  he  sinks 
To  the  relentless  crowd  a  bleeding  prey. 

The  huntsman  now,  a  deep  incision  made. 
Shakes  out  with  hands  impure,  and  dashes  down 
Her  reeking  entrails  and  yet  quivering  heart 
TTiese  claim  the  pack,  the  bloody  perquisite 
For  all  their  toils.    Stretch'd  on  the  ground  she  Ilea 
A  numgled  corse ;  in  her  dim  glaring  eyes 
Cold  Death  exults,  and  stiflens  every  limb. 
Aw'd  by  the  threatening  whip,  the  furious  hounda 
Around  her  bay ;  or  at  their  master's  foot, 
Eadi  happy  favourite  courts  his  kmd  applausr^ 
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Wbh  humble  adubtkm  cowering  low. 
All  now  is  joy.     With  cheeks  full-blown  they  wind 
Her  solemn  dirge,  while  the  loud-opening  pack 
The  concert  swell,  and  hilb  and  dales  return 
Hw  sadly-pleasing  sounds.     Thus  the  poor  hare, 
A  puny,  dastard  animal,  but  Ters*d 
In  subtle  wiles,  diverts  the  youthful  train. 
But  if  thy  proud,  aspiring  soul  disdains 
So  mean  a  prey,  delighted  with  the  pomp, 
Magnificence,  and  grandeur  of  tiie  chase ; 
Hear  what  the  Muse  from  faithful  records  sings. 
Why  on  the  banks  d  Gemna,  Indian  stream, 
Line  within  line,  rise  the  pavilions  proud. 
Their  silken  streamers  waving  in  the  wind? 
Why  neighs  the  warrior  horse?     From  tent  to  tent. 
Why  press  in  crowds  the  bussing  multitude? 
Why  shines  the  polish'd  helm,  and  pointed  hmce. 
This  way  and  that  far  beaming  o*er  the  plain  ? 
Nor  Visapour  nor  Golconda  rebel ; 
Nor  the  great  Sophy,  with  his  numerous  host, 
Lays  waste  the  provinces ;  nor  glory  fires 
To  rob  and  to  destroy,  beneath  the  name 
And  qpedous  guise  of  war.     A  nobler  cause 
Calls  Aurengzebe  to  arms.     No  cities  sack'd, 
No  mother*s  tears,  no  helpless  orphan's  cries, 
No  violated  leagues,  with  sharp  remorse 
Shall  sting  the  conscious  victor :  but  mankind 
Shall  hail  him  good  and  just     For  *tis  on  beasts 
He  draws  his  vengeful  sword !  on  beasts  of  prey 
Full-fed  with  human  gore.     See,  see,  he  comes ! 
Imperial  Dehli,  opening  wide  her  gates. 
Pours  out  her  thronging  legions,  bright  in  arms^ 
And  all  the  pomp  of  war.     Before  them  soimd 
Clarions  and  trumpets,  breathing  martial  airs, 
And  bold  defiance.     High  upon  his  throne, 
Borne  on  the  back  of  his  proud  elephant. 
Sits  the  great  chief  of  Tamur's  glorious  race : 
Sublime  he  sits,  amid  the  radiant  blaze 
Of  gems  and  gold.     Omrahs  about  him  crowd, 
And  rein  tfa'  Arabian  steed,  and  watch  his  nod : 
And  potent  ngahs,  who  thonselves  preside 
O'er  realms  of  wide  extent ;  but  here  submiss 
Their  homage  pay,  alternate  kings  and  slaves. 
Next  these,  witii  prying  eunuchs  girt  around, 
The  fair  sultanas  of  his  court :  a  troop 
Of  chosen  beauties,  but  with  care  conceal'd 
From  each  intrusive  eye ;  one  look  is  death. 
Ah,  cruel  eastern  law  !  (had  kings  a  power 
But  equal  to  their  wild  tyrannic  will) 
To  rob  us  of  the  Sun's  all-cheering  ray, 
Were  less  severe.     The  vulgar  ckwe  the  march. 
Slaves  and  artificers ;  and  Dehli  mourns 
Her  empty  and  depopulated  streets. 
Now  at  the  camp  arriv'd,  with  stem  review. 
Through  groves  of  spears,  from  file  to  file  he  darts 
His  sharp  experienc'd  eye ;  their  order  marks, 
Each  in  his  station  rang'd,  exact  and  firm. 
Till  in  the  boundless  line  his  sight  is  lost. 
Not  greater  multitudes  in  arms  appear'd 
On  these  extended  plains,  when  Ammon's  son 
With  mighty  Poms  in  dread  battle  join'd, 
The  vassal  world  the  prize.     Nor  was  that  host 
More  numerous  of  old,  which  the  great  king  * 
Pour'd  out  on  Greece  from  all  th'  unpeopled  East, 
That  brid^d  the  Hellespont  from  sliore  to  shore. 
And  drank  the  rivers  dry.     Meanwhile  in  troops 
The  busy  hunter-train  mark  out  the  ground, 
A  wide  circumference,  full  many  a  league 

•  Xerxes. 


In  oonpaiB  itmnd ;  wooda,  riven,  hilli,  and  plaiM, 
Large  prorinoes ;  enough  to  gratify 
Ambition's  highest  aim,  could  reason  bound 
Man's  erring  will.     Now  sit  in  close  divan 
Tbe  mighty  chiefs  of  this  prodigious  host. 
He  from  the  throne  high-eminent  presides^ 
Gives  out  his  mandates  proud,  laws  of  the  dam. 
From  andent  reoorda  dnwn.     With  reverence  lov. 
And  prostrate  at  his  feet,  the  diiefs  receive 
His  irreversible  decrees,  finom  which 
To  vary  is  to  die.     Tlien  his  bimve  bands 
Each  to  his  station  leads ;  encamping  round. 
Till  the  wide  circle  is  completdy  fbnn'd. 
Where  decent  order  reigns,  what  these  co 
Ihose  execute  with  speed,  and  punctual  care^ 
In  all  the  strictest  discipline  of  war: 
As  if  some  watchful  foe,  with  bold  insult. 
Hung  lowering  o'er  thdr  camp.    The  high 
Hiat  flies  on  wings  through  all  th*  endnmng  lins^ 
Each  motion  steers,  and  animates  the  wholes 
So  by  the  Sun's  attractive  power  omtroll'd. 
The  planets  in  their  spheres  roU  round  his  orb : 
On  all  he  shines,  and  rules  the  great  machine. 
Ere  yet  the  mom  dispels  the  fleeting  mista. 
The  signal  given  by  the  loud  trumpet's  voice. 
Now  high  in  air  th*  imperial  standard  waves, 
Emblazon'd  rich  with  gold,  and  glittering  gems. 
And  like  a  sheet  of  fire,  through  ^  dun  ^oon 
Streaming  meteorous.     The  soldier*'  shcnits, 
And  all  the  brazen  instruments  of  war. 
With  mutual  clamour,  and  united  din. 
Fill  the  large  concave.     While  from  camp  to 
They  catch  the  varied  sounds,  floating  in  air, 
!  Ilound  all  the  wide  circumference,  tigers  fell 

Shrink  at  the  noise,  deep  in  his  gioooay  den 
I  The  lion  starts,  and  morsels  yet  uncbew'd 
'  Drop  finom  his  trembling  jaws.     Now  all  at 
Onward  they  march  embattled,  to  the  sound 
Of  martial  harmony ;  fifes,  comets,  drums. 
That  rouze  the  sleepy  soul  to  arms,  and  bokl 
Heroic  deeds.     In  parties  here  and  there 
Detach'd  o'er  hill  and  dale,  the  hunters  range 
Inquisitive ;  strong  dogs,  that  match  in  fight 
The  boldest  brute,  around  their  masters  wait, 
A  fiutlifbl  guard.   No  haunt  unsearch'd,  they  driva 
From  every  covert,  and  from  every  den. 
The  lurking  savages.     Incessant  shouta 
Re-echo  through  the  woods,  and  kindling  fins 
Gleam  from  the  mountain  tops ;  the  forest  aeoaa 
One  mingling  bUue :  like  flocks  of  sheep  they  fly 
Before  the  flaming  brand :  fierce  lions,  pnrda. 
Boars,  tigers,  bears  and  wolves;  a  dreadful  crew 
Of  grim  blood-thirsty  foes ;  growling  along. 
They  stalk  indignant ;  but  fierce  vengeance  sdll 
Hangs  pealing  on  their  rear,  and  p<Hnted  spean 
Present  immediate  death.     Soon  as  the  Night 
Wrapt  in  her  sable  veil  forbids  the  chase. 
They  pitch  their  tents,  in  even  ranki,  around 
The  circling  camp.  The  guards  are  plac'd,  and  im 
At  proper  distances  ascending  rise. 
And  paint  th*  horizon  with  their  ruddy  Ugbt 
So  round  some  island's  shore  of  large  extend 
Amid  the  gloomy  horrours  of  the  night, 
'Ihe  billows  breaking  on  the  pointed  rocks. 
Seem  all  one  fiame,  and  the  bright  drcuit  wiiW 
Appears  a  bulwark  of  surroundJi^  fire. 
What  dreadful  bowlings,  and  what  hideout  ranr. 
Disturb  those  peaceful  shades !  where  erst  the  bM 
Tliat  glads  the  night  hadcheer*d  the  lialening  groves 
With  sweet  comphiinings.  T|ntHigh  the  silent  gtoosn 
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Oft  they  the  goMxdaetmml;  at  oft  rapdl'd 

Tliey  fly  reluctant,  with  hot  boiling  ng^ 

Stung  to  the  quick,  and  mad  with  wild  despair. 

Huts  day  by  day  they  still  the  chase  renew, 

At  n%bt  encamp ;  till  now  in  stieighter  bounds 

The  circle  lessens,  and  the  beasts  perceive 

The  wall  that  hems  them  in  on  ereiy  side. 

And  now  their  fury  bursts,  and  knows  no  mean ; 

Vtam  man  they  turn,  and  point  dieir  ill-judg*d  rage 

Agdnat  their  lellow4>rute8.     With  teeth  and  daws 

lit  dril  war  begins ;  grappling  they  tear. 

lioas  on  tigers  prey,  and  bears  on  wolves : 

Horrible  discord !  till  the  crowd  behind 

Shouting  punuc,  and  part  the  bloody  finay. 

At  once  their  wrath  subsides ;  tame  as  the  lamb 

tht  lion  hangs  his  head,  the  furious  pard, 

Cow*d  and  subdued,  flies  from  the  &ce  of  man. 

Nor  bears  one  glance  of  his  commanding  eye. 

So  abject  is  a  tyrant  in  distress ! 

At  last,  within  the  narrow  plain  confin'd, 
A  listed  field,  mark'd  out  for  bloody  deeds, 
An  amphitheatre  more  glorious  hr 
Han  ancient  Rome  couTdboast,  they  crowd  in  heaps, 
Dismay'd,  and  quite  appall*d.     In  meet  array, 
Sheatfa'd  in  refulgent  arms,  a  noble  band 
Advance ;  great  lords  of  high  imperial  blood, 
Early  resolv'd  t'  assert  their  royal  race. 
And  prove  by  glorious  deeds  their  valour's  growth 
IfBtnre,  ere  yet  the  callow  down  has  spread 
Its  cnriing  shade.     On  bold  Arabian  steeds 
yfiA  deeoA  pride  they  sit,  diat  fearless  hear 
Tht  fion's  dreadful  roar ;  and  down  the  rock 
Swift  afaoodng  plunge,  or  o'er  the  mountain's  ridge 
Streldiing  along,  ^be  greedy  tiger  leave 
Anting  behind.     On  foot  their  faithful  slaves 
With  javelins  arm*d  attend ;  each  watchful  eye 
Fix*d  on  hu  youthful  care,  for  him  alone 
He  fearsy  and,  to  redeem  bis  life,  unmov'd 
Would  lose  his  own.     Hie  mighty  Aurengzebe, 
tnok  his  higfa^evated  throne,  b^lds 
His  blooming  race ;  revolving  in  his  mind 
What  once  he  was,  in  his  gay  spring  of  life. 
When  vigour  strung  ius  nerves.     Bsrental  joy 
lielts  in  has  eye,  and  flushes  in  his  cheek. 
How  the  kmd  trumpet  sounds  a  charge.    The  shouts 
Of  eager  hosts,  through  all  the  circling  line, 
And^  wild  bowlings  of  the  beasts  within. 
Read  wide  the  welkin ;  flights  of  arrows,  wing'd 
With  death,  and  javelins  launch'd  from  every  arm, 
GsH  sore  the  brutal  bands,  with  many  a  wound 
Gor'd  thnogh  and  through.  Despair  at  last  prevails, 
When  fainting  Nature  s&inks,  and  rouses  all 
Thar  drooping  courage.  SwelFd  with  furious  rage. 
Their  eyes  dart  fire ;  and  on  the  youthful  band 
Ihey  rush  implacable.     They  their  broad  shields 
Qnck  interpose ;  on  each  devoted  head 
Hier  flaming  fiddiions,  as  the  bolts  of  Jove, 
Descend  unerring.     Prostrate  on  the  grotmd 
Tbe  grimttng  monsters  lie,  and  their  foul  gore 
]>efiles  the  verdant  plain.     Nor  idle  stand 
IW  tnuty  slaves ;  with  pointed  spears  they  pierce 
Through  their  tough  hides ;  or  at  their  gaping  mouths 
An  caairs  passage  find.     The  king  of  brutes 
In  broken  roarings  breathes  his  bat ;  the  bear 
Gnnnbles  in  dcatfi ;  nor  can  his  spotted  skin, 
HsMigSi  sledL  it  shine,  with  varied  beauties  gay, 
ine  the  proud  pard  fhm  unrelenting  fate. 
Ike  battle  bleeds,  grim  Slaughter  strides  along, 
Gbttn^  her  greedy  jaws,  gruis  o'er  her  prey : 
Mca,  horses,  «bgsy  fierce  beasts  of  every  kind, 


A  strange  pramiflCttOQs  carnage,  drenchM  inblood. 
And  heaps  cm  heaps  amass'd.     What  yet  remain 
Alive,  with  vain  assault  contend  to  break 
Til'  impenetrable  line.     Others,  whom  fear 
Inspires  with  self-preserving  wiles,  beneath 
The  bodies  of  the  slain  for  shelter  creep. 
Aghast  they  fly,  or  hide  their  heads  diqiers'd.  [work 
And  now  perchance  (had  Heaven  but  pleas'd)  the 
Of  death  had  been  complete ;  and  Aurengsebe 
By  one  dread  frown  extinguish'd  half  their  race* 
When  lo !  the  bright  sultanas  of  his  court 
Appear,  and  to  hu  ravish'd  eyes  display 
Those  charms  but  rarely  to  the  day  reveal'd. 

Lowly  they  bend,  and  humbly  sue,  to  save 
The  vanquish'd  host     What  mortal  can  deny 
When  suppliant  fieauty  b^  ?    At  his  command. 
Opening  to  right  and  left,  the  well-train'd  troops 
Leave  a  large  void  for  their  retreating  foes* 
Away  they  fly,  on  wings  of  fear  upborn. 
To  seek  on  (Ustant  hills  their  late  abodes. 

Ye  proud  oppressors,  whose  vain  hearts  exult 
In  wantonness  of  power  'gainst  the  brute  rao!^ 
Fierce  robbers  like  yourselves,  a  guiltless  war 
Wage  uncontroU'd:  here  quench  your  thirst   of 

blood: 
But  learn  from  Aurengzebe  to  spare  mankind. 


Book  IIL 

Argument. 

Of  king  Edgar,  and  his  imposing  a  tribute  of 
wolves'  heads  upon  the  kings  of  Wales:  from 
hence  a  transition  to  fox-hunting,  whidi  is 
described  in  all  its  parts.  Censure  of  an  overw 
numerous  pack.  Of  the  several  engines  to  de- 
stroy foxes,  and  other  wild  beasts.  The  steel-trap 
described,  and  the  manner  of  using  it.  De- 
scription of  the  pitfall  for  the  lion ;  and  another 
for  the  elephant.  The  ancient  way  of  hunting 
the  ^ger  with  a  mirrour.  The  Arabian  manner 
of  hunting  the  wild  boar.  Description  of  the 
royal  stag-chase  at  M^ndsor  Forest  Concludes 
with  an  address  to  his  Majesty,  and  an  eulogy 
upon  mercy. 

Ik  Albion's  isle,  when  glorious  Edgar  reign'd. 
He,  wisely  provident,  from  her  white  ch'fft 
Lanch'd  half  her  forests,  and  with  numerous  fleelB 
Cover'd  his  wide  domain :  there  proudly  rode 
Lord  of  the  deep,  the  great  prerogative 
Of  British  monarchs.    Each  invader  bold, 
Dane  and  Norwegian,  at  a  distance  gai'd. 
And,  disappointed,  gnash'd  his  teeth  in  vain. 
He  scour'd  the  seas,  and  to  remotest  shores 
With  swelling  sails  the  trembling  corsair  fled. 
Rich  commerce  flourish'd  ;  and  with  busy  oars 
Dash'd  the  resounding  surge.     Nor  less  at  land 
His  royal  cares;  wise,  potent,  gracious  prinoe ! 
His  subjects  firora  their  cruel  foes  he  sav'd, 
And  from  rapacious  savages  their  flocks : 
Cambria's  proud  kings  (though  with  rductance)  paid 
Their  tributary  wolves ;  hesid  after  head. 
In  full  account,  till  the  woods  yield  no  more. 
And  all  the  ravenous  race  extinct  is  lost 
In  fertile  pastures,  more  securely  graz'd 
The  social  troops ;  and  soon  their  large  ia 
With  curling  fleeces  whiten'd  all  the  phiinsi 
But  yet,  alas !  the  wily  fox  remain'd, 
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A  subtk,  pilftiing  foe,  prowliflgttoitiid 
In  midnight  shades,  and  wakeftu  to  destroy. 
In  the  full  fold,  the  poor  defenceless  lamb. 
Seized  by  his  guileful  arts,  with  sweet  warm  Uood 
Supplies  a  rich  repast     The  mournful  ewe. 
Her  dearest  treasure  lost,  through  the  dun  night 
Wanders  perplex*d,  and  darkling  bleats  in  nun : 
While  in  di*  adjacent  bush,  poor  Philomel 
'  (HerMlf  a  parent  once,  till  wanton  churls 
Despoiled  her  nest)  joins  in  her  loud  laments, 
With  sweeter  notes,  and  more  melodious  woe» 

For  these  nocturnal  thieves,  huntsman,  prepare 
Thy  sharpest  vengeance.    Oh !  how  glorious  *tit 
To  right  th'  qppress'd,  and  bring  the  felon  rile 
To  just  disgrace!  Ere  yet  the  morning  peqi, 
Or  stars  retire  from  the  first  blush  of  &y. 
With  diy  fitf-echoing  voice  alarm  thy  pack, 
And  rouse  thy  bold  compeers.     Then  to  the  copies 
Thick  with  entangling  grass,  or  prickly  furze. 
With  silepce  lead4hy  many-colour'd  hounds. 
In  all  their  beauty's  pride.     See !  how  they  range 
Dispers'd,  how  busily  this  way,  and  that. 
They  cross,  examining  with  curious  nose 
Each  likely  haunt.     Hark !  on  the  drag  I  bear 
Their  doubtful  notes,  preluding  to  a  cry 
More  nobly  full,  and  swell'd  with  every  mouth. 
As  straggling  armies,  at  the  trumpet's  voice, 
IVess  to  their  standard ;  hither  all  repair. 
And  hurry  through  the  woods ;  with  hasty  step 
Rustling,  and  full  of  hope ;  now  driven  on  heaps 
Tliey  puah,   they  strive;  while  from  his  kennel 


The  conscious  villain.     See !  he  skulks  along. 
Sleek  at  the  shepherd's  cost,  and  plump  with  meals 
Purioin'd.     So  thrive  the  wicked  here  below. 
Tlknigh  high  his  brush  he  bear,  though  tipt  with 

white 
It  gaily  shine ;  yet  ere  the  Sun  declin'd 
Recall  the  shades  of  night,  the  pamper'd  rogue 
Shall  rue  his  fate  reversed,  and  at  his  heels 
Behold  the  just  avenger,  swift  to  seise 
His  forfeit  head,  and  thirsting  for  his  blood,  piearta 
Heavens !  what  melodious  strains !  how  beat  our 
Big  with  tumultuous  joy  !  the  loaded  gales 
Breathe  harmony;  and  as  the  tempest  drives 
¥Vom  wood  to  wood,  through  every  dark  recess 
The  forest  thunders,  and  the  mountains  shake. 
The  dionis  swells  ;  less  various,  and  less  sweet. 
The  trilling  notes,  when  in  those  very  groves^ 
llie  fbather*d  choristers  salute  the  Spring, 
And  every  bush  in  concert  joins ;  or  whoi 
The  master's  hand,  in  modulated  air. 
Bids  the  loud  organ  breathe,  and  all  the  powers 
Of  music  in  ooe  instrument  combine. 
An  universal  minstrelsy.     And  now 
In  vain  each  earth  he  tries,  the  doors  are  barr'd 
Impregnable,  nor  is  the  covert  safe; 
He  pants  for  purer  air.     Hark !  what  loud  shouts 
Re-echo  through  the  groves!  he  braaks  away. 
Shrill  horns  prodaun  hia  flight.     Each  stra«tlimp 
hound  -«S"^ 

Strains  o'er  the  lawn  to  reach  the  distant  pack. 
•Tb  triumph  all  and  joy.     Now,  my  bimve  youths, 
Now  ^ve  a  loose  to  the  dean  generous  steed ; 
Flourish  the  whip,  nor  spare  the  galling  spur ; 
But,  in  the  madness  of  delight,  foiget 
Your  fears.     Fv  o'er  the  rocky  hiiSs  vre  range. 
And  dangerous  our  course ;  but  in  the  brave 
IVuecoun^  never  fails.     In  vain  die  Jtream 
In  foaming  eddies  wfairis;  in  vain  the  ditch 


Wido^igaplng  thrattens  death.     Hie  cra^  steeps 
Where  the  poor  diny  shepherd  crawls  with  care. 
And  clings  to  every  twig,  gives  us  no  pain ; 
But  down  we  sweep,  as  stoops  the  falcon  bold 
To  pounce  his  prey.     Then  up  th'  opponent  hilli 
By  the  swift  motion  slung,  we  mount  aloft : 
So  ships  in  winter-^eas  now  sliding  sink 
Adown  the  steepy  wave,  then  toss'd  on  high 
Ride  on  the  bilUms,  and  defy  the  stonn.       [Chaie 
What  lengths  we  pass!  where  vriU  the  wandering 
Lead  us  bewilder*d !  smooth  as  swallows  dum    • 
The  new-shorn  mead,  and  for  more  swift,  we  fiy. 
See  my  brave  pack ;  how  to  the  head  thiy  press, 
Jostling  in  dose  amy,  then  more  diffiise 
Obliquely  wheel,  while  from  their  opening  mouths 
The  vollied  thunder  breaks.     So  when  the  cranes 
llietr  annual  voyage  steer,  with  wanton  wing 
Their  figure  oft  they  change,  and  their  loud  clang 
From  doud  to  doud  rebouxids.     How  for  behind 
Hie  hunter-crew,  wide-straggling  o'er  the  plain ! 
The  panting  courser  now  with  trembling  nerves 
Begins  to  red ;  urg'd  by  the  goring  ^ur, 
Midses  many  a  foint  effort :  he  snorts,  he  foams. 
Hie  big  round  drops  run  trickling  down  hb  sides. 
With  sweat  and  blood  distain'd.  Look  back  and  view 
The  strange  confVision  of  the  vale  bdow. 
Where  sour  vexation  reigns ;  see  yon  poor  jade ! 
In  vain  th'  impatient  rider  firets  and  swears ; 
With  galling  spurs  harrows  his  manned  sides : 
He  can  no  more  t  his  stiff  unpliant  umbs 
Rooted  in  earth,  unmov'd  and  fix'd  he  stands, 
For  every  cruel  curse  retumsa  groan. 
And  sobs,  and  foints,  and  dies.  Who  without  grief 
Can  riew  that  pamper'd  steed,  his  master's  joy. 
His  minion,  and  hu  daily  care,  well  cloth'd, 
Well.ffed  with  every  nicer  cate ;  no  cost. 
No  labour  spar'd ;  who,  when  the  flying  Qn^e 
Broke  from  the  copse,  without  a  rival  led 
Hie  numerous  train :  now  a  sad  spectade 
Of  pride  brought  low,  and  humbl'd  insolence. 
Drove  like  a  pannier'd  ass,  and  scourged  along. 
While  these,  with  loosen'd  reins  and  dangling  beeK 
Hang  on  their  reding  palfreys,  that  scarce  bear 
Hieir  weights :  another  in  the  treacherous  bog 
Lies  floundering^  half  ingulph'd.      What  biting 

thoughts 
Torment  th'  abandon'd  crew  !     Old  age  laments 
His  rigour  spent :  the  tall,  plump^  brawny  yoy tb 
Curses  his  cumberous  bulk ;  and  envies  now 
Hie  short  pygmean  race  he  whilom  kenn'd 
With  proud  insulting  leer.     A  chosen  few 
Alone  the  sport  enjoy,  nor  droop  beneath       [he^fat 
Tbdr  pleasing  toils.     Here,  huntsman,  from  thb 
Observe  yon  birds  of  prey ;  if  I  can  judge, 
'Tb  there  the  rillain  lurk« :  they  hover  round 
And  claim  him  as  their  own.     Was  I  not  rigiit  ? 
See !  there  he  creeps  along ;  his  brush  he  drs^a. 
And  sweeps  the  mire  impure ;  from  his  wide  jaws 
His  tonffue  unmoisten'd  hangs ;  symptoms  too  save 
Ofsudttendeatfa.     Ha !  yet  he  flies,  nor  yields 
To  bladL  deqiair.     But  one  loose  more,  and  all 
Hb  wiles  are  vain.  Hark  !  through  yon  village  naw 
Hie  rattling  clamour  rings.     Hie  bams,  tbe  cots. 
And  leafless  elms  return  the  joyous  sounds. 
Through  every  homestall,  and  through  every  y«rd» 
Hb  midnight  walks,  pantinc,  forlorn,  he  flies  ; 
Hirough  every  hole  be  snetts,  through  every  jnkes 
Plunging  he  vrades  beamear'd,  and  fondly  hopes 
In  a  superior  stench  to  loae  hb  own : 
But,  faithful  to  the  track,  th*  unerring  hounda 
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Wkh  pealf  of  echoiiig  TOifletace  doae  fmnuc 
And  nam  diiireH'd,  no  ibMtcring  covert  ncu*, 
Into  the  ben-rooet  creepe,  wboee  waUs  with  gore 
^    Dirtam'datteit  his  guilt.     Hiere,  TilUdii,  there 
Eipect  tfaj  frte  deaoVd.     And  loon  from  thence 
Tim  pmck  inqfAkfhnf  with  daaaour  kmd, 
Ikag  out  tbor  tremUing  prise ;  and  on  his  Mood 
With  grecdj  transport  feut     In  bolder  notes 
Each  floundlng  horn  proclaims  the  Mon  dotd  s 
Andall  th*  Msembled  TiUase  shouts  lor  joy. 
The  frnner,  who  beholds  his  mortal  Ibe 
Sbetch'd  at  his  Ibet,  applauds  the  gkrioos  deed, 
And  grateful  calls  us  to  a  short  repast : 
Ib  tibe  lull  ^ass  the  liquid  amber  snules. 
Oar  nairre  product ;  and  his  good  old  mate 
Widi  eboiccst  viands  heaps  the  b'beral  board. 
To  crown  our  triumphs,  and  reward  our  toils. 

Here  must  th' instructive  Muse  (but  with  respect) 
Gmsnre  that  numerous  pack,  that  crowd  cf  sti^ 
With  wtnch  the  vain  proAision  of  the  great 
Covers  the  lawn,  and  shakes  the  trembling  copse. 
Pompous  encumbrance !    A  magnificence 
Usdeas,  vexatious!    For  the  wily  foi, 
SdB  in  th*  increaaii^  number  of  hb  foes, 
Kcna  well  the  great  advantage ;  slinks  behind, 
And  sl^  creeps  througli  the  same  beaten  trade, 
And  hmrts  them  step  by  step :  then  views,  escap'd, 
With  inward  ecstasy,  the  panting  throng 
Ib  iheir  own  Ibotsteps  ptosled,  foil'd,  and  lost 
So  wlien  proud  eastern  kings  summon  to  arms 
TbcB'jniiidy  legions,  from  6r  distant  climes 
Hay  £ick  in  crowds,  unpeopling  half  a  world  i 
Bat  when  the  day  of  battle  calls  them  forth 
To  dsaige  the  well-train'd  foe,  a  band  compact 
Of  daoaen  veterans ;  they  press  blindly  on. 
In  htmpB  oooltts'd  fay  thc^  own  weapons  fiUl, 
A  wnJkmg  carnage  scatter'd  o*er  the  plain. 

Vof  hounds  almie  this  noxious  brood  destroy : 
IW  piBndfr*d  vrarrener  full  many  a  wile 
iNviaes  to  entrap  Ids  greedy  foe, 
At  with  nocturnal  spoils.     At  close  of  day, 
Whih  alienee  drags  his  trail ;  then  finom  the  ground 
Fsras  tUn  tfie  dose-gras'dturf,  there  with  nice  hand 
Cgfua  llie  latent  de^h,  with  curious  springs 
Acpar^d  to  iy  at  once,  whene'er  the  tread 
Of  BMB  or  boMt  unwarily  shall  press 
IW  yielding  snriaoe.     By  th'  indented  steel 
Widi  gripe  tenacious  held,  the  felon  grins, 
And  strugi^es,  but  in  vain :  yet  oft  'tis  known, 
When  every  art  has  foil'd,  the  captive  fox 
Has  simr'd  the  wounded  joint,  and  with  a  limb 
reasiwwiidi  d  for  his  Ufe.     But,  if  perchance 
In  llie  deep  pitfoU  plung'd,  there 's  no  escape ; 
But  uareptiev'd  he  dies,  and  bleach'd  in  air, 
The  jest  of  downs,  fais  reeking  carcass  hangs. 

Of  these  are  various  kinds ;  not  even  the  king 
Of  farates  evades  this  deep  devouring  grave : 
BM,  hf  the  wfly  African  betray'd, 
Tlwdli  as  of  fote,  within  its  gaping  jaws 
Expvea  indignant.     When  the  orient  beam 

inshes  paints  tiie  dawn;  and  all  the  race 
,  vrith  blood  full  gorg'd,  reto« 
Imo  Iheir  darksom  cells,  thm  satiate  snore ; 
O^ffr  dripping  oAls,  and  the  mangled  limbs 
Ot  naan  and  beasts ;  die  painful  forester 
CSnAe  the  lii^  hills,  whose  proud  aspiring  tops 
With  fhe  tall  cedar  crown'd,  and  taper  fir, 
Ammi  the  doods.     There  'roong  the  craggy  rocks, 
And  tfaii****  intricati*,  trembling  be  views 
Hk  fuuiniiiii  in  the  sand ;  themsmal  road 


I  And  avenue  to  Death.     Ifither  he  cdls 
*  His  waH^fUl  bands;  and  low  into  the  giound  < 
A  pit  they  sink,  full  many  a  fkthom  deep. 
Then  in  the  midst  a  column  high  is  rear'd. 
The  butt  of  some  fair  tree ;  upon  whose  top 
A  lamb  is  plac'd,  just  ravidi'd  from  his  dam. 
And  next  a  wall  diey  build,  with  stones  and  earth 
Endrclinff  round,  and  hiding  frtmi  all  view 
The  dreamful  precipice.     Now  when  the  T 
Of  night  hang  lowering  o'er  the  mountain's  brow ; 
And  hunger  keen,  and  pungent  thirst  of  blood. 
Rouse  up  the  slothfbl  beast,  be  shakes  his  aides, 
Skyw-rising  finom  his  lair,  and  stretdies  wide 
Ifis  ravenous  paws,  with  recent  gore  distain'd. 
The  fiveata  tremble,  as  be  roan  aloud. 
Impatient  to  destroy.     O'eijoyed  he  bean 
The  bleating  innocent,  that  claims  in  vain 
The  shepherd's  care,  uid  seeks  with  piteous  moan 
The  fbodful  teat;  himself  alas!  design'd 
Another's  meaL     For  now  the  greed^  brute 
Winds  him  firom  for;  and  leapmg  o'er  the  mound 
To  seise  his  tremblio^  prey,  headlong  is  plung'd 
Into  the  deep  abyss.     FktMtnte  he  lies 
Astunn'd  and  impotent     Ah !  what  avail 
Thine  eye-balls  flashing  fire,  thy  length  of  tail, 
That  lashes  thy  broad  sides,  thy  jaws  besmear'd 
With  blood  and  offals  crude,  thy  shaggy  mane 
The  terrour  of  the  woods,  Uiy  stately  port^ 
And  bulk  enormous,  since  by  stratagem 
Thy  strength  is  foil'd  ?     Unequal  is  the  strifo. 
When  sovereign  reason  combats  brutal  rage. 

On  distant  Ethiopia's  sun4>umt  coasts, 
The  black  inhabitants  »  pitfall  frame. 
But  of  a  difierent  kind,  and  diff'erent  use. 
With  slender  poles  the  wide  capacious  mouth, 
And  hurdles  slight,  they  dose ;  o'er  these  is  spread 
A  floor  of  verdant  turf,  with  all  its  flowen 
Smiling  ddusive,  and  fipom  strictest  search 
Concealing  the  deep  grave  diat  yawns  bdow. 
Hien  bou^  of  trees  they  cut,  with  tempting  fruit 
Of  various  kinds  surcfaarg'd ;  the  downy  peadi. 
The  dustering  vine,  and  of  bright  golden  rind 
The  fragrant  orange.     Soon  as  evening  grey 
Advances  slow,  besprinkling  all  around 
With  khid  refreshing  dews  the  thirsty  glebe, 
Hie  statdy  elephant  firom  the  dose  shade 
With  step  nugestic  strides,  eager  to  taste 
The  cooler  breese,  that  tnm  the  sea^beat  shore 
Delightful  breathes,  or  in  the  limpid  stream 
To  lave  his  panting  sides ;  joyous  he  scents 
The  rich  repast,  unweeting  of  the  death 
That  lurks  within.     And  soon  he  sporting  breaks 
The  brittle  boughs,  and  greedily  devours 
The  fruit  delidous.     Ah !  too  dearly  bought ; 
The  price  is  lifo.     For  now  the  treacherous  turf 
Trembling  gives  way ;  and  the  unwieldy  beast, 
Self-sinking,  drops  into  the  dark  profound. 
So  when  dilated  vapours,  struggling,  heave 
Th'  incumbent  earth ;  if  chance  the  cavem'd  mund 
Shrinking  subside,  and  the  thin  surface  yield, 
Down  sinks  at  once  the  ponderous  dome,  ingulph'd 
With  all  its  towers.     Subtle,  delusive  man  ! 
How  various  are  thy  wiles !  artful  to  kill 
Thy  savage  foes,  a  dull  unthinking  race ! 
Fierce  firom  his  lair,  springs  forth  the  qieckled  pard 
Thirsting  fbr  blood,  and  eager  to  destroy ; 
The  huntsman  flies,  but  to  his  flight  alone 
Confides  not :  at  convenient  distence  fix'd, 
A  polish'd  mirrour  stops  in  fUl  career 
The  forious  brute :  he  there  l^jmage  views ; 
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Spoti  igainit  wpeUM  wHli  rag*  imprafing  fjkm ; 
Another  paid  fab  bristly  wMdcen  curls. 
Grins  as  he  grins,  flerce-menadngy  and  wide 
Distends  his  opening  paws ;  himwlf  against 
Himsdf  opposed,  and  with  dread  rengeanoe  ann'd. 
The  huntnnan,  now  secure,  with  fttal  aim 
Directs  the  pointed  spear,  by  which  trmns6x*d 
He  dies,  and  widi  him  dies  the  rival  shade. 
Tlius  man  innumerous  engine^  forms,  t'  assail 
The  savaoe  kind ;  but  most  the  docile  horse. 
Swift  and  confederate  with  man,  annoys 
His  brethren  of  the  plains;  without  whose  aid 
Hie  hunter's  arts  are  vain,  unskiird  to  wage 
With  the  more  active  brutes  an  equal  war. 
But  borne  by  him,  without  the  wdl.train*d  pack, 
Man  dares  his  foe,  on  wings  of  wind  secure. 

Him  the  fierce  Arab  mounts,  and,  with  his  troop 
Of  bold  compeers,  ranges  the  deserts  wild ; 
Where,  by  the  magnet's  aid,  the  traveller 
Steen  his  untrodden  course ;  yet  oft  on  land 
Is  wreck'd,  in  the  high-rolling  waves  of  sand 
Immerst  and  lost  While  these  intrepid  bands, 
8sfe  in  their  horses'  speed,  outfly  the  storm,  [prey. 
And  scouring  nrand,  nuJce  men  and  beasts  their 
Hie  grisly  boar  is  singled  fhmi  his  herd, 
As  litfge  as  that  in  Erimanthian  woods, 
A  match  for  Hercules.     Round  him  they  fly 
In  circles  wide ;  and  each  in  passing  sends 
His  feather'd  death  into  his  brawny  sides. 
But  perilous  th'  atten^     For  if  the  steed 
Haply  too  near  approadi ;  or  the  loose  earth 
His  footing  fiul,  the  watchful  angry  beast 
Th'  advantage  ^ies ;  and  at  one  sidelong  glance 
Rips  up  his  groin.     Wounded,  he  rears  aloA, 
And,  plunging,  from  his  back  the  rider  hurls 
Brecii^ltant ;  then  bleeding  spurns  the  ground. 
And  dra^  his  reeking  entrails  o'er  the  plain. 
Bfeanwhde  the  surly  monster  trots  along, 
But  with  unequal  q)eed;  for  still  they  wound, 
Asift-wheeling  in  die  spacious  ring.     A  wood 
Of  darts  upon  his  back  he  bears ;  adown 
His  tortur'd  sides,  the  crimson  torrents  roll 
iVom  many  a  gaping  font.     And  now  at  last 
Staggering  he  fidls,  in  blood  and  foamexpiresp 

But  whither  roves  my  derious  Muse,  intent 
On  antique  tales  ?  while  yet  the  royal  stag 
Unsung  remains.    Trend  with  respectful  awe  [bard, 
l^ndaor's  green  glades;  where  Denham,  tuneful 
Charm'd  once  the  listem'ng  Dryads,  with  his  song 
Sublimely  sweet     O  !  grant  me,  sacred  shade. 
To  glean  submiss  what  thy  full  sickle  leaves. 

Hie  morning  Sun,  that  gilds  with  tremblbg  rays 
\^^dsor*s  high  towers,  beholds  the  courtly  trJn 
Mount  fbr  the  chase,  nor  riews  in  all  his  course 
A  scene  so  gay ;  heroic,  noble  youths. 
In  arts  and  arms  renown'd,  and  lovely  nymphs 
TTie  fiurest  of  dus  isle,  where  Beauty  dwells 
DeUgfated,  and  deserts  her  Pkphian  grove 
For  our  more  fiivour'd  shades:  in  proud  parade 
Tliese  shine  magnificent,  and  press  around 
The  royal  happy  pair.     Great  in  themselves. 
They  smile  superior;  of  external  show 
Regardless,  while  their  inbred  virtues  give 
A  lustre  to  their  power,  and  grace  thehr  court 
With  real  splendours,  far  above  the  pomp 
Of  Eastern  kings,  in  all  dieir  tinsel  pride. 
Like  troops  of  Amasons,  the  female  band 
IVance  round  dieir  cars,  not  in  refblgent  arms 
As  diose  of  old ;  unskill'd  to  wield  the  sword. 
Or  bend  die  bow,  diose  kill  widi  surer  ahn. 


The  royal  oApiiM,  iUrail  of  dM  iMTy 

Lead  on  the  splenm  train.     Aua,  more  fav^fat 

Than  summer  suna,  or  as  the  ligfatiiing  keen, 

Widi  irresiadUe  efiblgence  arm'd, 

Fires  every  heart     He  must  be  more  .than  man. 

Who  unconoem'd  can  bear  the  piercing  rqr. 

Amelia,  milder  than  the  blushing  dawn. 

With  sweet  engaging  air,  but  equal  power. 

Insensibly  subdues,  and  in  soft  chaint 

Her  willing  captives  leads.     Illustrious  maids. 

Ever  triumphant !  whose  victofiotts  daarms^ 

Without  the  needless  aid  of  high  descent, 

Had  aw'd  mankind,  and  taught  the  world's  great 

lords 
To  bow  and  sue  for  grace.     But  who  is  he 
Fresh  as  a  roae-bud  newly  blown,  and  &ir 
As  opening  lilies ;  on  whom  every  eye 
With  joy  and  admiration  dwella?    See,  see. 
He  reins  his  docile  baib  widk  manly  grace. 
Is  it  Adonis  for  the  chase  array'd  ? 
Or  Britain's  second  hope?  Hail,  blooming  youth! 
May  all  your  virtues  with  your  yean  improve. 
Till  in  consummate  worth,  you  shine  the  pride 
Of  these  our  days,  and  to  succeeding  times 
A  bright  example.     As  his  guard  of  mutes 
On  the  great  suHan  wait,  with  eyes  deject. 
And  fix'd  on  earth,  no  voioe^  no  sound  is  heard 
Within  the  wide  sorail,  but  wJH  is  hush'd. 
And  awful  silence  reigns;  thus  stand  the  pack 
Mute  and  unmov'd,  and  cowering  low  to  earth. 
While  pass  the  glittering  court,  and  royal  pair : 
So  disdplin'd  those  hounds,  and  so  reserv'd. 
Whose  honour  'tis  to  fflad  the  hearts  of  kings. 
But  soon  the  winding  horn,  and  huntsman's  voice. 
Let  loose  the  general  chorus ;  far  around 
Joy  spreads  its  wings,  and  the  gay  morning  snuka^ 

Unharbour'd  now  the  royal  stag  forsakes 
His  wonted  lair ;  be  shakes  his  dappled  sides. 
And  tosses  high  his  beamy  head,  the  copaa 
Beneath  his  antlen  bends.     What  doubling  sliifts 
He  tries !  not  more  the  wily  hare ;  in  tlieae 
Would  still  persist,  did  not  the  fulUnoutfa'd  paek 
With  dreadfbl  concert  thunder  in  his  rear. 
The  woods  reply,  the  hunter's  cheering  sbouta 
Float  through  the  glades,  and  the  wide  forest  rii^ 
How  merrily  thc^  chant !  their  nostrils  deep 
Inhale  the  gratend  steam.     Such  is  the  < 
And  such  £'  harmonious  din,  the  soldier  < 
The  batUe  kindling,  and  the  statesman  grave 
Forgets  his  weighty  cares ;  each  afle,  each  sex. 
In  die  wild  transport  joins ;  luxunant  joy. 
And  pleasure  in  excess,  sparkling  exult 
On  every  brow,  and  revel  unrestrain'd. 
How  happy  art  thou,  man,  when  thou  'rt  no  i 
Hiyself !  when  all  the  pangs  that  grind  thy  soul. 
In  rapture  and  in  sweet  oblivion  Imt, 
Yield  a  short  interval  and  ease  from  pain ! 

See  the  swift  courser  strains,  his  shining  bools 
Securely  beat  the  solid  ground.     Who  now 
Hie  dangerous  pitfiiU  fears,  with  tangling  heatli 
High-overgrown?  or  who  the  quivering  bog 
Soft-yielding  to  the  step?  All  now  is  plain. 
Plain  as  the  strand  sea-lav'd,  that  stretches  far 
Beneath  the  rocky  shore.     Glades  crossing  glade^ 
Hie  forest  opens  to  our  wondering  view : 
Sudi  was  the  king's  command.     Let  ^frants  I 
Lay  waste  the  world;  his  the  more  glorious  part 
To  check  their  pride ;  and  when  the  I 
Of  war  is  hush'd  (ss  erst  victorious  Rome^ 
T  employ  Ins  station'd  legions  in  the  worlu 
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Of  peace ;  to  smooUi  tlM  nigged  wilderness. 
To  drain  die  stagnate  fen,  to  raise  the  slope 
Depending  road,  and  to  make  gay  the  face 
Of  Nature,  with  th*  embellishments  of  Art 

How  melts  my  beating  heart !  as  I  behold 
Each  lorely  nymph,  our  island's  boast  and  pride, 
Pkisfa  on  the  generous  steed,  that  strokes  along 
O'er  nnigfa,  o*er  smooth,  nor  heeds  the  steepy  hillf 
Nor  fiuilters  in  th'  extended  vale  below : 
Ibeir  garments  loosely  waving  in  the  wind. 
And  aiu  the  flush  of  beauty  in  their  cheeks ! 
While  at  tiieir  sides  their  pensive  lovers  wait. 
Direct  their  dubious  course ;  now  chill'd  with  fear 
Solicitous,  and  now  with  love  inflam'd. 
O !  grant,  indulgent  Heaven,  no  rising  storm 
May  darken  with  black  wings  thb  glorious  scene ! 
Should  some  malignant  power  thus  damp  our  joys, 
Vain  were  the  gloomy  cave,  such  as  of  old 
Betray'd  to  lawless  love  the  lyrian  queen. 
For  Britain's  virtuous  nymphs  are  chaste  as  fiur. 
Spotless,  unblam'd,  with  equal  triumjA  reign 
In  the  dun  gloom,  as  in  the  blaze  of  day. 

Now  the  blown  stag,  through  woods,  bogs,  roads, 
and  streams 
Has  mcasur'd  half  the  forest ;  but  alas ! 
He  flies  in  vain,  he  flies  not  from  his  fears. 
Though  far  he  cast  tlie  lingering  pack  behind. 
His  haggard  fancy  still  with  honrour  views 
The  fell  destroyer ;  still  the  fatal  cry 
Insults  his  ears,  and  wounds  his  trembling  heart. 
So  the  poor  fury-haunted  wretch  (his  hands 
In  guiltless  blood  distain'd)  still  seems  to  hear 
The  dying  shrieks ;  and  tlie  pale  threatening  ghost 
Moves  as  he  moves,  and  as  he  flies,  pursues. 
See  here  his  slot;  up  yon  green  hill  he  climbs, 
FuHs  on  its  brow  awhile,  sadly  looks  back 
Ob  fab  pursuers,  covering  all  Uie  pkdn ; 
B«t  wrung  with  anguish,  bears  not  long  the  sight, 
Shoots  down  the  steep,  and  sweats  along  the  vale. 
There  mingles  with  die  herd,  where  once  he  reign'd 
Aood  monarch  of  the  groves,  whose  clashing  l^am 
Hb  rivab  aw'd,  and  whose  exalted  power 
Was  atiO  lewarikd  with  successful  love. 
Baft  the  base  herd  have  leam'd  the  ways  of  men. 
Averse  they  fly,  or  with  rebellious  aim 
CliBse  him  firom  thence :  needless  their  impious  deed. 
The  huntsman  knows  him  by  a  thousand  marks, 
Black,  and  hnbost ;  nor  are  his  hounds  deceiv'd ; 
Too  well  distinguish  these,  and  never  leave 
Thcv  once  devoted  foe  ;  ftmiliar  grows 
His  scent,  and  strong  their  appetite  to  kill 
Agnn  he  flies,  and  vrith  redoubled  speed 
Sknos  o'er  the  lawn  ;  still  the  tenacious  crew 
Hang  on  the  trsck,  doud  demand  their  prey. 
And  push  him  many  a  league.     If  haply  then 
Too  fiy  escap'd,  and  the  gay  courtly  train 
Behind  are  cast,  the  huntsman's  clanging  whip 
flttips  fuU  their  bold  career ;  passive  they  stand, 
Uvaim'd,  an  humble,  an  obsequious  crowd. 
As  if  by  stem  Medusa  gas'd  to  stones. 
Sa  m,  their  general's  voicu  whole  armies  halt 
la  Ibn  pursuit,  and  check  their  thirst  of  blood. 
SeoB  at  the  king's  command,  like  Iiasty  streams 
I^iBni'd  up  awlnle,  they  foam,  and  pour  along 
Wich  fttih  recruited  might.     The  stag,  who  hop'cl 
Hie  ton  were  lost,  now  once  more  hears  astunn'd 
T¥e  dreadful  din ;  he  shivers  every  limb. 
He  «sfts  he  bounds,  each  busli  presents  a  foe. 
i'^^Bot'd  by  the  fresh  relay,  no  pause  allow'd,- 
Brjadhlets,  and  iaint,  lie  fiuilters  in  his  pace. 


And  lifb  Ids  weary  limbs  with  pain,  that  scarce 
Sustain  theur  load :  he  pants,  he  sobs  appall'd ! 
Drops  down  his  heavy  head  to  earth,  beneath 
His  cumbrous  beams  oppress'd.     But  if  perchance 
Some  prying  eye  surprise  him ;  soon  he  rears 
Erect  his  towering  front,  bounds  o'er  the  lawn 
With  ill-dissembled  vigour,  to  amuse 
The  knowing  forester ;  who  inly  smiles 
At  his  weak  shifts  and  unavailing  iVauds. 
So  midnight  tapers  waste  their  last  remains. 
Shine  foith  awhile,  and  as  they  blaze  expirCt 
From  wood  to  wood  redoubling  thunders  roll. 
And  bellow  through  the  vales ;  the  moring  storm 
Hiickens  amain,  and  loud  triumphant  shouts. 
And  horns  shrill- warbling  in  each  glade,  prelude 
To  his  approaching  fate.     And  now  in  view 
With  hobbling  gait,  and  high,  exerts  amas'd 
What  strength  is  left :  to  the  last  dregs  of  life 
Reduc'd,  bis  spirits  fail,  on  every  side 
Hcmm'd  in,  bcsieg'd ;  not  the  least  opening  left 
To  gleaming  hope,  th'  unliappy's  last  reserve. 
Wliere  shall  he  turn  ?  or  whither  fly  ?  Despair 
Gives  courage  to  the  weak.     Resoly'd  to  die. 
He  fears  no  more,  but  rushes  on  his  foes. 
And  deals  his  deaths  around ;  beneath  hb  feet 
Hiese  grovelling  lie,  those  by  his  antlers  gor'd 
Defile  th'  ensanguin'd  pUiia,     Ah !  see  custress'd  ^ 
He  stands  at  bay  against  yon  knotty  trunk, 
That  covers  well  his  rear,  hb  front  presents 
An  host  of  foes.     O !  shun,  ye  noble  train, 
The  rude  encounter,  and  believe  your  lives 
Your  country's  due  alone.     As  now  aloof 
Hicy  Ming  around,  he  finds  hb  soul  uprab'd. 
To  dare  some  great  exploit ;  he  charges  home 
Upon  the  broken  pack,  that  on  eadi  side 
Fly  diverse;  then  as  o'er  the  turf  he  strains. 
He  vents  the  cooling  stream,  and  up  tlie  breexc 
Urges  his  course  with  equal  violence : 
Then  takes  the  soil,  and  plunges  in  the  flood 
Precipitant;  down  the  mid^stream  he  wafts 
Along,  till  (hlce  a  sliip  distress'd,  that  runa 
Into  some  winding  creek)  close  to  the  verge 
Of  a  snudl  isbnd,  for  hb  weary  feet 
Sure  anchorage  he  finds,  there  skulks  immers'd.  • 
Hb  nose  alone  above  the  wave  draws  in 
The  vital  air ;  all  else  beneath  the  flood 
Conceal'd,  and  lost,  decdves  each  prying  eye 
Of  man  or  brute.     In  vain  the  crowding  pack 
Draw  on  the  margin  of  the  stream,  or  cut 
The  liquid  wave  with  oary  feet,  tliat  move 
In  equal  time.     Tlie  gliding  waters  leave 
No  trace  bdiind,  and  hb  contracted  pores 
But  sparingly  perspire :  the  himtsman  strains 
Hb  labouring  lungs,  and  pu£b  his  cheeks  in  vam: 
At  length  a  blood-hoiind  bold,  studious  to  kill. 
And  exquisite  of  sense,  winds  him  from  far ; 
Headlong  he  leaps  into  tlie  flood,  his  mouth 
Loud  opening  spends  amain,  and  hb  wide  throat 
Swelb  every  not^  with  joy ;  then  fearless  dives 
Beneath  the  wave,  hangs  on  hb  haunch,  and  wounds 
Th'  unhappy  brute,  that  flounders  in  the  stream 
Sorely  distress'd,  and  struggling  strives  to  mount 
The  steepy  shore.     Haply  once  more  escap'd. 
Again  he  stands  at  bay,  amid  the  groves 
Of  willows,  bending  low  their  downy  lieads. 
Outrageous  transport  fires  the  greedy  pack ;      ^^ 
These  swim  the  deep,  and  tliosc  crawl  up  wiUi  patn 
The  slippery  bank,  while  others  on  firm  ImmI 
Engage ;  the  stag  lepcb  each  hold  assau^ 
Maintains  his  post,  and  wounds  for  wounds  returns. 
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Aa  when  ■ome  wflj  eotitir  boards  •  ihip 
Full-freigfated,  or  from  Afric's  golden  coMt% 
Or  India's  wealthy  strand,  his  bloody  crew 
Upon  her  deck  he  slings;  these  in  the  deep 
Drop  shorty  and  swhn  to  readi  her  steepy  sides^ 
And  clinging  climb  aloft ;  while  those  on  board 
Urge  on  the  work  of  Fate ;  the  master  bold, 
IVns'd  to  his  last  retreat,  bravely  resolves 
To  sink  his  wealth  beneath  the  whehning  wave^ 
His  wealth,  his  foes,  nor  unrereng'd  to  die. 
So  fares k with  the  stag:  so  he  resolves 
To  phinge  at  once  into  the  flood  below, 
Himadf^  his  foes,  in  one  deep  gulph  immera*d. 
Ere  y^^  executes  this  dire  intent. 
In  wfld  disorder  once  more  views  the  light ; 
Benerfth  arwei^ht  of  woe  he  groans  distress'd, 
The  tears  nm  trickling  down  his  hairy  chedu ; 
He  weq^  norweeps  m  vain.     The  king  beholds 
His  wretdied  plight,  and  tenderness  innate 
Moves  his  great  soul.     Soon  at  his  high  command 
Rcbuk'd,  the  disappointed,  hungry  pack, 
Retire  submiss,  and  grumbling  quit  their  prey. 
Great  Prince !  from  thee  f<rbat  may  thy  subjects 
hope; 
So  kind,  and  so  beneficent  tcTbrutes ! 
O  Mercy,  heavenly  bom !  sweet  attribute ! 
Thou  great,  thou  best -prerogative  of  power ! 
Justice  may  guard  the  throne,  but,  join'd  with  thee. 
On  rocks  of  adamant  it  stands  secure. 
And  braves  the  storm  beneath ;  soon  asthy  smiles 
Gild  the  tough  deep,  the  foaming,  waves  subside, 
And  all  the  noisy  tumult  sinks  in  peace. 


Boos  IV. 
jirgumenL 

Of  tha  necessity  of  destroying  sora«  beasts,  and  pre- 
serving*  others -for  the  use  of  num.  Of  breeding 
of  bounds ;  -the  season  for  this  business.  The 
chofee-of'  the  dog,  of  great  moment  Of  the 
litter  of  i^hdps.  Of  the  number  to  bereared. 
Of  setting  them  out  tor  their  sevmal  walks.  Care 
to  be  *tBken  to  prevent  their  hunting  too  soon. 
Of  entering  the  whelps.  Of  braaking  them 
from  funning  a*  sheqp.  Of  the  diseases  of 
bounds.  Oftheirmge.  Of  madness;  twosorts 
of  it  desor3>ed,  the  dumb  and  outrageous  mad- 
ness:  ksdreadiiileflRBets.  llumingof  the  wouttd 
recommended  as  preventing  all  iU  consequences. 
Hie  inlectioua  hounds  to  be  separated,  and  fed 
apart.  The  vanity  of  trusting  to  the  many  in. 
(Ulible  cures  fbr  this  malady.  The  dismal  effbcts 
of  the  biting  d  a  mad  dog,  upon  man,  described. 
BascEiptioo  of  the  otter  hunting.  The  condu- 
siod. 

'WiATB'saof  eardi  is  form  d,  to  earth  Totunis 
Dissolv'd:  the  various  otnects  we  behold, 
Pbnti,  animals,  this  whole  material  m^f, 
Are  ever  changing,  ever  new.     The  soul 
Of  man  alone,  that  particle  divine, 
Escapes  the  wreck  of  worlds,  when  all  things  fail. 
Hence  great  the  distance  *twixt  the  beasts  that  perish. 
And  God's  brigfait  image,  man's  immortal  race. 
Hie  brute  creation  are  his  property, 
BobsarvJeot  to  his  will,  and  for  him  made. 
As  hurtftil  these  he  kills,  as  useful  those 
IVeservcs ;  their  sola  and  arbitrary  king. 


Should  he  not  kfll,  as  erst  the  Samian  age 
Tau^  unadvis'd,  and  Indian  brachmans  now 
As  vainly  preach ;  the  teeming  ravenous  brutes 
Might  fill  the  scanty  space  of  this  tenene. 
Encumbering  all  the  globe :  should  not  his  care 
Improve  his  growing  stock,  their  kinds  nd^  fidi, 
Man  might  once  more  on  roots  and  acorns  ieed. 
And  through  the  deserts  range,  shivering,  forlorn, 
Quite  destitute  of  every  solace  dear, 
And  every  smiling  gaiety  of  life. 

Hie  imident  huntsman  therefore  will  supply 
With  annual  large  recruits  his  broken  pack. 
And  propagate  &eir  kind :     as  from  the  root 
Fresh  scions  still  spring  forth  and  daily  yield 
New  blooming  honours  to  the  parent-tree. 
Far  shall  his  pack  be  fam*d,  fiu-  sought  his  breed, 
And  princes  at  their  tables  feast  tfame  hounds 
His  hand  presents,  an  acceptable  boon. 

Ere  yet  the  Sun  through  the  bright  Ram  has  urg^d 
His  steepy  course,  or  mother  Earth  unbound 
Her  frozen  bosom  to  the  Western  gale ; 
When  feather'd  troops,  their  social  leagues  dissolv*!^ 
Select  their  mates,  and  on  the  leafless  elm 
The  noisy  rook  builds  high  her  wicker  neat, 
Mark  well  the  wanton  fraiales  of  thv  pack. 
That  curi  dieir  taper  tails,  and  friskmg  court 
Tlieir  pyebald  mates  enamour*d ;  their  red  ejca 
Flash  fires  impure ;  nor  rest,  nor  fbod  they^talM^ 
Goaded  by  fririous  love.     In  separate  cdls 
Confine  them  now,  lest  bloody  civil  wars 
Annoy  thy  peacefbl  state.     If  left  ai  laig^ 
The  growling  rivals  in  dread  battle  join. 
And  rude  encounter ;  on  Scamander's  strcania 
Heroes  of  old  with  fiur  less  fViry  fbugfat 
For  the  bright  Spartan  dame,  their  valour^s-prisii 
Muigled  and  torn  thy  favourite  hounds  sball  lic^ 
Stretch*d<m  the  ground;  thy  kennel  shall  appear 
A  field  of  blood :  like  some  unhappy  town 
In  dvil  broils  conftis*d,  while  Discord  diakca 
Her  bloody  seourge  aloft,  fierce  parties  rage. 
Staining  their  impioos  hands  in  mutual  dJtatii. 
AndsSl  the  best  beloved,  and  bravest  hXl  s 
Such  are  the  dire  effects  of  kwless  love. 

Huntman !  these  ills  by  timely  pmdeat  cava 
IVevent :  fbr  every  longing  dame  select 
Some  hqypy  paramour;  to  him  alone 
In  leagues  connubial  join.     Consider  ^psK 
His  lineage ;  what  his  fiithers  did  of  old, 
Chiefr  of  the  pack,  and  first  to  dnnb'the  rack. 
Or  plunge  into  the  deep,  or-tread  the  brake 
With  thorn  sharp-pointed,  plaalfd,  and  fatiata  ii^ 


Observe  with  care  his  shape,  sort,  colour,  aiaa. 
Nor  will  sagacious  huntnnen  less  regard 
His  inwaid  habits :  the  vain  babbler  shun. 
Ever  loouacious,  ever  in  the  wrong. 
His  foolish  offspring  shall  offend  tl^  can 
With  fidse  ahurmi^  and  loud  impertinence. 
Nor  leas  the  shifting  cur  avoid,  that  breaka 
Illusive  from  the  pMk ;  totbe  next  hedge 
Devious  he  strays,  there  every  muse  he  trica: 
If  haply  then  he  cross  the  steaming  soeot. 
Away  be  flies  vain-glorious ;  and  exults 
As  of  the  pack  supreme,  and  in  his  speed 
And  strength  unrivaird.     Lo!  cast  far  belund. 
His  vex'd  assodstes  pant,  and  labouring  ttxaitk 
To  dimb  tha  sleep  ascent.     Soon  as  they  readi 
Hi'  insulting  boaster,  his  fUse  coong*  fulib 
Bdiind  he  1^  doom'd  to  the  &tal  nooac^ 
His  master's  hate,  and  tempf  all  tha  fMd 
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Wbn  em  fttmi  rach  be  bop'd,  but  s  tiM  brood 

Of  coward  cun,  »  frantic,  vagrant  race  ? 
When  Dowthe  thud  rerolTing  Moon  appean, 

With  aharpen'd  bornsy  above  th'  boruon's  brinks 
Without  Lodnn's  aid,  expect  thy  hopes 
An  amply  crown'd ;  ihort  pangs  produce  to  Ugfat 
Hk  HDoking  litter ;  crawling  helpless,  blind, 
Nitnre  their  guide,  they  wetk  the  pouting  teat 
lint  plenteous  streams.     Soon  as  the  tender  dam 
Hm  fenn*d  them  with  her  tongue,  with  {Measure 

view 
IW  marks  of  their  renown'd  progenitors, 
ftiie  pledge  of  triumphs  yet  to  come.     All  diese 
Sdect  with  joy;  but  to  the  merciless  flood 
Expon  the  dwindling  refuse,  nor  o*erload 
Hi*  indulgent  mother.     If  thy  heart  relent, 
Unwilling  to  destroy,  a  nurse  provide, 
And  to  the  foster-parent  give  die  care 
Of  tiiy  superfluous  brood;  she'll  cherish  kind 
Hk  alien  oispring ;  pleas'd  thou  shalt  behold 
Her  tenderness,  and  boqntable  love. 

If  frolic  now  and  playifiil  they  desert 
Vmt  gloomy  cell,  and  on  the  verdant  turf, 
Widi  nerves  improvM,  pursue  the  mimic  chase^ 
Cournng  aroond ;  unto  the  choicest  fUends 
Coonnit  thy  valued  prise :  the  rustic  dames 
Shan  St  thy  kennel  wait,  and  in  their  laps 
Rceeire  tl^  growing  hopes,  with  many  a  kiss 
Ciresi,  and  dignify  their  little  charge 
With  tome  great  title,  and  resounding  name 
Of  Ujgfa  import.     But  cautious  here  observe 
Tocfaeck  dieir  youthful  ardour,  nor  permit 
The  unexpeiienc'd  younker,  immature. 
Alone  to  range  the  vroods,  or  haunt  the  brakes 
Whoe  dodging  conies  sport ;  hb  nerves  unstrung, 
Asd  strength  unequal ;  the  laborious  chase 
9nll  MiBt  his  growth,  and  his  rash  forward  youth 
Contract  such  vicious  habits,  as  thy  care 
And  late  correction  never  shall  reclaim. 

When  to  full  strength  arriv'd,  mature  and  bold, 
Coadoct  them  to  the  field ;  not  all  at  once. 
But  as  thy  cooler  prudence  shall  direct, 
Sdset  a  few,  and  form  them  by  degrees 
TottticteriBscipUne.     With  these  consort 
The  iianch  and  steady  sages  of  thy  pack, 
BjrloBg  experience  vers*d  in  all  the  wiles, 
And  subtle  doublings  of  the  various  Chase. 
£■7  the  lesson  of  the  youthful  train 
^^hco  instinct  prompts,  and  when  example  guides. 
If  the  too  fbrward  younker  at  the  head 
l^cai  boldly  on  in  wanton  sportive  mood, 
Gonect  Us  haste;,  and  let  him  feel  abash'd 
^rnlittgwfaip.     But  if  he  stoop  behind 
l>*ar^  modest  guise,  to  his  own  nose 
Coafidmg  sure ;  give  him  fuU  scope  to  work 
Hii  winding  way,  and  with  thy  voice  applaud 
&  pelience,  and  his  care :  soon  shalt  thou  view 
The  hopcfbl  puinl  leader  of  his  tribe, 
Aad  all  the  liatening  pack  attend  his  call. 

Oft  lead  tfaem  fbrth  where  wanton  lambkins  play, 
Aid  Mealing  dams  with  jealous  eyes  observe 
Ihdr  tender  care.     If  at  the  crowding  flock 
Behaypresamptnoiis,  or  with  eager  haste 
^Bsoe  them  scattered  o'er  the  ve^ant  plain, 
I*4»fenlfiKt  attach'd,  to  the  strong  ram 
TW  Cm  the  rash  offender.     Seefatflrst 
Hii  boni'd  tfcmpnnion,  fbarfid  and  amas'd, 
Sail  drag  him  trembUi^  o*er  the  rugged  ground ; 
Ikea,  whfa  Ua  load  h!dm%  shall  turn  a-l^ad, 
Aid  wift  Us  cvri'd  haid  finwt  incesaaat  peal 


Hie  panting  wretch  I  tUlp 
Strelch'd  on  the  turf  he  liew 


Ml 

ftndastnnn'f^ 
Hien  span  not  thou 


HietwininffwUp^  but  ply  his  bleeding  sides 
lafterbMh,! 


and  widi  thy  threatening  voioc^ 

Harsfa.«choing  from  the  biUi,  inculcate  loud 
His  rile  offbnce.     Sooner  shall  trembling  doves 
£scap*d  the  hawk's  sharp  talons^  in  mid  air. 
Assail  their  dangerous  fbe,  than  he  onoe  mora 
Disturb  the  peaoeAil  flodcs.     In  tender  age 
Thus  youth  is  train'd ;  as  curious  artists  bend 
The  taper  pliant  twig,  or  pottera  form 
Tlieir  soft  and  ductfle  cli^  to  various  shapes. 

Nor  is 't  enough  to  breied ;  but  to  preserve. 
Must  be  dM  huntsman's  care..     The  stanch  old 

hounds, 
Guides  of  thy  pack,,  though  but  in  number  few. 
Are  yet  of  gnat  account;  shall  oft  untie 
The  Gordian  knot,  when  reason  at  a  stand 
Puisling  is  lost,  and  all  thy  art  b  vain. 
O'er  clogging  fallows,  o'er  dry  plaster'd  roads. 
O'er  floated  meads,  o'er  plains  with  flocks  distaia'd 
Ranlusoenting,  these  must  lead  the  dubious 
As  party-chiefh  in  senates  vrho  preside, 
With  pleaded  reason  and  with  well-turned  ipeech, 
Conduct  the  staring  muldtnde ;  so  these 
Direct  the  padc,.  who  with  joint  cry  approve, 
And  loudly  boaet  discoveries  not  their  own. 

Unnumber'd  accidents^  and  various  ills, 
Attend  thy  pack,  hang  hovering  o^ar  their  heads, 
And  point  the  way  that  leads  to  Death's  dark  cave. 
Short  is  their  span ;  flew  at  the  date  arrive 
Of  ancient  Aigus  in  old  Homer's  song 
So  hi^Uy  honour'd :  kind,  sagacious  brute ! 
Not  ^n  Minerra's  wisdom  could  conceal 
Thy  much-lov'd  master  ftam  tlnr  nicer  sense. 
Dying  his  lord  he  own'd,  view'd  him  all  o'er 
With  eager  eyes^  then  dos'd  those  eyes,  well  pleas'd. 

Of  lesser  Uls  the  Muse  declines  to  sing, 
Nor  stoops  so  low ;  of  these  each  groom  can  tell 
The  proper  remedy.     But  O !  what  care. 
What  prudence,  can  prevent  madness,  the  worst 
Of  mahidies?    Terrific  pest!  that  blasts 
Tlie  huntsman's  hopes,  and  desolation  spreads 
Throu^  all  th'  unpeopled  kennel  unrestrain'd. 
More  fatal  than  th*  envenom'd  riper's  bite ; 
Or  that  Apulian  spider's  poisonous  sting, 
Heal'd  by  the  pleasing  antidote  of  sounds. 

When  Sirius  reigns,  and  the  Sun's  parching  beams 
Bake  the  dry  gi^bg  surfiure,  risit  thou 
£adi  ev'n  and  mown,  with  quick  observant  eye^ 
Thy  panting  pack.     If^  in  dark  sullen  mood. 
The  glouting  hound  refuse  his  wonted  meal, 
Retinng  to  some  close,  obscure  retreat. 
Gloomy,  disconsolate ;  with  speed  remove 
The  poor  infectious  wretch,  and  in  strong  chains 
Bind  him  suspected.     Thus  that  dire  diMsse 
Which  art  can't  cure,  wise  caution  may  prevent 

But,  this  neglected,  soon  expect  a  change, 
A  dismal  change,  conifWon,  fiensy,  death. 
Or  in  some  dvk  recess  the  senseless  brute 
Sits  sadly  pining;  deep  mdancholy. 
And  black  des|^,  upon  his  clouded  brow 
Hang  lowering ;  fhxn  his  half  opening  jaws 
Hie  clammy  venom,  and  infectious  froth, 
Distilling  fall ;  and  from  his  lungs  inflam'd. 
Malignant  vapoura  taint  the  ambient  air, 
Breadiing  perdition :  his  dim  eyes  are  ^(lat'd, 
He  droops  his  pensive  head,  his  trembhng  limbs 
No  mort  support  his  we^ ;  alject  be  lies, 
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DumbySpirideta,  benumb'd ;  till  Death  at  UuK 
Gracious  attends,  and  kindly  brings  relief. 

Or,  if  outrageous  grown,  behold,  alas ! 
A  yet  more  dreadful  scene ;  his  glaring  eyes 
Redden  with  fury,  like  some  angry  boar 
Churning  he  foams ;  and  on  his  back  erect 
His  pointed  bristles  rise;  his  tail  incurred 
He  drops,  and  with  harsh  broken  bowlings  rends 
The  poison-tainted  air ;  with  rough  hoarse  voice 
Incessant  bays,  and  snufik  the  infectious  breese ; 
lliis  way  and  that  he  stares  aghast,  and  starts 
At  his  own  shade :  jealous,  as  if  he  deemed 
The  world  his  foes.    If  haply  towards  the  stream 
He  cast  his  roving  eye,  cold  horrour  chills 
His  soul ;  averse  he  flies,  trembling,  appall*d. 
Now  frantic  to  the  kennel's  utmost  verge 
Raving  he  runs,  and  deals  destruction  round. 
The  pack  fly  diverso ;  for  whatever  he  meets 
Vengeful  he  bites,  and  every  bite  is  death. 

If  DOW  perchance  through  the  weak  fence  escap'd 
Far  up  the  wind  he  roves,  with  open  mouth 
Inhales  the  cooling  breeze ;  nor  man,  nor  beasts 
He  spares  implacable.     The  hunter-horse, 
Once  kind  associate  of  his  sylvan  toils, 
rWho  haply  now  without  the  kennel's  mound 
Crops  the  rank  mead,  and  listening  bean  with  joy 
The  cheerinff  cry,  that  nx>m  and  eve  salutes 
His  laptur'd  sense,)  a  wretched  victim  falls. 
Unha{^  quadruped !  no  more,  alas ! 
Shall  thy  fond  master  with  his  voice  applaud 
Tliy  gentleness,  thy  q)eed ;  or  with  Ins  hand 
Stroke  thy  soft  damiled  sides,  as  he  each  day 
Visits  thy  stall,  well  pleas'd ;  no  more  shalt  thou 
With  spng^tly  neighmgs,  to  the  winding  horn. 
And  the  loud  opening  pack  in  concert  join'd, 
Glad  his  (utNid  heart.     For  oh!  the  secret  wound 
Rankling  inflames,  he  bites  the  ground,  and  dies ! 
Hence  to  the  village  with  pernicious  haste 
Baleful  be  bends  his  course :  the  village  flies 
Alarm'd ;  the  tender  mother  in  her  arms 
Hugs  dose  the  trembling  babe;  the  doon  are  bair'd. 
And  flying  curs,  by  native  instinct  taught, 
Shun  ^  contagious  bane ;  the  rustic  bands 
Hurry  to  arms,  the  rude  militia  seise 
Whatever  at  hand  they  find ;  dubs,  forks,  or  guns, 
From  every  quarter  charge  the  furious  fbe^ 
In  wild  disorder,  and  uncouth  array : 
TiUf  now  with  wounds  on  wounds  oppreas'd  and 

gor'd. 
At  one  short  poisonous  gasp  he  breathes  his  last 

Hence  to  the  kennel.  Muse,  return,  and  view 
With  heavy  heart  that  hospital  of  woe; 
Where  Horrour  stalks  at  large!  insatiate  Death 
Sits  growling  o'er  his  prey:  each  hour  presents 
A  diflerent  scene  of  ruin  and  distress. 
How  busy  art  thou.  Fate !  and  how  severe 
Thy  pointed  wrath  !  the  dying  and  the  dnd 
Fftimiscuous  lie ;  o'er  these  the  living  fight 
In  one  eternal  broil ;  not  conscious  why 
Nor  yet  with  whom.     So  drunkards,  in  their  cups. 
Spare  not  their  friends,  while  senseless  squabble 
reigns. 

Huntsman !  it  much  behoves  thee  to  avoid 
The  perilous  debate !  Ah !  rouse  up  all 
Thy  vigilance,  and  tread  the  treacherous  ground 
With  carefU  step.     Thy  fires  unquench'd  preserve. 
As  erst  the  vestal  flames ;  the  pointed  steel 
In  the  hot  embera'hide ;  and  if  surprised 
lliou  feelst  the  deadly  bite,  quick  urge  it  home 
Into  the  recent  sore,  and  cauterize 


The  wound;  sptr^not  thy  flesh,  nor  dread  th*  eventi 
Vulcan  shall  save  when  ^sculapius  fails. 

Hero  should  the  knowing  Muse  recount  the  omus 
To  stop  this  growing  plague.     And,  here,  alas ! 
Each  hand  presents  a  sovereign  cure,  and  boasts 
Infallibility,  but  boasts  in  vain. 
On  this  depend,  oadi  to  his  separate  seat 
Confine,  in  fetters  bound ;  give  each  his  mess 
Apart,  his  range  in  open  air ;  and  then 
If  deadly  symptoms  to  thy  grief  appear. 
Devote  the  wretch,  and  let  him  greatly  fall, 
A  generous  victim  for  the  public  weal. 

Sing,  philosophic  Muse,  the  dire  effects 
Of  this  contagious  bite  on  hapless  man. 
The  rustic  swains,  by  long  tradition  taught 
Of  leeches  old,  as  soon  as  they  perceive 
The  bite  impress'd,  to  the  sea^^Miasts  repair. 
Plung'd  in  the  briny  flood,  th'  unhappy  youth 
Now  journeys  home  secure ;  but  soon  shall  wi&fa 
The  seas  as  yet  had  oover'd  him  beneath 
Tlie  foaming  surge,  full  many  a  fathom  deep. 
A  fate  more  disnud,  and  superior  ills 
Hang  o'er  hia  head  devoted.     When  the  Moon, 
Closing  her  monthly  round,  returns  again 
To  gli^  the  night ;  or  vrhen  fuU-oib'd  she  shines 
High  in  the  vmilt  of  Heaven ;  the  lurking  petit 
Begins  the  dure  assault.     The  poisonous  foam 
Through  the  deep  wound  instill'd  with  hostile  nigr. 
And  all  its  fiery  partides  saline. 
Invades  th'  arterial  fluid :  whose  red  wmves 
Tempestuous  heave,  and  their  cohesion  broke, 
Fermenting  boil ;  intestine  war  ensues. 
And  order  to  confusion  turns  embroil'd. 
Now  the  distended  vessels  scarce  contain 
Tlie  wild  uproar,  but  press  each  weaker  part 
Unable  to  resist :  the  tender  brain 
And  stomach  8uff*er  most;  convulsions  shake 
His  trembling  nerves,  and  wandering  pungent  painft 
Pinch  sore  tl^  sleepless  wretch ;  his  fluttering  pal« 
Oft  intermits ;  pensive,  and  sad,  he  mourns 
His  crud  fiite,  and  to  his  weeping  friends 
Laments  in  vain;  to  hasty  anger  prooe. 
Resents  each  slight  offence,  walks  with  quick  stcp^ 
And  wildly  stares ;  at  last  with  boundless  swi^ 
The  tyrant  frenzy  reigns :  for  as  the  dog 
(Whose  fatal  bite  convey'd  th'  infectious  bane) 
Raving  he  foams,  and  ImwIs,  and  barks,  and  bitca ; 
lake  agitations  in  his  boiling  blood 
Pftsent  lilfe  species  to  liis  troubled  mind ; 
His  nature  and  his  actions  all  canine. 
So  (as  old  Homer  sung)  th'  associates  vrild 
Of  wandering  Ithacus,  by  Circe's  charms     [grovoa^ 
To  iwine  transform'd,  ran  arunting  through  the 
Dreadlbl  example  to  a  wicked  world ! 
See  there  distress'd  he  lies!  parch'd  up  with  tfaint^ 
But  dares  not  drink.     Till  now  at  last  his  soul 
Trembling  escapes,  her  noisome  dungeon  leaves^ 
And  to  some  purer  region  vrings  away. 

One  labour  yet  remains,  cdestial  Maid ! 
Another  element  demands  thy  song. 
No  more  o'er  craggy  steep»  through  ooverta  thick 
With  pointed  thorn,  and  brien  intricate, 
Urge  on  with  lyNm  and  voice  the  painful  pndc : 
But  skim  with  wanton  wing  the  ifriguous  tsJc^ 
Where  winding  streams  amid  the  flcmry  I — ^~ 
Perpetual  glide  along ;  and  undermine 
The  cavem'd  banks,  by  the  tenacious  roots 
Of  hoary  willows  arch'd ;  gloomy  retreat 
Of  the  bright  scaly  kind;  where  they  at  wiU 
On  the  green  watery  reed  tbeir^paitiira  i 
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Slide  the  mofat  toily  or  tUunberat  Uwir  fip^ 
fiock'd  by  theratlcM  brook,  that  draws  aslope 
Its  btmud  train,  and  laves  their  dark  abodes. 
Where  lages  not  Oppression  ?    Where,  aks ! 
lii  InnocHiffe  secure  ?    Rapine  and  Spoil 
Hsont  ev'n  the  lowest  deeps  ;  seas  have  their  sfaaiksy 
Rircn  sad  ponds  endose  the  nyenous  pike ; 
He  in  hii  tan  bectnnes  a  prey ;  on  him 
111'  amphibious  otter  feasts.    Just  is  his  fiite 
DesaVd:  but  tyrants  know  no  bounds;  nor  spears 
Tkt  bristle  on  his  back,  defend  the  pereh 
fnm  his  wide  greedy  jaws ;  nor  burnish'd  mail 
Hk  yeQow  csrp ;  nor  all  his  arts  can  save 
Tb*  mttnuating  eel,  that  hides  his  head 
Beneath  the  shmy  mud;  nor  yet  escapes 
The  crimson-qx>tted  trout,  the  river's  pride^ 
And  beauty  of  the  stream.     Without  remorse, 
Thb  midnight  pillager,  ranging  around, 
Ivstiste  swallows  ^L     The  owner  mourns 
Hi'  oapeopled  riyulet,  and  gladly  hears 
The  huntsman's  early  call,  and  sees  with  joy 
The  jovial  crew,  that  march  upon  its  banks 
la  gay  parade,  with  bearded  lances  arm'd. 
Tlie  mbtle  spoiler,  of  the  beaver  kind, 
Fsr  off  peihape,  where  ancient  alders  shade 
lie  deq»  still  pool,  within  some  hollow  trunk 
Contrires  his  wicker  couch :  whence  he  surveys 
Hb  kng  purlieu,  lord  of  the  stream,  and  all 
The  finny  shoals  his  own.     But  you,  brave  youths, 
Bi^Nite  the  felon's  claim;  try  every  root, 
And  every  reedy  bonk ;  encourage  all 
The  busy  spreading  pack,  that  f^rless  plunge 
Into  the  flood,  and  cross  the  rapid  stream. 
Bid  rocks  and  caves,  and  each  resounding  shore, 
Aodsini  your  bold  defiance;  loudly  raise 
Badi  diearing  voice^  till  distant  hills  repeat 
The  triumphs  of  the  vale.     On  the  soft  sand 
See  there  his  seal  iiiq>ress'd !  and  on  that  bank 
Bdioki  the  jittering  spoils,  half-eaten  fish. 
Scales,  fins,  and  bones,  the  leavings  of  hb  feast 
Ah  f  on  that  yielding  sag-bed,  see,  once  noore 
ffii  seal  I  view.     O'er  yon  dank  rushy  noarah 
Ihe  dy  goosei^DOted  prowler  bends  his  course^  ^ 
And  seeks  the  distant  shallows.     Huntsman,  bring 
Thy  eager  pack,  and  trail  him  to  his  couch. 
Hak !  the  loud  peal  begins,  the  clamorous  joy. 
The  gdlant  chiding,  loads  the  trembling  air. 

Te  Matads  fidr,  who  o'er  these  floods  preside, 
BaiK  up  your  dripping  heads  above  the  wave. 
And  bear  our  melody.     Th*  harmonious  notes 
Floet  with  the  stream ;  and  every  winding  creek 
AadhoUow  xock,  that  o'er  the  diimpling  flood 
Kiods  pendant,  still  improve  from  shore  to  shore 
Oar  sweet  reiterated  joys.     What  shouts!    [sounds 
^fhii  '^fWM^r  loud!     What  gay  heart-cheering 
Orgs  throng  the  breitthing  brass  their  masy  way ! 
Kor^mics  of  Trttaom  ghul  with  sprightUer  strains 
The  dancing  billowa,  when  proud  Neptune  rides 
la  trinnph  o'er  the  deep.     How  greeidOy 
They  sauflT  the  fidiy  steam,  that  to  each  blade 
Bariuaccttting  clings !  See!  bow  the  morning  dews 
Hiey  sweep,  dwt  from  their  feet  besprinkling  drop 
I%en*d,  and  leave  a  track  oblique  behind. 
Kov on  film  land  Ifaey  range;  then  in  the  flood 
Thef  plunge  tumultuous ;  or  throuj^  reedy  pools 
Basiling  diey  vrork  ttieir  way :  no  hole  esciq>es 
Iheir  carious  search.     With  quick  sensation  now 
The  fcnng  vapour  slings ;  flutter  their  hearts, 
Aad  joy  redoubled  traralB  from  eicry  month 
la  loodv  symphonies*     Yon  hoUow  trunk, 


That  with  its  hoary  head  iacurv'd  salutes 
The  passing  wave,  must  be  the  tyrant's  fort, 
And  dread  abode.     How  these  impatient  climb. 
While  others  at  the  root  incessant  bay ! 
They  put  him  down.     See,  there  he  drives  along ! 
Th*  ascending  bubbles  mark  his  gloomy  way. 
Quick  fix  the  nets,  and  cut  off  his  retreat 
Into  the  sheltering  deeps.     Ah!  there  be  vents ! 
Hie  pack  plunge  headlong,  and  pretended  spears 
Menace  destruction :  while  the  troubled  surge 
Indignant  foams,  and  all  the  scaly  kind, 
Afflr&hted,  hide  tlieir  heads.     Wild  tumult  reigns. 
And  loud  uproar.     Ah,  there  once  more  he  vents ! 
See,  that  bold  hound  has  seiz'd  liim !  down  they  sink 
Together  lost :  but  soon  shall  be  repent 
His  rash  assault.     See,  there  escap'd,  he  flies 
Half-drown'd,  and  clambers  up  the  slippery  bank 
With  ouze  and  blood  distain'd.     Of  all  the  bnite^, 
Whether  by  Nature  form'd,  or  by  long  use. 
This  artful  diver  best  can  bear  the  want 
Of  vital  au-.     Unequal  is  the  fight, 
Beneath  the  wheknmg  element.     Yet  there 
He  lives  not  long;  but  re^ntion  needs 
At  proper  interrals.     Agpdn  he  vents ; 
Again  the  crowd  attack.     Hiat  spear  has  pierc'd 
His  neck ;  the  crimson  waves  confess  the  wound. 
Fizt  is  the  bearded  lance,  unwelcome  guest. 
Where'er  he  flies;  with  him  it  sinks  beneath. 
With  him  it  mounts  ;  sure  guide  to  every  foe. 
Inly  he  groans ;  nor  can  his  tender  wound 
Bear  the  cdd  stream.     Lo !  to  yon  sedgy  bank 
He  creeps  disconsolate  :  his  numerotu  foes 
Surround  him,  hounds,  and  men.    Pierc'd  through 

andthrou^ 
On  pointed  spean  £ey  lift  him  high  in  air  ; 
Wriggling  he  hangs,  and  grins,  and  bites  in  vain : 
Bid  the  loud  horns,  in  g^y-warbling  strains, 
Procbum  the  felon's  fate ;  he  dies,  he  dies. 

Rejoice,  ye  scaly  tribes,  and  leaping  dance 
Above  the  wave,  in  sign  of  liberty 
Restor'd ;  the  cruel  tyrant  is  no  more. 
Rejoice  secure  and  bless'd ;  did  not  as  yet 
Ronain  some  of  your  own  rapacious  kind ; 
And  man,  fierce  man,  with  all  his  various  wiles* 

O  happy !  if  ye  knew  your  happy  state. 
Ye  rangers  of  the  fields ;  whom  Nature  boon 
Cheers  with  her  smiles,  and  every  element 
Conspires  to  bless.     What,  if  no  heroes  frown 
Firom  marble  pedestals ;  nor  Raphael's  works, 
Nor  Titian's  lively  tints,  adorn  our  walls? 
Yet  these  the  meanest  of  us  may  behold ; 
And  at  another's  cost  may  feast  at  will 
Our  wondering  eyes ;  what  can  the  owner  more? 
But  vain,  alas !  b  wealth,  not  grac'd  with  power* 
The  flowery  landscape,  and  the  gilded  dome. 
And  vistas  opening  to  the  wearied  eye. 
Through  all  his'wide  domain ;  the  planted  grove. 
The  shrubby  wilderness,  with  its  gay  choir 
Of  warbling  birds,  can't  lull  to  soft  repose 
Th'  ambitious  wretch,  whose  discontented  soul 
Is  harrow'd  day  and  night ;  he  mourns,  he  pines, 
Until  his  prince's  favour  makes  him  great 
See,  there  he  comes,  th'  exalted  idol  comes  ! 
The  circle  's  form'd,  and  all  his  fawning  slaves 
Devoutly  bow  to  earth ;  from  every  mouth 
The  nauseous  flattery  flows,  which  he  returns 
With  promises,  that  die  as  soon  as  bom. 
Vile  intercourse !  where  virtue  has  no  place. 
Frown  but  the  monarch ;  all  his  glories  frde ; 
He  minglet  with  the  throng,  outcast,  undone 
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Book  IV. 


TiMpageiiitof  adaj;  widioiit  one  friend 
To  lOotfaB  lib  tortur'd  mind :  all,  sH  are  fled. 
For,  though  they  bask'd  in  hit  meridian  nj, 
Hm  insects  Tanish,  as  his  beams  decline. 

Not  such  our  friends  ;'for  here  no  dark  design. 
No  wicked  interest,  bribes  the  venal  heart ; 
But  inclination  to  our  bosom  leads, 
And  weds  them  there  for  lifb  ;  our  social  cups 
Smile,  as  we  smile;  open,  and  unreserv'd, 
We  speak  our  inmost  souls ;  goodJmmour,  mirth, 
Soft  complaisance^  and  wit  trom  maHoe  free, 
Smooth  erery  brow,  and  glow  on  every  cheek. 

O  happiness  sincere !  what  wretch  would  groan 
Beneath  the  galling  load  of  power,  or  walk 
Upon  the  slippery  pavements  of  die  great, 
yfbo  thus  coikd  reign,  unenvy*d  and  secure ! 

Ye  guardian  powers  who  make  mankind  your  care, 
Give  me  td  know  wise  Nature's  hidden  depths, 
IVace  each  mysterious  cause,  with  judgment  rend 
Hi'  eipanded  volume,  and  submiss  adore 
That  great  creative  Will,  who  at  a  word 


Spoke  forth  tha  wondnms  scene.     But  if  my  soul 
To  dds  gross  ch^  confin'd  flutters  on  Earth 
With  IcH  ambttaoos  wing ;  unskill'd  to  range 
FVom  orb  to  orb,  where  Newton  leads  the  way; 
And  view  with  piercing  eyes  the  grsnd  machine, 
Worlds  above  vronds ;  subservient  to  his  voioe^ 
Who,  veil'd  in  clouded  mijesty,  alone 
Gives  light  to  all;  bids  the  great  system  move. 
And  changeftd  seasons  in  their  turns  advance, 
Unmov'd,  unchanged,  himself:  yet  this  at  least 
Grant  me  propitious,  an  inglorious  life. 
Calm  and  serene,  nor  lost  in  fidse  pursuits 
Of  wealth  or  honours ;  but  enough  to  raise 
My  drooping  friends,  preventing  modest  Want 
Tint  dares  not  ask.     And  i^  to  crown  my  iojs, 
Ye  grsnt  me  health,  that,  ruddy  in  my  cheoLs, 
Blooms  in  my  life's  decline;  fields,  woods,  an 


£adi  towering  hill,  each  humble  vale  below. 
Shall  hear  my  cheering  voice,  my  hounds  shall  wnke 
The  laiy  Mom,  and^ad  th'  borison  round. 
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ALEXANDER  POPE. 


AufAVDfft  Pops,  an  Engliah  poet  of  gteat  emi- 
neace,  wm  bom  in  London  in  1688,  His  father, 
wfaoappean  to  have  acquired  wealth  by  trade,  was 
a  Rooun  Catholic,  and  being  diaafifected  to  the 
politics  of  King  William,  he  retired  to  Binfield,  in 
Windsor  Forest,  where  he  purchased  a  small  house 
vith  some  scies  of  land,  and  lived  frugally  upon 
tbe  fivtune  he  had  saved.  Alexander,  who  was  from 
inisocy  of  a  delicate  habit  of  body,  after  learning  to 
i«d  sod  write  at  home^  was  placed  about  Ins  ei^th 
ycv  under  the  care  of  a  Romish  priest,  who  taught 
Urn  the  mdiments  of  Latin  and  Greek.  His  na. 
tanl  fimdnesB  ibr  books  was  indulged  about  this 
pood  by  Ocplby's  transUition  of  Homer,  and 
Sud|^'t  of  OWd*s  Metamorphoses^  which  gave  him 
» moch  delight,  that  they  may  be  said  to  hafe  made 
^  tpoet  Hepursued  his  studies  under  different 
piM%  to  whom  he  was  consigned.  At  length  he 
^fomt  the  director  of  his  own  pursuits,  the  variety 
^  viadi  proved  that  he  was  by  no  means  deficient 
B  iodostry,  though  his  reading  was  rather  excursive 
^  wHhocBcaL  From  his  early  years  poetry  was 
jyd  by  htm  as  a  prolbssion,  for  Us  poetical 
niiiBg  was  always  accompanied  with  attempts  at 
bhMSm  or  translation ;  and  it  may  be  affirmed 
iht  h  rose  at  once  almost  to  perfection  in  this  walk. 
Si  ■wnwn  and  conversation  were  equally  beyond 
^7«n;  and  it  does  not  appear  that  he  ever  culti- 
nled  ftiendship  with  any  one  of  his  own  age  or 


Bope't  Psstorals  were  first  printed  in  a  volume 
of  Tqosoii's  Bfisoellanies  in  1709,  and  were  generally 
*'In>ired  for  the  sweetness  of  the  versification,  and 
^  hutre  of  the  diction,  though  they  betrayed  a 
*nt  of  original  observation,  and  an  artificial  cast 
€f  m&otat :  in  fiict,  they  were  any  thing  rather 
^  rasl  pastorals.  In  the  mean  time  he  was  exer- 
oi^g  Umself  in  compositions  of  a  higher  class ; 
ad  by  fab  *<  Essay  on  Criticism,**  published  two 
7*us  iAerwards,  he  obtained  a  great  accession  of 
i^vMioa,  merited  by  tfaecomprdiension  of  thought, 
^gnaal  good  sense,  and  die  frequent  beauty  of 
"""tation  which  it  presents,  though  it  displays 
'^  of  the  inaccuracies  of  a  juvenfle  author.  In 
17IS  his  M  Rape  of  tiie  Lo(£,"  a  mock  heroic, 
Bide  its  fint  appearance,  and  conferred  upon  him 
■•be*  title  be  possesses  to  the  merit  of  invention. 
iIk  andttiery  of  die  Sylphs  was  afterwards  added, 
■  cifnsita  fkncy-piece,  wrought  with  unrivalled 
Jwtadbeau^.  The  "  Temple  of  Fame,"  altered 
'  °«)  Chiaeer,  though  partaking  of  the  embarrass- 
nottiof  the  ori^nal  pUn,  has  many  passages  which 
xynnk  with  his  happiest  efforts. 

ii  the  year  1713,  Pope  issued  proposals  fbr  pub- 
^■■fatrsnslation  of  Homer*s  Iliad,  the  success 
of  wllch  soQo  removed  all  doubt  of  its  making  an 
'     to  bb  reputation,  whilst  it  afforded  an 


ample  remuneration  for  his  labour.  This  noble 
work  was  published  in  separate  volumes,  each  con- 
taining four  books;  and  the  produce  of  the  sub* 
scription  enabled  him  to  take  that  house  at  Twick- 
enham which  he  made  so  fiimous  by  his  residence 
and  decorations.  He  brought  hither  his  &ther  and 
mother ;  of  whom  the  first  parent  died  two  years 
afterwards.  The  second  long  survived,  to  be  com- 
forted by  the  truly  filial  attentions  of  her  son.  About 
this  period  he  probably  wrote  his  Epistle  fhxn 
*'  Eloisa  to  Abelard,*'  partly  founded  upon  the 
extant  letters  of  these  distinguished  persons.  He 
has  rendered  this  one  of  the  most  impressive  poems 
of  which  love  is  the  subject ;  as  it  is  likewise  the 
most  finished  of  all  his  works  of  equal  length,  in 
point  of  language  and  versification.  The  exag- 
geration, however,  which  he  has  given  to  the  most 
impassioned  expressions  of  Eloisa,  and  his  de- 
viations from  the  true  story,  have  been  pointed  out 
by  Mr.  Berrington  in  his  lives  of  the  two  lovers. 

During  the  vears  in  whichhe  was  chiefly  engaged 
with  the  Iliad,  he  published  several  occasional 
works,  to  which  he  usually  prefixed  very  el^ant 
prefaces ;  but  the  desire  of  fiuther  emolument  in- 
duced  him  to  extend  his  translation  to  the  Odyssey, 
in  which  task  he  engaged  two  inferior  hands, 
whom  he  paid  out  of  the  produce  of  a  new  sub- 
scription. He  himself,  however,  trsnslated  twelve 
books  out  of  the  twen^-fbur,  with  a  happiness  not 
faifMor  to  his  Iliad ;  and  the  transaction,  con- 
ducted in  a  truly  mercantile  spirit,  was  the  source 
of  considersble  profit  to  him.  After  the  appear- 
ance  of  the  Odyssey,  Pope  almost  sdely  made 
himsdf  known  as  a  satirist  and  moralik.  In 
1728  he  published  the  three  first  books  of  the 
"  Dundad,"  a  kind  of  mock  heroic,  the  object  of 
which  was  to  overwhelm  with  indelible  ridicule 
all  his  antagonists,  together  with  some  other  authors 
whom  spleen  or  party  led  him  to  rank  among  the 
dunces,  diough  they  had  given  him  no  personal 
oflftoce.  Notwithstanding  that  the  diction  and  ver- 
sification of  this  poem  are  laboured  with  the  greatest 
care,  we  shall  borrow  nothing  from  it.  Its  imagery 
is  often  extremely  gross  and  ofll^sive ;  and  irri- 
tability, ill-nature,  uid  partiality  are  so  prominent 
through  the  whole,  that  whatever  he  gains  as  a  poet 
he  lo^  as  a  man.  He  lias,  indeed,  a  claim  to  the 
character  of  a  satirist  in  this  production,  but  none 
at  all  to  that  of  a  moralist 

Hie  other  selected  pieces,  though  not  entirely 
firee  fhmi  the  same  defects,  may  yet  be  tolerated  $ 
and  his  noble  work  called  the  «  Essay  on  Man," 
which  may  stand  in  the  first  class  of  ediical  poems, 
does  not  deviate  from  the  style  proper  to  its  tofnc 
Thb  piece  gave  an  example  of  the  poet's  extraor- 
dinary power  of  managing  argumentation  in  verse, 
and  of  compressing  his  thoughts  into  clauses  of 
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the  nuMt  eneigedc  brevity,  as  w^  ■•  of  ^nrpmding 
them  into  paange*  dl8tii4piished  by  every  poetic 
omunenL  The  origin  of  thb  etiay  is,  however, 
generally  ascribed  to  Lord  Bolingbroke,  who  was 
adopted  by  the  author  as  his  "  guide,  philosopher, 
and  friend  ;**  and  there  is  little  doubt  that,  with 
respect  to  mankind  in  general.  Pope  adopted,  with- 
out  always  fuUy  understanding,  the  system  of 
Bolingbroke. 

On  his  woriu  in  prose,  among  which  a  collection 
of  letters  appears  conspicuous,  it  is  unnecessary  here 
to  remark.  Hu  life  was  not  prolonged  to  the  pe- 
riod of  old  age :  an  oppressive  asthma  indicated  an 
eariy  decline,  and  accumulated  infirmities  xaca^ 
pacitatfld  him  from  pursuing  the  plan  he  had 
formed  for  new  works.     A&r  having  complied. 


through  the  instigation  of  a  embolic  friend,  widi 
the  ceremonies  of  that  rdigion,  he  quietly  expired 
on  May  30th,  1744,  at  the  ageof  fiAy-eii.  He 
was  interred  at  Twickenham,  where  a  monumcBt 
was  erected  to  hu  memory  by  the  commentator  and 
legatee  of  his  writings,  bishop  Waiburton. 

Regarded  as  a  poet,  while  it  is  allowed  that  Pope 
was  deficient  in  invention,  his  other  qualificstioos 
will  scarcely  be  disputed ;  and  it  will  generally  be 
admitted  that  no  Englidi  writer  has  carried  to  t 
greater  degree  correctness  of  versification,  strength 
and  splendour  of  diction,  and  the  truly  poeticsl 
power  of  vivifying  and  adorning  every  subject  thai 
he  touched.  The  popularity  of  his  producSons  hsi 
been  proved  by  tfadr  constituting  a  acAoaf  of  Englidi 
poetiy,  which  in  part  continues  to  the  present  tune. 


THE  RAPE  OF  THE  LOCK. 

A.K   HEROI-COMICA.L   F0£M. 

Written  in  Ihe  Year  1712. 

Nolueram,  Belinda,  tuos  violare  capillos; 
Sed  juvat,  hoc  precibus  me  tribiiisse  tuis. 

Makt. 

Cxirro  L 

Wf  HAT  dire  office  from  amorous  causes  springs. 
What  mighty  contests  rise  from  trivial  things, 
I  sing— thb  verse  to  Caiyl,  Muse !  is  due : 
Tins  ev*n  Belinda  may  vouchsafe  to  view : 
Slight  is  the  subject,  but  not  so  the  praise. 
If  she  inspire,  and  he  approve  my  lays. 

Say  what  strange  motive,  goddess!  could  compel 
A  well4)red  lord  t*  assault  a  gentle  belle? 
O  say  what  stranger  cause,  yet  unexplored, 
Could  make  a  gentle  belle  reject  a  lord  ? 
In  tasks  so  bold,  can  little  men  engage  ? 
And  in  soft  bosoms  dwells  sudi  mighty  rage  ? 

Sol  through  white  curtains  shot  a  timorous  ray, 
Aod  ope*d  those  eyes  that  must  eclipse  the  day : 
Now  lap-dogs  give  themselves  the  rousing  shake. 
And  sleepless  u>ver8,  just  at  twelve,  awake : 
Thrice  rung  the  bell,  the  slipper  knock'd  the  ground, 
And  the  press'd  watch  retum*d  a  silver  sound. 
Belinda  still  her  downy  pillow  prest. 
Her  guardian  Sylph  prolong*d  the  balmy  rest : 
'Twas  he  had  summon*d  to  her  silent  bed 
The  morning  dream  that  hover*d  o*er  her  head. 
A  youth  more  glittering  than  a  birtb-night  beau 
(That  ev*n  in  slumber  caus*d  her  cheek  to  glow) 
Seem*d  to  her  ear  his  winning  lips  to  lay. 
And  thus  in  whispers  said,  or  seem*d  to  say : 

**  Fairest  of  mortals,  thou  distinguish'd  care 
Of  thousand  bright  inhabitants  of  air ! 
If  e*er  one  vision  to^ch  thy  infant  thought. 
Of  all  the  nurse  and  all  the  priest  have  taught ; 
Of  airy  elves  by  moonlight  shadows  seen, 
The  silver  token,  and  €bi  eirclad  green, 


Or  viigins  visited  by  angd-powars, 

With^lden  crowns  and  wreaths  of  heavenly  floircn ; 

Hear,  and  believe !  thy  own  importance  know. 

Nor  bound  thy  naiTow  views  to  thinsB  below. 

Some  secret  truths,  from  learned  pride  coiioeai*d. 

To  nmids  alone  and  children  are  reveal'd  ; 

What,  thouffh  no  credit  doubting  wits  may  give^ 

The  fidr  and  innocent  shall  still  believe. 

Know  then,  unnumber'd  spirits  round  thee  fly. 

The  light  militia  of  the  lower  sky : 

These,  though  unseen,  are  ever  on  the  wing, 

Hans  o*er  the  boi,  and  hover  round  the  ring. 

Tliink  whatan  equipage  thou  hast  in  air. 

And  view  with  scorn  two  pages  and  a  chair. 

As  now  yoor  own,  our  beings  vrere  of  old. 

And  once  enclos*d  in  woman's  beauteous  moold ; 

Hience,  by  a  soft  transition,  we  repair 

FVom  earthly  fehides  to  these  of  air. 

Tliink  not,  when  woman's  transient  breath  is  fled, 

That  all  her  vanities  at  once  are  dead : 

Succeeding  vanities  she  still  regards, 

And  though  she  plays  no  more,  o'eriooks  the  cards. 

Her  joy  in  gilded  chariots,  when  alive. 

And  love  of  ombre,  after  death  survive. 

For  when  the  fair  in  all  their  pride  expire^ 

To  their  first  elements  their  souls  retire : 

The  ^rites  of  fiery  termagants  in  flame 

Mount  up,  and  take  a  Salamander's  name. 

Soft  yielding  minds  to  water  slide  away. 

And  sip,  with  nymphs,  their  demental  tea. 

The  graver  prude  sinks  downward  to  a  Gnoeie^ 

In  seurch  of  mischief  still  on  Earth  to  roam. 

Hie  light  coquettes  in  Sylphs  aloft  repair, 

And  sport  and  flutter  in  the  fields  of  air. 

'*  Know  farther  yet ;  whoever  fair  and  chaste 
Rejects  mankind,  is  by  some  Sylph  embrac*d  : 
For,  spirits,  freed  from  mortal  laws,  with  ease 
Assume  what  sexes  and  what  shapes  they  please* 
What  guards  the  purity  of  melting  maids. 
In  coitftly  balls,  and  midm^  masquerades, 
Safe  from  the  treacherous  friend,  the  daring  spark.. 
The  glance  by  day,  the  whisper  in  the  dark. 
When  kind  occsabn  prompts  their  warm  desires^ 
When  music  softens,  and  when  dancing  fires? 
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'Tb  ImI  Mr  %l|ili,  tbe  wiflt  celMtiitk  know, 
Hiough  honour  ii  the  word  with  men  bebw. 
**  Some  njrmpfas  there  are,  too  conadous  of  their 
ftce, 
Ar  life  predestm'd  to  the  Gnome's  embrace. 
Une  iwell  thdr  proqiects,  end  exalt  their  pride, 
Vben  o0en  are  diadain'd,  and  lore  deny*d : 
Tbn  gay  ideaa  crowd  the  Tacant  brain. 
While  peers,  and  dukes,  and  all  their  sweeping  train, 
Andgarters,  stars,  and  coronets  appear. 
And  in  soft  sounds,  <  jour  grace*  salutes  their  ear. 
Us  tfMe  that  early  taint  the  female  soul, 
lartnict  the  eyes  of  youns  coquettes  to  roll, 
Teidi  infent  cheeks  a  bidden  blush  to  know. 
And  little  hearts  to  flutter  ata  beau. 

"  Oft,  when  the  world  imagine  women  stray, 
Hie  Sjipb  through  mystic  nuuos  guide  their  way, 
Hatxigh  all  the  ^dy  circle  they  pursue. 
And  old  impertinence  expel  by  new. 
Whit  tender  maid  but  must  a  victim  fall 
To  one  man's  treat,  but  for  another's  boll  ? 
Wbea  Fkvio  speaks,  what  rir^n  could  withstand, 
If  gende  Damon  did  not  squeeie  her  hand? 
WSh  varying  vam'ties,  from  every  part, 
T%  iiitft  the  moving  Toy-^op  of  their  heart ; 
Wfcere  wigs  with  wigs,  with  sword-knots  swords 

knots  strive, 
Bcsa  baniih  beaux,  and  coaches  coaches  drive. 
IVs  erring  mortals  levity  may  call ; 
Oh,  Umd  to  trutii !  the  Sylphs  contrive  it  alL 
"  Of  these  am  I,  who  thy  protection  claim, 
A  vatchftd  sprite,  and  Ariel  is  my  name, 
j^ai  I  ran^'d  the  crystal  wilds  of  air, 
In  the  dear  mirror  of  thy  ruling  star 
IiM,alas!  some  dread  event  impend, 
£r  to  the  main  this  morning  sun  descend ; 
Bat  Heaven  reveals  not  whitt,  or  how,  or  where  • 
W«'d  by  the  Sylph,  oh  pious  maid,  beware ! 
y  to  disclose  is  all  thy  guardian  can : 
BwwB  of  all,  but  most  beware  of  man  !"       [long, 
He  taid;  when  Shock,  who  thought  she  slept  too 
Ua^d  up,  and  wak*d  his  mistress  with  his  tongue. 
Twai  then,  Belinda,  if  report  say  true, 
%  eyes  first  open'd  on  a  billet^oux ; 
•''widi,  charms,  and  ardours  were  no  sooner  read, 
««  "U  the  vision  vanished  from  tfiy  hea<l 

And  now,  unveiled,  the  toilet  stands  display 'd, 
«A  silver  vase  in  mystic  order  laid. 
^^  rob'd  in  vrfaite,  the  nymph  intent  adores, 
**^  bead  uncover'd,  the  cosmetic  powers. 
A  heavenly  image  in  the  glass  appears, 
T»  that  ilic  bends,  to  that  ber  eyes  she  rears ; 
«'  inferior  priestess,  at  her  altar's  side, 
TronhBng,  b^:ins  the  sacred  rites  of  Pride. 
^JJjnBahtr'd  treasures  ope  at  once,  and  liere 
*«  various  ofieringa  of  the  world  appear ; 
a!?****  "^  nicely  culls  M-ith  curious  toil, 
And  dccbthe  goddess  with  the  glittering  spoil. 
*"•  CMket  India's  glowing  gems  unlocks. 
And  an  Arabia  breathes  from  yonder  box. 
UR  tortotte  here  and  elephant  unite, 
J*>rfBrm*d  to  combs,  the  speckled  and  the  white. 
««  files  of  pins  extend  their  shining  rows, 
21^  powders,  patches,  Bibles,  billet^oux. 
^  aarfui  Beauty  puts  on.all  its  arms ; 
^  Car  each  mofomt  rises  in  her  charms, 
"fin  her  smiles,  awakens  every  grace, 
^  calls  forth  all  dw  wonders  of  her  face : 
^  ^  degrees  a  purer  blush  arue. 
Aid  kcfoer  figfatmngs  quidben  in  her  eyes. 


I  The  buB^  Sylphs  soiroimd  their  darUiig  care: 
These  set  the  head,  and  those  divide  tl^  hair ; 
'Some  fold  the  sleeve,  whilst  others  plait  the  gown ; 
And  Betty's  prais'd  for  labours  not  her  own. 


Canto  II. 

Not  with  more  glories  in  th*  ethereal  plain, 
Hie  Sun  first  rises  o*er  the  purpled  main. 
Than,  issuing  forth,  the  rival  of  his  beams 
Lanch'd  on  the  bosom  of  the  silver'd  Tluuncs. 
Fair  nymphs  and  well*dreaB*d  youths  around  her 

shone. 
But  every  eye  was  fix'd  on  her  alone. 
On  her  white  breast  a  sparkling  cross  she  wore. 
Which  Jevrs  might  kiss,  and  infidek  adore. 
Her  lively  looks  a  sprightly  mind  disclose, 
Quick  as  her  eyes,  and  as  unfix'd  as  tliose : 
Favours  to  none,  to  all  she  smiles  extends ; 
Oft  she  rejects,  but  never  once  offends. 
Briffht  as  the  Sun,  her  eyes  the  gasers  strike. 
And,  like  the  Sun,  they  shine  on  all  alike.  4. 

Yet  graceful  ease,  and  sweetness  vend  of  pride. 
Might  hide  her  fisiults,  if  belles  had  fiiults  to  hide : 
If  to  her  share  some  female  errours  fall. 
Look  on  her  fiice,  and  you'll  forget  them  alL 

Tliis  nymph,  to  the  destruction  of  mankind, 
Nouriah'd  two  locks,  which  graceful  hung  bdiind. 
In  equal  curls,  and  well  oonspir'd  to  deck 
With  shining  ringlets  the  smooth  ivory  neck. 
Lovo  in  these  labyrinths  his  slaves  detains, 
And  miffhty  hearts  are  held  in  slender  chains. 
With  hairy  springes  we  the  birds  betray ; 
Slight  lines  of  hair  surprise  the  finny  prey ; 
Fair  troaacs  man's  imperial  race  insnare. 
And  Beauty  draws  us  vrith  a  single  hair. 

Th'  adventurous  baron  the  bright  locks  ai^mir^d ; 
He  saw,  he  wish'd,  and  to  the  prise  aspir'd. 
Resohr'd  to  win,  he  meditates  the  way. 
By  force  to  ravish,  or  by  fraud  betray ; 
For  when  success  a  lover's  toil  attends, 
Few  ask  if  fraud  or  force  attain'd  his  ends. 

Fen*  this,  ere  Phoebus  rose,  he  had  implor'd 
Propitious  Heaven,  and  every  power  ador'd ; 
But  chiefly  Love— to  Love  an  altar  built, 
Of  twelve  vast  French  romances,  neatly  gilt. 
There  Uy  three  garters,  half  a  pair  of  gloves. 
And  all  the  trophies  of  his  former  loves. 
With  tender  billet^oux  he  lights  the  pyre, 
And  breathes  three  amorous  sighs  to  raise  the  fire. 
Then  prostrate  faUs,  and  begs  with  ardent  eyes 
Soon  to  obtain,  and  long  possess  the  prize : 
The  powers  gave  car,  and  granted  half  Ids  prayer  ; 
Tlie  rest,  the  vrinds  dispers'd  in  empty  air. 

But  now  secure  the  painted  vessel  glides, 
The  sun-beams  trembling  on  the  floaUng  tides : 
While  melting  music  steals  upon  the  sky. 
And  soften'd  sounds  along  the  waters  die ; 
Smooth  flow  the  waves,  tlie  sephyrs  gentle  play, 
Belinda  smil'd,  and  all  the  world  was  gay. 
All  but  the  £lylph^—  vrith  careful  thoughts  opprest. 
Hi*  impending  woe  sat  heavy  on  his  breast 
He  summons  straight  his  denizens  of  air ; 
The  ludd  squadrons  round  the  saik  repair : 
Scrft  o'er  the  shrouds  aerial  whispers  breathe. 
That  seem'd  but  sephyrs  to  the  train  beneath. 
Some  to  the  Sun  their  insect  wings  unfold. 
Waft  on  the  breexe,  or  sink  in  clouds  of  gold ; 
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Tnuifpareot  forms,  too  fine  for  mortel  dg^ 
Tbdr  fluid  bodies  half  dissolv'd  in  light 
Loose  to  the  wind  their  airjgannents  flew, 
Tbin  glittering  textures  of  ^  filmy  dew, 
Dipp'd  in  the  richest  tinctures  of  the  skies. 
Where  light  disports  in  erer-mingling  dyes, 
While  every  beun  new  transient  colours  flings, 
Colours  that  change  whene'er  they  wave  their  wings. 
Amid  the  circle  on  the  gilded  mast 
Superior  by  the  head,  was  Ariel  plac*d ; 
His  purple  pinions  opening  to  the  Sun, 
He  rais*d  his  axuie  wand,  and  thus  begun : 

**  Te  Sylphs  and  Sylphids,  to  your  (£ief  give  ear ; 
Fays,  Fahries,  Genii,  Elves,  and  Demons,  hear ! 
Te  know  the  spheres,  and  various  tasks  assign'd 
By  laws  eternal  to  th*  aerial  kind. 
Some  in  the  fields  of  purest  ether  play, 
And  bask  and  whiten  in  the  blase  of  day ; 
Some  guide  the  course  of  wandering  oibs  on  higl^ 
Or  rolithe  planets  through  the  bounidless  sky ; 
Some^  less  refin*d,  beneaUi  the  Moon's  pale  light 
Pursue  the  stars  tiiat  shoot  athwart  the  night, 
Or  suck  the  mists  in  grosser  air  below. 
Or  dip  their  pinions  m  the  painted  bow. 
Or  brew  fierce  tempests  on  the  wintery  main. 
Or  o'er  the  glebe  dutil  the  kindly  rain. 
Others  on  earth  o'er  human  race  preside, 
Watch  all  their  ways,  and  all  their  actions  guide : 
Of  these  the  chief  the  care  of  nations  own, 
And  guard  with  arms  divine  the  British  throne. 

«  Our  humbler  prorince  is  to  tend  the  fiur, 
Not  a  less  pleasing,  though  less  ffknrious  care ; 
To  save  the  powder  from  too  rude  a  gale, 
Nor  let  th'  imprison'd  essences  exhale ; 
To  draw  tnA  colours  from  the  vernal  flowers ; 
To  steal  f^om  rainbows,  ere  they  drop  in  showers, 
A  brighter  wash ;  to  curl  their  waving  hairs, 
Assist  their  blushes,  and  in^ire  their  airs ; 
Kay  oft,  in  dreams,  invention  we  bestow, 
To  change  a  flounce,  or  add  a  fuibelow. 

**  Thu  day,  black  omens  threat  the  brif^testfiur 
That  e'er  deaerv'd  a  watchful  spirit's  care : 
Some  dire  disaster,  or  by  force,  or  slight ; 
But  what,  or  wiiere,  the  Fates  have  wrapp'd  in  night 
Whether  the  nym|^  shall  break  Diana's  law, 
Or  some  fhdl  chin».jar  receive  a  flaw  i 
Or  stain  her  honour,  or  her  new  brocade ; 
Foawet  her  prayers,  or  miss  a  masquerade ; 
Or  tose  her  heart,  or  necklace  at  a  ball ; 
Or  whether  Heaven  has  doom'd  that  Shock  must 

fiOL 
Haste  then,  ye  spirits !  to  your  charge  repair : 
The  fluttering  fan  be  Zephyretta's  care ; 
The  drops  to  thee,  Brillante,  we  consign ; 
And,  Momentilla,  let  the  watch  be  thine ; 
Do  thou,  Crispissa,  tend  her  fiivourite  lock ; 
Ariel  himself  shall  be  the  guard  of  Shock. 

«  To  fifly  chosen  Sylphs,  of  special  note. 
We  trust  th'  important  charge,  the  petticoat: 
Oh  have  we  known  that  seven-fold  fence  to  fail, 
TIkw^  stiff  with  hoops,  and  arm'd  with  ribs  of 

whale. 
Form  a  strong  Une  about  the  silver  bound. 
And  guard  the  wide  circumference  around. 

*'  Whatever  spirit,  careless  of  his  charge. 
His  post  neglecte,  or  leaves  the  fair  at  large, 
Shall  feel  sharp  vengeance  soon  o'ertake  his  sins,. 
Be  stopp'd  in  vials,  or  transfix'd  vrith  pins ; 
Or  plung'd  in  lakes  of  bitter  washes  lie. 
Or  wedg'd  whole  ages  in  a  bodkin's  eye: 


Gums  and  pooMtums  slMlt  Us  fHgbt  restrain, 
WhUe  dogg'd  he  beats  hb  ^ken  wings  in  vain ; 
Or  aluiH  styptics  with  contracting  power 
Shrink  his  thin  essence  like  a  shrivell'd  flower : 
Or,  as  Ixion  fix'd,  the  wretch  shall  fed 
The  giddy  motion  of  the  whirling  mill. 
In  fumes  of  burning  chocolate  shall  glow. 
And  tremble  at  the  sea  that  froths  below !" 

Heqioke;  the  spirits  from tiie  sails  descend: 
Some,  orb  in  art>^  around  the  nymph  extend ; 
Some  thrid  the  maxy  ringlets  of  heir  hair ; 
Some  hang  upon  the  pendants  of  her  ear ; 
With  beating  hearts  the  dire  event  they  wait. 
Anxious,  and  trembling  for  the  birth  of  Fata: 
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CtiOsx  by  those  meads,  for  ever  crown'd  with  floww% 
Where  Thames  with  pride  surveys  his  rising  towen, 
There  stands  a  structure  of  mijestic  frvme, 
Which  from  the  neighbouring  Hampton  takes  tH 


Here  Britain's  statesmen  oft  the  fidl  foredoom 
Of  foreign  tyrants,  and  of  nymphs  at  home ; 
Here  thmi,  great  Anna !  whom  three  realms  obey. 
Dost  sometimes  counsel  take— and  sooketinies  tea. 

Hither  the  heroes  and  the  nymphs  resort^ 
To  taste  awhile  the  pleasures  of  a  court ; 
In  various  talk  th'  instructive  hours  they  peat,. 
Who  gave  the  ball,  or  paid  the  visit  last; 
One  speaks  the  glory  of  the  British  queen. 
And  one  describes  a  charming  Indian  screen ; 
A  third  interprets  motions,  Ims,  and  eyes  ; 
At  cvoy  woid  a  reputation  dies. 
Snufi^  or  the  fim,  supply  each  pause  of  diet. 
With  singing,  laughing,  ogling,  and  all  that. 

Meanwhik,  declining  firom  the  noon  of  dny». 
Hie  Sun  obliquely  shoots  his  burning  ray : 
Hie  hungry  Judges  soon  the  sentence  sign,. 
And  wre^dies  himg,  that  jurymen  may  dine; 
Hie  merchant  from  th'  Exchange  returns  in  ] 
And  the  long  Ubours  of  die  touet  cease. 
Bdinda  now,  whom  thirst  of  fame  invites, 
Bums  to  encounter  two  adventurous  kni^ita. 
At  Ombre  singly  to  decide  their  doom ; 
And  swells  her  breast  with  conquests  yet  to  i 
Straight  the  three  bands  prepare  in  anna  to  joiB» 
Each  band  the  number  of  the  sacred  nine. 
Soon  as  she  spreads  her  hand,  th'  aerial  guaxd  . 
Descend,  and  sit  on  each  important  card : 
First  Ariel  perch'd  upon  a  Matadore, 
Itai  each  according  to  the  rank  they  bore ; 
For  Sylphs,  yet  miiMlfUl  of  their  ancient  race. 
Are,  as  when  women,  wondrous  fond  of  place. 

Behold,,  four  kings  in  majesty  rever'd. 
With  hoaiy  whiskers  and  a  fbrl^  beard ; 
And  four  fiyr^eens,  whose  hands  sustain  a  flower, 
Th'  expressive  emblem  of  their  softer  power  • 
Four  knaves  in  garbs  succinct,  a  trusty  band  ; 
Caps  on  their  httds,  andhalbmsin  thorhaad; 
Anid  party-coloured  troops,  a  shining  train. 
Drawn  forth  to  combat  on  the  velvet  plain. 

The  skilful  nymph  reviews  her  force  widi  cnrv : 
Let  spades  be  trumps !  she  said,  and  trumps  tbcj 


Now  move  to  war  her  sable  Matadorea, 
In  show  like  leaders  of  the  swarthy  Bloora. 
Spadillio  first,  unconquerable  k>rd ! 
Led  off  two  captive  trumps  and  swept  the  boa«^ 
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Ai  many  more  MiOuUio  fbvc*d  to  jMd, 
Awd  marchM  a  Wctor  finom  the  venlant  field. 
Hon  Baito  follow'd,  but  his  Ate  more  hard 
Giin'd  bnt  one  truinp,  and  one  plebeian  card. 
With  his  broad  sabre  next,  a  chief  in  jrean, 
Hie  hoary  Majesty  of  Spades  appears^ 
Pvti  forth  one  manly  leg,  to  s^^iit  reyeal*d, 
The  rest,  hb  many-K:olour*d  nbs  concealed. 
The  rebel  knare,  who  dares  his  prince  engage, 
IVofcs  the  just  nctim  of  his  royal  ngew 
Er'amighty  Psm,  that  kings  and  queens o*erthreWy 
Aod  mow'd  down  armies  in  the  fights  of  Lu, 
Silchsnee  of  war !  now  destitute  of  aid, 
Falls  undistinguiah*d  by  the  victor  Spade ! 
Thus  far  both  armies  to  Belinda  yield; 
Kowto  the  baron  Fate  inclines  the  field, 
lb  wiriike  Amaxon  her  host  invades, 
W  imperial  consort  of  the  crown  of  Spades. 
Hk  Chib*s  black  tyrant  first  her  victim  dy*d, 
^of  bis  haughty  mien,  and  barbarous  pride : 
What  boots  the  regal  circle  on  his  head, 
Hit  gisBt  limbs  in  state  unwieldy  spread ; 
Hat  loag  behind  be  trails  his  pompous  robe. 
And,  if  all  monarchs,  only  grasps  the  globe? 
Hk  baron  now  his  Diamonds  pours  apace ; 
Th*  embraider*d  king  who  shows  but  half  his  ftce, 
And  hb  refulgent  queen,  with  powers  combin'd. 
Of  broken  troops  an  easy  conquest  find. 
CSubs,  Diamonds,  Hearte,  in  wild  disorder  seen, 
Wkh  throngs  promiscuous  strow  the  level  green. 
Hioswben  di^>ers*d  a  routed  army  runs, 
Of  Asa's  troo{M,  and  Afiric's  sable  sons, 
With  like  confusion  diflRirent  nations  fly, 
Of  TDious  habit,  and  of  various  dye, 
1^  pbre'd  battalions  disunited  fall, 
Ii  heaps  on  heaps;  one  fate  o*erwhehns  them  aU. 

Ibe  Knave  of  Diamonds  tries  his  wily  arts. 
And  wins  (oh  shameAil  chance !)   the  Qu««n  of 

Hearts. 
^  Ais  tbe  blood  the  virgin's  cheek  forsook, 
AKfid  paleness  spreads  o'er  all  her  look ; 
^Mi^  and  trembles  at  th'  approaching  ill, 
Jat  in  the  jaws  of  ruin,  and  Codille. 
And  BOW  (as  oft  in  aome  distemper'd  state) 
On  one  nice  trick  depends  the  general  fiue. 
An  Aoe  of  Hearts  steps  forth :  the  king  unseen 
w'd  m  her  hand,  anid  moum'd  his  captive  queen : 
He  ^riogs  to  vengeance  with  an  eager  pace. 
And  &Us  like  thunder  on  the  prostrate  Ace. 
Vt»  nymph  exulting  fills  with  shouts  the  sky ; 
■Avails,  the  woods,  and  long  canals  reply. 
Odioagfatless  mortals!  ever  blind  to  fate, 
^SMD  d^ectedy  and  too  soon  elate. 
^■'^  these  honours  shall  be  snatcfa'd  away. 
Aid  CDfs'd  ftr  ever  this  victorious  day. 

Vot  loi  the  board  vrith  cups  and  spoons  is  crown'd, 
j^^vnes  crackle,  and  the  miU  turns  round : 
j^Ainiog  Altars  of  Japan  they  raise 
^  alTcr  lamp ;  the  fiery  spirits  blaze : 
^  ■brer  spouts  die  gnteful  Ibpiors  glide, 
WUe  Chtna's  earth  receives  the  smoking  tide : 
Atence  they  gratify  their  scent  and  taste. 
And  ftcquent  cups  prolong  the  rich  repast 
1^^  hover  round  the  fabr  her  airy  band ; 
H^  sa  afae  aipp'd,  the  fuming  liquor  fium'd, 
^•«  o'er  her  ]mp  their  careful  pliunes  display'd, 
j^^ivabln^  and  conscious  of  the  rich  brocade. 
^j^  (which  makes  the  politician  wise, 
1^  tee  through  all  things  with  his  lialf-shut  eyes) 
^  op  in  vapours  to  the  baron's  brain 
"cvrtialagcnis,  the  radUint  lock  to  gain. 
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Ah  cease^  rash  youth ;  desist  ere  'tis  too  bte^ 
Fear  the  just  Gods,  and  think  of  Scylla's  fioe ! 
Cbaiiff'd  to  a  bird,  and  sent  to  fiit  in  air, 
She  £arly  pays  for  Nisus'  injur'd  hair! 

But  when  to  mischief  mortals  bend  their  will. 
How  soon  they  find  fit  instruments  of  ill ! 
Just  then,  Clarissa  drew,  with  tempting  grace, 
A  two-edg'd  weapon  from  her  shining  case : 
So  ladies,  in  Romance,  assist  their  knight, 
P^nesent  the  spear,  and  arm  him  for  the  fight. 
He  takes  the  gift  with  reverence,  and  extends 
The  little  engine  on  his  fingers'  ends ; 
This  just  behind  Belinda's  neck  he  spread, 
As  o'er  the  fragrant  steams  she  bends  her  head. 
Swifl  to  the  LM;k  a  tliousand  Sprites  repair, 
A  tliousand  wings,  by  turns,  blow  back  the  hair ; 
And  thrice  they  twitch'd  the  diamond  in  her  ear; 
'Diricc  she  look'd  back,  and  thrice  the  foe  drew  near. 
Just  in  that  instant,  anxious  Ariel  sought 
Tlie  close  recesses  of  the  virgin's  thought ; 
As  on  the  nosegay  in  her  breast  reclin'd. 
He  watch'd  th'  ideas  rising  in  lier  mind. 
Sudden  he  view'd,  in  spite  of  all  her  art. 
An  earthly  lover  lurking  at  her  heart 
Amas'd,  confiis'd,  he  found  his  power  expir'd, 
Resign'd  to  fate,  and  with  a  sigh  retir'd. 

The  peer  now  spreads  the  glittering  forfex  wide, 
T  enclose  the  Lock ;  now  joins  it,  to  diride. 
Ev'n  then,  before  the  fatal  engine  clos'd, 
A  wretched  Sylph  too  fondly  interpos'd; 
Fate  urg'd  the  shears,  and  cut  the  Sylph  in  twain, 
(But  airy  substance  soon  unites  again,) 
The  meeting  points  the  sacred  hair  dissever 
From  the  fair  head,  for  ever,  and  for  ever ! 

Then  fiash'd  the  living  lightning  from  her  ^rea^ 
And  screams  of  horrour  rend  th'  affrighted  skies. 
Not  louder  shrieks  to  pitying  Heaven  are  cast. 
When  husbands,  or  when  lap^oga,  breathe  thor  last  I 
Or  when  rich  COiina  vessels,  ^*n  from  high, 
In  glittering  dust  and  painted  fragments  fie ! 

Let  wreaths  of  triumph  now  my  temples  twine 
(The  victor  cry'd),  the  glorious  prize  is  mine  I 
While  fidi  in  streams,  or  burds  delight  in  air. 
Or  in  a  coach  and  six  the  British  fiinr, 
As  long  as  Atalantis  shall  be  read. 
Or  the  smaU  piUow  grace  a  lady's  bed, 
WhHe  visits  shall  be  paid  on  sdenm  days. 
When  numerous  wax-lights  in  bright  order  Uaia^ 
While  nymplw  take  treats,  or  assignations  give. 
So  long  my  honour,  name,  and  praise,  shall  Uve ! 
What  time  would  spare,  from  steel  receives  its  date. 
And  monuments,  like  men,  submit  to  Fate. 
Steel  could  the  hd^our  of  the  gods  destroy, 
And  strike  to  dust  th'  unperial  powers  of  IVoy ; 
Steel  could  the  works  of  mortal  pride  confound, 
And  hew  triumplud  arches  to  the  ground. 
What  wonder  then,  fiur  nymph !  thy  bain  should  fttl 
The  conquering  force  of  unresisted  steel  ? 
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But  anxious  cares  the  pensive  nymph  opprev'd. 

And  secret  passions  labour'd  in  her  breast 

Not  youthful  kings  in  batUe  seix'd  aUve, 

Not  scornful  virgins  who  thehr  charms  survive, 

Not  ardent  lovers  robb'd  of  all  their  bliss. 

Not  ancient  ladies  when  refus'd  a  Ium, 

Not,  tyrants  fierce  that  unrepenUng  die. 

Not  Cyntlua  when  ll^Tgi?!^^**  P*"**  ^  •'^» 
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Canto  IV. 


E'er  ft\t  such  rage,  resentment,  and  despdr, 
As  thou,  sad  virgin !  for  thy  raidsh'd  hair. 

For,  that  sad  moment,  when  the  Sylphs  withdrew. 
And  Ariel  weeping  from  Belinda  flew, 
Umbriel,  a  dudcy,  melancholy  sprite, 
As  ever  sully*d  the  fiur  &ce  of  light, 
Down  to  the  central  earth,  his  proper  scene, 
RepetrM  to  search  the  gloomy  cave  of  Spleen. 

Swift  on  his  sooty  pinions  flits  the  Gnome^ 
And  in  a  vapour  reach*d  the  dismal  dome. 
No  cheerful  breeie  this  sullen  region  knows. 
Hie  dreaded  east  is  all  die  wind  that  blows. 
Here  in  a  grotto,  shelter'd  dose  tnm  air. 
And  screen'd  in  shades  from  day's  detested  glare, 
She  sighs  for  ever  on  her  pensive  bed. 
Tain  at  her  side,  and  Megrim  at  her  head. 

Two  handmaids  wait  the  throne :  alike  in  place^ 
But  differing  fiu*  in  figure  and  in  face. 
Here  stood  BUnature  like  an  ancient  maid. 
Her  wrinkled  form  in  black  and  white  array'd ; 
With  store  of  prayers,  for  mornings,  nights,  and 


Her  hand  is  fiird ;  her  bosom  with  lampoons. 
There  Affectation,  with  a  sickly  mien. 
Shows  in  her  chedc  the  roses  of  eiffhteen, 
Fkactb'd  to  lisp,  and  hang  the  hc»d  aside. 
Faints  into  airs,  and  languishes  with  pride. 
On  the  rich  quUt  sinks  with  becoming  woe. 
Wrapt  in  a  gown,  for  sickness,  and  for  show. 
Hie  fiur^^ones  feel  such  maladies  as  these, 
When  each  new  night-dress  gives  a  new  disease. 

A  constant  vapour  o'er  the  palace  flies ; 
Strange  phantoms  rising  as  the  mists  arise ; 
Draadibi,  as  hermits*  dreams  in  haunted  shades, 
Or  briffht,  as  visions  of  expiring  maids. 
Now  gLaring  fiends,  and  snakes  on  rolling  spires, 
Ptale  spectres,  gaping  tombs,  and  purple  fires : 
Now  lakes  of  liquid  gold,  Elysian  scenes, 
And  crystal  domes,  and  angels  in  machines. 

Unniimber'd  throngs  on  every  side  are  seen. 
Of  bodies  chang'd  to  various  forms  by  Spleen. 
Here  living  tea-pots  stand,  one  arm  held  out, 
One  bent ;  the  handle  this,  and  that  the  spout : 
A  pipkin  there,  like  Homer's  tripod,  walks ; 
Here  sighs  a  par,  and  there  a  goose-pye  talks ; 
Men  prove  with  child,  ns  powerful  fancy  works. 
And  maids,  tum'd  bottles,  call  aloud  for  corks. 

Safe  past  the  Gnome  through  this  fantastic  band, 
A  branch  of  healing  spleen-wort  in  his  hand. 
Then  thus  addreas'd  the  power :—  «  Hail,  wayward 

queen! 
Who  rule  the  sex  to  fifty  hem  fifteen: 
Pwent  of  vapours,  and  of  fiemale  wit. 
Who  give  th'  hysteric,  or  poetic  fit. 
On  various  tempers  act  by  various  ways, 
Make  some  take  physic,  others  scribble  plays ; 
Who  cause  the  proud  their  visits  to  delay. 
And  send  the  godly  in  a  pet  to  pray. 
A  nymph  there  is,  that  all  thy  power  disdains, 
And  thousands  more  in  equal  mirth  maintains. 
But,  oh !  if  e'er  thy  Gnome  could  spoil  a  gmctt 
Or  raise  a  pimple  on  a  beauteous  face. 
Like  dtron-wiiers,  matrons*  checks  infiamc, 
Or  change  complexions  at  a  losing  game ; 
If  e'er  with  airy  horns  I  planted  heads. 
Or  rumpled  petticoats,  or  tumbled  beds. 
Or  caus'd  suspicion  where  no  soul  was  rude. 
Or  discompot'd  the  head-dress  of  a  prude, 
Or  e'er  to  costive  bip-dog  gave  disesM, 
^^^hich  not  the  tcan  of  bnghtett  eyes  could  ease  : 


Hear  me,  and  toudi  Belinda  with  chagrin : 
That  single  act  gives  half  the  world  the  spleen.** 

Hie  goddess  with  a  discontented  air 
Seems  to  reject  him,  though  she  grants  his  prayer. 
A  wonderous  bag  with  both  her  hands  she  binds, 
like  that  where  once  Ulysses  held  the  winds ; 
There  she  collects  the  force  of  female  lungs. 
Sighs,  sobs,  and  passions,  and  the  war  of  tongues. 
A  vial  next  she  fills  with  fiunting  fears, 
Soft  sorrows,  melting  griefs,  and  flowing  tears. 
The  Gnome  rejoidng  bears  her  gifts  away. 
Spreads  his  blade  wings,  and  slowly  mounts  to  day. 

Sunk  in  Tbalestris'  arms  the  nymph  he  found, 
Her  eyes  dejected,  and  her  hair  unbound. 
Full  o'er  thdr  heads  the  swdling  bag  be  rent. 
And  all  the  Furies  issued  at  the  vent 
Bdhnda  burns  with  more  than  mortal  ire, 
And  fierce  Tbalestris  fans  the  rising  fire.       [cry'd^ 
"  O  wretched  maid !"  she  spread  her  han^  and 
(While  Hampton's  echoes,  wretched  maid !  reply'd) 
<<  Was  it  for  this  you  took  such  constant  care 
The  bodidn,  comb,  and  essence,  to  prepare? 
For  this  your  locks  in  paper  durance  bound. 
For  this  with  torturing  irons  wreatfa'd  around  ? 
For  this  with  fillets  strain'd  your  tender  head. 
And  bravely  bore  the  double  loads  of  lead  ? 
Gods !  shall  the  ravisher  display  your  hair. 
While  the  fops  envy,  and  the  ladies  stare ! 
Honour  forbid !  at  whose  unrivall'd  shrine 
Ease,  pleasure,  vutue,  all  our  sex  resign. 
Metldnks  already  I  your  tears  survey, 
Ah^ady  hear  the  horrid  things  they  say, 
Already  see  you  a  de^jraded  toast, 
And  all  your  honour  in  a  whisper  lost ! 
How  shall  I,  then,  your  helpless  fame  defend  ? 
'Twin  then  be  infiuny  to  seem  your  fHend! 
And  shall  this  prise,  th'  mesthnable  priae^ 
Expos'd  through  crystal  to  the  gating  eyes, 
And  hdghten'd  by  the  diamond's  drcting  rayii. 
On  that  rapacious  hand  fior  ever  blase  ! 
Sooner  shall  grass  in  Hyde-park  Circus  grow. 
And  wits  take  lodgings  in  the  sound  of  Bow ! 
Sooner  let  oarth,  air,  sea,  to  chaos  fidl, 
Men,  monkeys,  bp^ogs,  parrots,  perish  aU  !** 

She  said ;  then  raging  to  sir  Plume  repairs. 
And  bids  her  beau^mand  the  precious  hairs  .* 
(Sbr  Plume  of  amber  snufiT-box  justly  vain. 
And  the  nice  conduct  of  a  douded  cane,) 
With  earnest  eyes,  and  round  unthinkmg  hoo. 
He  first  the  snuff-box  open'd,  then  the  case. 
And  thus  broke  out:  —  "  My  Lord,  why,  what  Ifae 

devU? 
Z— ds !  damn  the  Lock  !  'fore  Gad,  yoa  must  bt 

civil! 
Plague  on  't!  'tis  past  a  jest— nay  pr*)thee,  pox! 
Give  her  the  hair  "  —he  spoke,  and  rapp'd  his  bos. 

"  It  grieves  me  mudi  (reply'd  the  peer  again). 
Who  i^waks  so  well  should  ever  speak  in  vain  ; 
But  by  this  Lock,  this  sacred  Lock,  I  swear, 
(Which  never  more  shall  join  its  parted  hair  ; 
Which  never  more  its  honours  shall  renew, 
aipp'd  from  the  lovdy  head  where  late  it  grew,) 
That  while  my  nostrils  draw  the  vital  air, 
TIus  hand,  which  won  it,  shall  for  ever  wear. " 
He  spoke,  and,  speaking,  in  proud  triumph  ^iread 
The  long-contended  honours  of  her  head. 

But  Umbrid,  hateful  Gnome !  forbears  not  ao  ; 
He  breaks  the  vial  whence  the  sorrows  flow. 
Tlien  see !  the  nymph  in  beauteous  grief  appears. 
Her  eyes  half-languishing,  half-drown'd  in  tcai>i  ; 
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THE  RAPE  OF  THE  LOCK. 


OoberheovM  bosom  hong  her  drooping  htad, 
Wlttcfa,  with  a  sigfa,  she  nSs'd ;  and  thus  she  nid: 

**  For  ever  cursed  be  this  detested  daj, 
Which  snstch'd  mj  best,  my  fiiTOurite  curl  awaj : 
Happy  .'ah  ten  times  happy  had  I  been, 
If  Hsmpton-Court  these  eyes  had  never  seen ! 
Tct  im  not  I  the  first  mistaken  maid 
Bjlofe  of  courts  to  numerous  ilia  betray'd. 
Oh  had  I  rather  unadmir'd  remaln'd 
In  iome  lone  ide^  or  distant  northern  land ; 
Where  the  gik  diariot  never  marks  the  way, 
Where  none  learn  ombre,  none  e'er  taste  bohea ! 
Ilwre  kept  my  charms  conceal*d  firom  mortal  ey^ 
Uke  fotes,  tint  in  deserts  bloom  and  die. 
Whit  mov'd  my  mind  vrith  youthfid  lords  to  loam  ? 
Oh  had  I  stay'd,  and  said  my  prayers  at  home ! 
Twn  thta,  the  morning  omens  seem'd  to  tell. 
Thrice  from  my  trembUng  hand  the  patch-box  fell ; 
Ihe  tottering  china  shook  without  a  wind, 
Sij  Pail  sat  mute,  and  Shock  was  most  unkind ! 
A  Sjriph  too  wam'd  me  of  the  threats  of  Fate, 
In  mystic  visions,  now  bdiev'd  too  Utc ! 
See  the  poor  remnants  of  these  sh'ghted  hairs ! 
My  hand  shall  rend  what  ev'n  thy  rapine  spares : 
Thee  in  two  sable  ringlets  taught  to  break, 
Onoegive  new  beauties  to  the  snowy  neck ; 
The  Sster-lock  novr  sits  uncouth,  alone, 
And  in  its  fellow's  Ate  foresees  its  own ; 
VaaaVd  it  hangs,  the  fatal  shears  demands, 
And  tempts,  once  more,  thy  sacrilegious  hands. 
Oh  hidit  thou,  cruel !  been  content  to  seise 
Hub  leas  in  sights  or  any  haiia  but  these  I** 

Cajtio  v. 

^  sud :  the  pitying  audience  melt  in  tears ; 
Bat  Ptte  and  Jove  bad  stopp'd  the  baron's  ears, 
b  vua  Thalestris  with  reproach  assails, 
^  who  can  move  when  fidr  Belinda  fiak? 
Not  half  so  fiz'd  the  IVojan  could  remain,     - 
]jjWe  Anna  begg'd  and  Dido  rag'd  in  vain. . 
^^  grave  Clarissa  graceful  wav*d  her  fan  ; 
^'^tace  ensued,  and  thus  the  nymph  b^an  : 

**  Say,  why  are  beauties  prais'd  and  honour'd  most, 
IVwiae  man's  passion,  and  the  vain  man's  toast? 
I^deck'd  with  an  that  hmd  and  sea  afford, 
W^ angels  call'd,  and  angeUlike  ador'd ?  [beaux? 
J^  round  our  coaches  crowd  the  white-glov'd 
^y  bows  the  side-box  from  its  inmost  rows  ? 
Jjowvain  are  all  these  glories,  all  our  pains, 
l^cssgood  sense  preserve  what  beauty  gains : 
Twmen  may  say,  when  we  the  fh>nt.lMX  grace, 
™M  the  firet  in  Tirtue  as  m  fiice  ! 
^'  if  to  dance  all  night  and  dress  all  day, 
2>nn'd  the  smaU-pox,  or  chas'd  old-age  away ; 
^^  would  not  scorn  wlut  housewife's  cares  pro- 

dace. 
Or  who  would  learn  one  earthly  thing  of  use  ? 
Topatch,  nay  ogle,  may  become  a  saint ; 
^  ^Id  it  sure  be  such  a  sin  to  point, 
ftitflooe^  alas,  finil  beauty  must  decay ; 
Grfd  or  nncurl'd,  since  locks  will  turn  to  grey  j 
asoe  painted,  or  not  painted,  all  shall  fade, 
^id  ihe  who  scorns  a  man  must  die  a  maid ; 
^^  then  remains,  but  well  our  power  to  use, 
^  ^*ep  good-bumour  still,  whate'er  we  lose? 
^^J^Jnat  me,  dear,  good-humour  can  prevail, 
"ba  ain,  and  flights,  and  screams,  and  6coI< 
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m  vam  fintbt  pretty  eyea  may  roll ; 
strike  the  ai^it,  but  merit  wins  the  soul." 

So  spoke  the  dame,  hot  no  applause  ensued : 
Belinda  firown'd,  Thalestris  call'd  her  prude. 
*<  To  arms,  to  arms !"  the  fierce  virago  cries. 
And  swift  as  lightning  to  the  combat  flies. 
All  side  in  parties,  and  begin  th'  attack ; 
Fans  cUp,  silks  rustle,  and  tough  whalefaonea  crack ; 
Heroes'  and  heroines'  shouts  conf^'dly  rise^ 
And  base  and  treble  voices  strike  the  slues. 
Ko  common  weapon  in  their  hands  are  found  ; 
like  gods  they  fight,  nor  dread  a  mortal  wound. 

So  when  bold  Homer  makes  the  gods  engage^ 
And  heavenly  breasts  with  human  passions  rage ; 
'Gainst  Ftollas,  Mars ;  Latona  Hermes  arms ; 
And  all  Olympus  rings  with  loud  alarms ; 
Jove's  thunder  roars.  Heaven  trembles  all  around,' 
Blue  Neptune  storms,  the  bellowing  deeps  resound : 
Earth  slakes  her  nodding  towers,  the  ground  gives 

way. 
And  the  pale  ghosts  start  at  the  flash  of  day  I 

TVinmphant  Umbriel  on  a  aoonce's  height 
Clapp'd  his  ^ad  wings,  and  sate  to  view  the  flght  t 
Propp'd  on  their  bo&in  qtears,  the  qnrites  survey 
The  growing  combat,  or  assist  the  firay. 
While  through  the  press  enrag'd  Thalestris  flies. 
And  scatters  death  around  fipGin  both  her  eyes, 
A  bean  and  witling  perish'd  in  the  throngs 
One  dy*d  in  meta]^ior,  and  one  in  song. 
"  O  cruel  nymph  !  a  living  death  1  bMr," 
Cry'd  Dapperwit,  and  sunk  beside  his  chair. 
A  moumfid  glance  sir  Fopling  upwards  cast, 
"  Those  eyes  are  made  so  killing"  ^  was  hb  last 
Hius  on  Mieander's  flowery  margin  lies 
Hi'  expirinff  swan,  and  as  he  sings  he  dies. 

When  boM  sir  Flume  had  drawn  Chuissa  down, 
Chloe  stepp'd  in,  and  kill'd  him  with  a  frown ; 
She  smil'd  to  see  the  dou^ity  hero  slain, 
But,  at  her  smile,  the  beau  reviv'd  again. 

Now  Jove  suspends  his  ^Iden  scales  in  air. 
Weighs  the  men's  wits  against  the  lady's  hair ; 
The  doubtful  beam  long  nods  from  side  to  side ; 
At  length  the  vidts  mount  up,  tlie  hairs  subside. 

See,  fierce  Belinda  on  the  baron  flies. 
With  more  than  usual  lightning  in  her  eyes : 
Nor  fear'd  the  chief  th'  unequal  fight  to  try. 
Who  sought  no  more  than  on  his  foe  to  die. 
But  this  bold  lord,  with  manly  strength  endu'd. 
She  with  one  finger  and  a  thumb  subdued : 
Just  where  the  l^eath  of  life  his  nostrils  drew, 
A  charge  of  snufT  the  wily  virgin  threw ; 
The  Gnomes  direct,  to  every  atom  just^ 
The  pungent  grains  of  titillating  dust. 
Sudden,  vrith  starting  tears  each  eye  o'erflows, 
And  the  high  dome  re-edioes  to  his  nose. 

"  Now  meet  thy  &te,"  incens'd  Belinda  cry'd. 
And  drew  a  deadly  bodkin  from  her  side. 
(Tlie  same,  his  ancient  personage  to  deck. 
Her  great-great-grandsire  wore  about  his  neck. 
In  tlvee  seal-rings ;  which  afW,  melted  down, 
Form'd  a  vast  buckle  for  his  widow's  gown  : 
Her  infant  grandame's  whistle  next  it  grew, 
llie  bells  sl^  jingled,  and  the  whistle  blew ; 
Then  in  a  bodkin  grac'd  her  mother's  hairs, 
Wliich  long  she  wore,  and  now  Belinda  wears.) 

«  Boast  not  my  fall  (he  lay'dX  insulting  foe ! 
Tliou  by  some  other  shalt  be  laid  as  low. 
Nor  think,  to  die  dejects  my  lofty  mind ; 
All  that  I  dread  is  leaving  you  behind ! 
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Rather  diui  to,  all !  let  hm  ttlU  ttmrfve. 

And  burn  in  Cupid*9  flamefl— bat  bum  alite.** 

*«  Restore  tbe  Lock,"  she  cries;  and  all  around, 
*<  Restore  the  Lock  !"  the  raulted  roofs  rebound. 
Not  fierce  Othello  in  so  loud  a  strain 
Roar*d  for  tbe  handkerchief  that  caus'd  his  pain. 
But  see  how  oft  ambitious  aims  are  croas*^ 
And  chiefii  contend  till  all  the  prise  is  lost ! 
The  Lock,  obtain'd  with  guilt,  and  kept  with  pain. 
In  every  place  is  sought,  but  sought  in  vain : 
With  such  a  prise  no  mortal  must  be  blest. 
So  Heaven  decrees !  with  Heaven  who  can  contest  ? 

^  Some  thought  it  mounted  to  die  lunar  sphere, 
Since  all  thin^  lost  on  Earth  are  treasured  there. 
There  heroes*  vrits  are  kept  in  ponderous  vases. 
And  beaux  in  snuff4>ozes  and  tweeser-cases  i 
Hiere  broken  vows  and  death4>ed  alms  are  found, 
And  lovers*  hearts  with  ends  of  ribband  bound ; 
The  courtier's  promises,  and  sick  man*s  prayers, 
Hie  smiles  of  harlots,  and  the  tears  of  heirs. 
Cages  for  gnats,  and  chains  to  yoke  a  fiea, 
Dry'd  butterflies,  and  tomes  of  casuistry. 

But  trust  the  Muse  —  she  saw  it  upward  rise, 
Hiough  roark*d  by  none  but  quick,  poetic  eyea : 
(So  Rome's  great  founder  to  the  Heavens  withdrew, 
To  FhKulus  alone  confess'd  in  view :) 
A  sudden  star,  it  shot  through  liquid  air. 
And  drew  behind  a  radiant  trail  of  haur. 
Not  Berenice's  locks  first  rose  so  bright. 
The  Heaven  bespangling  with  disheveil'd  light. 
The  Sylphs  behold  it  khuUing  as  it  flies. 
And  pleas'd  pursue  its  progress  through  the  skies. 

Tins  the  beau-monde  sh^  firom  the  Mall  survey. 
And  hail  with  music  its  propitious  ray. 
This  the  blest  lover  shall  for  Venus  take. 
And  send  up  vows  firom  Rosamonda's  lake. 
Ihis  Partridge  soon  shall  view  in  cloudless  sldei^ 
"When  next  he  looks  through  Galileo's  eyes; 
And  hence  di*  emgious  wizard  shall  foredoom 
The  fate  of  Louis,  and  the  fall  of  Rome. 

Then  cease,  bright  nymph!  to  mourn  thy  ra- 
vish'd  hair, 
Which  adds  new  glory  to  the  shining  sphere ! 
Not  all  the  tresses  that  fair  head  can  boast. 
Shall  draw  such  envy  as  the  Lock  you  lost. 
For,  after  all  the  murders  of  your  eye. 
When,  after  miUions  slain,  yourself  shall  die ; 
When  those  ftir  suns  shall  set,  as  set  they  must^ 
And  all  those  tresses  shall  be  hud  in  dust. 
This  Lock  the  Muse  shall  consecrate  to  fiune. 
And  'midst  the  stars  inscribe  Belinda's  name. 


PROLOGUE 
TO  Ma.  addisok's  nLi.oxDT  or  CATa 

To  wake  the  soul  by  tender  strokes  of  art, 
To  raise  the  genhis,  and  to  mend  the  heart ; 
To  make  mankind  in  consdous  virtue  bold, 
Live  o'er  each  scene,  and  be  what  they  behold : 
For  this  the  IVsgic  Muse  first  trod  the  stage. 
Commanding  tears  to  stream  through  every  age ; 
Tyrants  no  more  their  savage  nature  kept. 
And  foes  to  Virtue  wondered  how  they  wept. 
Our  author  shuns  by  vulgar  springs  to  move 
The  hero's  glory,  or  the  virgin's  love ; 
In  pitying  Lowe,  we  but  our  weakness  show. 
And  wild  Ambition  well  deserves  its  woe. 


Here  tears  shall  flow  tirom  amore  generous  cause, 
Such  tears  as  patriots  shed  for  dying  laws : 
He  bids  your  breasta  with  ancient  arclour  rise, 
And  calls  forth  Roman  drops  from  British  eyes. 
Virtue  confess'd  in  himian  shape  he  draws, 
What  Pbto  thought,  and  godlike  Cato  was : 
No  common  object  to  your  sight  displays. 
But  what  with  pleasure  Heaven  itself  surveys, 
A  brave  man  struggling  in  die  storms  of  fiite^ 
And  greatly  filling  with  a  fidling  state. 
While  Cato  gives  his  little  senate  laws. 
What  bosom  beats  not  in  his  country's  cause  ? 
Who  sees  him  act,  but  envies  every  deed  ? 
Who  hears  him  groan,  and  does  not  wish  to  bleed? 
Ev'n  when  proud  Cmaar  'midst  triumphal  can^ 
The  spoils  of  nations,  and  the  pomp  of  wars, 
Ignobly  vain,  and  impotently  great, 
Stow'a  Rome  her  Cato's  figure  dravm  in  state ; 
As  her  dead  lather's  reverend  image  past, 
The  pomp  was  darken'd,  and  the  day  o'ercast ; 
The  triumph  ceas'd,  tears  gu^'d  from  ev'ry  eye ; 
The  world's  great  victor  pass'd  unheeded  by ; 
Her  last  good  man  dejected  Rome  ador'd. 
And  honour'd  Caraar's  leas  than  Cato's  sword. 
Britons,  attend :  be  worth  like  this  approv'd. 
And  show,  you  have  the  virtue  to  be  mov'd. 
With  honest  scorn  the  first  fam'd  Cato  riew'd 
Rome  learning  arts  from  Greece,  whom  she  soU 

dued; 
Your  scene  precariously  subsists  too  long 
On  French  translation,  and  Italian  song. 
Dare  to  have  sense  yourselves ;  assert  the  atagv^ 
Be  justly  warm'd  with  your  own  native  rage ; 
Sudi  plays  alone  should  win  a  British  ear. 
As  Cato's  self  had  not  disdain'd  to  hear. 


ELOISA  TO  ABELARIX 

Abelard  and  Elolsa  flourished  in  the  twelfUi  cen- 
tury;  they  were  two  of  the  most  distuaguisbed 
persons  of  their  age  in  learning  and  beauty,  but 
for  nothing  more  fiunous  than  for  tfaeir  uiilbr- 
tunate  passion.  AfVer  a  long  oonne  of  cala- 
mities, they  retired  each  to  a  several  convent,  and 
consecrated  the  remainder  of  their  days  to  re- 
ligion. It  vras  many  years  after  this  acpazatioii, 
that  a  letter  of  Abelard's  to  a  friend,  wiucfa  con- 
tained the  history  of  his  misfortune,  fell  into  tbe 
hands  of  Elcisa.  This  awakening  all  her  tea- 
demess,  occasioned  those  celebrated  letters  ^out 
of  whidi  tbe  following  is  partly  extracted)  which 
give  so  livdy  a  picture  of  die  struggles  of  gnea 
and  nature,  virtue  and  passion. 

In  these  deep  solitudes  and  awful  cells, 
Where  heavenly-pensive  Contemplation  dwells^ 
And  ever  musing  Melancholy  reigns ; 
What  means  this  tumult  in  a  vestel's  veina  ? 
Why  rove  my  thoughts  beycmd  this  last  retreat  P 
Why  feels  my  heart  its  long-forgotten  heat  ? 
Yet,  yet  I  love !  —  Fhnn  Abelwd  it  canie. 
And  Elolsa  yet  must  kiss  the  name. 

Dear,  fatal  name !  rest  ever  unreveal'd, 
Nor  pass  these  lips  in  holy  silence  seal'd  : 
Hide  it,  my  heart,  within  that  close  dlaguksc, 
Wlicre,  mix'd  with  God's  his  lov'd  idea  Uast 
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0,  wiiit  it  not,  my  hand -» the  nmnt  appears 

Abmdy  written  —  wash  it  out,  mj  tears ! 

In  Tib  lost  Elolaa  weeps  and  prays, 

Her  bout  still  dictates,  and  her  hand  obeys. 
Adeodess  walls !  whose  darksome  round  contains 

Repentant  sighs,  and  voluntary  pains : 

Ye  nigged  rocks !  which  holy  knees  have  worn  { 

}e grots  and  caverns  shagged  with  horrid  thorn ! 

Shrues !  where  their  vigOs  pale^'d  virgins  keep ; 

And  pitjing  saints,  whose  statues  learn  to  weep  ! 

TVwgii  cold  like  you,  unmov*d  and  silent  grown, 

I  hare  not  yet  forgot  myself  to  stone. 

All  is  not  Heaven's  while  Abelard  has  part, 

SdU  rebel  Nature  holds  out  half  my  heart ; 

Nor  prayers  nor  fasts  its  stubborn  pulse  restrain, 

Nor  lesrs,  for  ages  taught  to  flow  in  vam. 
Soon  as  thy  letters  trembling  I  unclose, 

Thit  welUknown  name  awakens  all  my  woes. 

Oh,  name  for  erer  sad !  for  ever  dear! 

SdU  breath*d  in  sighs,  still  usher*d  widi  a  tear. 

I  tremble  too,  where'er  my  own  I  find. 

Some  dire  misfortune  follows  close  behind. 

iioe  after  line  my  gushing  eyes  o*erflow, 

Led  through  a  sod  variety  of  woe : 

Now  warm  in  love,  now  withering  in  my  bloom, 

X'OKt  in  a  convent's  solitary  gloom  ! 

Tliere  stem  Religion  quench'd  th'  unwilling  flame, 

Hicre  dy'd  the  best  of  passions,  love  and  fiime. 

Tet  write,  oh  write  me  all,  that  I  may  join 
Grie£i  to  thy  griefs,  and  echo  sighs  to  thine. 
Nor  foes  nor  Fortune  take  this  power  away; 
And  is  my  Abehmi  less  kind  than  they  ? 
Tens  still  are  mine,  and  those  I  need  rfot  spare, 
Uire but  demands  what  else  were  shed  in  prayer; 
No  happier  task  these  laded  eyes  pursue ; 
To  read  and  weep  is  all  they  now  can  do. 

Then  share  tiiy  pain,  allow  that  sad  relief; 
Al^  more  than  share  it,  give  me  all  thy  grief. 
Henen  first  taught  letters  for  some  wretch's  aid, 
Sooiebanish'd  lover,  or  some  captive  maid;  [spues, 
T^  Uwe,  Ifaeyapeak,  they  breathe  what  love  in- 
Warm  fbom  the  soul,  and  fidthftil  to  its  fires, 
IW  virgin's  wish  without  her  fun  impart, 
£ttase  the  blush,  and  pour  out  all  the  heart, 
Speed  dK  toft  interoourse  ftom  soul  to  soul, 
Aad  waft  a  sigh  finom  Indus  to  the  Pole. 

Tbon  know'at  how  suiltlesa  first  I  met  thy  flame^ 
When  Love  approodi'd  me  under  Friendship's  name; 
Hy  &ncy  form'd  thee  of  angelic  kind, 
SooM  emanation  of  tfa'  AU-beauteous  Mind. 
Those  smiling  ey€a»  attempering  every  ray, 
flnie  sweetly  lambent  with  celestial  day. 
(hallkm  Igas'd ;  Heaven  listen'd  while  jrou  tung ; 
And  tmtfaa  divine  came  mended  from  that  tongue. 
Fnn  lips  like  tfaooe  what  precept  fidl'd  to  move  ? 
Too  soon  they  taught  me  'twas  no  sin  to  love : 
Bick  dnongfa  the  paths  of  pleasins  sense  I  ran. 
Nor  wish'd  an  angel  whom  I  lov'd  a  man. 
IXb  and  lemoCe  the  joys  of  saints  I  see, 
Nnr  envy  them  that  Heaven  I  lose  for  thee. 

How  oft,  when  press'd  to  marriage,  have  I  said, 
Cant  on  aU  lawa  but  those  which  Love  has  made ! 
I^vve,  free  as  air,  at  sight  of  human  ties 
%esds  his  light  wings,  and  in  a  moment  flies. 
I^  weahfa,  let  honour,  wait  the  wedded  dame, 
Aogust  her  deed,  and  sacred  be  her  fame ; 
^^dmt  true  pasoion  all  those  views  remove  ; 
^■■^  wealthy  and  honour !  what  are  you  to  love  ? 
TW  joUesM  gody  when  we  prophane  his  fires, 
TWairHglcsa  pooaioiu  in  revenge  inspures, 


And  bids  them  moke  aiistaken  nuftals  gnian. 
Who  seek  in  love  for  aught  but  love  alone. 
Should  at  my  feet  the  world's  great  master  All, 
Himself,  his  throne,  his  world,  I'd  scorn  them  all : 
Not  Cesar's  cmpicas  would  I  deign  to  prove ; 
No,  make  me  mistress  to  the  man  I  love. 

If  there  be  yet  another  name  more  fiee, 
More  fond  than  mistress,  make  me  that  to  thee ! 
Oh,  happy  state !  when  souls  each  other  draw. 
When  love  is  liberty,  and  Nature  law : 
All  then  is  full,  possessing  and  possess'd. 
No  craving  void  left  aching  in  the  breast :       [part, 
Ev'n  thought  meets  thought,  ers  from  the  l^^h 
And  each  warm  wish  springs  mutual  ftom  the  heart 
This  sure  is  bliss  (if  bliss  on  Earth  there  be) 
And  once  the  lot  of  Abebrd  and  me. 

Alas,  how  chang'd !  what  sudden  honron  rise  f 
A  naked  lover  bound  and  bleeding  lies ! 
Where,  whore  was  Eklsa  ?  her  voice,  her  1 
Her  poniard  had  oppos'd  the  dire  command. 
Barbarian,  stay !  that  bloody  stroke  restrain ; 
Hie  crime  was  common,  common  be  the  pain. 
I  can  no  more;  by  shame,  by  rage  suppress'd. 
Let  tears  and  bunung  blushes  speak  the  rest 

Const  thou  forget  that  sad,  that  solemn  dqr, 
When  victims  at  yon  altar's  fbot  we  lay  ? 
Canst  thou  forget  what  tears  that  moment  fieU, 
When,  warm  in  youth,  I  bade  the  world  ftuewell  ? 
As  with  cold  lips  I  kiss'd  the  sacred  veil, 
The  shrines  all  trembled  and  the  lamps  grew  pale : 
Heaven  scarce  believ'd  the  conquest  it  survey'd, 
And  saints  with  wonder  heard  the  vows  I  modeii 
Yet  then,  to  those  dread  altars  as  I  drew. 
Not  on  the  cross  my  eyes  were  fix'd,  but  you : 
Not  grace,  or  seal,  love  only  was  my  call ; 
And  if  I  lose  thy  love,  I  lose  my  olL 
Come !  with  thy  looks,  thy  vrords,  relieve  my  woe ; 
Those  still  at  least  are  left  thee  to  bestow. 
Still  on  that  breast  enamour'd  let  me  lie^ 
Still  drink  delicious  poison  from  thy  eye. 
Pant  on  thy  lip,  and  to  thy  heart  be  press'd ; 
Give  all  thou  canst^and  let  me  droun  the  rest 
Ah,  no !  instruct  me  other  joys  to  prise. 
With  other  beauties  charm  my  partial  eyes^ 
F^  in  my  view  set  all  the  bright  abode^ 
And  make  my  soul  quit  Abelard  for  God. 

Ah !  think  at  least  thy  flock  deserves  thy  care^ 
FUnts  of  thy  hand,,  and  children  of  thy  prayw. 
F^Mn  the  false  world  in  early  youth  they  fled. 
By  thee  to  mountains,  wilds,  and  deserts  led. 
You  rais'd  these  hallow'd  wsdls ;  the  desert  smil'<^ 
And  Paradise  was  open'd  in  the  wild. 
No  weeping  orphAn  saw  his  fiither's  stores 
Our  shrines  irradiate,  or  embUoe  the  floors; 
No  silver  saints,  by  dying  misers  given. 
Here  bribe  the  rage  of  flUrequited  Heaven; 
But  such  plain  rooftas  Piety  could  raise. 
And  only  vocal  with  the  Midcer's  praise. 
In  these  lone  walls,  (theur  diqrs  eternal  bound,) 
These  moss-ffrown  domes  with  spiry  turrets  crown'd, 
Mliere  awfiJ  arches  make  a  noon^y  night. 
And  the  dim  windows  shed  a  solemn  light ; 
Thy  eyes  diffiis'd  a  reconciling  ray. 
And  gleams  of  glory  brighten'd  all  the  day. 
But  now  no  face  divine  contentment  weara, 
'Tb  all  bUmk  sadness,  or  continual  tears. 
See  how  the  force  of  others'  prayers  I  try, 
(O  pious  fraud  of  amorous  charity !) 
But  why  should  I  on  others'  P»y«;  T*™]\| 
Come  thou,  my  firther,  brother,  husband,  friend ! 
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Ah,  let  thyhan^linald,  sister,  daughter,  move, 
And  all  those  tender  names  in  one,  thy  love! 
The  darksome  pines  that  o'er  yon  rocks  reclin*d 
Wave  highf  and  murmur  to  the  hollow  wind. 
The  wandering  streams  that  shine  between  the  hills, 
The  grots  that  echo  to  the  tinkling  rills. 
The  dying  gales  that  pant  upon  the  trees, 
The  lakes  tliat  quiver  to  the  curling  breeze ; 
No  more  these  scenes  my  meditation  aid. 
Or  lull  to  rest  the  visionary  maid : 
But  o*er  the  twilight  groves  and  dusky  caves. 
Lone-sounding  aisles,  and  intermingled  graves, 
BlaoL  Melancholy  sits,  and  round  her  throws 
A  dsath-like  silence,  and  a  dread  repose ; 
Her  gloomy  presence  saddens  all  tbie  scene. 
Shades  every  flower  and  darkens  every  green, 
Deepens  the  murmur  of  the  ftUing  Bo^m, 
And  brtfathet  a  browner  borrour  on  the  woods. 

Yet  here  for  ever,  ever  must  I  stay ; 
Sad  proof  bow  well  a  lover  can  obey ! 
Death,  only  Death,  can  break  the  lasting  chain ; 
And  here,  ev'n  then,  shall  my  cold  dust  renoabi ; 
Here  all  Its  firailties,  all  its  flames  resign. 
And  wait  till  'tis  no  sin  to  mix  with  thine. 

Ah,  wretch !  believ'd  the  spouse  of  God  in  vain, 
Confeis'd  vrithin  the  slave  of  love  and  man. 
Asaist  me.  Heaven !  but  whence  arose  that  prayer? 
Sprung  it  fttim  piety,  or  fttim  despair  ? 
Ev'n  here  where  flxiien  Chastity  retires, 
Love  finds  an  ^tar  for  forbidden  fires. 
I  ought  to  grieve,  but  cannot  what  I  ought ; 
I  mourn  tlM  lover,  not  lament  the  £uilt ; 
I  view  my  crime,  but  kindle  at  the  view. 
Repent  old  pleasures,  and  solicit  new ; 
Now  tum'd  to  Heaven,  I  weep  m^  past  offimce^ 
Now  think  of  thee,  and  corse  my  mnocence. 
Of  all  affliction  taught  a  lover  yet, 
*Tis  sure  the  hardest  science  to  forget! 
How  shall  I  lose  the  sin,  yet  keep  the  sense. 
And  love  th'  offender,  yet  detest  th*  offence? 
How  the  dear  object  ftom  the  crime  remove, 
Or  how  distinguish  penitence  firom  love? 
Unequal  task !  a  passion  to  resign, 
For  hearts  so  touch'd,  so  pierc'd^  so  lost  as  mine ! 
Ere  such  a  soul  regains  its  peaceful  state. 
How  often  must  it  love,  how  often  hate  I 
How  often  hope,  despair,  resent,  regret. 
Conceal,  disdain,  —do  all  things  but  forget ! 
But  let  Heaven  seize  it,  all  at  once  'tis  fir'd: 
Not  touch'd,  but  rapt ;  not  waken'd,  but  inspir'd ! 
Oh,  come,  oh,  teach  me  Nature  to  subdue, 
Renounce  my  love,  my  life,  myself —  and  you. 
Fill  my  fond  heart  with  God  alone,  for  he 
Alone  can  rival,  can  succeed  to  thee. 

How  hiqipy  is  the  blameless  vestal's  lot ; 
The  world  forgetdne,  by  the  world  forgot ! 
Eternal  sun-sfame  of  the  spotless  mind ! 
Each  prayer  accepted,  and  each  wish  resign'd ; 
Labour  aind  rest  that  equal  periods  keep ; 
**  Obedient  slumbers  that  can  wake  and  weep;" 
Desires  compos'd,  affections  ever  even ; 
Tears  that  delight,  and  sighs  that  waft  to  Heaven. 
Grace  shines  around  her  with  serenest  beams. 
And  whispering  angels  prompt  her  golden  dreams. 
For  her  th'  un&ling  rose  of  Eden  Uooms, 
And  wings  of  seraphs  shed  divine  perftnnes ;  - 
For  iier  &  spouse  prepares  the  bridal  ling; 
For  her  white  virgins  hymenseals  sing: 
To  sounds  of  heavenly  harps  she  dies  away. 
And  mchs  in  visioM  of  etomtl  d^. 


Far  other  dreams  my  erring  soul  emptor, 
Par  other  raptures  of  unholy  juy : 
When,  at  the  close  of  each  sad,  sorrowing  day, 
Fancy  restores  what  Vengeance  snatch 'd  away, 
Then  Conscience  sleeps,  and  leaving  Nature  fne. 
All  my  loose  soul  unbounded  springs  to  diee. 

0  curst,  dear  honnours  of  all-conscious  night: 
How  glowing  guilt  exalts  the  keen  delight ! 
Ptovoking  demons  all  restraint  remove. 
And  stir  within  me  every  source  of  love. 

1  hear  thee,  view  thee,  gaze  o'er  all  thy  chamM» 
And  round  thy  phantom  glue  my  clasping  arms. 
I  wake :  ^  no  more  I  hear,  no  more  I  view. 
The  phantom  flies  me,  as  unkind  as  you. 

I  call  aloud  ;  it  hears  not  what  T  say  : 
I  stretch  my  empty  arms ;  it  glides  away. 
To  dream  once  more  I  close  my  willing  eyes  ; 
Ye  soft  illusions,  dear  deceits,  arise ! 
Alas,  no  more !  methlnks  we  wandering  go 
lluvugh  dreary  wastes,  and  weep  each  other's  woe. 
Where  round  some  mouldering  tower  pale  ivy  creeps, 
And  low-brow'd  rocks  hang  nodding  o'er  the  deepk. 
Sudden  you  mount,  you  beckon  from  the  skies; 
Clouds  interpose,  waves  roar,  and  winds  arise. 
I  shriek,  start  up,  the  same  sad  prospect  find. 
And  wake  to  all  the  griefs  I  left  behind. 

For  thee  the  Fates,  severely  kind,  ordain 
A  cool  suspense  from  pleasure  and  fWmi  pain  ; 
Hiy  life  a  long  dead  calm  of  fix'd  repose : 
No  pulse  that  riots,  and  no  blood  tMt  glows. 
Still  as  the  sea,  ere  winds  were  tai^ht  to  blow. 
Or  moving  spirit  bade  the  waters  m>w  ; 
Soft  as  the  slumbers  of  a  saint  forgiven. 
And  mild  as  opening  gleams  of  promis'd  Heaven. 

Come,  Abelard !  for  what  hast  thou  to  dread? 
The  torch  of  Venus  bums  not  for  the  dead. 
Nature  stands  check'd ;  Rdlgion  disapprovea ; 
Ev'n  thou  art  cold  —  yet  Eloisa  loves. 
Ah,  hopeless,  lasting  flames !  like  those  that  bom 
To  light  the  dead,  and  warm  th'  unfiruitful  unu 

What  scenes  appear  where'er  I  turn  my  view ! 
The  dear  ideas,  where  I  fly,  pursue^ 
Rise  in  the  grove,  before  Uie  altar  rise. 
Stain  all  my  soul,  and  wanton  in  my  eyes. 
I  waste  the  matin  lamp  in  sighs  for  thee. 
Thy  image  steals  between  my  God  and  me ; 
Thy  voice  I  seem  in  every  hymn  to  hear. 
With  every  bead  I  drop  too  soft  a  tear. 
When  from  the  censer  clouds  of  fragrance  roll» 
And  swelling  organs  lift  the  rising  soul. 
One  thought  of  thee  puts  all  the  pomp  to  fUgbt* 
Mests,  tapers,  temples,  swim  befbre  my  aigfat : 
In  seas  of  flame  my  plunging  soul  b  droiwn'd. 
While  altars  blaze,  and  angds  tremble  rouncL 

While  prostrate  here  in  humbkrgrii^J(  lie^ 
Kind,  virtuous  drops  just  gathering  in  my  m^ 
While,  pngring,  trahbHng,  in  tb#  duat  I  nS^ 
And  dawning  graoe  is  opening  on  ray  soul : 
Come,  if  thou  dar'st,  all  charming  as  thou  art ! 
Oppose  thyself  to  Heaven ;  dispute  my  heart  ; 
Come,  vridi  one  glance  of  those  deluding  cyce 
Blot  out  each  bright  idea  of  the  skies; 
Tidce  back  that  mce,  those  sorrows,  and  tiioae  teen 
Take  back  my  miWess  pmitencr  and  prayers  : 
Snatch  me,  just  mounting,  from  the  blest  atinsli  « 
Assist  the  fiflodsy  and  tear  me  fWn  my  Ood  ! 

Vo,  fly  me,  fly  me,  fitf  as  pde  IWmi  pale ! 
Rise  Alps  between  us !  and  whole  ooeaM  vM  ! 
Ah,  come  not,  write  not,  think  not  once  of  me^ 
Nor  rfiare  one  pang  of  all  I  fch  6?r  thiNq.^ 
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Ihj  <m&»  I  quit,  thy  memorf  resign ! 

Forget,  renounce  me,  hate  whate*er  was  mine. 

Far  eyes,  and  tempting  looks,  (which  yet  I  view !) 

Long  lor*d,  ador*d  ideis,  all  adieu  ! 

0  GfMe  letene !  O  Virtue  heavenly  fair  ! 

Dime  oblivion  of  low.-thoughted  C^ ! 

Aab-blooming  Hope,  gay  daughter  of  the  sky  t 

And  Faith,  our  early  immortality ! 

Enter,  each  mild,  eadi  amicable  guest ; 

Rcreive  and  wrap  me  in  eternal  rest ! 

See  in  her  cell  sad  Elolsa  spread, 
I^opt  on  some  tomb,  a  neighbour  of  the  dead. 
la  CMh  low  wind  methinks  a  spirit  calls, 
And  more  than  Echoes  talk  along  the  walls. 
Here,  as  I  watch*d  the  dying  lamp  around, 
Fhin  yonder  shrine  I  heard  a  hollow  sound. 
**  Coine,  rister,  come  !'*  (it  said,  or  seemM  to  say) 
"  lliy  place  is  here,  sad  sister,  come  away ! 
Once  like  thyself,  I  trembled,  wept,  and  pray'd, 
Lofe*s  victim  thai,  though  now  a  sainted  maid : 
But  all  is  calm  in  this  eternal  sleep : 
Hoe  Grief  forgets  to  groan,  and  Love  to  weep ; 
£v*n  Superstition  loses  every  fear ; 
For  God,  not  man,  absolves  our  fVailties  here.'* 

1  come^  I  oome !  prepare  your  roseate  bowers, 
Celestial  palms,  and  ever4>loommg  flowers. 
Thitber,  where  sinners  may  have  rest,  I  go, 
^Vhere  flames  refin'd  in  breasts  seraphic  glow ; 
Thoo,  Abelard !  the  last  sad  office  pay, 
And  smooth  my  passage  to  the  realms  of  day ; 
See  6ty  lipa  tronble,  and  my  eye-balls  rcdl, 
Suck  mj  last  breath,  and  catch  my  flying  soul ! 
Ah,  no  —  in  sacred  vestments  mayst  ^u  stand, 
The  hiOaw'd  taper  trembling  in  thy  hand, 
Pkeaent  the  cross  before  my  lifted  eye. 
Teach  me  at  once,  and  learn  of  me  to  die. 
AJ^  then  dijr  once  lov'd  EloSsa  see! 
It  viQ  be  then  no  crime  to  gase  on  me. 
See  from  mj  cheek  the  transient  roses  fly ! 
flee  Ike  last  sparkle  languish  in  my  eye ! 
Tin  every  mntinn,  pulse,  and  breath  be  o*er ; 
Aad  ev'n  my  Abelard  be  lov'd  no  more. 
0  DBUfa  all  doquoit !  you  only  prove 
What  dust  we  doat  on,  when  *tis  man  we  love. 

'Ilien  too^  when  Fate  shall  thy  fair  frame  destroy, 
fOmi  cause  of  all  my  guilt,  and  all  my  joy,) 
la  tance  ecstatic  mav  thy  pangs  be  drown'd, 
Bright  cloads  descend,  and  angels  watch  thee  round, 
From  openii^  skies  mi^  streaming  glories  shine, 
Aad  asints  embrace  thee  with  a  love  like  mine ! 
Ifay  one  kind  grave  unite  each  hapless  name^ 
Aad  giaft  mj  love  immortal  on  thy  fame! 
Then,  ages  hence,  when  dl  my  woes  are  o'er, 
WkcB  iIbs  rdMlioos  heart  shall  beat  no  more ; 
Vtmr  danre  two  wandering  lovers  brings 
To  Andcte's  white  walls  and  silver  qNrings, 
O'er  ihe  pale  uMvble  shidl  they  join  thor  besds^ 
AM6AAl  the  fidling  tears  each  other  sheds; 
Thtti  asdlj  «ej»  ""^  mutual  pity  mov'd, 
"  0^  m^  we  never  love  as  these  have  lov'd !" 
AoB  the  Adl  cboir,  when  loud  hosannas  rise^ 
Aai  flwaO  tbe  pomp  of  dreadful  sacrifice, 
Aaril  Aat  aeene  if  some  rdenting  eye 
6hMB  an  tbe  atone  where  our  cc^  relics  lie, 
BkviiBB's  a^  ahall  steal  a  thought  from  Heaven, 
One  hpoaai  tear  afaall  drop,  and  be  forgiven. 
iad  iwe  if  Faita  some  fiiture  bard  shall  jom 
bi  sad  sinilstiide  of  griefe  to  mine, 

u'd  whole  years  in  absence  to  deplore, 
ihe 


weU; 


Such,  if  there  be^  who  loves  so  long^  so 

Let  him  our  sad,  our  tender  story  tell ! 

The  well-sung  woes  will  sooth  my  pensive  ghost ; 

He  best  can  paint  them  who  shall  feel  them  most ! 


THE  TEMPLE  OF  FAME. 

waiTTEir  IN  THE  TEAR  1711. 

JdvertucTnent 

Tbe  faint  of  the  following  piece  was  taken  from 
Chaucer's  House  of  Fame.  The  design  is  in  a 
manner  entirely  altered,  the  descriptions  and  most 
of  the  particular  thoughte  my  own;  yet  I  could 
not  suffer  it  to  be  printed  without  this  acknow- 
ledgment. The  reader,  who  would  compare 
this  with  Caiaucer,  may  begin  with  hu  third  book 
of  Fame,  there  being  nothuqg  in  the  two  first 
books  that  answers  to  their  title. 

The  poem  is  introduced  in  the  manner  of  the  Fro» 
ven9al  poets,  whose  works  were  for  the  most  part 
visions,  or  pieces  of  imagination,  and  constantly 
descriptive.  FVom  these,  Petrarch  and  Chaucer 
frequently  borrowed  the  idea  of  their  poems. 
See  the  IVionfi  of  the  former,  and  the  Dream, 
Flower  and  the  Leaf,  &c  of  the  latter.  The 
author  of  this  therefore  chose  the  same  sort  of 
eiordium. 

Iv  that  soft  season,  when  descending  showers 
Call  forth  the  greens,  and  wake  the  rising  flowers ; 
When  opening  buds  salute  the  welcome  day. 
And  earth  relenting  feels  the  genial  ray ; 
As  balmy  sleep  had  charm'd  my  cares  to  rest. 
And  love  itself  was  banish'd  from  my  breast, 
(What  time  the  mom  mysterious  visions  brings, 
While  purer  slumbers  spread  their  golden  wings,) 
A  train  of  phantoms  in  wild  order  rose, 
And  join'd,  this  intellectual  scene  compose. 

I  stood,  methought,  betwixt  earth,  seas  and  skies ; 
Hie  whole  creation  open  to  my  eyes : 
In  air  self-baUmc'd  bung  the  globe  below, 
Where  mountains  rise,  and  circling  oceans  flow ; 
Here  naked  rocks,  and  empty  wastes  were  seen ; 
Hiere  towering  dties,  and  the  forests  green : 
Here  sailing  ships  delight  the  wandering  eyes ! 
Hiere  trees  and  intermm^led  temples  rise : 
Now  a  clear  sun  the  shimng  scene  displays ; 
The  transient  landscape  now  in  clouds  decays. 

O'er  the  wide  prospect  as  I  gaz'd  around. 
Sudden  I  heard  a  wild  promiscuous  sound, 
Like  broken  thunders  that  at  distance  roar, 
Or  Inllows  murmuring  on  the  hollow  shore : 
Tlien  gazing  up,  a  glorious  pile  beheld. 
Whose  towering  summit  ambient  clouds  conceai'd 
High  on  a  rock  of  ice  the  structure  lay, 
Steep  its  ascent,  and  slippery  was  the  way ; 
The  wonderous  rock  like  Parian  marble  shoiie^ 
And  seem'd,  to  distant  sight,  of  solid  stone. 
Inscriptions  here  of  various  names  I  vicw'd. 
The  greater  part  by  hostile  time  subdued ; 
Yet  wide  was  spread  their  fiuie  in  ages  past, 
And  poets  once  had  promis'd  they  should  last 
Some  fresh  engrav'd  appcar'd  of  vrits  renowu'd; 
I  \o6k*d  agam,  nor  could  their  trace  be  foui^ 
Aa  2 
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Critics  I  saw,  that  other  names  deface, 

And  fix  their  own,  with  labour,  in  thdr  place : 

Their  own,  like  others,  soon  their  place  redgn'd. 

Or  disappear'd,  and  left  the  first  behind. 

Nor  was  the  work  impair'd  by  storms  alooe, 

But  felt  th*  approaches  of  too  warm  a  sun ; 

For  Fame,  impatient  of  extremes,  decays 

Not  more  by  Envy,  than  excess  of  Fhuse. 

Yet  part  no  injuries  of  Heaven  could  feel, 

Uke  crystal  fiuthful  to  the  graving  steels 

Tlie  rock's  high  summit,  in  the  temple*s  shade. 

Nor  heat  cquld  melt,  nor  beating  storm  invada 

Their  names  inscrib*d  unnumbered  ages  past 

FVom  Time's  first  birth,  with  Time  itself  shall  Ust ; 

Iliese  ever  new,  nor  subject  to  decays, 

Spread  and  grow  brighter  vrith  the  length  of  days. 

So  Zembla*s  rocks  (the  beauteous  work  of  fro«t) 
Rise  white  in  aur,  «nd  glitter  o'er  the  coast  ( 
Fde  suns,  uafeh,  at  distance  roll  away. 
And  on  tfa*  impassive  ice  the  lightnings  play ; 
Etemd  snows  the  growing  mass  supply, 
Till  the  bright  mountains  prop  th*  incumbent  sky ; 
As  Atlas  fix'^  each  hoary  pile  appears. 
The  gatherM  winter  of  a  thousand  years. 
On  this  foundation  Fame's  high  temple  stands ; 
Stupendous  pile !  not  rear'd  by  mortal  hands. 
Whatever  proud  Rome  or  artfVil  Greece  behdd. 
Or  elder  Babylon,  its  frame  excell'd. 
Four  &ces  had  the  dome,  and  every  lace 
Of  various  structure,  but  of  equal  graced 
Four  brazen  gates,  on  columns  lift^  high, 
Salute  the  different  quarters  of  the  sky. 
Here  iabled  chiefs  in  darker  ages  bom, 
Or  worthies  old,  whom  arms  or  arts  adorn, 
Who  cities  rais'd,  or  tam'd  a  monstrous  raoc^ 
TUe  walls  in  venerable  order  grace : 
Heroes  in  animated  marble  frown, 
And  legislators  seem  to  think  in  stone. 

Westward,  a  sumptuous  frontispiece  appear*d. 
On  Doric  pillars  of  white  marble  rear'd, 
Crown'd  with  an  architrave  of  antique  mold, 
And  sculpture  rising  on  the  roughen'd  gold. 
In  shaggy  spoils  here  Theseus  was  beheld. 
And  Perseus  dreadful  with  Mmenra's  shield : 
Hiere  great  Alcides,  stooping  with  his  toil. 
Rests  on  his  dub,  and  holds  th*  Hesperian  spoil : 
Here  Orpheus  sings ;  trees  moving  to  the  sound 
Start  from  their  roots,  and  form  a  shade  around : 
Amphion  there  the  loud  creating  lyre 
Strikes,  and  behold  a  sudden  Tl&bes  aspire ! 
Cythcron^s  echoes  answer  to  his  call. 
And  half  the  mountain  rolls  into  a  wall : 
Hiere  might  you  see  the  lengthening  spbes  ascend. 
The  domes  swell  up,  the  winning  arches  hend. 
The  growing  towers  like  exhalations  rise. 
And  the  huge  columns  heave  into  the  skies. 

The  eastern  from  was  glorious  to  behold, 
With  diamond  flaming,  and  Barbaric  gold. 
There  Ninus  shone,  who  spread  th*  Assyrian  fame, 
And  the  great  founder  of  the  Persian  name : 
Tliere  in  long  robes  the  royal  Magi  stand. 
Grave  Zoroaster  waves  the  drding-wand : 
The  sage  Chaldaeans  rob*d  in  white  appear'd. 
And  Brachmans,  deep  in  desert  woods  rever'd. 
These  Bt(^p*d  the  Moon,  and  call'd  th*  unbody'd 

shades 
To  midnight  banquets  in  the  glinunering  glades ; 
Made  risionary  fabrics  round  them  rise. 
And  airy  spectres  skim  before  their  eyes; 


Of  talismans  and  sigik  knew  the  power, 
And  careful  watch*d  the  planetary  hour. 
Superior,  and  alone,  Conifucius  stood. 
Who  taught  that  useful  science,  to  be  good. 

But  on  the  south,  a  long  majestic  race 
Of  £g3rpt's  priests  the  gilded  niches  grace, 
Who  measur'd  Earth,  describ'd  the  starry  spbera^ 
And  trac*d  the  long  records  of  lunar  years. 
High  on  hu  car  Sesostris  struck  my  view. 
Whom  sceptre'd  slaves  in  golden  harness  drew : 
His  hands  a  bow  and  pointed  javdin  hold ; 
His  giant  limbs  are  arm*d  in  scales  a(  gold. 
Between  the  statues  obelisks  were  pUc*d, 
And  the  learned  walls  with  hieroglyphics  grac*d. 

Of  Gothic  structure  was  the  nortfiem  side, 
O'erwrought  with  ornaments  of  barbarous  pride. 
Hiere  huge  Colosses  rose,  with  trt^hies  crown'd. 
And  Runic  characters  were  grav*d  around. 
Tliere  sat  Zamolxis  vrith  erected  eyes. 
And  Odin  here  in  mimic  trances  dies. 
There  on  rude  iron  columns,  smear*d  with  bloody 
The  horrid  forms  of  Scythian  heroes  stood, 
Druids  and  bards  (their  once  kmd  harps  unstmngX 
And  youths  that  died  to  be  by  poets  sui^. 
These  and  a  thousand  more  ot  doubtfrd  fame. 
To  iriiom  old  fiUiles  gave  a  lasting  name. 
In  ranks  adonf  d  the  temple*s  outward  free  ; 
The  wall  in  lustre  and  eff^  tike  glass, 
Which,  o*er  each  ol:ject  casting  Tarious  dyes. 
Enlarges  some,  and  others  miDtiplies : 
Nor  void  of  emblem  was  the  mystic  wall, 
For  thus  romantic  Fame  increases  alL 

The  temple  shakes,  the  sounding  gates  unfiBUl, 
Wide  vaults  appear,  and  roofs  of  fretted  gold : 
Rais*d  on  a  thousand  pillars  wreath'd  around 
With  laureUfbliage,  and  with  eagles  crown'd : 
Of  bright  transparent  beryl  were  the  walb, 
Hie  friews  gold,  and  gold  the  capitals : 
As  Heaven  with  stars,  the  roof  with  jesrda^iawi^ 
And  ever-living  lamps  depend  in  cows. 
Rill  in  the  passage  ai  eadi  qpadous  gale, 
"Rie  sage  histtSrians  in  ^riiite  garments  wait ; 
Grav*d  o*er  their  seats  the  fonn  c^  Time  was  fooad. 
His  scythe  revers'd,  and  both  his  pinions  bound. 
Within  stood  heroes,  who  through  loud  whnnm 
In  bloody  fields  pursued  renown  in  anna. 
High  on  a  throne  with  trophies  charg'd,  I  vie«r*d 
The  youth  that  all  things  but  himself  subdued  ; 
His  feet  on  sceptres  and  tiaras  trod. 
And  his  horn*d  head  bely*d  the  Lybian  god. 
There  Csnar,  gnu;*d  with  both  Minervas,  shooe  ; 
Csnar,  theworld*s  great  master,  and  faia<owm  i 
Unmov'd,  superior  still  m  every  state^ 
And  scarce  detested  in  hk^oantry's  fttew 
But  chief  were  those,  who  not  for  empire  f 
But  with  their  toils  their  people's  safe^  I 
High  o'er  the  rest  Epaminondas  stood ; 
Timoleon,  glorious  in  his  brother's  blood; 
Bold  Scipi<^  saviour  of  the  Roman  state ; 
Great  in  his  triumphs,  in  retirement  gMst; 
And  wise  Aurelius,  in  whose  weU-taught  ai 
With  boundless  power  unbounded  virtue  joia*^ 
His  own  strict  judge,  and  patron  of  mankind. 

Much  sufibing  heroes  next  dieir  honours  dafaa 
Hiose  of  less  noisy,  and  less  guilty  fame. 
Fair  Virtue's  silent  train :  supreme  of  these 
Here  ever  shines  the  godlike  Socrates ; 
He  whom  ungrateful  Athens  could  expd. 
At  all  times  just,  but  when^he  sigu'ditfae  shell.  « 
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Here  fab  abode  the  mertjrrM  Pbodan  daini^ 
Wth  Agifl,  not  the  kKt  of  Spartan  namee: 
Uneonquer^d  Cato  thomt  the  wound  be  tov% 
And  ^tttus  his  ill  genius  meets  no  more. 
Birt  in  the  centre  of  the  hallovr'd  choir, 
fliz  pompous  columns  o'er  the  rest  aspire ; 
Aimmd  the  shrine  itself  of  Fame  they  stand. 
Hold  the  chief  hooonrs,  and  the  fane  mmmand. 
High  on  the  first,  the  mighty  Homer  shone ; 
Eternal  adamant  compos*d  his  throne ; 
Father  of  vene !  in  holy  fillets  drest, 
His  ittter  beard  wav'd  gently  o*er  hb  breast ; 
Tliougli  blind,  a  bddness  In  his  looks  appears ; 
In  years  he  seem*d,  but  not  impair'd  by  years. 
IW  wan  of  TVoy  were  round  the  pillar  seen : 
Here  fierce  Iodides  wounds  the  Cyprian  queen ; 
Here  Hector  glorious  ftom  Fktrodus*  fall. 
Here  dragg'd  m  triumph  round  the  IVojan  walL 
Motion  and  life  did  erery  part  inspire, 
Bold  was  the  work,  and  pror'd  the  nuttter*s  fire ; 
A  strong  ezpreasion  most  he  seem*d  t*  aflfect, 
And  hese  and  there  disdos'd  a  brave  neglect 

A  golden  column  next  in  rank  ^ipear*d. 
On  which  a  shrine  of  purest  gold  was  rear*d ; 
Fhddi*d  the  whole^  and  labour*d  every  part, 
yfhh  patient  touches  of  unwearied  Art: 
The  Mantiian  there  in  sober  triumph  sate, 
Compos'd  his  posture,  and  his  look  sedate ; 
On  Homer  still  he  fix'd  a  reverent  eye. 
Great  without  pride,  in  modest  majesty. 
In  living  sculpture  on  the  sides  were  spread 
IW  Ij&at  wars,  and  haughty  TWnus  dead ; 
Efiia  stretch'd  upon  the  funeral  pyre, 
iEaeae  bending  with  his  aged  sire: 
IVoy  flam*d  in  burning  gold,  and  o'er  the  throne 
AaKs  AVD  TBS  MAN  in  ^den  cyphers  shoncb 

Four  swans  sustain  a  car  of  silver  bright. 
With  heads  advanc'd^  and  pinions  stretch'd  for  flight : 
Here,  like  some  furious  prophet,  Rndiar  rode. 
And  aeem'd  to  bbour  with  th'  inspiring  god. 
Acroas  the  harp  a  careless  hand  he  flings, 
And  boldly  sinks  into  the  sounding  strings, 
the  figured  pmes  of  Greece  the  column  graces 
Ncptnne  and  Jove  survey  the  rapid  race. 
The  youths  hang  o'er  their  chariots  as  they  run ; 
The  fiery  steeds  seem  starting  firom  the  stone ; 
The  chnnpions  in  distorted  postures  threat ; 
And  all  appear'd  irregulariy  great. 

Here  happy  Horace  tun'd  th'  Ausonlan  lyre 
To  sweeter  sounds,  and  temper'd  Pindar's  fire: 
.Pless'd  with  Akanis'  manly  rage  t'  infuse 
The  soAer  nirit  of  die  Sapphic  Muse. 
Hk  polisb'd  pOhv  different  sculptures  grace  ; 
A  wvk  outlasting  monumental  brass. 
Here  smiling  Loves  and  Bacchanals  appear, 
Ihe  Jnlian  star  and  great  Augustus  here. 
The  doves  that  round  the  infent  poet  spread 
Ufrtka  and  bays,  hung  hoveriiur  o*er  his  head. 

Here,  in  a  dvine  that  cast  a  dbasUng  lights 
fine  fiz'd  in  thought  the  mi^^ty  Stagirite; 
His  Mcred  bead  a  radiant  zodiac  crown'd, 
Aad  various  animals  his  sides  surround  i 
Kpienang  cnres,  erect,  appear  to  view 
ftfoiflr  wvUb,  and  look  ail  Nature  through. 

wUi  equal  rays  inmiortal  Tully  shone, 
the  Eoman  rostra  deck'd  the  consul's  tlurone : 
Gadbsing  hb  flowing  robe,  he  seem'd  to  stand 
!■  act  to  speak,  and  graceful  stretch'd  his  hand. 
Bdund,  Rome's  genius  waits  with  civic  cn>wns, 
And  (he  creat  it&tr  of  his  country  owns. 


These  massy  columns  in  a  cirde  rise. 
O'er  which  a  pompous  dome  invades  the  skies : 
Scarce  to  the  top  I  stretch'd  my  aching  sight. 
So  large  it  qiread,  and  swell'd  to  such  a  height. 
FviXi  in  the  midst  proud  Fame's  imperial  seat 
With  jeweb  blas'd,  magnificently  great ; 
Hie  nvid  emeralds  there  revive  die  eye, 
Hie  flaming  rubies  show  their  sanguine  dye. 
Bright  azure  rays  Gntm  lively  sapphires  stream. 
And  lucid  amber  casts  a  golden  gleam. 
With  various-colour'd  li^t  the  pavement  shone^ 
I  And  all  on  fire  appear'd  the  glowing  throne ; 
The  dome's  high  arch  reflects  the  mingled  blaze,    . 
And  forms  a  rainbow  of  alternate  rays. 
When  on  the  goddess  first  I  cast  my  sight. 
Scarce  seem'd  her  stature  of  a  cubitus  height ; 
But  swell'd  to  larger  size,  the  more  I  ga^ 
Till  to  the  roof  her  towering  fVont  she  rais'd.  • 
With  her,  the  temple  every  moment  grew. 
And  ampler  vistas  open'd  to  my  riew : 
Upward  the  columns  shoot,  the  roofs  ascend. 
And  arches  widen,  and  long  aisles  extend. 
Such  was  her  form,  as  ancient  bards  have  told, 
Wings  raise  her  arms,  and  wings  her  feet  infold  ; 
A  thousand  busy  tongues  the  goddess  bears,  . 
And  thousand  open  eyes,  and  thousand  listening  ears. 
Beneath,  in  order  rang'd,  the  tuneful  Nine 
(Her  virgin  handmaicb)  still  attend  the  shrine  : 
With  eyes  on  Fame  for  ever  fix'd,  they  sing ; 
For  Fame  they  raise  their  voice,  and  tune  the  string ; 
With  Thne's  first  birth  began  the  heavenly  Uys, 
And  last,  eternal,  through  the  length  of  days. 

Around  these  wonders  as  I  cast  a  look. 
The  trumpet  sounded,  and  the  temple  shook. 
And  all  the  nations,  suromon'd  at  the  call, 
FVom  different  quarters  fill  the  crowded  hall : 
Of  various  tongues  the  mingled  sounds  were  heard ; 
In  various  garbs  promiscuous  throngs  appear'd; 
Thick  as  the  bees,  that  with  the  spring  renew 
Their  flowery  toils,  and  sip  the  fragrant  dew, 
When  the  wing'd  colonies  first  tempt  the  sky. 
O'er  dusky  fields  and  shaded  waters  fly, 
Or,  settling,  seize  the  sweets  the  blossoms  yield. 
And  a  low  murmur  runs  along  the  field. 
Millions  of  suppliant  crowds  the  shrine  attend. 
And  all  degrees  before  the  goddess  bend ; 
The  poor,  &  rich,  the  valiant,  and  the  sage. 
And  boasting  youth,  and  narrative  old-age. 
Their  pleas  were  different,  their  request  the  same ; 
For  good  and  bad  alike  are  fond  of  Fame. 
Some  she  disgrac'd,  and  some  with  honours  crown'd ; 
Unlike  successes  equal  merits  found. 
Thus  her  blind  sisteiv  fickle  Fortune,  reigns, 
And  undisceming  scatters  crowns  and  chains. 
First  at  the  shnne  the  leamdl  world  appear. 
And  to  the  goddess  thus  prefer  their  prayer. 
<*  Long   have  we  sought  t*  instruct   and  please 


With  studies  pale,  with  midnight  vigils  blind ; 
But  thank'd  by  few,  rewarded  yet  fay  none. 
We  here  appeal  to  thy  superior  throne ; 
On  wit  and  learning  the  just  prize  bestow. 
For  Fame  is  all  we  must  expect  below." 

The  goddess  heard,  and  bode  the  Muses  raise 
The  golden  trumpet  of  eternal  Fhuse : 
From  pole  to  pole  the  vrinds  diffuse  the  sound. 
That  fills  the  circuit  of  the  world  around ; 
Not  all  at  once,  as  thunder  breaks  the  cloud ; 
Tlic  notes  at  first  were  rather  sweet  than  loud : 
Aa  3 
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By  jiut  degrees  they  every  moment  rise, 
Fill  the  w^  Earth,  and  gain  upon  the  Mm. 
At  erery  breath  were  balmy  odours  shed. 
Which  sdll  grew  sweeter,  as  they  wider  spread : 
Less  fragrant  scents  th'  unfolding  rose  exhales, 
Or  spices  breathing  in  Arabian  gales. 

Next  these  the  good  and  just,  an  awful  tnin, 
llius  on  their  knees  address  the  sacred  fiuie. 
**  Since  living  virtue  is  vrith  envy  cuis*d, 
And  the  best  men  are  treated  like  the  worst. 
Do  thou,  just  goddess,  call  our  merits  forth, 
And  give  each  deed  th'  exact  intrinsic  worth.** 
**  Not  with  bare  justice  shall  your  act  be  crown*d,** 
(Said  Fame)  «  but  high  above  desert  renown'd : 
Let  fuller  notes  th*  applauding  world  amaxe, 
And  the  loud  clarion  labour  in  your  praise.** 

Tliis  band  dismiss*d,  bebdd  another  crowd 
Ptefer'd  die  same  request,  and  lowly  bow*d ; 
The  constant  tenonr  of  whose  well-spent  days 
No  less  deserv*d  a  just  return  of  praise. 
But  straight  the  direful  trump  of  Slander  sounds ; 
through    the   big  dome  the   doubling    thunder 

bounds; 
Loud  as  the  burst  of  cannon  rends  the  dues, 
The  dire  report  through  every  region  flies, 
In  every  ear  incessant  ximiours  rung, 
And  gathering  scandals  grew  on  every  tongue. 
From  the  bUidc  trumpet's  rusty  concave  broke 
Sulphureous  flames,  and  clouds  of  rolling  smoke : 
The  poisonous  vapour  blots  the  purple  dcies, 
And  withers  all  before  it  as  it  flies. 

A  troop  came  next,  who  crowns  and  armour  wore. 
And  proud  defiance  in  their  looks  they  bore : 
<<  For  thee**  (they  cry*d),  «  amidst  ahurms  and  strife, 
We  sail*d  in  tempests  down  the  stream  of  life ; 
For  thee  whole  nations  fill*d  with  flames  ai|d  blood. 
And  swam  to  empire  through  the  purple  flood. 
Thoae  ills  we  dar*d,  thy  inspiration  own ; 
What  virtue  seem*d,  was  done  for  thee  alone.*' 
**  Ambitious  fools  !*'  (the  queen  reply'd,  and  firown'd) 
**  B«  all  your  acts  in  dark  oblivion  drown*d ; 
There  sleep  forgot,  with  mighty  tyrants  gone. 
Your  statues  moulder'd,  and  your  names  unknown !  ** 
A  sudden  doud  straight  snatch'd  them  fhmi  my 

sight. 
And  each  majestic  phantom  sunk  in  night 

Ihen  came  the  smallest  tribe  I  yet  had  seen ; 
Plain  was  their  dress,  and  modest  was  their  mien. 
«  Great  idol  of  mankind  !  we  neither  claim 
The  praise  of  merit,  nor  aspire  to  Fame ! 
But,  safe  in  deserts  from  th'  applause  of  men, 
Would  die  unheard  of,  as  we  liv*d  unseen. 
*Tis  all  we  beg  thee,  to  conceal  from  sight 
Those  acts  of  goodness  which  themselves  requite. 
O  let  us  still  £e  secret  joys  partake. 
To  follow  Virtue  ev*n  for  Virtue's  sake.** 

"  And  live  there  men,  who  slight  immortal  Fune? 
Who  then  with  incense  shall  adore  our  name? 
But,  mortals !  know,  'tis  still  our  greatest  pride, 
To  blaze  thoae  virtues  which  the  good  would  hide. 
Rise !  Muses,  rise !  add  all  your  tuneful  breath ; 
Hiese  must  not  sleep  in  darkness  and  in  death.** 
She  said :  in  air  the  trembling  music  floats. 
And  on  the  winds  triumphant  swell  the  notes ; 
So  soft,  though  high,  so  loud,  and  yet  so  clear, 
£v*n  listening  angels  lean  fVom  Heaven  to  hear : 
To  farthest  shuMres  th*  ambrosial  sphit  flies. 
Sweet  to  the  world,  and  gratefUl  to  the  skies. 

Next  these  a  youthful  train  their  vows  expre8s*d, 
With  fcathencrown'd,  with  gay  embroidtry  dress'd : 


«HithiiV*'«ftM3rcty'd,' 
Tht  men  of  pleasure,  dross,  and  gallaatry ; 
Ours  is  the  place  at  banquets,  ba&,  andpk^; 
Sprightly  our  ni^its,  poute  are  all  our  days; 
Courts  we  frequent,  where  *tis  our  pleasing  cafe 
To  pay  due  visits,  and  address  the  fiur : 
In  fact,  *tis  true,  no  nymph  we  could  persuade. 
But  still  in  fkncy  vanquidi'd  every  nuiid ; 
Of  unknown  duchesses  lewd  tales  we  tell. 
Yet,  vrould  the  world  believe  us,  all  were  weU. 
Hie  joy  let  others  have,  and  we  the  name, 
And  what  we  want  in  pleasure,  grant  in  fame." 

Ibe  queen  assents,  the  trumpet  rends  the  akie^ 
And  at  each  blast  a  lady*s  honour  dies. 

Fleas*d  vrith  the  same  success,  vast  numbers  pitit 
Around  the  shrine,  and  made  the  same  request: 
«  What  you  !*'  (she  cry'd)  <<  unleam*d  in  arts  to 

please. 
Slaves  to  yourselves,  and  ev'n  fatigued  with  ease^ 
Who  lose  a  length  of  undeserving  days. 
Would  you  usurp  the  lover's  dear-bought  praise  ? 
To  just  contempt,  ye  vain  pretenders,  flUl, 
The  people's  fable,  and  the  scorn  of  all." 
Straight  the  black  clarion  sends  a  horrid  sound. 
Loud  laughs  burst  out,  and  bitter  scoffk  fly  round. 
Whispers  are  heard,  with  taunts  reviling  loud. 
And  scornful  hisses  run  dirough  all  the  crowd. 

Last,  those  who  boast  of  mighty  mischiefs  don«, 
Enslave  their  country,  or  usurp  a  throne ! 
Or  who  their  glory's  dire  foundation  laid 
On  sovereigns  ruin'd,  or  on  friends  betray *d : 
Cahn,  blinking  villains,  whom  no  faith  could  fix* 
Of  crooked  counsek  and  dark  politics ; 
Of  these  a  gloomy  tribe  surround  the  throne. 
And  beg  to  make  th*  immortal  treasons  known. 
The  trumpet  roars,  long  flaky  flames  expire. 
With  sparks  that  seem'd  to  set  the  worid  un  fire. 
At  the  dread  sound,  pale  mortals  stood  aghast. 
And  startled  Nature  trembled  vrith  the  bktt.  [known 
This  having  heard  and  seen,  some  power  on- 
Straight  chang'd  the  scene,  and  snatch'd  me  frw 
the  throne. 

Before  my  view  appear'd  a  structure  fisir. 

Its  site  uncertain,  if  in  earth  or  air; 

With  rapid  motion  tum'd  the  manskm  nmnd ; 

With  ceaseless  noise  the  ringing  walls  resound ; 

Not  less  in  number  were  the  spacious  doors. 

Than  leaves  on  trees,  or  sands  upon  the  sborea; 

Which  still  unfolded  stand,  by  idgfat,  by  day, 

Fenrious  to  winds,  and  open  every  way. 

As  flames  by  nature  to  the  skies  ascend. 

As  weighty  bodies  to  the  centre  tend, 

As  to  die  sea  returning  rivers  roll, 

And  the  touch'd  needte  trembles  to  the  Pble  ; 

Hither,  as  to  thehr  proper  place,  arise 

All  various  sounds  firom  earth,  and  seas,  and  skiai» 

Or  spoke  aloud,  or  whisper'd  in  the  ear; 

Nor  ever  silence,  test,  or  peace,  b  here. 

As  on  the  smooth  expanse  of  crystal  lakes 

Hie  sinkinff  stone  at  first  a  drcue  makes; 

The  tremblmg  surfiM»,  by  the  motion  tliir'd. 

Spreads  in  a  second  drck,  then  a  third  ; 

Wide,  and  more  wide,  the  floating  rings  advaaioa. 

Fill  all  the  watery  pUdn,  and  to  the  maigin  daace: 

Hius  every  voice  and  sound,  wfaea  first  £ey  lirtifci 

On  neighbouring  ava  soft  imprevioa  anake; 

Another  ambient  circle  then  they  move  ; 

That,  in  its  turn,  impels  die  next  above ; 

Through  undulating  air  the  sounds  are  asnt, 

And  sfiread  o'er  all  the  fluid  i  * 
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Itoe  Yarioas  news  I  heard  of  lov«  and  strife, 
Of  peace  and  war,  health,  sickness,  death,  and  life, 
Of  loss  and  gain,  of  famine  and  of  store. 
Of  storms  at  sea,  and  travek  on  the  shore^ 
Of  prodigies,  and  portents  seen  in  air. 
Of  Ires  and  pU4pies,  and  stars  with  blazmg  hair. 
Of  turns  of  fortune,  changes  in  the  state. 
The  &l]s  of  faTOuritcs,  projects  of  the  great. 
Of  old  mismanagements,  taxations  new : 
All  neither  wholly  false,  nor  wholly  true. 

Above,  below,  without,  within,  around, 
Coalbs*di,  unnumbered  multitudes  are  found, 
Who  pass^  repass,  advance,  and  glide  away ; 
Hosts  raia'd  by  fear,  and  |Witoms  of  a  day  : 
Astrologers,  that  future  fiites  foreshow, 
Bnolecton^  quacks,  and  lawyers  not  a  few ; 
And  priests,  and  party  xealots,  numerous  bands 
With  home-bom  lies,  or  tales  firom  fpreign  Umds ; 
£ach  talk*d  aloud,  or  in  some  secret  place, 
Aad  wild  impatience  star*d  in  every  face. 
Ybe  Hying  rumours  gathered  as  they  roird. 
Scarce  any  tale  was  sooner  heard  than  told ; 
And  all  who  told  it  added  something  new, 
And  all  who  heard  it  made  enlargements  too, 
In  every  ear  it  spread,  on  every  tongue  it  grew. 
Thus  Hying  east  and  wes^  and  north  and  south. 
News  traveird  with  increase  from  mouth  to  mouth. 
So  from  a  spark,  that  kindled  first  by  cliance, 
With  gathering  force  the  quickening  flames  ad- 


110  to  the  clouds  their  curling  heads  aspire^ 
And  towers  and  temples  sink  in  floods  of  fire. 

When  thus  ripe  lies  are  to  perfection  sprung, 
FnU  grown,  and  fit  to  grace  a  mortal  tongue, 
Tlvough  thousand  vents,  impatient,  forth  they  flow. 
And  rush  in  millions  on  the  world  below ; 
Fane  sits  alofi,  and  points  them  out  their  course, 
Tkar  date  determines,  and  prescribes  their  force : 
flame  to  remain,  and  some  to  perish  soon ; 
Or  wane  and  wax  alternate  like  the  Moon. 
AiQund  a  thousand  winged  wonders  fly,    [the  sky. 
Borne  by  the  trumpet's  blast,  and  scattered  through 

Ihcre,  at  one  passage,  oft  you  might  survey 
A  lie  and  truth  contending  for  the  way ; 
And  long  'twas  doubtful,  though  so  closely  pent. 
Which  first  should  issue  through  the  narrow  vent : 
At  brt  agreed,  together  out  they  fly, 
Inaeparsble  now  the  truth  and  lie ; 
The  strict  companions  are  for  ever  joined, 
Aad  this  or  that  unmix'd,  no  mortal  e'er  shall  find. 

WbOe  thus  I  stood^  intent  to  see  and  hear, 
Oac came,  methought,  and  whisper'd  in  my  ear: 
**  What  eoold  thus  high  thy  rash  ambition  raise? 
Art  Ihoa,  fbod  youth,  a  candidate  for  praise  ?'* 

'^'TIs  true,*'  said  I,  ^  not  void  of  hopes  I  came, 
For  who  so  fond  as  youthful  bards  of  Fame? 
Artfew,  ahtt!  the  casual  blessing  boast, 
So  hard  to  gain,  so  easy  to  be  lost. 
Hew  vain  that  second  life  in  others  breath, 
TV  estate  which  vrits  inherit  afler  death ! 
turn,  health,  and  life,  for  this  they  must  resign, 
^Oaaars  the  tenure,  but  how  vast  the  fine !) 
Ike  great  man's  cune,  without  the  gains,  endure. 
Be  eavy'd,  vrretched,  and  be  flatter'd,  poor ; 
Al  ladJcss  wits  their  enemies  profest. 
And  all  suoceatful,  jealous  friends  at  best 
Kn*  Faroe  I  slight,  nor  for  her  favours  call ; 
She  eoracs  ualook'd  for,  if  she  comes  at  all. 
Bnt  tf  the  purchase  costs  so  dear  a  price 
As  sooihiBg  FoUy,  or  exalting  Vice : 


Oh !  if  the  Muse  must  flatter  lawless  sway. 
And  follow  still  where  Fortune  leads  the  way  ; 
O^  if  no  basb  bear  my  rising  name. 
But  the  fidf  n  ruins  of  another's  fiuno ; 
Then  teach  me.  Heaven !  to  scorn  the  guil^  bays. 
Drive  horn  my  breast  that  wretched  lust  of  praise  { 
Unblemnh'd  let  me  live,  or  die  unknown  ; 
Ob,  grant  ah  honest  fome,  or  grant  me  none !" 


THE  FABLE  OF  DRYOUE. 

raOM  OVId's  MJCTAltORrHOSXS,  BOOK   iX. 

She  said,  and  for  her  lost  Galanthis  sighs, 

When  tlie  Ikir  consort  of  her  son  replies : 

Since  you  a  servant's  ravish'd  form  bemoan. 

And  kindly  sigh  fen*  sorrows  not  your  own ; 

Let  me  (if  tears  and  grief  permit)  relate 

A  nearer  woe,  a  sisters  stranger  fate. 

No  nymph  of  all  (Echalia  could  compare 

For  beauteous  form  with  Dryope  the  fair. 

Her  tender  mother's  only  hope  and  pride 

(Myself  the  oflcring  of  a  second  bride). 

This  nymph,  compress'd  by  him  who  rules  the  day. 

Whom  Delphi  and  the  Delian  isle  obey, 

Andrsemon  lov'd ;  and,  blessed  in  all  tliose  charms 

That  pleas'd  a  god,  succeeded  to  her  arms. 

A  lake  there  i»'as,  with  shelring  banks  around. 
Whose  verdant  summit  fhigrant  myrtles  crown 'd. 
These  shades,  unknowing  of  the  Fates,  she  sought, 
And  to  the  Naiads  flowery  garlands  brought ; 
Her  smiling  babe  (a  pleasing  charge)  she  prest 
Within  her  arms,  and  nourish'd  at  her  breast 
Not  distant  far,  a  watery  lotos  grows ; 
The  spring  was  new,  and  all  the  verdant  bouglis, 
Adom'd  with  blossoms,  promis'd  fruits  tliat  vie 
In  glowing  colours  with  the  Tyrian  dye : 
Of  these  slic  cropp'd  to  please  her  infant  son  ; 
And  I  myself  the  same  rash  act  had  done; 
But  lo !  I  saw  (as  near  lier  side  I  stood) 
The  violated  blossoms  drop  with  blood. 
Upon  the  tree  I  cast  a  frightful  look  ; 
The  trembling  tree  with  sudden  horrour  shook. 
Lotis  the  nymph  (if  rural  talcs  be  true), 
As  from  Friapus'  lawless  lust  she  flew. 
Forsook  her  form ;  and,  fixing  here,  became 
A  flowery  plant,  which  still  preserves  her  name. 

This  change  unknown,  astonlshM  at  the  sight,  ' 
My  tremblii^  sister  strove  to  urge  1^  flight : 
And  first  the  pardon  of  the  nymphs  implor'd. 
And  those  offended  sylvan  powers  ador'd : 
But  when  she  backward  would  have  fled,  she  found 
|Ier  stiffiming  feet  were  rooted  in  the  ground : 
In  vain  to  free  her  fiutening  feet  she  strove. 
And,  as  she  struggles,  only  moves  above ; 
She  foek  th'  encroaching  bark  around  her  grow 
By  quick  degrees,  and  cover  all  below : 
Suipis'd  at  this,  her  trembling  hand  she  heaves 
To  rend  her  hair ;  her  hand  is  fill'd  with  leaves : 
Where  hite  was  hair,  the  shooting  leaves  are  seen 
To  rise,  and  shade  her  with  a  sudden  green. 
Hie  child  Amphissus,  to  her  bosom  press'd, 
Perceiv'd  a  colder  and  a  harder  breast, 
And  found  the  springs,  that  ne'er  till  thendeny'd 
Their  milky  moisture,  on  a  sudden  dry'd. 
I  saw,  unhappy !  what  I  now  relate, 
And  stood  the  helpless  witness  of  thy  fate. 
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EmbnR'd  dqr  bouglii»  thy  rinng  bwk  deUy*d» 
There  wieh'd  to  grow,  and  mingle  abede  with  ehadfl- 

Bebold  Andnraioii  and  th*  unhappy  ore 
Appear,  and  fijr  their  Diyope  inquire ; 
A  wpthojgkkg  tree  fijr  Dryope  they  find, 
And  print  wann  kiaes  on  the  panting  rind ; 
RueU^te,  withtean  their  kindred  plant  bedew, 
And  doae  embrace  as  to  the  roots  they  grew. 
Tht  hee  was  all  that  now  remain*d  of  thee. 
No  more  a  woman,  nor  yet  quite  a  tree ;  . 
Thy  bfaadies  faun^  with  humid  pearls  appear, 
¥nm  mrj  leaf  d£tils  a  trickling  tear. 
And  straiglft  a  voice,  whOe  yet  a  voice  remains, 
Urns  through  the  troubling  boughs  in  sighs  com- 


*<  If  to  the  wretdied  any  £uth  be  given, 
I  swear  by  ail  th*  unpitying  powers  of  Heaven, 
No  wilful  crime  this  heavy  vengeance  bred ; 
In  mutual  innocence  our  lives  we  led : 
If  this  be  fiJse,  let  these  new  greens  decay. 
Let  sounding  axes  lop  my  limbs  away. 
And  crackling  flames  on  all  my  honours  prey ! 
But  from  my  branching  arms  this  infant  bear, 
Let  some  kind  nurse  supply  a  mother*s  care : 
And  to  his  mother  let  him  oft  be  led. 
Sport  in  her  shades,  and  in  her  shades  be  fed ; 
Teach  him,  when  first  his  in&nt  voice  shall  fiame 
Imperfect  words,  and  lisp  hb  mother's  name. 
To  hail  this  tree ;  and  say,  with  weeping  eyes. 
Within  this  plant  my  hapless  parent  lies : 
And  when  in  youth  he  sedu  the  shady  woods. 
Oh,  let  him  fly  the  crystal  lakes  and  floods. 
Nor  touch  the  fatal  flowers;  but  wam*d  by  me^ 
Believe  a  goddess  sbrin*d  in  every  tree. 
My  shne,  my  sister,  and  my  spouse,  farewell ! 
If  in  your  breasts  or  love  or  pity  dwell, 
Ftrotcct  your  plant,  nor  let  my  branches  feel 
Tiba  browsing  cattle,  or  the  piercing  steeL 
Farewell !  and  since  I  cannot  bend  to  join 
My  lipa  to  yours,  advance  at  least  to  mine. 
My  son,  tiiy  mother's  parting  kias  recdve, 
WliQe  yet  tiiy  mother  has  a  kiss  to  give. 
I  can  no  more ;  the  creeping  rind  invades 
My  closing  lips,  and  hides  my  bead  in  shades : 
Remove  your  hands ;  the  bark  shall  soon  suffice 
"Witbout  their  aid  to  seal  these  dying  eyes.** 

She  oeas*d  at  once  to  speak,  and  ceas*d  to  be ; 
And  all  the  nymph  vras  lost  within  the  tree ; 
Yet  hrtent  life  through  her  new  branches  reign*d. 
And  long  the  plant  a  human  heat  retain*d. 


VERTUMNUS  AND  POMONA. 
noM  ovn's  mTAMoarBosis,  book  iv. 

Trk  hSac  Pomona  flouiish'd  in  his  reign : 
Of  all  the  virgins  of  the  sylvan  train. 
None  taught  the  trees  a  nobler  race  to  bear. 
Or  more  improv'd  the  vegetable  care. 
To  her  the  shady  grove,  &  flowery  field. 
The  streams  and  fountains,  no  delights  could  yield ; 
*Twa8  all  her  joy  the  ripening  fhiits  to  tend. 
And  see  the  boughs  with  happy  burthens  bend. 
The  hook  she  bore  instead  of  Cynthia's  spear. 
To  lop  the  growth  of  the  luxuriant  year, 
To  decent  fbrm  the  lawless  shoots  to  bring. 
And  teach  th'  obedient  branches  where  to  ipring. 
w  the  claft  rind  inserted  graffii  receives, 
yieUb  aa  ofi^rbg  more  than  Nature  gives ; 


Now  sliding  streams  the  thirsty  plants  renew. 
And  feed  their  fibres  vrith  reviving  dew. 

These  cares  alone  lier  virgin  breast  employ 
Averse  fhmi  Venus  and  the  nuptial  joy. 
Her  private  orchards,  wall'd  on  every  side. 
To  lawless  sylvans  all  access  deny*d. 
How  oft  the  Satyrs  and  the  vranton  Fawns, 
Who  haunt  the  forest,  or  frequent  the  lawns, 
Hie  god  whose  ensign  scares  die  birds  of  prey. 
And  old  Silenus,  youthful  in  decay, 
£mploy*d  their  wUes  and  unavailing  care. 
To  pass  the  fences,  and  surprise  the  fair ! 
Like  these,  Vertumnus  own*d  his  fiUthful  flame, 
Like  these,  rejected  by  the  scornful  dame. 
To  gain  her  s^t  a  thousand  forms  be  wears: 
And  first  a  reaper  from  the  field  appears ; 
Sweating  he  walks,  while  loads  of  golden  grain 
O'ercharge  the  shoulders  of  the  seeming  swain. 
Oh  o*er  his  back  a  crooked  scythe  is  laid. 
And  wreaths  of  hay  his  sun4)umt  temples  shade: 
Oft  in  his  harden*d  hand  a  goad  be  bear% 
Like  one  who  late  unyok*d  the  sweating  steers 
Sometimes  his  pnining-hook  corrects  the  vines. 
And  the  loose  stragglers  to  their  ranks  confinepi 
Now  gathering  what  the  bounteous  year  allow^ 
He  pulb  ripe  apples  ttom  the  bending  boughs. 
A  soldier  now,  be  with  his  sword  appears ; 
A  fisher  next,  hb  trembling  angle  bears. 
Each  shape  he  varies,  and  each  art  he  tries. 
On  her  bright  charms  to  feast  his  longing  eyes. 

A  female  form  at  last  Vertumnus  wears, 
"^th  aU  the  marks  of  reverend  a^  appears, 
His  temples  thinly  spread  with  silver  hairs : 
Piopp'd  on  his  staff,  and  stooping  as  he  goes, 
A  painted  mitre  shades  his  furrow'd  brow& 
Hie  god,  in  this  decrepit  form  anay'd. 
The  gardens  enter'd,  and  the  fruit  survey'd ; 
And  *'  Happy  you !"  (he  thus  address'd  the  maid) 
**  Whose  charms  as  fiur  all  other  nymphs  out-sfainc^ 
As  other  gardens  are  excell'd  by  thine !" 
Then  kiss'd  the  fair ;  (his  kisses  vrarraer  grow 
Than  such  as  women  on  their  sex  bestow ;) 
Then,  plac'd  beside  her  on  the  flowery  grvmnd. 
Beheld  the  trees  with  autumn's  bounty  crown'd. 
An  elm  was  near,  to  vrhose  embraces  led. 
The  curling  vine  her  swelling  clusters  spread  : 
He  view'd  her  tvrining  branches  with  ddight, 
And  prais'd  the  beauty  of  the  pleasing  sight. 

**  Yet  this  tall  ehn,  but  for  his  vine"  (he  said) 
«  Had  stood  neglected,  and  a  barren  shade ; 
And  this  fiiir  vine,  but  that  her  arms  surround 
Her  marry'd  elm,  bad  crept  along  the  ground. 
Ah,  beauteous  maid !  let  this  example  move 
Your  mind,  averse  fimm  all  the  joys  of  love: 
Deign  to  be  lov'd,  and  every  bout  subdue ! 
What  nymph  could  e'er  attract  such  crovrds  as  yoD  ? 
Not  she  whose  beauty  urg*d  the  Centaur's  arma* 
UlyaKS*  queen,  nor  Helen's  fttal  charms. 
Ev'n  now,  when  silent  scorn  b  all  they  gain, 
A  thousand  court  you,  though  they  court  in  vaiiH 
A  thousand  sylvans,  demigods,  and  gods, 
That  haunt  our  mountains,  and  our  Alban  woods. 
But  if  you'll  prosper,  mark  what  I  advise. 
Whom  age  and  long  experience  render  wisc^ 
And  one  whose  tender  care  b  far  above 
AU  that  these  lovers  ever  fi^  of  love, 
(Far  more  than  e'er  can  by  yourself  be  guaas'd) 
Fix  on  Vertumnus,  and  r^ect  the  resL 
For  his  firm  faith  I  dare  engage  my  own ; 
Scarce  to  hunsdf,  himself  b  better  known. 
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To  ffisCant  buids  Vertummis  neter  rores ; 
Like  you,  contented  with  his  nstnre  groves; 
Nor  at  first  ngfat,  like  most,  admhres  the  fSdr; 
For  vott  be  lives ;  and  you  alone  shall  share 
Hji  last  affection,  as  fau  early  care. 
Bcfldes,  he's  lovely  fiur  above  the  rest. 
With  youth  immortal,  and  wiA  beau^  blest 
Add,  that  be  varies  every  shape  with  ease, 
And  tries  all  forms  that  may  Pomona  please. 
But  what  should  most  exdte  a  mutual  flame, 
Tear  rural  cares  and  pleasures  are  the  same. 
To  him  your  orchard's  eariy  fruit  are  due, 
A  pleasing  offering  vrfaen  'tis  made  by  you,) 
le  values  these ;  Imt  yet  (alas) !  complains, 
That  still  the  best  and  dearest  gift  remains. 
Mot  the  fiur  fruit  that  on  yon  branches  glows 
With  that  ripe  red  th'  autumnal  sun  be^ws  ; 
Kor  tasteAil  herbs  that  in  these  gardens  rise, 
WUcfa  the  kind  soil  with  milky  sap  supplies; 
Ton,  cmly  you,  can  move  the  god's  desure : 
Oh,  crown  so  constant  and  so  pure  a  fire! 
Let  soft  compassion  touch  your  gentle  mind ; 
lUnky  'tis  Vertumnns  begs  you  to  be  kind; 
80  maj  no  fifost,  when  early  buds  appear, 
Destroy  the  promise  of  the  yonthfbl  year ; 
libr  wnids,  when  first  your  florid  orchard  blows, 
Shake  tbe  l%ht  blossoms  from  their  blasted  boughs !" 

Has  when  the  various  god  had  urg'd  in  vain, 
He  sCnigfat  assum'd  his  native  form  again ; 
811^  and  so  bright  an  aspect  now  he  bears. 
As  when  through  clouds  th'  emerging  Sun  appears, 
Aod,  thence  eierting  his  refulgent  ny, 
Dispds  the  darkness,  and  reveals'the  day. 
Force  he  prepar'd,  but  check'd  the  rash  design : 
For  vrfaen,  appearing  in  a  form  divine, 
Thttnjmyh  surveys  him,  and  bdiolds  the  grace 
Of  cfaanning  features,  and  a  youthful  face; 
Ja  her  aoft  bteast  consenting  passions  move. 


And  thai 


k  maid  oonftss'd  a  mutual  love. 


AN  ESSAY  ON  MAN, 
or  roua  xtistlvs, 

TO  Ji.  «r.  JOElff  LOMD  BOUNOMMOKB* 

EnsnjB  L 

mt  mmn.    VATOaX   AND   STATS  OF   MAM  WITH  aXSTBCT 

TO  ma  uKivaasK. 
The  Argument. 

Of  BDMi  in  die  abstract  —  L  Tliat  we  can  judge 
^nkf  with  regard  to  our  own  system,  being  i^no- 
taot  of  the  relations  of  systems  and  thmgs. 
II.  Tliat  man  is  not  to  be  deemed  imperfect,  but 
a  b0i^  suited  to  his  place  and  rank  in  the  crea- 
^reeable  to  the  general  order  of  things^  and 

ble  to  ends  and  relations  to  him  un- 

III.  Tliat  it  is  partly  upon  his  ignorance 

of  listaaR  events,  and  partly  upon  the  hope  of  a 

Ibtnre  fltate,  that  aU  hu  happiness  in  the  present 

IV.  The  pride  of  aiming  at  more  know. 

and  pretending  to  more  perfection,  the 

of  nan*s  etrour  and  misery.     The  impiety 


of  putting  hiBisdf  in  the  place  of  God,  ond  Jadgi 
ing  of  the  fitness  or  unfitness,  perfection  or  imper- 
fection, justice  or  injustice,  of  fab  dispenwtioas. 

V.  The  absurdity  of  conceiting  hhnself  the  final 
cause  of  the  creation,  or  expecmig  that  perfection 
in  the  moral  world,  which  is  not  in  the  natural. 

VI.  The  unreasonableness  of  Mm  complaints 
against  Phividence,  wliQe  on  the  one  hoid  he 
demands  the  perfection  of  the  angek,  and  on 
the  other  the  bodily  qualifications  of  the  brutes  ; 
though,  to  possess  any  of  the  sensitive  faculties 
in  a  higher  degree,  would  render  him  miserable. 

VII.  That  throughout  the  whole  visible  world, 
an  universal  order  and  gradation  in  the  sensual 
and  mental  faculties  is  observed,  which  causes  a 
subordination  of  creature  to  creature,  and  of  all 
creatures  to  man.  The  gradations  of  sense,  in- 
stinct, thought,  reflection,  reason ;  that  reason  alone 
countervails  all  the  other  Acuities.  VIII.  How 
much  farther  this  order  and  subordination  of 
living  creatures  may  extend  above  and  below  us ; 
were  any  part  of  which  broken,  not  that  part 
only,  but  the  vrhde  connected  creation  must  bis 
destroyed.  IX.  Tbit  extravagance,  madness,  and 
pride  of  such  a  desire.  X.  The  consequence  of 
all  the  absolute  submission  due  to  Providence, 
both  as  to  our  present  and  future  state. 

AwAKi,  my  St.  John !  leave  all  meaner  things 
To  low  ambition  and  the  pride  of  kings. 
Let  us  (since  life  can  little  more  suppiv 
Than  just  to  look  about  us,  and  to  die; 
Expatiate  free  o'er  all  this  scene  of  man ; 
A  mighty  mase !  but  not  vrithout  a  plan  t 
A  vrild,  where  weeds  and  flowers  promiscuous  shoot; 
Or  garden,  tempting  with  fbrbidden  firuit. 
Together  let  us  beat  this  ample  field. 
Try  what  the  open,  what  the  covert  yield ; 
The  latent  tracts,  the  giddy  heights,  explore 
Of  all  who  blindly  creep,  or  sightless  soar; 
Eye  Nature's  vralks,  shoot  Folly  as  it  fiies. 
And  catch  the  manners  living  as  they  rise : 
Laugh  where  we  must,  be  candid  where  wa  can; 
But  vindicate  the  wajrs  of  God  to  man. 

I.  Say,  first,  of  God  above,  or  man  below. 
What  can  we  reason,  but  fhmi  what  we  know? 
Of  man,  what  see  we  but  his  station  here, 
From  which  to  reason,  or  to  which  refer? 
Through  worids  unnumber'd  tbouj^  the  God  be 

known, 
*Tb  ours  to  trace  him  only  in  our  own. 
Ht,  who  through  vast  immensity  can  ^iorce^ 
See  worids  on  worlds  compose  one  universe, 
Observe  howsyitem  mto  system  runs, 
What  other  planets  circle  other  suns, 
What  vary'd  Being  peoples  every  star, 
May  tell  why  Heaven  has  made  us  as  we  are. 
But  of  this  frame  the  bearings  and  die  tie% 
The  strong  connections,  nice  dependencies, 
Gradations  just,  has  thy  pervading  soul 
Look'd  through  ?  or  can  a  part  contain  the  whole  ? 

Is  the  great  chain,  that  draws  ail  to  agree. 
And  drawn  supports,  upheld  by  God,  or  thee? 
II.  IVesumptuous  man!  the  reason wouldsC thou 
find, 
Why  fi)nn'd  so  vreak,  so  Uttle,  and  so  Wind? 
First,  if  thou  canst,  the  harder  reason  guess, 
Why  form'd  no  weaker,  blinder,  and  no  less? 
Ask  of  thy  mother  Earth,  why  oaks  are  made 
Taller  or  weaker  than  the  weed%  they  shade  ? 
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Or  Mk  of  fondir  argtiit  fitldt  aboM^ 
Wbjr  Jove's  Satellites  are  less  than  Jove? 

Of  systems  possible,  if  *tis  oonfest, 
Hiat  Wisdom  ininite  must  form  the  best, 
Whsra  all  must  full  or  not  coherent  be^ 
And  all  that  rises,  rise  in  doe  degree; 
Tlmkf  in  the  scale  of  reasoning  lifis,  'tii 
Hwtb  must  be,  somewhere,  such  a  rank  as 
And  all  the  question  (wrangle  e*er  so  long) 
b  only  dus»  if  God  fans  plac*d  him  wrong? 
.  Respecting  man,  whatever  wrong  we  all 
May,  must  be  right,  as  rdative  to  aJl. 
In  human  works,  though  labour'd  on  with  pain, 
A  thousand  movements  scarce  one  purpose  gain : 
In  God's,  one  single  can  its  end  produce ; 
Yet  serves  to  second  too  some  other  use. 
So  man,  who  here  seems  principal  alone. 
Perhaps  acts  second  to  some  sphere  unknown, 
Touches  some  wheel,  or  verges  to  some  goal ; 
'Tb  but  a  part  we  see,  and  not  a  whole. 

When  the  proud  steed  shall  know  why  man  ro- 


Hit  fiery  course,  or  drives  him  o'er  the  plains ; 
When  the  dull  ox,  why  now  he  breaks  the  clod, 
b  now  a  victim,  and  now  /Egypt's  god : 
Then  shall  roan's  pride  and  dulncss  comprehend 
His  actions',  passions',  being's,  use  and  end  ; 
Why  doing,  suffering,  check'd,  impell'd ;  and  why 
This  hour  a  slave,  dw  next  a  deity. 

Then  say  not  Man's  imperfect,  Heaven  in  fault ; 
Saj,  rather,  Man's  as  perfect  as  he  ought : 
Hm  knowledge  measur'd  to  his  state  and  place ; 
His  time  a  moment,  and  a  point  his  space. 
If  to  be  perfect  in  a  certain  sphere, 
YHm  matter,  soon  or  late,  or  here,  or  there  ? 
The  blest  to  day  is  as  completely  so, 
As  who  began  a  thousand  years  ago.  [Fate, 

III.  Heaven  firom  all  creatures  hides  the  book  of 
All  but  the  page  prescrib'd,  their  present  sute : 
Vwm  brutes  what  men,  from  men  what  spirits  know : 
Or  who  could  sufkr  being  here  below  ? 
The  lamb  thy  riot  dooms  to  bleed  to-day. 
Had  he  thy  reason,  would  he  skip  and  j^y  ? 
Pleas'd  to  the  ^pt,  he  crops  the  flowery  food. 
And  licks  the  hand  just  rais'd  to  shed  his  blood. 
Ob  blindness  to  the  future !  kindly  given, 
Tliac  each  may  fill  the  circle  mark'd  by  Heaven : 
Who  sees  with  equal  eye,  as  God  of  ail, 
A  hero  perish,  or  a  sparrow  fall. 
Atoms  or  systems  into  ruin  hurl'd, 
And  now  a  bubble  burst,  and  now  a  worid. 

Hope  huroMy  then ;  with  trembling  pinions  soar. 
Wait  the  great  teacher.  Death ;  and  God  adore. 
What  future  bliss,  he  gives  not  thee  to  know. 
But  gives  that  hope  to  be  thy  blessing  now. 
Hope  springs  eternal  in  the  human  breast : 
Man  never  Is,  but  always  To  be  blest : 
The  soul,  unea^,  and  confin'd  from  home^ 
Rests  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come. 

ho,  the  poor  Indian !  whose  untutor'd  mind 
Sees  God  in  clouds,  or  hears  him  in  the  wind ; 
His  soul  proud  Science  never  taught  to  stray 
Far  as  the  solar  walk,  or  milky  way ; 
Yet  simple  Nature  to  his  hope  has  given* 
Behind  the  ckmd-topt  hill,  an  humbler  Heaven  ; 
Some  safer  world  in  depdi  of  woods  embrac'df 
Some  happier  island  in  the  watery  waste. 
Where  afaves  once  more  their  native  land  beholdt 
No  fiends  torment,  no  Christians  thint  for  gold. 


To  bi^  eontama  his  i 
He  aaks  no  angel's  vring,  no  seraph's  fire; 
But  thinks,  admitted  to  that  equal  sky. 
His  fiuthful  dog  shall  bear  him  company. 

IV.  Go,  wiser  thou !  and  in  thy  scale  of  sense. 
Weigh  tiiy  opinion  against  Providence ; 

Call  imparfieiction  what  thou  fancy'st  such ; 
Say,  here  he  gives  too  little,  there  too  much: 
DMtroy  all  creatures  fior  tlqr  sport  or  gust. 
Yet  say,  if  man's  unhiq>py,  God's  unjust ; 
If  man  alone  ingross  not  Haven's  high  care, 
Alone  made  perfect  here,  immortal  th^ : 
Snatch  firom  his  hand  the  balance  and  the  rod, 
Re-judge  his  justice,  be  the  god  of  God. 
In  PrifM,  in  reasoning  IVide,  our  errour  lies ; 
All  quit  their  sphere,  and  rush  into  the  skica. 
Pride  still  is  aiming  at  the  blest  abodes. 
Men  would  be  angels,  angek  would  be  gods. 
A^uing  to  be  gods,  if  angels  fell. 
Aspiring  to  be  angels,  men  rebel : 
And  who  but  wishes  to  invert  the  laws 
Of  order,  sins  against  th'  Eternal  Cause. 

V.  Ask  for  what  end  the  heavenly  bodies  ithine, 
Earth  for  whose  use  ?  Pride  answers,  **  Tis  for  mine: 
For  me  kind  Nature  wakes  her  genial  power ; 
Suckles  each  herb,  and  spreads  out  every  flower ; 
Annual  for  me,  the  grape,  the  rose,  renew 

Hie  juice  nectareous,  and  the  balmy  dew  ; 

For  me,  the  mine  a  thousand  treasures  brings; 

For  me,  health  gushes  from  a  thousand  springs; 

Seas  roll  to  waft  me,  suns  to  light  fhe  rise ; 

My  foot  .stool  Eartli,  my  canopy  the  skies." 

But  errs  not  Nature  from  this  gracious  en<i. 

From  burning  suns  when  livid  deaths  descoid. 

When  earthquakes  swallow,  or  when  tempests  sweep 

Towns  to  one  grave,  whole  nations  to  tlK  deep? 

*<  No,"  'tis  reply'd,  <<  the  first  Almighty  Cause 

Acts  not  by  pardal,  but  by  general  laws ; 

Hi'  excepdons  ^w ;  some  change  since  all  bemn ; 

And  what  created  perfect?"     Why  then  nun? 

If  the  great  end  be  human  happiness. 

Then  Nature  deviates ;  and  can  man  do  lees  ? 

As  much  that  end  a  constant  course  requires 

Of  showers  and  sun-shine,  as  of  man's  desires  ^ 

As  much  eternal  springs  and  cloudless  skies. 

As  men  for  ever  temperate,  calm,  and  wise. 

IT  plagues  or  earthquakes  break  not  Heaven'a  des^g«. 

MThy  then  a  Boi^  or  a  Catiline ; 

Who  knows,  but  he  whose  hand  the  lightning  Ibnoa^ 

Who  heaves  old  Ocean,  and  vrho  wings  d»e  storaan  ; 

Fburs  fierce  ambition  in  a  Cssar's  nmid. 

Or  turns  voung  Ammon  loose  to  scourge  mankind? 

Prom  pride,  fi:^  pride  our  vcfy  reasoi^ig  springs : 

Account  for  moral  as  for  natural  things : 

Why  charge  we  Heaven  in  those,  in  these  acquit  ? 

In  both,  to  reason  rights  is  to  suiimit. 

Better  for  us,  perhaps,  it  might  appear. 
Were  there  all  harmony,  all  virtue  hart ; 
That  never  an*  or  ocean  felt  the  wind, 
.Hiat  never  passion  discompos'd  the  nind. 
But  all  subsists  by  elemental  strife ; 
And  passions  are  the  elements  of  IHb. 
Hie  general  order,  since  the  whole  bejgni. 
Is  kept  in  Nature,  and  is  kept  in  man. 

VL  What  would  this  man?  Now  upward  wilt  Iw 
soar. 
And,  little  leas  than  angel,  would  be  more ; 
Now  looking  downwards,  just  as  griev'd  appeara 
To  want  the  strengdi  of  bulls,  the  fur  of  bean. 
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Made  for  his  ine  an  creatures  If  he  ally 
Sqr  what  their  us^»  had  he  the  povreis  of  all  ? 
Maluie  to  these  wHboat  profiiaioii,  iund. 
Hie  proper  ot^jansy  proper  powers  aosiga'd  i 
Each  seeming  want  oompensated  of  course. 
Herewith  degrees  of  swifuiessy  there  of  Ibrce  j 
AUm  exact  proportion  to  the  state; 
Nothmg  to  add,  and  nothing  to  abatei 
Each  beast,  eadi  insect,  happy  in  its  own  t 
Is  Heafen  unkind  to  man,  and  nuui  alone? 
Shall  he  alone,  whom  rational  we  call. 
Be  pleas'd  with  nothii^,  if  not  blest  with  all  ? 

The  Miss  of  man  (could  Pride  that  blessing  find) 
Is  not  to  act  or  think  bejrond  mankind ; 
No  powers  of  body  or  of  soul  tthsbare. 
But  what  his  nature  and  his  state  can  bear. 
Why  has  not  man  a  microscopic  eye  ? 
For  tfau  plain  reason,  man  is  not  a  fly. 
Ssy  what  the  use,  were  finer  optics  given, 
T  inapect  *  roit^  not  compr^end  the  Heaven? 
Or  touchy  if  tremblingly  alive  all  o*er. 
To  snart  and  iconize  at  every  pore? 
Or  quick  effluvia  darting  through  the  brain. 
Die  of  a  rose  in  aromatic  pain  ? 
If  Nature  thunder*d  in  his  opening  ears, 
And  stunn'd  him  with  the  music  of  the  spheres. 
How  would  he  wish  that  Heaven  bad  left  him  still 
The  whispeihig  zepliyr,  and  the  purling  rill ! 
Who  finds  not  I^vidence  all  good  and  wise, 
Alike  in  what  it  gives,  and  what  denies  ? 

VII.  Far  as  creation's  ample  range  extends, 
TIk  scale  of  sensual,  mental  powers  ascends : 
Mark  bow  it  mounts  to  man's  imperial  race, 
From  tlie  green  myriads  in  the  peopled  grass : 
What  modes  of  sight  betwixt  each  wide  extreme, 
The  mole's  dim  curtain,  and  the  lynx's  beam ; 
Of  sDaeU,  die  headlong  lioness  between, 
And  hound  sagacious  on  the  tainted  green ; 
Of  bearing,  fiom  the  life  that  fills  the  flood, 
To  that  which  warbles  through  the  vernal  wood ! 
The  spider's  touch,  how  exquisitely  fine ! 
Feels  at  each  thread,  and  lives  along  the  line : 
In  the  nice  bee,  what  sense  so  subtly  true 
Firoin  poisonous  beibs  extracts  the  healing  dew ! 
How  Instinct  varies  in  the  grovelling  swine, 
Cempar'd,  half-reasoning  elephant,  with  thine/ 
'TWIxt  that,  and  Beason,  what  a  nice  barrier! 
For  ever  separate,  yet  fol*  ever  near ! 
EenaaiArance  and  Reflection  bow  allied ! 
What  thin  partitions  Sense  from  Thought  diride ! 
And  middle  natures,  how  they  long  to  join, 
Tcft  netcr  pass  th'  insuperable  line ! 
Widtoot  tfab  just  gradi^ion,  could  they  be 
fclyitid,  tfaeae  to  diose,  or  all  to  thee? 
TV  powers  of  all  subdued  by  thee  alone. 
Is  MX  thy  Eeaaon  ail  these  powers  in  one? 

VIIL  See,  through  this  air,  this  ocean,  and  this 

All  BHtter  quick,  and  bursting  into  birth. 

Abeic,hofwhigh!  progressive  life  may  go  ^ 

Anoad,  bow  wide !  how  deep  extend  below  ! 

Taat  chain  of  being !  which  from  God  began, 
Airs  ethereal,  human,  angel,  man, 
M,  bird,  fish,  insect,  what  no  eye  can  see, 
» ^MB  can  reach  ;  from  Infinite  to  thee, 
1  diee  to  Nothing.  —  On  superior  powers 

^r«R  we  to  press,  inferior  might  on  ours ; 

€>r  m  the  full  creation  leave  a  void, 

mut,  one  step  broken,  the  great  scale's  destroy 'd : 


F^om  Katun's €kmm  ■hmiiii  Uttk  yoy  strike^ 
Tenth,  or  tea  thousandth,  breaks  the  chain  alike. 

And,  if  each  system  in  gradation  roll 
Alike  essential  to  th'  amasing  whole. 
The  least  confisskm  but  in  one,  not  all 
That  system  only,  but  the  whole  must  fiUl. 
Let  Earth  unbalanc'd  tnm  her  orbit  fly, 
Planets  and  suns  run  lawless  through  the  sky ; 
Let  ruling  angels  from  their  spheres  be  hurl'df 
Being  on  beii^  wreck'd,  and  world  on  world ; 
Heaven's  whole  fivundations  to  their  centra  nod, 
And  Nature  trembles  to  the  throne  of  God. 
AUdiis  dread  order  break  — for  whom?  for  thee? 
Vile  worm !  — oh  madness !  pride !  impiety ! 

IX.  What  if  the  foot,  ordain'd  die  dust  to  treaty 
Or  hand,  to  toil,  aspir'd  to  be  the  head? 

What  if  the  head,  the  eye,  or  ear,  rq^un'd 
To  serve  mere  engines  to  the  ruling  mind  ? 
Just  as  absurd  for  any  part  to  claim 
To  be  another  in  this  general  frame : 
Just  as  absurd,  to  mourn  the  tasks  or  pains 
The  great  directing  mind  of  all  ordains. 

All  ara  but  parts  of  one  stupendous  whole. 
Whose  body  Nature  is,  and  God  the  soul ; 
That  chang'd  through  all,  and  yet  in  all  the  same ; 
Great  in  the  Earth,  as  in  th*  ethereal  frame ; 
Warms  in  the  Sun,  refreshes  in  the  breeze. 
Glows  in  the  stars,  and  blossoms  in  the  trees ;       • 
Lives  through  all  life,  extends  through  all  extent; 
Spreads  undivided,  operates  unspent ; 
Breathes  in  our  soul,  informs  our  mortal  part. 
As  full,  as  perfect,  in  a  hair  as  heart. 
As  full,  as  perfect,  in  vile  man  that  mourns, 
As  the  rapt  seraph  that  adores  and  bums : 
To  him  no  high,  no  low,  no  great,  no  small ; 
He  fills,  he  bounds,  connects,  and  equals  all. 

X.  Cease,  then,  nor  order  imperfection  name : 
Our  proper  bliss  depends  on  what  we  blame. 
Know  thy  own  point :  this  kind,  this  due  degree 
Of  blindness,  weakness,  Heaven  bestows  on  thee. 
Submit.  —  In  this,  or  any  other  sphere. 

Secure  to  be  as  blest  as  thou  canst  bear ; 

Safe  in  the  hand  of  one  diqiosing  Power, 

Or  in  the  natal,  or  the  mortal  hour.^ 

All  Nature  is  but  Art,  unknown  to  thee ; 

All  Chance,  Direcdon,  whidi  thou  canst  not  see ; 

All  Discord,  Harmony  not  understood ; 

All  partial  Evil,  universal  Good. 

And,  qiite  of  Pride,  in  erring  Reason's  spite. 

One  truth  is  clear,  Whatxvui  is,. is  eight. 


EnsTLB  II. 

or  THE  HATUEK   AND  STATS  OF   MAN  WITH    EESrKCT 
TO   HIMSELF,    AS   AN    INDIVIDUAL. 

Argument, 
I.  The  business  of  man  not  to  pry  into  God,  but 
to  study  himself.  His  middle  nature  :  his  powers 
and  firailties.  The  limits  of  his  capacity.  II.  Tlie 
two  principles  of  man,  self-love  and  reason,  both 
necessary.  Self-love  the  stronger,  and  why. 
Their  end  the  same.  III.  The  passions,  and 
their  use.  The  predominant  passion,  and  its  force. 
Its  necessity,  in  directing  men  to  different  pur- 
poses. Its  providential  use,  in  fixing  our  prin- 
ciple, and  ascertaining  our  virtue.  IV.  Virtue 
and  vice  joined  in  our  mixed  nature ;  the  limits 
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near,  yet  Ae  thiagi  wpnifte  aad  eriilent :  what 
is  the  office  of  reason.  V.  How  odious  vice  in 
itself,  and  how  we  deceiro  ourselves  into  it. 
VI.  That,  however,  the  ends  of  Providence  and 
ffeneral  good  are  answered  in  our  passions  and 
imperfections.  How  usefully  thoe  un  dis- 
tributed to  all  orders  of  men.  How  useAil  they 
are  to  society ;  and  to  individuals,  in  every  state, 
and  every  age  of  life. 

I.  Know  then  thyself,  presume  not  God  to  scan. 

The  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man. 

Placed  on  this  isthmus  of  a  middle  state, 

A  being  darkly  wise,  and  rudely  great : 

With  too  much  knowledge  for  the  Sceptic  side, 

With  too  much  weakness  for  the  Stoic's  pride. 

He  hangs  between ;  in  doubt  to  act,  or  rent ; 

In  doubt  to  deem  himself  a  god,  or  beast ; 

In  doubt  his  mind  or  body  to  prefer ; 

Bom  but  to  die,  and  reasoning  but  to  err ; 

Alike  in  ignorance,  his  reason  such. 

Whether  he  thinks  too  little,  or  too  much  : 

Chaos  of  thought  and  passion,  all  confused ; 

Still  by  himself  abus'd,  or  disabused ; 

Created  half  to  rise,  and  half  to  fall ; 

Great  lord  of  all  things,  yet  a  prey  to  all ; 

Sole  judge  of  truth,  in  endless  errour  hurl*d  : 

llie  gbry,  jest,  and  riddle  of  the  world  !      [(guides, 

Go^  wondrous  creature!    mount  where  Science 
Go,  measure  Earth,  weigh  air,  and  state  the  tides ; 
Instruct  the  planets  in  what  orbs  to  run. 
Correct  old  Tinte,  and  regulate  the  Sun ; 
Go,  soar  with  Plato  to  th*  empyreal  sphere, 
To  the  6rst  good,  first  perfect,  and  first  imir ; 
Or  tread  the  mazy  round  his  followers  trod. 
And  quitting  sense  call  imitatmg  God ; 
As  eastern  priests  in  giddy  circles  run, 
And  turn  their  heads  to  imitate  the  Sun. 
Go,  teach  Eternal  Wisdom  how  to  rule— 
Then  drop  into  thyself,  and  be  a  fool ! 

Superior  beings,  wficn  of  late  they  saw 
A  mortal  man  unfold  all  Nature's  law, 
Admir'd  such  wisdom  in  an  earthly  shape, 
And  show*d  a  Newton  as  we  show  an  ape. 

Could  he,  whose  rules  the  rapid  comet  bind. 
Describe  or  fix  one  mot'ement  of  his  mind  ! 
Who  saw  its  fires  here  rise  and  there  descend, 
Explain  his  own  beginnmg  or  his  end  ? 
Alas,  what  wonder !  Man's  superior  part 
Uncheck'd  may  rise,  and  climb  from  art  to  art ; 
But  when  hb  own  great  work  is  but  begim. 
What  Reason  weaves,  by  Fusion  b  undone. 

l^race  Science,  then,  with  Modesty  thy  guide ; 
Firrt  strip  off  all  her  equipage  of  Pride ; 
Deduct  what  is  but  Vanity  or  dress. 
Or  Learning's  luxury,  or  Idleness  ; 
Or  tricks  to  show  the  stretch  of  human  brain. 
Mere  curious  pleasure,  or  ingenious  pain ; 
Expunge  the  whole,  or  lop  th'  excrescent  parts 
Of  all  our  Vices  have  created  Arts ; 
Then  see  how  little  the  remaining  sum. 
Which  serv'd  the  past,  and  must  the  times  to  come  * 

IL  Two  principles  in  human  nature  reign ; 
Self-love,  to  urge,  and  Reason,  to  restrain ; 
Nor  this  a  good,  nor  that  a  bad  we  call. 
Each  works  its  end,  to  move  or  govern  all : 
And  to  their  proper  operations  still. 
Ascribe  all  good,  to  their  improper,  ill. 

Self-love,  tlie  spring  of  motion,  acts  the  soul ; 
Reasoo't  comparing  balance  rules  the  whole. 


Man,  but  for  that,  no  action  could  attend, 

And  but  for  this,  were  active  to  no  end: 

Fix'd  like  a  plant  on  his  peculiar  spot ; 

To  dnw  nutrition,  propagate,  and  rat. 

Or,  meteor-like,  flame  lawless  tfarou^  die  void, 

Destroying  others,  by  himself  destroy'd. 

Most  strength  die  moving  principle  reqniras* 
Active  its  task,  it  prompts,  mnpels,  inspires. 
Sedate  and  quiet  the  comparing  b'es, 
Form'd  but  to  check,  deliberate,  and  advise. 
Self-love,  still  stronger,  as  its  otvjects  nigh ; 
Reason's  at  dirtance,  and  in  prospect  lie : 
That  sees  immediate  good  by  present  sense  ; 
Reason,  the  future  and  the  consequence. 
Hiicker  than  arguments,  temptations  throng, 
At  best  more  watchftil  this,  but  that  more  aUoo^ 
The  action  of  the  stronger  to  suspend. 
Reason  still  use,  to  Rcuon  still  attend. 
Attention,  habit,  and  experience  gains ; 
E^ach  strengthens  Reason,  and  Sdif-love  reatrainsL 
Let  subUe  schoolmen  teach  these  friends  to  fight. 
More  studious  to  divide  than  to  unite ; 
And  Grace  and  Virtue,  Sense  and  Reason  qplit» 
WiUi  aU  die  rash  dexterity  of  Wit. 
Wits,  just  like  fools,  at  w^  about  a  namc^ 
Have  fUll  as  ofk  no  meaning,  or  the  same. 
Self-love  and  Reason  to  one  end  aspire. 
Pun  their  aversion,  pleasure  their  desire ; 
But  greedy  that,  his  object  would  devour. 
This  taste  the  honey,  and  not  wound  the  flower : 
Pleasure,  or  wrong  or  rightiy  understood. 
Our  greatest  evil,  or  our  greatest  good. 

III.  Modes  of  Self-love  the  passions  we  may  caD ; 
'Tis  real  good,  or  seeming,  moves  them  all : 
But  ance  not  every  good  we  can  divide. 
And  Reason  bids  us  fior  our  own  proricle ; 
Passions,  though  selfish,  if  tiieir  means  be  fiur. 
List  under  Reason,  and  deserve  her  care ; 
Ilioae,  that  imparted,  court  a  nobler  aim. 
Exalt  their  kind,  and  take  some  virtue's  name. 

In  laxy  apathy  let  Stoics  boast 
Their  virtue  fix'd ;  'tis  fix'd  as  in  a  froak ; 
Contracted  all,  retiring  to  the  breast ; 
But  strength  of  mind  is  exercise,  not  rest : 
The  rising  tempest  puts  in  act  the  soul ; 
IVuts  it  may  ravage,  but  preserves  the  wfaokk 
On  life's  vast  ocean  diversely  we  sail. 
Reason  the  card,  but  Passion  b  the  gale; 
Nor  God  alone  in  the  still  calm  we  find. 
He  mounts  the  storm,  and  walks  upon  the  wind. 

Passions,  like  elements,  though  bom  to  fl^H, 
Yet,  mix'd  and  soften'd,  in  his  work  unite : 
These  'tis  enough  to  temper  and  dnploy ; 
But  what  composes  man,  can  man  destror  ? 
Suffice  that  Reason  keep  to  Nature's  rood. 
Subject,  compound  thexn,  follow  her  and  6od. 
Love,  Hope,  and  Joy,  hit  Pleasure's  smiling  trwam  ; 
Hate,  Fear,  and  Grief,  the  ftmily  of  Fain  ; 
These,  mixt  with  art,  and  to  due  bounds  conflia'dp 
Make  and  maintain  the  balance  of  the  mind ; 
The  lights  and  shades  whose  well-aecMrded  sHiISb 
Gives  all  the  strength  and  colour  of  enr  Ufcw 

Pleasures  are  ever  in  our  hands  and  eyes ; 
And  when  in  act  they  cease,  in  prospect  rise : 
Present  to  grasp,  and  future  still  to  find. 
The  whole  employ  of  body  and  of  mind. 
All  spread  their  charms,  but  charm  not  all  tJSkm  ; 
On  different  senses,  different  objects  strike : 
Hence  different  passions  more  or  Icsa  inflame. 
As  ktrong  or  weak,  the 'organs  of  the  frame; 
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And  hence  one  master  passion  in  the  breast, 

Like  Aaron*s  serpent,  swallows  up  the  rest. 

As  man,  perhaps,  the  moment  of  his  breath, 

Reoeives  the  lurking  prindple'of  Death ; 

Hie  young  disease^  which  must  subdue  at  length, 

Grows  with  his  growth,  and  strengthens  wiSi  his 

strength : 
So,  cast  and  mingled  with  his  Teiy  firame. 
The  mind's  disease,  its  Ruling  Piasion  came ; 
Each  vital  humour  which  should  feed  the  whole, 
Soon  flows  to  this,  in  body  and  in  soul : 
Whatever  warms  the  heart,  or  fills  the  head, 
A»  the  mind  opens,  and  its  functiona  tpread. 
Imagination  plies  her  dangerous  art, 
And  pours  it  all  upon  the  peccant  part 

Nature  its  mother.  Habit  is  its  nurse ; 
Wit,  Spirit,  Faculties,  but  make  it  worse ; 
Reason  itself  but  gives  it  edge  and  power ; 
As  Heaven's  blest  beam  turns  vinegar  more  sour. 

We,  wretched  subjects  though  to  lawful  sway, 
In  this  weak  queen,  some  favourite  still  obey : 
Ah !  if  she  lend  not  arms,  as  well  as  rules. 
What  can  she  more  than  tell  us  we  are  fools  ? 
Teach  us  to  mourn  our  nature,  not  to  mend; 
A  sharp  accuser,  but  a  helpless  friend  ! 
Or  from  a  judge  turn  pleader,  to  persuade 
The  choice  we  make^  or  justify  it  made ; 
Fnad  of  an  easy  conquest  all  along. 
She  but  removes  weak  passions  for  the  strong : 
So,  when  small  humours  gather  to  a  gout. 
The  doctor  fancies  he  has  driv'n  them  out. 

Yes,  Nature's  road  must  ever  be  preferr'd ; 
Rcaaoo  u  here  no  guide,  but  still  a  guard  : 
*T1s  ben  to  rectify,  not  overthrow. 
And  treat  this  paasion  more  as  friend  than  foe;  /-/ 
A  niglitier  power  the  strong  direction  sends, 
And  several  men  impeb  to  several  ends  : 
Like  varying  winds,  by  other  passions  tost, 
TUs  dims  them  constant  to  a  certain  coast. 
Let  power  or  knowledge^  gold  or  glory,  please^ 
Or  (oft  more  strong  than  all)  the  love  of  ease ; 
Through  life  'tis  fcfiow'd  ev'n  at  life's  expense; 
TW  merchant's  toil,  the  sage's  indolence. 
The  naonk's  humility,  the  hero's  pride. 
All,  all  alike,  find  Reason  on  their  side. 

Th'  £tema]  Art,  educing  good  from  ill, 
Grafts  on  this  passion  our  best  principle: 
*Tls  thus  the  mercury  of  man  is  fix'd, 
Scnug  grows  the  rirtue  with  liis  nature  miz^d ; 
The  £o88  cements  what  else  were  too  refin'd, 
And  in  one  interest  body  acts  with  mind. 

As  fruits,  ungrateful  to  the  planter's  care, 
On  aavage  stocks  inserted  learn  to  bear ; 
Thft  sorest  virtues  thus  from  passions  shoot. 
Wild  Nature's  vigour  working  at  the  root. 
What  crops  of  wit  and  honesty  appear 
Viom  spleen,  from  obstinacy,  haite,  or  fear ! 
See  anger,  seal  and  iotitude  supply ; 
Ev'n  avarice,  prudence ;  sloth,  philosophy ; 
Lust,  tiarougfa  some  certain  strainers  well  refin'd. 
Is  gratle  love,  and  charms  all  womankind  ; 
Envy,  to  which  th'  ignoble  mind's  a  slav^ 
Is  rmnlafion  in  the  leam'd  or  brave ; 
Kor  ivtue,  male  or  female,  can  we  name^ 
But  what  win  grow  on  pride,  or  grow  on  ^tmme. 

Tfaus  Nature  gives  us  (let  it  check  our  pride) 
The  virtue  nearest  to  our  vice  all/d: 
Beaaon  the  bias  turns  to  good  fVvro  ill. 
And  Nero  rdgns  a  Titus,  if  he  wilL 


The  fieiy  soul  abhorr'd  in  Catiline, 
In  Decius  charms,  in  Curtius  is  dirine : 
Tlie  same  ambition  can  destroy  or  save. 
And  makes  a  patriot  as  it  makes  a  knave. 

IV.  This  light  and  daricness  in  our  chaos  join'd. 
What  shall  divide?    Tlie  God  within  the  mind. 

Eztremes  in  Nature  equal  ends  produa^ 
In  man  they  join  to  some  mysterious  use ; 
Tliough  each  by  turns  the  other's  bound  invade. 
As  in  some  well-wrought  picture,  light  and  shade, 
And  .of^  so  mix,  the  difference  is  too  nice 
Where  ends  the  virtue,  or  begins  the  vice. 

Fools !  who  from  hence  into  the  notion  fall. 
That  vice  or  virtue  there  is  none  at  aU. 
If  white  and  bUudc  blend,  soflen,  and  unite 
A  thousand  ways,  is  there  no  black  or  white  ? 
Ask  your  own  heart,  and  nothing  is  so  plain ; 
'TIs  to  mistake  them,  costs  the  time  and  pain. 

V.  Vice  is  a  monster  of  so  frightful  mien. 
As,  to  be  hated,  needs  but  to  be  seen ; 

Yet  seen  too  ofi,  famib'ar  with  her  fiu:e. 

We  first  endure,  then  pity,  then  embrace. 

But  where  th*  extreme  of  vice,  was  ne'er  agreed  : 

Ask  Where's  the  north  ?  at  York,  'tis  on  the  Tweed  ; 

In  Scotland,  at  the  Orcades ;  and  there. 

At  Greenland,  Zembla,  or  the  Lord  knows  wheie. 

No  creature  owns  it  in  the  first  degree. 

But  thii^  his  neighbour  f^uiher  gone  than  he : 

Ev'n  those  who  dwell  beneath  its  very  xone. 

Or  never  feel  the  rage,  or  never  own ; 

What  happier  natures  shrink  at  with  affright. 

The  hard  inhabitant  contends  u  right. 

Virtuous  and  vicious  every  man  must  be. 
Few  in  th'  extreme,  but  all  in  the  dc^^ree; 
Hie  rogue  and  fool  by  fits  is  fair  and  wise ; 
And  ev'n  the  best,  by  fits,  what  they  desfuse. 
*Tis  but  by  parts  we  follow  good  or  ill ; 
For,  rice  or  virtue.  Self  directs  it  still ; 
Each  indiridual  seeks  a  several  goal ; 
VI.  But  Heaven's  great  riew,  is  one,  and  tliat  the 

whole. 
That  counter-works  each  folly  and  caprice ; 
That  disappoints  th*  effect  of  every  rice : 
That,  happy  fhulties  to  all  ranks  apply'd ; 
Shame  to  the  virgin,  to  the  matron  pride ; 
Fear  to  the  statesman,  rashness  to  the  chief; 
To  kings  presumption,  and  to  crowds  belief: 
That,  Virtue's  ends  from  vanity  can  raise, 
Which  seeks  no  interest,  no  reward  but  praise. 
And  bufld  on  wants,  and  on  defects  of  mind. 
The  joy,  the  peace,  the  glory  of  mankind. 

Heaven  forming  each  on  other  to  depend, 
A  master,  or  a  servant,  <ir  .a  friend. 
Bids  each  on  other  for  assbtance  call, 
Till  one  man's  weakness  grows  the  strength  of  alL 
Wantai,  fhiikies,  passions,  closer  still  ally 
The  common  interest,  or  endear  the  tie. 
To  these  we  owe  tcue  friendship,  love  sincere, 
Each  home-felt  joy  that  life  inhoits  here ; 
Yet  from  the  same  ve  learn,  in  its  decline. 
Those  joys,  those  loves,  those  interests,  to  resign ; 
Taught  hatf  by  Reason,  half  by  mere  decay, 
To  welcome  death,  and  calmly  pass  away. 

Whate'er  the  passion,  knowledge,  fame,  or  peU^ 
Not  one  w^il  change  his  neighbour  with  himsel£ 
The  learned  is  happy  Nature  to  explore. 
The  fbol  is  happy  that  he  knows  no  more. 
The  rich  is  hiqipy  in  the  plenty  gnren, 
IV*  1WWV  contents  him  with  the  care  of  Heaven. 
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See  die  hHiid  beggar  duice,  tiie  cripple  sin^ 
The  sot  a  hero,  lunatic  a  king ; 
The  ttarring  cbyniist  in  his  golden  viewt 
Supremely  blest,  the  poet  in  his  Muse. 

See  some  strange  comfort  every  state  attend, 
And  prkle  bestow'd  on  all,  a  common  IKend : 
See  some  fit  passion  every  age  supply ; 
Hope  travels  through,  nor  quits  us  when  we  die. 

Behold  die  child,  l^  Nature's  kindly  law, 
Pleas*d  with  a  rattle,  tickled  with  a  straw : 
Some  livelier  plaything  gives  his  youth  delight, 
A  little  louder,  but  as  empty  quite : 
Scarfs,  garters,  gold,  amuse  his  riper  stage, 
Andbc^  and  prayer-books  are  Ae  toys  of  age: 
Fleas'd  with  this  bauble  still,  as  that  before ; 
"mi  tir*d  he  sleeps,  and  Life's  poor  play  is  o*er. 
Meanwhile  Opim'on  gilds  with  varying  rays 
Those  painted  clouds  that  beautify  our  days : 
Each  want  of  happiness  by  Hope  supply'd. 
And  each  vacuity  of  sense  by  Pride : 
These  build  as  fast  as  Knowledge  can  destroy; 
In  Folly's  cup  sdll  laughs  tlie  bubble,  Joy ; 
One  prospect  lost,  another  still  we  gain ; 
And  not  a  vanity  is  giv'n  in  vain : 
£v'n  mean  Self-love  becomes,  by  force  divine, 
The  scale  to  measure  others  ntmts  by  tliinc. 
.See !  and  confess,  one  comfort  still  must  rise ; 
'Tis  this,  Though  roan's  a  fool,  yet  Gou  i»  wise. 


Epist.  III. 


EriSTLB  III. 

or  THE   NATURE   AND   STATS   OP   MAN  WITH  RXSrECT 
TO  SOCIETY. 

ArgiimenL 

I.  The  whole  universe  one  system  of  society. 
Nothing  made  wholly  for  ilK'If,  nor  yet  wholly 
for  anodier.  Hie  liappiness  of  animals  mutuaL 
II.  Reason  or  instinct  operate  alike  to  the  good 
of  each  individuaL  Reason  or  instinct  operate 
also  to  society  in  all  animals.  III.  How  far 
society  carried  by  instinct.  How  much  farther 
by  reason.  IV.  Of  tliat  which  is  called  tlic  state 
of  nature.  Reason  instructed  by  instinct  in  tlia 
invention  of  arts,  and  in  the  forms  of  society. 
V.  Origin  of  political  societies.  Origin  of  mo- 
narchy. Patriarchal  government  VI.  Origin 
of  true  religion  and  government,  from  die  same 
principle,  c^  love.  Origin  of  supersdtion  and 
tyranny,  from  the  same  principle  of  fear.  The 
influence  cf  self-love  operating  to  the  social  and 
public  good.  Restoration  of  true  religion  and 
government  on  their  first  principle.  Mixed  go- 
vemmenL  Various  forms  of  each,  and  the  true 
end  ofalL 

Hsmx  then  we  rest ;  «  the  Universal  Cause 
Acta  to  one  end,  but  acts  by  various  Uiws.'* 
In  all  the  madness  of  supeihBuous  health, 
Tlie  train  of  pride,  the  impudence  of  wealth. 
Let  dus  great  truth  be  present  night  and  day  ; 
But  most  be  present,  if  we  preach  or  pray. 

I.  Look  round  our  world ;  behold  die  chain  of 
Love 
Combining  all  below  and  all  above. 
See  plasdc  Nature  working  to  this  end, 
The  idngle  atoms  each  to  othtr  tend, 


Attract,  attracted  to,  the  next  in  place 
Form'd  and  unpcU'd  its  neighbour  to  embrace. 
See  matter  next,  with  ^-arious  life  endued. 
Press  to  one  centre  still,  die  general  good. 
See  dying  vegetables  life  sustain. 
See  life  £s8olving,  vegetate,  again : 
All  forms  that  perish  odier  forms  supply, 
(By  turns  we  catch  the  vital  breath,  and  die,) 
Like  bubbles  on  the  sea  of  matter  borne, 
They  rise,  they  break,  and  to  that  sea  return. 
Nothing  is  foreign;  parts  relate  to  whole ; 
One  all-extendinff,  all-presenring  soul 
Connects  each  being,  greatest  with  the  least ; 
Made  beast  in  aki  of  man,  and  man  of  beast ; 
All  serv'd,  all  serving :  nothing  stands  alone ; 
The  chain  liolds  on,  and  where  it  ends  unknown. 

Has  God,  thou  fool !  work'd  solely  for  thy  good, 
Thy  joy,  thy  pasdme,  thy  atdre,  diy  food? 
WIk)  for  thy  table  feeds  the  wanton  fawn. 
For  him  as  kindly  spread  die  flowery  kwn  : 
Is  it  for  diee  the  lark  ascends  and  sings  ? 
Joy  tunes  his  voice,  joy  elevates  his  winga. 
Is  it  for  thee  the  linnet  poura  his  throat? 
Loves  of  his  own  and  raptures  swell  the  note. 
Hie  bounding  steed  you  pompously  bestride,  . 
Shares  with  his  lord  die  pleasure  and  the  pride. 
Is  thine  alone  the  seed  that  strews  the  plain  ? 
The  birds  of  Heaven  shall  vindicate  their  g 
Thine  the  full  Iiarvest  of  the  golden  year? 
Part  pays,  and  jusdy,  the  deserving  steer : 
Tlie  hog,  that  plouglis  not,  nor  ob^  thy  cally 
Lives  on  the  labours  of  thb  lord  of  all. 

Know,  Nature's  children  all  divide  lier  care ; 
The  fur  diat  warms  a  monarch,  warm'd  a  bear. 
While  man  exclaims,  "  See  all  things  for  my  use P* 
**  See  man  for  mine !"  replies  a  pamper'd  gooae : 
And  just  as  sliort  of  reason  he  must  All, 
Who  diinks  all  made  for  one,  not  one  for  alL 

Grant  that  the  powerful  sdll  die  weak  controol ; 
Be  man  die  wit  and  tyrant  of  the  whole : 
Nature  that  tyrant  checks;  he  only  knowi^ 
And  lielps,  another  creature's  wants  and  woea. 
Say,  will  tlie  falcon,  stooping  from  above, 
Smit  with  her  varyins  plumage,  spare  the  dove  ? 
Admires  die  jay  die  insect's  gild^  wings  ? 
Or  hean  die  hawk  when  Philomela  sings  ? 
Man  cares  for  all :  to  birds  he  gives  his  woodsp 
To  beasts  hb  pastures,  and  to  fish  his  floods : 
For  some,  his  interest  prompts  him  to  provide. 
For  more  his  pleasure,  yet  for  more  his  pride : 
All  feed  on  one  ^-ain  patron,  and  enjoy 
Th'  extensive  blessing  of  his  luxury. 
That  very  life  his  learned  hunger  craves. 
He  saves  fW>m  famine,  fWnn  the  savage  saves; 
Nay,  feasts  the  animal  he  dooms  his  feast. 
And,  dll  he  ends  the  being,  makes  it  blest : 
Which  sees  no  more  the  stroke,  or  feeb  the  paiiv 
Than  fiivour'd  man  by  touch  ethereal  slain. 
The  creature  had  hb  feast  of  life  before ; 
Hiou  too  must  perish,  when  thy  feast  b  o*cr ! 
To  each  unthinking  being.  Heaven,  a  Cnend, 
Gives  not  the  useless  knowledge  of  its  end : 
To  man  imparts  it ;  but  with  such  a  view 
As,  while  he  dreads  it,  makes  him  hope  it  too : 
Tlie  hour  conceal'd,  and  so  remote  tlw  ttmt. 
Death  stHl  draws  nearer,  never  seeming  nesir. 
Great  standing  miracle !  that  Heaven  amign'd 
Its  only  thinking  thing  thb  turn  of  mint 

IL  Whether  with  reason,  or  with  instinct  btcal. 
Know,  all  ei^  that  power /which  suits  the 
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To  blias  aHke  by  tfttt  direction  tend, 
And  find  the  means  firopordon'd  to  their  end 
Stj,  where  fiill  Instinct  is  th*  unerring  guide, 
Wlwt  pope  or  council  can  they  need  beside  ? 
Reason,  however  able,  cool  at  best, 
Cares  not  for  service,  or  but  serves  when  prest, 
StMf%  till  we  call,  and  then  not  often  near ; 
But  honest  Instinct  comes  a  volunteer. 
Sure  never  to  o'ershoot,  but  just  to  hit ; 
WhOe  still  too  wide  or  short  is  human  Wit ; 
Sore  by  quidc  Nature  happiness  to  gain, 
Wfaidi  heavier  Reason  labours  at  in  vain. 
TUs  too  serves  always,  Eeason  never  long : 
One  must  go  rights  the  other  may  go  wrong. 
See  dien  the  acting  and  codiparing  powera 
One  in  their  nature,  which  are  two  in  ours ! 
And  Reason  raise  o'er  Instinct  as  you  can. 
In  this  *tis  God  directs,  in  that  *tis  man. 

Who  taught  the  nations  of  the  field  and  wood 
To  shun  their  poison,  and  to  choose  their  food  ? 
Pkvsrient,  the  tides  or  tempests  to  withstand. 
Build  on  die  wave,  or  arch  beneath  the  sand? 
Who  made  the  spider  parallels  design. 
Sure  as  De  Moivre,  without  rule  or  line  ? 
Who  bid  the  stork,  Columbus-like,  explore 
Heavens  not  his  own,  and  worlds  unknown  befi)re? 
Who  eaUa  the  council,  states  the  certain  day  ? 
Who  forms  the  phalanx,  and  who  points  the  way? 
II L   God,  in  the  nature  of  each  being,  founds 
Its  proper  bliss,  and  sets  its  proper  bounds : 
But  as  he  fram'd  a  whole,  the  whole  to  bless, 
On  mutual  wants  built  mutual  happiness : 
So  £rom  tiie  first,  eternal  Order  ran, 
And  creature  link*d  to  creature,  man  to  man. 
Whatever  of  life  all-quickening  ether  keeps. 
Or  breathes  through  air,  or  shoots  beneath  thedeeps^ 
Or  ponn  proAise  on  earth,  one  Nature  feeds 
The  vital  fiame,  and  sweUs  the  genial  seeds. 
Not  nan  alone,  but  all  that  roam  the  wood. 
Or  wing  the  sky,  or  roll  along  the  flood, 
Each  bves  itself,  but  not  itself  alone. 
Each  sex  desires  alike,  till  two  are  one. 
Nor  ends  the  pleasure  with  the  fierce  embrace ; 
They  knre  themselves,  a  third  time,  in  their  race. 
Thos  beast  and  bird  their  common  charge  attend. 
The  mothers  nurse  it,  and  the  sires  defend ; 
The  young  dismiss'd  to  wander  earth  or  air. 
There  stops  the  Instinct,  and  dicre  ends  the  care ; 
The  fink  dissolves,  each  seeks  a  fresli  embrace, 
Annthff  love  succeeds,  another  race. 
A  loBger  care  man's  helpless  kind  demands ; 
TliBt  longer  care  contracts  more  lasting  bands : 
Rdedion,  Reason,  still  the  ties  improve^ 
At  ooee  extend  the  interest,  and  the  love : 
'WiifadHice  we  fix,  vrith  sympathy  we  bum ; 
Each  virtue  in  each  passion  takes  its  turn ; 
And  still  new  needs,  new  helps,  new  habits  rise, 
Hnt  gnA  benevolence  on  duuities. 
8tiD  as  one  brood,  and  as  anotiber  rosc^ 
TlMse  natuial  love  maintain'd  habitual  those : 
Hr  last,  searoe  ripen'd  into  perfect  man, 
Sb»  helpless  him  fiiom  whom  their  life  began : 
Mtmary  and  Forecast  just  returns  engage, 
Thii  painted  bade  to  youth,  this  on  to  age ; 
WUe  Pleasure^  Gratitude,  and  Hope,  comfain'd, 
Scifi  spread  the  interest  and  preserve  die  kind. 
IV.  Nor  think,  m  Nature's  stute  tfiey  blindly 

Tfte  slate  of  Nature  was  the  reign  of  God : 


Self-4ov8  s(nd  Social  at  her  Mrth  began. 
Union  the  bond  of  all  things,  and  of  man* 
Pride  then  was  not ;  nor  arts,  that  Pride  to  aid ; 
Man  vralk'd  with  bcwst,  joint  tenant  of  the  shade; 
Hie  same  his  table,  and  the  same  his  bed ; 
No  murder  cloth'd  him,  and  no  murder  fed. 
In  the  same  temple,  the  resounding  wood, 
All  vocal  beings  hymn'd  their  equal  God : 
Hie  shrine  with  gore  unstain'd,  with  gold  undress'd* 
Unbrib'd,  unblmdy,  stood  the  blameless  priest : 
Heaven's  attribute  was  universal  care^ 
And  man's  prerogative,  to  rule,  but  spare. 
Ah !  how  unlike  tiie  man  of  times  to  come ! 
Of  half  that  live  the  butcher  and  the  tomb ; 
Who^  foe  to  Nature,  hears  the  general  groan, 
Murders  their  species,  and  betrays  his  own. 
But  just  disease  to  luxury  succeeds. 
And  eveiy  death  its  own  avenger  breeds ; 
Hie  Fury-passions  fh>m  that  blood  began. 
And  tum'd  on  man,  a  fiercer  savage,  maa 
See  him  from  Nature  rising  slow  to  Art .' 
To  copy  Instinct  then  was  Reason's  part : 
Thus  then  to  man  the  voice  of  Nature  spake -« 
*<  Go,  fW>m  the  creatures  thy  instructions  take : 
Learn  from  the  birds  what  food  the  thickets  yield; 
Learn  firom  the  beasts  the  physic  of  the  field ; 
Thy  arts  of  building  fhrni  the  bee  receive: 
Learn  of  the  mole  to  plough,  the  worm  to  weave  ; 
Learn  of  the  little  Nautilus  to  sail, 
^read  the  thin  oar,  and  catch  the  driving  gale. 
Here  too  all  forms  of  social  union  find. 
And  hence  let  Reason,  late,  instruct  mankind : 
Here  subterranean  woriis  and  cities  see ; 
There  towns  aerial  on  the  waving  tree. 
Learn  each  small  people's  genius,  policies. 
Tile  ant's  republic,  and  the  realm  of  bees ; 
How  those  in  common  all  their  wealth  bestow. 
And  anarchy  without  confusion  know  ; 
And  these  for  ever,  though  a  monarch  reig% 
Their  separate  cells  and  properties  maintain. 
Marie  what  unvary'd  laws  preserve  each  states 
Laws  wise  as  Nature,  and  as  fix'd  as  Fate. 
In  vain  thy  Reason  finer  webs  shall  draw, 
Entangle  Justice  in  her  net  of  Law, 
And  right,  too  rigid,  harden  into  wrong ; 
SdU  for  the  strong  too  weak,  the  weak  too  strong 
Yet  go !  and  tims  o'er  all  the  creatures  sway, 
Tlius  let  the  wiser  make  the  rest  obey : 
And  for  those  arts  mere  Instinct  could  allbrd, 
Be  crown 'd  as  monarcbs,  or  as  gods  ador'd." 

V.  Great  Nature  spoke ;  obsorvant  man  obeyM ; 
Cities  were  built,  societies  were  made :  , 

Here  rose  one  little  state ;  another  near 
Grew  by  like  means,  and  join'd  through  love  or  fiear. 
Did  here  the  trees  with  ruddier  burthens  bend. 
And  there  the  streams  in  purer  rOls  descend, 
What  War  could  ravish.  Commerce  could  bettowf 
And  he  retum'd  a  friend,  who  came  a  foe. 
Converse  and  Love  mankind  might  strongly  draw. 
When  Love  was  Liberty,  and  Nature  Law. 
Thus  stateswereform'd;  the  name  of  kingunknown. 
Till  common  interest  plac'd  the  sway  in  one. 
'Twas  Virtue  only,  (or  in  arts  or  arms, 
Difibsing  blessinffs,  or  averting  harms,) 
The  same  vrhich  m  a  sire  the  sons  obey'd, 
A  ponce  the  father  of  a  people  made. 
VL  Tni  then,  by  Nature  crown'd,  each  patrinvh 
sate. 
King,  priest,  and  parent,  of  his  grDwing  i 
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On  hfan,  their  fleeond  Ptroridencey  they  btnig^ 

Their  Uiw  his  eye,  their  orade  his  tongue. 

He  firom  the  wondering  furrow  ctll*d  the  food. 

Taught  to  command  tlM  fire,  controul  the  flood. 

Draw  forth  the  monsters  of  tfa*  abjss  profound. 

Or  fetch  th*  aerial  eagle  to  the  ground. 

Till  drooping,  sickening,  dying,  they  began 

Whom  they  rever*d  as  God  to  mourn  as  Man : 

Hien,  looking  up  from  sire  to  sire,  ezplor*d 

One  great  First  Father,  and  that  first  ador'd. 

Or  pUin  tradition,  that  this  All  begun, 

ConveyM  unbroken  fiuth  from  sire  to  son ; 

The  worker  firom  the  work  distinct  was  known. 

And  simple  Reason  nerer  sought  but  one : 

Ere  Wit  oblique  had  broke  th^  steady  light, 

Alan,  like  his  Maker,  saw  that  all  was  right; 

To  virtue,  in  the  paths  of  pleasure  trod. 

And  own*d  a  father  when  he  own'd  a  God. 

Love  all  the  fiuth,  and  all  th*  allegiance  then ; 

For  Nature  knew  no  right  divine  in  men. 

No  ill  could  fear  in  God :  and  understood 

A  sovereign  being,  but  a  sovereign  good. 

TVue  faith,  true  policy,  united  ran ; 

That  was  but  love  of  God,  and  this  of  man. 

Who  first  taught  souls  enslav*d,  and  realms  undone. 

Hi*  enormous  foith  of  many  made  for  one; 

Hiat  proud  exception  to  all  Nature's  laws, 

T*  invert  the  world  and  counter-wcvk  its  cause  ? 

Force  first  made  conquest,  and  that  conquest,  law; 

TQl  Superstition  taught  the  tyrant  awe. 

Then  sfaar*d  the  tyranny,  then  lent  it  aid. 

And  gods  of  conquerors,  slaves  of  subjects  made : 

She  'midst  the  lightning's  blase,  and  thunder's  sound. 

When  rock'd  the  mountains,  and  when  groan'd  the 

ground. 
She  taught  the  weak  to  bend,  the  proud  to  pray. 
To  power  unseen,  and  mightier  fiu*  than  they : 
She,  fixHU  the  rending  earSi,  and  bursting  skies,      • 
Saw  gods  descend,  and  fiends  infernal  rise : 
Here  fix'd  the  dreadful,  there  the  blest  abodes; 
Fear  made  her  devils,  and  weak  Hope  her  gods; 
Gods  partial,  diangeful,  passionate^  uijust^ 
Whose  attributes  were  rage,  revenge,  or  lust ; 
Such  as  the  souls  of  cowards  might  conceive^ 
And,  form'd  like  tyrants,  tjrrants  would  believik 
Zeal,  then,  not  charity,  became  the  guide ; 
And  HeH  was  built  on  spite,  and  Heaven  on  pride. 
Then  sacred  seem'd  th*  ethereal  vault  no  more; 
Altars  grtw  marble  then,  and  ledi'd  with  gore : 
Then  first  the  Flamen  tasted  living  food; 
Next  his  grim  idol,  smear'd  with  human  blood ; 
With  heaven's  own  thunders  shook  the  world  below. 
And  play'd  the  god  an  engine  on  his  foe.     [unjust. 

So  drives  Se1f.love,  through  just,  and  through 
To  one  man's  power,  ambition,  lucre,  lust : 
The  same  seUUove,  in  all,  becomes  the  cause 
Of  what  restnins  him,  government  and  laws. 
For,  what  one  likes,  if  others  like  as  well» 
What  serves  one  wUl,  when  many  wills  rebel? 
How  shall  he  keep,  what,  sleeping  or  trntke^ 
A  weaker  may  surprise,  a  stronger  take? 
His  safety  must  his  libmy  restrain  : 
All  join  to  guard  what  each  desires  to  gain. 
Forc'd  into  virtue  thus,  by  self-^efonce, 
Ev'n  kings  leam'd  justice  and  benevolence  i 
Self-love  forsook  the  path  it  first  pursued, 
And  fbund  the  private  in  the  public  good. 

'Twas  then  the  studious  head  or  generous  mind, 
Follower  of  God,  or  friend  of  human  kind. 


Poet  or  patriot,  roae  but  to  reston 
The  foitfa  and  nwml.  Nature  gave  before; 
Relum'd  her  ancient  light,  not  kindled  new ; 
If  not  God's  imue,  yet  his  shadow  drew : 
Taught  power's  Sue  use  to  people  and  to  king% 
Tsught  nor  to  slack,  nor  strsin  its  tender  strings, 
The  less,  or  greater,  set  so  justly  true. 
That  touching  one  must  stnke  the  other  too  ; 
Till  jarring  intercsU  of  themselves  create 
Th*  according  music  of  a  well^-miz'd  state. 
Such  is  the  world's  great  harmony,  that  springi 
From  order,  union,  full  consent  of  things : 
Where  smsll  and  great,  where  weak  and  migblj, 


To  serve,  not  suffer,  strengthen,  not  invade; 
More  powerful  each  as  needful  to  the  rest» 
And,  in  proportion  as  it  blesses,  blest ; 
Draw  to  one  point,  and  to  one  centre  bring 
Beast,  man,  or  angel,  servant,  lord,  or  king. 

For  forms  of  government  let  fools  contest ; 
Whate'er  is  best  administer'd  u  best : 
For  modes  of  faith,  let  graceless  sealots  fight ; 
His  can't  be  wrong  whose  life  is  in  the  right ; 
In  fUtfa  and  hope  the  worid  will  disagree. 
But  all  mankind's  concern  is  charity : 
All  must  be  fidse  that  thwarts  this  one  great  end; 
And  all  of  God,  that  bless  mankind,  or  mend. 
Man,  like  the  generous  vine,  suppoiled  livca : 
The  strength  he  gains  is  from  th'  embiacc  bt  givo. 
On  their  own  axis  as  the  planets  run. 
Yet  make  at  once  their  dide  round  die  Sun  ; 
So  two  consistent  motions  act  the  soul ; 
And  one  regards  itself,  and  one  the  wbole. 

Thus  God  and  Nature  link'd  the  general  firame, 
And  bade  self-love  and  social  be  the  i 


EnsTLxIV. 

OP  THK   KATUEB   AKD   STATS  OP   MAM  WTTB  EISfKT 

TO  RApnirxss. 

ArgumenL 

L  False  notions  of  happiness,  philosoplmml  md 
popular,  answered.  II.  It  is  the  end  of  aU 
men,  and  attainable  by  alL  God  intends  ivp- 
pincss  to  be  equal;  and  to  be  so,  it  must  be 
social,  since  all  particular  happiness  depends  on 
general,  and  since  he  governs  by  gcnermi,  net 
particular  laws.  '  As  it  is  necessary  Ibr  order,  and 
the  peace  and  welfare  of  society,  diat  cxfaaual 
goods  should  be  unequal,  happiness  ia  not  mads 
to  consist  in  these.  But,  notwithstanding  tbtt 
inequality,  the  balance  of  happiness  among  man- 
kind is  kept  even  by  Providence,  by  the  two 
passions  of  Hope  and  Fear.  IIL  What  the 
happiness  of  individuals  is,  as  far  aa  is  ctm^m^ift^ 
with  the  constitution  of  this  worid;  and  that  the 
good  man  has  here  the  advantage.  The  ctronr 
c£  imputing  to  virtue  what  are  omy  the  ^^^Vmt^ivi 
of  nature,  or  of  fortune.  IV.  The  folly  of  ex- 
pecting  that  God  should  alter  his  genctml  lowi 
in  favour  of  particuUrs.  V.  That  vre  ai«  not 
judges  who  are  good ;  but  that,  wborver  ^ 
are,  they  must  be  happiest  VI.  That  extend 
^oods  are  not  the  proper  rewards,  hut  oftci 
mconsistent  with,  or  destructive  o^  virtve 
Hiat  even  these  can  make  no  mui  Ikbv 
without  virtue :  instanced  in  riches.     Hooouri 
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Nobllitj.  OreataeM.  Fame.  '  Superior  talents. 
With  pictures  of  human  infelicity  in  men,  pos- 
sessed of  them  all  VII.  That  vhrtue  only 
eonatitates  a  happiness,  whose  object  is  aniTersal, 
and  whose  pro^Mct  eternal  That  the  perfec- 
tion of  virtue  and  happiness  consists  in  a  con- 
Ibnnity  to  the  order  of  Providence  here,  ^md  a 
fciignation  to  it  here  and  hereaftes 

Oh  HAppnrxss !  our  being's  end  and  aim ! 
Good,  Pleasure,  Ease,  Content !  whate*er  thy  name: 
That  something  still  which  prompts  th*  eternal  sigh. 
For  which  we  bear  to  live,  or  dare  to  die, 
Whicfa  still  so  near  us,  yet  beyond  us  lies, 
O'eriook'd,  seen  double,  by  the  fool  and  wise : 
Plant  of  celestial  seed !  if  dropp'd  below. 
Say,  in  what  mortal  soil  thou  deign*st  to  grow  ? 
Fair  opening  to  some  court's  propitious  Sune, 
Or  deep  with  diamonds  in  the  flaiming  mine  ? 
Twin'd  with  the  wreaths  Fkmassian  laurels  yield, 
Or  reap'd  in  iron  harvests  of  the  field  ? 
Where  grows?  where  grows  it  not  ?  If  vain  our  toil. 
We  ought  to  blame  tlie  culture,  not  the  soil : 
Fiz*d  lo  no  spot  is  h^piness  sincere^ 
•Tis  DO  where  to  be  found,  or  every  where : 
'TSs  never  to  be  bouglit,  but  always  iVee, 
And  fled  from  monarchs,  St.  John !   dwells  with 
thee. 

Aak  of  the  lcam*d  the  way  ?  The  leam*d  areblind : 
Tins  bids  to  serve,  and  that  to  shun  mankind ; 
Some  place  the  bliss  in  action,  some  in  ease, 
Thoae  call  it  pleasure,  and  contentment  these : 
Some,  sunk  to  beasts,  find  pleasure  end  in  pain ; 
Some,  sweQ'd  to  gods,  confess  ev*n  virtue  vain ; 
Or,  indolent,  to  och  extreme  they  &11, 
To  trust  in  ev'ry  thing,  or  doubt  of  all 

Who  tims  define  it,  say  they  more  or  less, 
Ihmn  this,  dutt  happiness  is  happiness? 

Tike  Nature's  path,  and  mad  Opinion's  leave ; 
AB  stotci  can  readi  it,  and  all  heads  conceive ; 
Olmoiis  her  goods,  in  no  extreme  they  dwell ; 
Tliere  needs  but  thinking  right,  and  meaning  well ; 
Aad,  mourn  our  various  portions  as  we  please, 
£qDal  is  commcm  sense,  and  common  ease. 
BcBBcmber,  man,  "  the  Universal  Cause 
Acts  not  by  partial,  but  by  gen'ral  laws ;" 
i  what  Ittppiness  we  justly  call, 


mC  not  in  the  good  of  one,  but  all 
Tbere's  not  a  blessing  individuals  find, 


i  way  leans  and  hearkens  to  the  kind : 
Ho  bandit  fi^ce,  no  tyrant  mad  with  pride, 
Kb  eavetn'd  hermit,  rests  self-satisfy'd : 
Who  most  to  diun  or  hate  mankind  pretend, 
9tA  an  admirer,  or  would  fix  a  friend : 
iUMtract  what  oUiers  fed,  what  others  think, 
ikB  pkaaures  sicken,  and  all  glories  sink : 
Xach  has  his  share ;  and  who  would  more  obtain, 
flUl  find,  the  pleasure  pays  not  half  the  pain. 

Order  is  Heaven's  first  law ;  and  this  confest, 
Sone  are*  and  must  be,  greater  than  the  rest, 
More  ri^  more  wise ;  but  who  infers  from  hence 
t  such  ire  happier,  shocks  all  common  sense. 
i  to  mankind  impartial  we  confess, 


VaU  are  equal  in  their  happiness : 
t  nutoal  wai 


__  [  wants  this  happiness  increase ; 

AU  nature's  ^flference  keeps  all  Nature's  peace. 
CaaSdoOf  drcomstance,  is  not  the  thing ; 
SSissis  the  same  in  subject  or  in  king, 
Iss  who  obliin  defence,  or  who  defend, 
I0  Um  who  is,  or  him  who  finds  a  fHoad : 


Heaven  breathes  through  evoy  member  of  the  whole^ 
One  common  blessing,  as  one  common  soul 
But  Fortune's  gifts  if  each  alike  possest, 
And  each  were  equal,  must  not  all  contest? 
If  then  to  all  men  happiness  was  meant, 
Ood  in  externals  could  not  place  content. 

Fortune  her  gifts  may  variously  dispose. 
And  these  be  liappy  call'd,  unhappy  those ; 
But  Heaven's  just  balance  equal  will  appear. 
While  those  are  plac'd  in  hope,  and  these  in  fear: 
Not  present  good  or  ill,  the  joy  or  curse. 
But  future  views  of  better,  or  of  worse. 

Oil,  sons  of  Earth !  attempt  ye  still  to  rise, 
By  mountains  pil'd  on  mountains,  to  the  skies? 
Heaven  still  with  laughter  the  vain  toil  surveys. 
And  buries  madmen  in  the  heaps  they  raise. 

Know,  all  the  good  that  individuals  find, 
Or  God  and  Nature  meant  to  mere  mankind, 
Reason's  whole  pleasure,  all  the  joys  of  sense, 
Lie  in  three  words.  Health,  Peace,  and  Comx>etenoei 
But  Health  consists  with  Temperance  alone ; 
And  Peace,  oh  Virtue !  Peace  is  all  thy  own. 
The  good  or  bad  the  gifts  of  Forttme  gain ; 
But  these  less  taste  them,  as  they  worse  obtain. 
Say,  in  pursuit  of  profit  or  delight, 
Who  risk  the  most,  that  take  wreng  means,  or  right? 
Of  Vice  or  Virtue,  whether  blest  or  curst. 
Which  meets  contempt,  or  which'compassion  first? 
Count  all  th*  advantage  prosperous  Vice  attains, 
'Tis  but  what  Virtue  nies  from  and  disdains : 
And  grant  the  bad  what  happiness  they  would, 
One  they  must  want,  which  is  to  pass  for  good. 
Oh  blind  to  truth,  and  God's  whole  scheme  below. 
Who  fancy  bliss  to  Vice,  to  Virtue  woe ! 
Who  sees  and  follows  that  great  scheme  the  best. 
Best  knows  the  blessing,  and  will  most  be  blest. 
But  fools,  die  good  alone,  imhappy  call. 
For  ills  or  accidents  that  chance  to  all 
See  Falkland  dies,  the  virtuous  and  the  just ! 
See  godlike  Turenne  prostrate  on  the  dust ! 
See  Sidney  bleeds  amid  the  martial  strife ! 
Was  this  their  virtue,  or  contempt  of  life  ? 
Say,  was  it  virtue,  more  though  Heaven  ne'er  gave^ 
Lfunented  Digby !  sunk  thee  to  the  grave  ? 
Tell  me,  if  virtue  made  the  son  expire. 
Why,  full  of  days  and  honour,  lives  the  sire  ? 
Why  drew  Marseilles'  good  bishop  purer  breath, 
When  Nature  sicken'd,  and  each  gale  was  death? 
Or  why  so  long  (in  life  if  long  can  be) 
Lent  Heaven  a  parent  to  the  poor  and  me  ? 

What  makes  all  physical  or  moral  ill  ? 
There  deviates  Nature,  and  here  wanders  will 
God  sends  not  ill;  if  rightly  understood. 
Or  partial  ill  is  imiversal  good. 
Or  change  admits,  or  Nature  lets  it  fidl. 
Short,  and  but  rare,  till  man  improv'd  it  all 
We  just  as  wisely  might  of  Heaven  complain 
That  righteous  Abel  was  destroyed  by  Cain, 
As  that  the  vbtuous  son  is  ill  at  ease 
When  his  lewd  father  gave  the  dire  disease. 
Think  we,  like  some  weak  prince,  th'  Eternal  Cmas 
Prone  for  his  favourites  to  reverse  his  laws  ? 

Shall  burning  ^tna,  if  a  sage  requires, 
Forget  to  thunder,  and  recall  her  fires? 
On  air  or  sea  new  motions  be  imprest^ 
Oh  blameless  Bethel !  to  relieve  diy  breast? 
When  the  loose  mountain  trembles  ttom  on  higb» 
Shall  gravitation  oeaae,  if  you  gohyf 
Or  some  old  temple,  nodding  to  its  fell, 
1  or  Chartres'  head  rcserve^e  lianging  wall  ? 
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But  idU  this  world  (to  itted  for  the  kmiTe) 
Contents  us  not     A  better  shall  we  have? 
A  kingdom  of  the  just  then  let  it  be : 
But  first  consider  how  those  just  agree. 
Tlie  good  must  merit  God's  peculiar  care ; 
But  wfao^  but  God,  can  tell  us  who  they  are? 
One  tfaraiks  oo  Calvin  Heaven's  own  spirit  fell ; 
Another  deems  him  instrument  of  Hdl ; 
If  Calvin  feek  Heaven's  blessing,  or  its  rod« 
Una  cries,  there  is,  and  that,  there  is  no  God. 
What  shocks  one  part,  will  edify  the  rest. 
Nor  with  one  system  can  they  all  be  bkrt. 
The  very  best  will  variously  incline. 
And  what  rewards  your  virtue,  puiUsh  mine. 
Whaxsvul  is,  is  aioHT. — This  world,  'tis  true^  . 
Was  made  fer  CfMar--but  for  Titus  too ; 
And  which  more  blest  ?  who  chain'd  his  country,  say. 
Or  he  whoae  virtue  sigh'd  to  lose  a  day  ? 

**  But  sometimes  Virtue  starves,  whileMce  is  fed. " 
WhatOien?  Is  the  reward  of  Virtue  bread ? 
That,  Vice  may  merit,  'tis  the  price  of  toil ; 
The  knave  deserves  it,  when  he  tills  the  soil; 
The  knave  deserves  it,  when  he  tempts  the  main,  . 
Where  IbUy  fights  for  kings,  or  dives  for  gain. 
The  ^ood  man  may  be  vrwk,  be  indolent ; 
Nor  IS  his  claim  to  plenty,  but  content 
But  grsnt  him  riches,  your  demand  is  o'er  ? 
"  No    ehill  the  good  want  health,  the  good  want 

power?" 
Add  health  and  power,  and  every  earthly  thing, 
*'  Why  bounded  power?  why  private?  why  noking?" 
Nay,  why  eiternal  for  internal  given  ? 
Why  is  not  man  a  god,  and  Earth  a  Heaven  ? 
Who  ask  and  reason  thus,  will  scarce  conceive 
God  gives  enough,  while  he  has  more  to  give  > 
Immense  the  power,  immense  were  the  demand ; 
Say,  at  what  part  of  Nature  will  they  stand  ? 

What  nothing  earthly  gives,  or  can  destroy. 
The  soul's  calm  sun-^lune^  and  the  heart-felt  joy. 
Is  Virtue's  prize :  A  better  would  you  fix  ? 
Then  give  Humility  a  coach  and  six. 
Justice  a  conqueror's  sword,  or  Thith  a  gown, 
Or  Public  Spvit  its  great  cure,  a  crown. 
Weak,  foolish  man !  will  Heaven  reward  us  there 
With  the  same  trash  mad  mortals  wish  for  here? 
The  boy  and  man  an  individual  makes. 
Yet  Mgh'st  thou  now  for  apples  and  for  cakca  ? 
Oo^  like  the  Indian,  in  another  life 
Expect  thy  dog,  thy  bottle,  and  thy  wife ; 
As  well  as  drnm  such  trifles  are  assign'd. 
As  toys  and  empires,  for  a  godlike  mind; 
Rewards,  that  either  would  to  virtue  bring 
No  joy,  or  be  destructive  of  the  thing ; 
How  oft  by  these  at  sixty  are  undone 
The  virtues  of  a  saint  at  twenty-^me ! 
To  whom  can  riches  give  repute,  or  trust. 
Content,  or  pleasure,  but  the  good  and  just? 
Judges  and  senates  have  been  bought  for  gold ; 
Esteem  and  love  were  never  to  be  sold. 
Oh  fool !  to  ^nk  God  hates  the  worthy  mind. 
The  lover  and  the  love  of  human-kind. 
Whose  life  is  heakhlul,  and  whose  conscience  dear. 
Because  he  wants  a  thouiand  pounds  a-year. 

Honour  and  shame  from  no  condition  rise; 
Act  well  your  part,  there  all  the  honour  lies. 
Fortune  in  men  hM  some  small  difference  made. 
One  flaunts  in  rags,  one  flutters  in  brocade; 
The  cobbler  apron'd,  and  the  parson  gown'd. 
The  friar  hooded,  and  the  monarch  crown'd. 


"  What  dHfer  more,*'  you  cry,  "than  crown  and 

cowl!" 
I'll  tell  you,  friend !  a  wise  man  and  a  fooL 
You'll  find,  if  once  Ae  monarch  acts  the  monk* 
Or,  cobbler-like,  the  parson  will  be  drunk. 
Worth  nukes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  the  feUew ; 
The  rest  is  all  but  leather  or  prunella. 

Stuck  o'er  with  titles,  and  hung   nmnd  vridi 
strings, 
That  thou  mayst  be  by  kings,  or  whores  of  kings. 
Boast  the  pure  blood  of  an  illustrious  race. 
In  quiet  flow  fVom  Lucrece  to  Lucrece : 
But,  by  your  fSoher's  wortli  if  yours  you  rate^ 
Count  me  those  only  who  were  good  and  great. 
Go !  if  your  ancient,  but  ignoble  blood 
Has  crept  through  scoundrels  ever  ance  the  Floo^ 
Go!  and  pretend  your  fiwiily  is  young ; 
Nor  own  your  fetfaers  have  been  fools  so  long. 
What  can  ennoble  sots,  or  slaves,  or  cowards? 
Alas !  not  all  the  blood  of  all  the  Howards. 

Look  next  on  greatness ;  say,  where  greatnes 
lies: 
«  Where  but  among  the  heroes  and  the  wise?" 
Heroes  are  much  the  same,  the  point's  agreed, 
Trom  Macedonia's  madman  to  the  Swede ; 
The  whole  strange  purpose  of  their  lives,  to  find, 
Or  make,  an  enemy  of  all  mankind ! 
Not  one  looks  backward,  onward  still  he  goes. 
Yet  ne'er  looks  forward  further  than  his  noae. 
No  less  alike  the  politic  and  wise : 
All  sly  slow  things,  with  circumspective  eyes: 
Men  in  their  loose  unguarded  hours  they  take. 
Not  that  themselves  are  wise,  but  others  weak. 
But  grant  that  those  can  conquer,  these  can  cheat  t 
'Tls  plirsse  absurd  to  call  a  vfllain  great; 
Who  wickedly  b  wise,  or  madly  bravc^ 
Is  but  the  more  a  fool,  the  more  a  knave. 
Who  noble  ends  by  noble  means  obtains, 
Or,  failing,  smiles  in  exile  or  in  chains, 
Like  good  Aurelius  let  him  reign,  or  bleed 
like  Socrates,  that  man  is  mat  indeed. 

What's  feme  ?  a  fency'd  life  m  others  breathy 
A  thing  beyond  us,  ev'n  before  our  death. 
Just  what  you  hear,  you  have ;  and  what's  unknown. 
The  same,  my  lord*  if  Tully's,  or  your  own. 
All  that  we  feel  of  it  begins  and  ends 
In  the  small  circle  of  our  foes  or  firiends ; 
To  all  bende  as  much  an  empty  shade 
An  Eugene  living,  as  a  Cesar  dead } 
Alike  or  when,  or  where  they  shone^  or  sfain^ 
Or  on  the  Rubicon,  or  on  the  Rhine. 
A  wit's  a  feather,  and  a  chief  a  rod : 
An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  God. 
Fame  but  firom  death  a  villain's  name  can  mLrm, 
As  Justice  tears  his  body  fVom  the  grave ; 
When  what  t'  oblivion  better  were  resign'd. 
Is  hung  on  high  to  poison  half  mankii^ 
Ail  feme  is  foreign,  but  of  true  desert ; 
Plays  round  the  head,  but  comes  not  to  the  hcswti 
One  self-approving  hour  whole  years  outweigh* 
Qf  stupid  starers,  and  of  kwd  husaas ; 
And  more  true  joy  Marodlus  exil'd  feei% 
Than  Csesarvrith  a  senate  at  his  heels. 

In  parts  superior  what  advantage  lies? 
Tell  (for  you  can)  what  is  it  to  be  wise? 
'Tis  but  to  know  bow  little  can  be  known ; 
To  see  all  others  fauHs,  and  feel  our  own : 
Condemned  in  business  or  in  arts  to  drndf* 
Without  a  aecand,  or  vritbout  a  judge : 
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Thiths  would  you  teach,  or  save  a  linking  land? 
All  fear,  none  aid  you,  and  few  understand. 
Funful  preweminence !  yourself  to  view 
Above  life's  weakness,  and  its  comforts  toa 

Bring  tlien  these  blessings  to  a  strict  account ; 
Make  fair  deductions;  see  to  what  they  mount : 
How  much  of  other  each  is  sure  to  cost ; 
How  much  for  other  oft  is  wholly  lost ; 
How  inconsistent  greater  goods  with  these; 
How  sometimes  life  is  risk'd,  and  always  ease : 
Hiink,  and  if  still  the  things  thy  envy  call, 
Ssy,  wouldst  thou  be  the  man  to  whom  they  fall  ? 
To  sigh  Ibr  ribbands,  if  thou  art  so  silly, 
Maik  how  they  grace  Lord  Umbra,  or  Sir  Billy. 
Is  yellow  dirt  the  passion  of  thv  h'fe  ? 
Look  but  on  Gripus,  or  on  Gnpus*  wife. 
If  parts  allure  thee,  think  how  Bacon  shin^d, 
Tlie  wisest,  brightest,  meanest  of  mankind : 
Or  ravisfa*d  with  the  whistling  of  a  name. 
See  Cromwdl,  damn*d  to  everlasting  fame ! 
If  aH,  united,  thy  ambition  call. 
From  ancient  story,  learn  to  scorn  them  alL 
lliere,  in  the  rich,  the  honour*d,  fiun*d,  and  great, 
See  the  false  scale  of  happiness  complete ! 
In  hearts  of  kings,  or  arms  of  queens  who  lay. 
How  happy  j  those  to  ruin,  these  betmy. 
Mark  by  what  wretched  steps  their  glory  grows, 
From  dirt  and  sea-weed,  as  proud  Venice  rose ; 
In  each,  how  guilt  and  greatness  equal  nm. 
And  all  that  rais*d  the  hero,  sunk  the  man : 
Now  Europe's  laurels  on  their  brows  behold. 
But  stain'd  with  blood,  or  ill  exchanged  for  gold : 
Then  see  them  broke  with  toiU,  or  sunk  in  ease. 
Or  infiuDous  for  plunder'd  provinces. 
O!  wealth  ill4ated  ;  which  no  act  of  fame 
E'er  taught  to  shine,  or  sanctily'd  from  shame ! 
What  greater  bliss  attends  their  close  of  life  ? 
Some  greedy  minion,  or  imperious  wife. 
The  trophy'd  arches,  story'd  halls  invade. 
And  haunt  their  slumbers  in  the  pompous  shade. 
Aks !  not  dazaled  with  their  noon-tide  ray. 
Compute  the  mom  and  evening  to  the  day  ; 
Tht  whole  amount  of  tliat  enormous  fame, 
A  tale,  that  blends  their  glory  with  their  shame ! 

Know  then  this  truth  (enough  for  man  to  know), 
"  Vbtue  alone  is  happiness  below." 
T^  only  point  where  human  bliss  stands  still, 
^  tastes  the  good  without  the  fall  to  ill ; 
Where  only  merit  constant  pay  receives, 
la  Uest  in  what  it  takes,  and  wM  it  gives ; 
TW  joy  unequall'd,  if  its  end  it  gain. 
And  if  it  kise,  attended  with  no  pain : 
WTlihout  satiety,  though  e'er  so  blest. 
And  but  more  rdish'd  as  the  more  distress'd : 
TW  hraadcst  mirth  unfeeling  Folly  wears, 
t  fi*  Ilk  iiing  far  than  Virtue's  very  tears : 
^ood,  Iran  each  object,  fitnn  each  place  acquir'd. 
For  ever  ezerda'd,  yet  nercr  tir'd ; 
^^m*  dal«4»  wUle  one  man's  oppress'd ; 
K«»  ^tjeeitd,  while  another's  blest ; 
AadwhCTB  BO  wants,  no  wishes  can  remain, 
«ee  iMit  to  wish  more  virtue^  is  to  gain. 
,^e  tiw  sole  Uiis  Heaven  could  on  all  bestow  j 
^w  wlio  but  ftekcan  taste,  but  thinks  can  know : 
,^poor  with  fintune,  and  with  learmng  blind, 
Jw  bad  ranst  miss;  the  good,  untaught,  will  find ; 
«•  to  DO  sect,  wbo  takes  no  private  road, 
0»loolcs  dmmgh  Nature,  up  to  Native's  God ; 
^nnues  that  chain  wUch  links  th*  immense  design, 
-»•"»  Hcsfcn  and  Earth,,  and  mortal  and  difine ; 
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Sees,  that  nofjeingany  bliss  can  know, 

But  touches  some  above,  and  some  below ; 

Learns  from  this  union  of  the  rising  whole 

The  first,  last  purpose  of  the  human  soul ; 

And  knows  where  faith,  law,  morals,  all  began, 

AH  end  in  love  of  God,  and  love  of  man. 

For  him  alone,  Hope  leads  from  goal  to  goal. 

And  opens  still,  and  opens  on  his  soul : 

Till  lengthen'd  on  to  Faith,  and  unconfin'd, 

It  pours  the  bliss  that  fills  up  all  the  mind. 

He  sees,  why  Nature  plants  in  man  alone 

Hope  of  known  bliss,  and  faith  in  bliss  unknown  : 

(Nature,  whose  dictates  to  no  other  kind 

Are  given  in  vain,  but  what  they  sedc  they  find : ) 

Wise  is  her  present ;  she  connects  in  this 

His  greatest  virtue  with  his  greatest  bliss ; 

At  once  his  own  bright  prospect  to  be  blest ; 

And  strongest  motive  to  assist  the  rest. 

Self-love  thus  push'd  to  social,  to  divine. 
Gives  thee  to  make  thy  neighbour's  blessing  thine. 
Is  this  too  little  for  the  boundless  heart? 
Extend  it,  let  thy  enemies  have  part. 
Grasp  the  whole  worlds  of  reason,  lifi^  and  sense. 
In  one  close  system  of  benevolence : 
Happier  as  kinder,  in  whate'er  d^ree. 
And  height  of  bliss  but  height  of  charity. 

God  loves  firom  whole  to  parts :  but  human  soul 
Must  rise  fW>m  individual  to  the  whole. 
Self-love  but  serves  the  virtuous  mind  to  wake^ 
As  the  small  pebble  stirs  the  peaceful  lake; 
The  centre  mov'd,  a  circle  straight  succeeds. 
Another  still,  and  still  another  spreads ; 
Friend,  parent,  neighbour,  first  it  will  embrace ; 
His  country  next ;  and  next  all  human  race ; 
Wide  and  more  wide,  th'  o'erflowings  of  the  mind 
Take  every  creature  in,  of  every  kind ; 
Earth  smiles  around,  with  boundless  bounty  blest, 
And  Heaven  beholds  its  image  in  his  breast 

Come  then,  my  friend  !  my  genius !  come  along ! 
Oh  master  of  the  poet,  and  the  song ! 
And  while  tlie  Muse  now  stoops,  or  now  ascends, 
To  man's  low  passions,  or  their  glorious  ends. 
Teach  me,  like  thee,  in  various  nature  wise. 
To  fall  with  dignity,  with  temper  rise; 
Form'd  by  thy  converse,  happily  to  steer. 
From  grave  to  gay,  fVom  livdy  to  severe ; 
Correct  with  spirit,  eloquent  with  ease. 
Intent  to  reason,  or  polite  to  please. 
Oh  !  while  along  the  stream  of  time  thy  name 
Expanded  flies,  and  gathers  all  its  fame ; 
Say,  shall  my  little  l^k  attendant  sail, 
Pursue  the  triumph,  and  partake  the  gale? 
When  statesmen,  heroes,  kings,  in  dust  repose^ 
Whose  sons  shall  blush  then*  fiithers  were  thy  foes, 
Shall  then  this  verse  to  fbture  age  pretend 
Thou  wert  my  guide,  philosopher,  and  fnend? 
That,  urg'd  by  thee,  I  tum'd  the  tuneful  art. 
From  sounds  to  things,  from  fancy  to  the  heart ; 
For  Wit's  fifdse  mirror  held  up  Nature's  light ; 
Show'd  erring  Pride,  wratkvsr  is,  is  moirr ; 
Hiat  reason,  passion,  answer  one  great  aim ; 
That  true  self-love  and  social  are  the  same ; 
That  virtue  only  makes  our  bliss  below ; 
And  all  our  knowledge  is,  ourselves  to  know. 
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Epist.  I. 


MORAL  ESSAYS, 
IK  rouft  KPisTues  to  sxvbeal  PBESOirs. 

Est  brevitate  opus,  ut  currat  aententia,  neu  se 
Impediat  verbis  lassas  onerantibus  aures; 
£t  sermone  opus  est  modo  tristj,  saepe  jocoso, 
Defendente  vicem  roodo  Rhetoris  atque  Po«tfi| 
Interdum  urban!,  parcentu  Tiribus,  atque 
Extenuantis  eas  Gomulto.  Hor. 


To  StM  Rica  AMD  Temflb,  L.  Cork  ax. 
EruTU  I. 


OV  TH«  KMOWLSDGK  AMD   CHAaACTRRS  OT   MEN*. 


jirgument, 

L  Hut  it  is  not  sufficient  for  this  knowledge  to 
oouider  man  in  the  abstract:  books  will  not 
serve  the  purpose,  nor  yet  our  own  experience 
singly.  General  nuaims,  unless  they  be  formed 
upon  both,  will  be  but  notional.  Some  pecu< 
liaiity  in  every  man,  characteristic  to  himself, 
yet  varying  from  himself.  Difficulties  arising 
IW>m  our  own  passions,  fancies,  faculties.  The 
shortness  of  lifo  to  observe  in,  and  the  uncertainty 
of  the  principles  of  action  in  men  to  observe  by. 
Our  own  principle  of  action  often  hid  from  our- 
selves. Some  few  characters  plain,  but  in  general 
confounded,  dissembled,  or  inconsistent.  The 
same  man  utterly  different  in  different  places  and 
seasons.  Unun^^inable  weaknesses  in  the  greatest. 
Nothmg  constant  and  certain  but  God  and  na- 
ture. No  judging  of  the  motives  from  the  ac- 
tions ;  the  same  acdons  proceeding  from  contrary 
motives,  and  the  same  motives  influencing  con- 
trary actions.  II.  Yet,  to  form  cliaracters,  we 
can  only  take  the  strongest  actions  of  a  man*s 
life,  and  try  to  make  them  agree :  tlie  utter  un- 
certainty of  this,  from  nature  itself,  and  from 
policy.  Characters  given  according  to  the  rank 
of  men  of  the  world :  and  some  reason  foE  it. 
Education  alters  the  nature,  or  at  least  character 
of  many.  Actions,  passions,  opinions,  manners, 
liumouns  or  principles,  all  subject  to  change. 
No  judging  by  nature.  III.  It  only  remains  to 
find  (if  we  can)  his  ruling  passion:  that  will 
certainly  influence  all  the  rest,  and  can  reconcile 
the  seeming  or  real  inconsistency  of  all  his  ac- 
tions. Instanced  in  the  extraordinary  character 
of  Clodio.  A  caution  against  mistaking  second 
qualities  for  first,  wluch  will  destroy  adl  possibility 
of  the  knowledge  of  mankind.  Examples  of  the 
strength  of  the  ruling  passbo,  ^d  its  /continu- 
ation to  the.  last  breath. 

Yb\  you  demise  tiie  man.tolKXik6confin*d, 
Who  Jhnn  his  study  rails  at  human-klncl ; 
Tliou^  wluu  he  learns  he  speaks,  and  may  advance 
Some  general  maxims,  or  be  right  by  chance; 
The  coxcomb  bird,  so  talkative  and  grave, 
That  from  his  cage  cries  cuckold,  whore,  and  knave^ 
TlKHigh  many  a  passenger  he  rightiy  call. 
You  hold  him  no  philosopher  at  alL  ^ 


And  yet  the  foite  of  all  extremes  is  »tich, 
Men  may  be  read,  as  well  as  books,  too  much. 
To  observations  which  ourselves  we  make, 
We  grow  more  partial  for  th*  observer's  sake ; 
To  written  wisdom,  as  another's,  less : 
My""**  are  drawn  from  notions,  these  from  guess. 
There's  some  peculiar  in  each  \etS  and  grain, 
Some  unmark*d  fibre,  or  some  varying  vein : 
Shall  only  man  be  taken  in  the  gross  ? 
Grant  but  as  many  sorts  of  mind  as  moss. 

That  each  from  other  differs,  first  confess ; 
Next,  that  he  varies  from  himself  no  less ; 
Add  nature's,  custom's,  reason's,  passion's  strife. 
And  all  opinion's  odours  cast  on  life. 
Our  deptiis  who  fiitiioms,  or  our  shallows  finds. 
Quick  whirls,  and  shifting  eddies,  of  our  minds? 
On  human  actions  reason  though  you  can, 
It  may  be  reason,  but  it  is  not  n»n : 
His  principle  of  action  once  explore, 
Tluit  instant  'tis  his  principle  no  more. 
Like  following  life  through  creatures  you  dissect, 
You  lose  it  in  the  moment  you  detect. 

Yet  more;  the  difference  u  as  great  between 
Tlic  optics  seeing,  as  the  objecu  seen. 
All  manners  take  a  tincture  from  our  own ; 
Or  come  discolour'd  through  our  passions  shown. 
Or  Fancy's  beam  enlarges,  multiplies. 
Contracts,  inverts,  and  gives  ten  thousand  dyea. 

Nor  will  life's  stream  for  observation  stay, 
It  hurries  all  too  fest  to  mark  then*  way  : 
In  vain  sedate  reflections  we  would  make, 
Wlien  half  our  knowledge  we  must  snatch,  not  takcw 
Ofr,  in  the  passion's  wild  rotation  tost. 
Our  spring  of  action  to  oursdves  is  lost : 
Tir'd,  not  determin'd,  to  the  last  we  yield. 
And  what  comes  then  is  master  of  the  fiekl. 
As  the  last  image  of  that  troubled  heap. 
When  sense  subsides  and  fiincy  qiorts  in  sleep, 
(Though  past  the  recollectimi  of  the  thought,) 
Becomes  the  stuff  of  which  our  dream  is  wnMght : 
Something  as  dim  to  our  internal  view. 
Is  thus,  perhaps,  the  cause  of  most  wo  do. 

True,  some  are  open,  and  to  all  men  known ; 
Others,  so  very  close,  they're  hid  fiwn  none ; 
(So  darkness  strikes  the  sense  no  less  than  light,) 
Thus  gracious  Cbandos  is  belov'd  at  sight ; 
And  every  c^d  hates  Shylock,  though  hb  soul 
Still  sits  at  squat,  and  peeps  not  from  its  hole. 
At  half  mankind  when  generous  Manly  raves. 
All  know  'tis  virtue,  for  he  tiiinks  them  knaves : 
When  universal  homage  Umbra  pays. 
All  see  'tis  vice,  an  itch  of  vulgar  praise. 
When  flattery  glares,  all  hate  it  in  a  queen. 
While  one  there  is  who  charms  us  with  his  q»Uen. 

But  these  plain  characters  we  rarely  find : 
Though  strong  tin  bent,  yet  quick  the  tumsof  miskd^ 
Or  pussling  contraries  confound  the  whole ; 
Or  affectations  quite  reverse  the  souL 
The  duU,  flat  folsehood  serves  for  policy ; 
And,  in  the  cunning,  truth  itselTs  a  lie : 
Untbou^^it-of  finalities  cheat  us  ui  the  wise ; 
The  fool  lies  hid.  ia  inconsistencies. 

See  the  same  man,  in  vigour,  hi  tiie  gout; 
Alone,  in  company ;  in  place,  4Mr  out ; 
Early  at  buaiDess,  and  at  hazard  late ; 
Mad  at  a  fox-chaoe,  wise  at  a  debate ; 
Drunk  at  a  borough,  civil  at  a  ball ; 
Friendly  at  Hackney,  foitiiless  at  WhiiehaU. 

Catius  is  ever  moral,  ever  grave. 
Thinks  who  endures  a  knave,  is  next  a  knave» 
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S«Te  just  it  dinner  — —  tfien  prefers,  no  doubt, 
A  rogue  whh  venison  to  a  wint  without. 

Wlio  would  not  praise  Fstricio's  high  desert. 
His  hand  unstain'd,  his  uncorrupted  heart, 
His  comprehensive  head !  all  interests  weigh'd, 
AH  Europe  sav'd,  yet  Britain  not  betray'd. 
He  thanks  you  not,  his  pride  is  in  piquette, 
Newmarket  ftme,  and  judgment  at  a  bet.      [ron !) 

What  made  (say,  Montagne,  or  more  sage  Char- 
Otho  a  warrior,  Cromwell  a  buffoon? 
A  periured  prince  a  leaden  aamt  revere, 
A  godless  regent  tremble  at  a  star  ? 
The  throne  a  bigot  keep,  a  genius  quit. 
Faithless  throu^  piety,  and  dup'd  through  wit  ? 
Eojope  a  woman,  child,  or  dotard  rule. 
And  just  her  wisest  monarch  made  a  fool  ? 

Know,  God  and  Nature  only  are  the  same : 
In  man,  the  judgment  shoots  a  flying  game ; 
A  bird  of  passage !  gone  as  soon  as  found. 
Now  in  the  Moon  perhaps,  now  under  ground. 

In  vain  the  sage,  with  retrospective  eye^ 
Would  from  th*  apparent  what  conclude  the  why, 
Inler  the  motive  from  the  deed,  and  show, 
Tliat  what  we  chanc'd,  was  what  we  meant  to  do. 
Behold  if  Fortune  or  a  mistress  frowns, 
Some  plunge  in  business,  others  shave  their  crowns; 
To  ease  the  soul  of  one  oppressive  weight. 
This  quits  an  empire,  that  embroils  a  state : 
The  same  adust  complexion  has  impell*d 
Cfaaries  to  the  convent,  Philip  to  the  field. 

Not  always  actions  show  the  man :  we  find 
Who  does  a  kindness,  is  not  therefore  kind : 
Feihaps  prosperity  becalm*d  his  breast. 
Perhaps  the  wind  just  shifted  from  the  east : 
Not  therefore  humble  he  who  seeks  retreat, 
Pride  guides  his  steps,  and  bids  him  shun  the  great : 
Who  combats  bravely  is  not  therefore  brave^ 
He  dreads  a  death-bed  like  the  meanest  slave : 
Who  reasons  wisely  is  not  therefore  wise. 
His  pride  in  reasoning,  not  in.  acting,  lies. 

But  grant  that  actions  best  discover  man ; 
Take  the  most  strong,  and  sort  them  as  you  can. 
The  few  that  glare,  each  character  must  marie, 
Too  balance  not  the  many  in  the  dark. 
What  win  you  do  with  sudi  as  disagree  ? 
Suppress  them,  or  miscall  them  policy  ? 
Most  tiien  at  once  (the  character  to  save) 
Hk  plain  rough  hm  turn  a  crafty  knave  ? 
Alas!  in  trudi  the  man  but  chang'd  his  mind, 
Beriiaps  was  sick,  in  love,  or  had  not  din*d. 
Ask  why  from  Britain  C«esar  would  retreat? 
Ccstf  faimadf  flight  whiq>er,  he  was  beat 
Why  risk  the  world's  great  empire  for  a  punk? 
Cassr  perhaps  might  answer,  he  was  drunk. 
But,  sage  historians!  *tis  your  task  to  prove 
One  action,  conduct ;  one,  heroic  love. 

*T1s  from  high  life  high  characters  are  drawn : 
A  sunt  in  crape  is  twic^  a  saint  in  lawn ; 
A  judge  is  just,  a  chancellor  juster  still ; 
A  gownman  leam*d ;  a  bidiop,  what  you  will ; 
Wise,  if  a  minister  ;  but,  if  a  king,  [thing. 

More  wise,  more  leam'd,  more  just,  more  every 
Conn-virtues  bear,  like  gems,  the  highest  rate. 
Bom  where  Heaven's  influence  scarce  can  penetrate : 
In  life's  low  vale,  the  soil  the  virtues  like. 
They  please  as  b^ties,  here  as  wonders  strike. 
Though  the  same  Sun  with  all  diffusive  rays 
Bhufa  in  the  rose,  and  in  the  diamond  blase. 
We  prize  the  stronger  effort  of  his  power, 
iuMl  justly  set  the  gem  above  the  flower. 


*Tis  education  forms  the  common  rnhd ; 
Just  as  the  twig  is  bent,  the  tree's  inclin'd. 
Boastftil  and  rou^  your  first  son  is  a  'squire  ; 
The  next  a  tradenoan  meek,  and  much  a  liar : 
Tom  struts  a  soldier,  open,  bold,  and  brave ; 
Will  sneaks  a  scrivener,  an  exceeding  knave : 
Is  he  a  churchman  ?  then  he's  fond  ojf  power : 
A  quaker  ?  sly :  a  presbyterian  ?  sour : 
A  smart  free-thinker?  all  things  in  an  hour. 

Ask  men's  opinions :  Scoto  now  shall  tell 
How  trade  increases,  and  the  world  goes  well ; 
Strike  off  hb  pension,  by  the  setting  sun. 
And  Britain,  if  not  Europe,  is  un£>ne. 

Hiat  gay  free-thinker,  a  fine  talker  once. 
What  turns  him  now  a  stujnd,  silent  dunce  ? 
Some  god,  or  spirit,  he  has  lately  found ; 
Or  chanc'd  to  meet  a  minister  that  frown'd. 

Judge  we  by  nature  ?  habit  can  efiSux, 
Interest  o'ercome,  or  policy  take  place : 
By  actions  ?  those  uncertainty  divides : 
By  passions  ?  these  dissimulation  hides : 
Opinions  ?  they  still  take  a  wider  range : 
Find,  if  you  can,  in  what  you  cannot  change. 

Manners  with  fortunes,  humours  turn  with  climes, 
Tenets  with  books,  and  principles  with  times. 

Search  then  the  ruling  passion :  theie,  alone. 
The  wHd  are  constant,  and  the  cunning  known ; 
The  fool  consistent,  and  the  fidse  sincere ; 
Priests,  princes,  women,  no  dissemblers  here. 
Hiis  clue  once  found,  unravels  all  the  rest. 
The  prospect  clears,  and  Wharton  stands  confest. 
Wharton,  the  scorn  and  wonder  of  our  days. 
Whose  ruling  passion  was  the  hist  of  praise; 
Bom  with  whate'er  could  win  it  from  the  wise, 
Women  and  fools  must  like  him,  or  he  dies  : 
Though  wondering  senates  hung  on  all  he  spoke. 
The  dub  must  hail  him  master  of  the  joke. 
Shall  parts  so  various  aim  at  nothing  new  ? 
He'll  shine  a  TuUy  and  a  WUmcft  too. 
Hien  turns  repentant,  and  his  God  adores 
With  the  same  spirit  that  he  drinks  and  whores ; 
Enough  if  all  around  him  but  admire. 
And  now  the  punk  applaud,  and  now  the  friar. 
Thus  with  each  gift  of  Nature  and  of  Art, 
And  wanting  noUiing  but  an  honest  heart ; 
Grown  all  to  all,  from  no  one  vice  exempt ; 
And  most  contemptible,  to  shun  contempt ; 
His  passion  still,  to  covet  general  praise ; 
His  life,  to  forfeit  it  a  thousand  ways ; 
A  constant  bounty,  which  no  friend  has  made ; 
An  angel  tongue,  which  no  man  can  persuade ; 
A  fool,  with  more  of  wit  than  half  mankind. 
Too  rash  for  thought,  for  action  too  refin'd : 
A  tjrrant  to  the  wife  his  heart  approves; 
A  rebel  to  the  very  king  he  loves ; 
He  dies,  sad  outcast  of  each  church  and  state. 
And,  httrdcr  still !  flagitious,  yet  not  great 
Ask  you  why  Wharton  broke  through  every  rule  ? 
'Twas  all  for  fear  the  knaves  should  call  him  fool. 

Nature  weU  known,  no  prodigies  remain. 
Comets  are  regular,  and  Wharton  plain. 

Yet,  in  this  search,  the  wisest  may  mistake. 
If  second  qualities  for  first  they  take. 
When  Catiline  by  rapine  swell'd  his  store  ; 
When  C«sar  made  a  noble  dame  a  whore  j 
In  this  the  lust,  in  that  the  avarice. 
Were  means,  not  ends ;  ambition  was  tlie  vice. 
That  very  Cosar,  bom  in  Sdpio's  days. 
Had  aim'd,  like  him,  by  chastity,  at  praise. 
Bb  3^ 
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LucuUtis;  when  firdgtihy  could  charm, 
Had  roaaled  turnips  in  the  Sabine  farm. 
In  vain  the  observer  eyes  the  builder's  toil. 
But  quite  mistakes  the  scaffbld  for  the  pile. 

In  this  one  passion  man  can  strength  enjo^r. 
As  fits  give  vigour,  just  when  tfaej  destroy. 
Time,  tint  on  all  tfiings  lays  his  lenient  hand, 
Yet  tames  not  thb ;  it  stidcs  to  our  last  sand. 
Consistent  in  our  fbllies  and  our  sins, 
Here  honest  Nature  ends  as  Ate  begins. 

Old  politicians  chew  on  wisdom  past, 
And  totter  on  iU  busmestf  to  the  last ; 
As  weak,  as  earnest ;  and  as  gravely  out, 
As  sober  Lanesborow  dancing  in  the  gout 

Behold  a  reterend  sire,  whom  wuit  of  grace 
Has  made  flie  &ther  of  a  nameless  race, 
Shov'd  fVxxn  (he  wall  perhaps,  or  rudely  press'd 
By  his  own  son,  that  passes  by  unbless*d : 
Sdll  to  his  wench  he  crawls  on  knocking  knees, 
And  envies  every  sparrow  that  he  sees. 

A  salmon's  bc^y,  Helluo,  was  thy  fate ; 
llie  doctor  call*d,  declares  all  help  too  late : 
"  Mercy !"  cries  Helluo,  "  mercy  on  ray  soul ! 
Is  there  no  hope  ?^Alas  !<— then  bring  die  jowL" 

The  frugal  crone,  whom  praying  priests  attend. 
Still  strives  to  save  the  hallow*d  tapcr*s  end. 
Collects  her  breath,  as  ebbing  life  retires, 
For  one  puff  more,  and  in  that  puff  expires. 

"Odious!  in  woollen!  'twould  a  saint  provoke," 
(Were  the  last  words  diat  poor  Narcissa  spoke,) 
"  No,  let  a  charming  chintx  and  Brussels  lace. 
Wrap  my  cold  limb%  and  shade  my  lifeless  face : 
One  would  not,  sure,  be  fKghtful  when  one's  dead^ 
And— Betty— give  this  cheek  a  little  red." 

The  courtier  smooth,  who  forty  years  had  shin*d 
An  humble  servant  to  all  human-kind,  [stir. 

Just  brought  out  this,  when  scarce  his  tongue  could 
"  If— where  Tm  going^I  could  serve  you,  sir !" 

*'  I  give  and  I  devise**  (old  Euclio  said. 
And  sigh'd)  «  my  lands  and  tenements  to  Ned." 
Your  money,  sir  ?— •"  My  money,  sir,  what  all  ? 
Why,  if  I  must"— (then  wept)  "  I  give  it  Paul." 
The  manor,  sir  ?^"  The  manor !  hold,"  he  cry'd. 
**  Not  that— I  cannot  part  with  that,"— and dyU 

And  you  f  brave  Cobham,  to  the  latest  breath. 
Shall  feel  your  ruling  passion  strong  in  death : 
Such  in  those  moments  as  in  all  the  post, 
**  Oh,  save  my  country.  Heaven !"  shall  be  your  last 
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Nothing  so  true  as  what  you  once  let  fall, 
**  Most  women  liave  no  characters  at  all." 
Matter  too  soft  a  lasting  mark  to  bear, 
And  best  distinguish*d  by  black,  brown,  or  fair. 
How  many  pictures  of  one  nymph  we  view. 
All  how  unlike  each  other,  all  how  true ! 
Arcadia's  countess,  here,  in  crmin'd  pride, 
Is  there,  Pastora  by  a  fountain  side. 
Here  Fannia,  leering  on  her  own  good  man, 
And  there,  a  naked  Leda  with  a  swan. 
Let  then  the  fkir-one  beautifully  cry. 
In  Magdalene's  loose  Iiair,  and  lifted  eye, 
Or  drat  in  smiles  of  sweet  Cxcilia  sliinc, 
With  simpering  anj^cls,  palmb,  and  liai-ps  divine ; 


Wliether  the  charmer  sinner  it,  or  saint  it. 
If  folly  grow  romantic,  I  must  paint  it. 

Come  then,  the  colours  and  the  ground  prepare ! 
Dip  in  the  rainbow,  trick  her  oA'  in  air ; 
QuMse  a  firm  doud,  before  it  fall,  and  in  it 
Catch,  ere  she  change,  the  Cynthia  of  this  minute. 

Rufa,  whose  eye,  quick  glancing  o'er  the  Pnk, 
Attracts  each  light  gay  meteor  of  a  spark. 
Agrees  as  ill  with  Rufk  studying  Locke, 
As  Sappho's  diamonds  with  her  dirty  sniock ; 
Or  Sappho  at  her  toilet's  greasy  task. 
With  Sappho  fragrant  at  an  evening  mask : 
So  morning  insects,  that  in  muck  begun. 
Shine,  buss,  and  fly-blow  in  the  setting.4nin. 

How  sad  is  Silia!  fiearful  to  offend ; 
The  frail-one's  advocate,  the  weak-one's  friend. 
To  her  CaUsta  prov'd  her  conduct  nice. 
And  good  Simplidus  asks  of  her  advice. 
Sudden,  she  storms !  she  raves !  You  tip  the  wink. 
But  s|kare  your  censure ;  Silia  does  not  drink. 
All  eyes  may  see  from  what  the  dumge  arose. 
All  eyes  may  sec    a  pimple  on  her  nose. 

Papillia,  wedded  to  her  amorous  spark. 
Sighs  for  the  shades— <*  How  charming  is  a  pork !" 
A  park  is  purchas'd,  but  the  fair  he  sees 
All  both'd  in  tears— ><<  Oh  odious,  odious  trees !" 

Ladies,  like  variegated  tulips,  show, 
'Tis  to  their  changes  half  thdr  channs  we  owe ; 
Fhie  by  defect,  and  delicately  weak. 
Their  happy  spots  the  nice  admirer  take. 
'Twas  thus  Calypso  once  each  heart  alorm'd, 
Aw'd  without  virtue,  without  beauty  charm'd  ; 
Her  tongue  bewitch'd  as  oddly  as  her  eyes. 
Less  wit  than  mimic,  more  a  wit  than  wise ; 
Strange  graces  still,  and  stranger  flights  she  hod^ 
Was  just  not  ugly,  and  was  just  not  mad ; 
Yet  ne'er  so  sure  our  passion  to  create. 
As  when  she  touch'd  the  brink  of  all  we  bate. 

Nardssa's  nature,  tolerably  mild. 
To  make  a  wash,  would  hardly  stew  a  child ; 
Has  ev'n  been  prov'd  to  grant  a  lover's  prayer. 
And  paid  a  tradesman  once  to  make  him  stare ; 
Gave  alms  at  Easter,  in  a  Christian  trim. 
And  made  a  widow  happy,  for  a  whim. 
Why  then  declare  good^noture  is  her  scorn. 
When  'tis  by  that  done  she  can  be  borne  ? 
Why  pique  all  mortals,  yet  affect  a  name  ? 
A  fool  to  pleasure,  yet  a  slave  to  fame : 
Now  deep  in  Taylor  and  the  Book  of  Martyrs 
Now  drinking  dtron  with  his  grace  and  Chartres ; 
Now  conscience  chills  her,  and  now  passion  bums ; 
And  atheism  and  religion  take  their  turns ; 
A  vdry  heathen  in  the  carnal  part. 
Yet  still  a  sad  good  Christian  at  her  heart. 

See  Sin  in  state,  nugestically  drunk. 
Proud  as  a  peeress,  prouder  as  a  punk ; 
Chaste  to  her  husband,  frank  to  oil  bedde» 
A  teeming  mistress,  but  a  ^^arren  bride. 
What  then?  let  blood  and  body  bear  the  (auH, 
Her  head's  untouch'd,  that  noble  seat  of  thought ; 
Such  this  day's  doctrine  ^  in  another  fit 
She  sins  with  poets  through  pure  love  of  vnt. 
What  has  not  fir'd  her  IxMom  or  her  bnin  ? 
Cssar  and  Tall^xiy,  Charles  and  Chniemagne. 
As  Helluo,  late  dictator  of  the  feast, 
Th»  nose  of  Haut-gout,  and  the  tip  of  Toaic^ 
Critiqu'd  your  wine,  and  analys'd  your  nieat. 
Yet  on  plain  pudding  deign'd  at  home  to  tAi 
So  Philomede.  lecturing  dl  mankind 
On  Uic  soA  pas:kion,  and  the  ta 
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Hi*  addras,  the  deHcacf — stoops  at  once, 
And  makes  bcr  hearty  meal  upon  a  dimoe. 

Flam's  a  wit,  has  too  much  sense  to  pray ; 
To  toast  our  wants  and  wishes,  is  her  way ; 
Kor  asks  of  God,  but  of  her  stars,  to  give 
The  mighty  blesdng^  **  while  we  live,  to  live." 
then  all  for  death,  that  opiate  of  the  soul ! 
Locretia*s  dagger,  Kosamonda's  bowL 
Say,  what  can  cause  such  in^Kitence  of  mind  ? 
A  spark  too  fickle,  or  a  spouse  too  kind  ? 
Wise  wretch!  with  pleasures  too  refin'd  to  pkase ; 
With  too  mudi  spirit  to  be  e'er  at  ease ; 
Wkh  too  much  quickness  ever  to  be  taught ; 
With  too  much  dunking  to  have  common  thought : 
Ton  purchase  pain  with  all  that  joy  can  give. 
And  die  of  nothing  but  a  nuns  to  live. 

Turn  then  from  wits ;  and  look  on  Simo's  mate^ 
Mb  ass  so  medL,  no  ass  so  obstinate. 
Or  her,  that  owns  her  faults,  but  never  mends. 
Because  she's  honest,  and  the  best  of  friends. 
Or  her,  whose  life  the  church  and  scandal  share, 
For  ever  in  a  paanon,  or  a  prayer. 
Or  her,  vHio  laughs  at  Hell,  but  (like  her  gi«ce) 
Crin,   "  Ah !   how  charming,  if  there's  no  such 

phu»!" 
Or  who  in  sweet  vicissitude  appears 
Of  mirth  and  opium,  ratafie  and  tears, 
Hie  daily  anodyne,  toad  nightly  draught. 
To  kill  those  foes  to  fisur-ones,  time  and  thought. 
Woman  and  fool  are  two  hard  things  to  hit ; 
For  true  no-menning  pussies  more  than  wit. 

But  what  are  these  to  great  Atossa's  mind? 
Scarce  onoe  herself,  by  turns  all  woman-Jdnd! 
Who,  with  herself,  or  others,  from  her  birth 
Finds  all  her  lift  one  warfive  upon  Earth : 
Shfaies,  in  exposing  knaves,  and  painting  fools, 
Tet  is,  whate'er  she  hates  and  ridicules. 
Ho  thoiight  advances,  but  her  eddy  brain 
Whisks  it  about,  and  down  it  goes  again^ 
Full  sixty  years  the  world  has  been  her  trader 
The  wisest  fool  much  time  has  ever  made. 
From  loveiesB  youth  to  unrespected  age 
No  passion  gr^ify'd,  exo^  her  rage. 
So  much  die  fuiy  still  outran  the  wit, 
The  plf  BUTf  mist  her,  and  the  scandal  hit. 
Who   bteaks   with    her,  provokes  revenge  from 

Hdl, 
But  he's  a  bdder  man  who  dares  be  welL 
Her  every  turn  with  violence  pursued, 
Mor  more  a  storm  her  hate  thui  gratitude : 
T»  that  each  passion  turns,  or  soon  or  late ; 
Love,  if  it  makes  her  yield,  must  make  her  hate : 
Superiors?  death!  and  equals?  what  a  curse! 
But  an  inferior  not  dependant  ?  worse. 
Oflfaod  her,  and  she  knows  not  to  forgive ; 
DUige  her,  and  she'll  hate  you  while  you  live : 
But  St,  and  she'll  adore  you— Then  the  bust 
And  temple  rise— then  foil  again  to  dust. 
I«rt  night,  her  lord  was  all  that's  good  and  great; 
A  knave  diis  morning,  and  his  will  a  cheat. 
Stiaiwe !  by  the  means  defeated  of  the  ends. 
By  spttit  nM>'d  of  power,  by  warmth  of  friends, 
By  weakh  of  foUowers!  without  one  diAress 
Skk  of  bsrsdf;  through  very  selfishness ! 
AtoBsa,  curs'd  with  every  granted  prayer. 
Chadless  with  all  her  children,  wants  an  heur. 
To  heirs  unknowD  descends  th*  unguarded  store, 
Or  wanders.  Heaven-directed,  to  the  poor. 

Picturesy  like  these,  dear  madam,  to  design, 
Aikft  no  finn  hand,  and  no  unerring  line ; 


Some  wandering  touches^  some  reAsctod'Mi^    • 
Some  flying  stroke  alone  can  hit  them  right : 
For  how  should  equal  colours  do  the  knack  ? 
Camdeons  who  can  paint  in  white  and  black  ? 

**  Tet  Chloe  sure  was  form'd  without  a  yet."  — 
Nature  in  her  then  eir'd  not^  but  forgot 
"  With  every  pleasing,  every  prudent  part, 
Say,  what  can  Chloe  want?"  —  She  wants  a  heart. 
She  speaks,  behaves,  and  acts  just  as  she  ought ; 
But  never,  never  reach'd  one  generous  thought. 
Virtue  ^  finds  too  painful  an  endeavour, 
Content  to  dwell  in  decencies  for  ever. 
So  very  reasonable,  so  unmov'd. 
As  never  yet  to  love,  or  to  be  lov'd. 
She,  while  her  lover  pants  upon  her  breast, 
Can  mark  the  figures  on  an  Indian  chest ; 
And  when  she  sees  her  friend  in  deep  despair. 
Observes  how  much  a  chints  exceeds  mohair.  • 
Forbid  it,  Heaven,  a  fovour  or  a  debt 
She  e'er  should  cancel  —but  she  may  foigct 
Safe  is  your  secret  still  in  Chloe's  ear ; 
But  none  of  Chloe's  shall  you  ever  hear. 
Of  all  her  dears  she  never  slander'd  one, 
But  cared  not  if  a  thousand  are  undone. 
Would  Chloe  know  if  you're  alive  or  dead  ? 
She  bids  her  footman  put  it  in  her  head. 
Chloe  is  prudent—  Would  you  too  be  wise  ? 
Then  never  break  your  heart  when  Chloe  dies. 

One  certain  portrait  may  (I  grant)  be  seen. 
Which  Heaven  has  vamish'd  out,  and  made  a  queen : 
The  same  for  ever !  and  describ'd  by  all 
With  truth  and  goodness,  as  with  crown  and  ball. 
Fbets  heap  virtues,  painters  gems  at  wiU, 
And  show  their  seal,  and  hide  their  want  of  skill. 
'Tis  weU —  but,  artists !  who  can  paint  or  \\Tite, 
To  draw  the  naked  is  your  true  ddigfat 
That  robe  of  quality  so  struts  and  swells. 
None  see  what  parts  of  Nature  it  conceals : 
Th'  exactest  traits  of  body  or  of  mind, 
We  owe  to  models  of  an  humble  kind. 
If  Queensbeny  to  strip  there's  no  compelling, 
'Tb  from  a  handmaid  we  must  take  a  Helen. 
F^om  peer  or  bishop  'tis  no  essy  thing 
To  draw  the  man  who  loves  his  God,  or  king : 
Alas !  I  copy  (or  my  draught  would  fail) 
From  honest  Mah'met,  or  pkin  parson  Hale. 

But  grant,  in  public,  men  sometimes  are  shown, 
A  woman's  seen  in  private  lifo  alone : 
Our  bolder  talents  in  full  life  disphqr'd ; 
Your  virtues  open  fiurest  in  the  shads. 
Bred  to  disguise,  in  public  'tis  you  hide ; 
There,  none  distinguish  'twixt  your  shame  or  pride. 
Weakness  or  delicacy ;  all  so  nice. 
That  eadi  may  seem  a  virtue^  or  a  vice. 

In  men,  we  various  ruling  passions  find ; 
In  women,  two  almost  divide  the  kind : 
Those,  only  fix'd,  they  first  or  Ust  obey. 
The  love  of  pleasure,  and  the  love  of  sway. 

That,  Nature  gives ;  and  where  the  lessen  tauglu 
Is  but  to  please,  can  pleasure  seem  a  fruilt  ? 
Experience,  this ;  by  man's  oppression  curst. 
They  seek  the  second  not  to  lose  the  first. 

Men,  some  to  business,  some  to  pleasure  take ; 
But  every  woman  is  at  heart  a  rske : 
Men,  some  to  quiet,  some  to  public  strife^ 
But  every  lady  would  be  queen  for  life. 

Tet  mark  the  fote  of  a  whole  sex  of  queens ! 
Power  all  their  end,  but  beauty  all  the  meaus : 
In  youtit  they  conquer  with  so  wild  a  rage, 
As  leaves  tliem  scarce  a  sulMect  in  theif  age : 
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For  f««lgn  glory,  foreign  joy,  they  roam ; 
No  thou^  af  peace  or  happinetis  at  home. 
But  wisdom's  triumph  is  well-tim'd  retreat, 
As  harda  science  to  the  fair  as  great ! 
Beauties,  like  tyrants,  old  and  ftiendless  grown, 
Y«t  hate  repose,  and  dread  to  be  alonev 
Worn  out  in  public,  weary  every  eye. 
Nor  leave  one  sigh  behind  them  when  they  die. 

Pleasures  the  sex,  as  children  bird8>  pursue, 
Sdll  out  of  reach,  yet  never  out  of  view ; 
Sure,  if  diey  catch,  to  spoQ  the  toy  at  most. 
To  covet  flying,  anid  regret  when  lost : 
At  last,  to  follies  youth  could  scarce  defend. 
It  grows  their  age*s  prudence  to  pretend ; 
Asham*d  to  own  they  gave  delight  before, 
Reduc*d  to  foign  it,  when  they  give  no  more.         ^ 
As  hags  hold  sabbaths,  less  for  joy  than  spite, 
So  these  their  merry,  miserable  night ; 
Stni  round  and  round  the  ghosts  of  beauty  glide^ 
And  haunt  the  places  where  their  honour  dy'd. 

See  how  the  world  its  veterans  rewards ! 
A  youth  of  frolics,  an  old-age  of  cards : 
Fair  to  no  purpose,  artful  to  no  end ; 
Young  without  lovers,  old  without  a  ftiend ; 
A  f<^  their  passion,  but  their  prize  a  sot ; 
Alive,  ridiculous ;  and  dead,  forgot ! 

Ah !  friend !  to  daule  let  the  vain  design ; 
To  raise  the  thought,  and  touch  the  heart,  be  thine ! 
Ukat  charm  shall  grow,  while  what  fatigues  the  ring. 
Flaunts  and  goes  down,  an  unregarded  thing : 
So  when  the  Sun*s  broad  beam  luis  tir*d  the  sight. 
All  mild  ascends  the  Moon's  more  sober  light, 
Serene  in  virgin  modesty  she  shines. 
And  unobserv'd  the  glaring  orb  declines. 

Oh  t  blest  with  temper,  whose  unclouded  ray 
Can  make  to-morrow  cheerful  as  to-day  z 
She,  who  can  love  a  sister's  charms,  or  hear 
Sighs  Ibr  a  (^ughter  with  unwounded  ear ; 
She  who  ne'er  answers  till  a  husband  cools. 
Or,  if  she  rules  him,  never  shows  she  rules  • 
Charms  by  accepting,  by  submitting  sways, 
Yet  has  her  humour  most,  when  she  obeys ; 
Let  fops  or  Fortune  fly  which  way  they  will. 
Disdains  all  loss  of  tickets,  or  codille ; 
Spleen,  vapours,  or  small-pox,  above  them  all. 
And  mistress  of  herself,  though  china  fall. 

And  yet,  believe  me,  good  as  well  as  ill. 
Woman's  at  best  a  contradiction  still. 
Heaven  when  it  strives  to  polish  all  it  can 
Its  last  best  work,  but  forms  a  softer  man  ; 
Picks  firom  each  sex,  to  make  the  favourite  blest. 
Your  love  of  pleasure,  our  desire  of  rest : 
Blends,  in  exception  to  all  general  rules, 
Your  taste  of  follies,  with  our  scorn  of  fools : 
Reserve  irith  fVankness,  art  with  truth  ally'd. 
Courage  witfi  softness,  modesty  with  pride ; 
Fix'd  principles,  with  &ncy  ever  new ; 
Shakes  all  together,  and  produces—- you. 
Be  this  a  woman's  fiune !  with  this  unblest,    . 
Toasts  live  a  scorn,  and  queens  may  die  a  jest 
This  Phffibus  promis'd  (I  forget  the  year) 
When  diose  blue  eyes  first  open'd  on  the  sphere ; 
Ascendant  Phoebus  watch'd  that  hour  with  care^ 
Averted  half  your  parents'  simple  prayer ; 
And  gave  you  beauty,  but  deny'd  the  pelf 
Hiat  buys  your  sex  a  tyrant  o'er  itself. 
Tlie  generous  god,  who  wit  and  gold  refines. 
And  ripens  spirits  as  he  ripens  mines, 
Kept  dross  for  duchesses,  the  world  shall  know  it, 
To  you  gave  sense,  good-humour,  and  a  poet. 


To  ALLEN9  Lord  Bathusmt, 
EnsTUc  III. 
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That  it  is  known  to  few,  most  fUliog  into  one  «f 
the  extremes,  avarice  or  profusion.  The  point 
discussed,  whether  the  invention  of  money  has 
been  nKMPe  commodious  or  pernicious  to  mankind. 
Hiat  riches,  either  to  the  avaricious  or  the  pro- 
digal, cannot  afford  happiness,  scarcely  neces- 
saries. That  avarice  is  an  abscdute  firenxy, 
without  an  end  or  purpose.  Conjectures  about 
the  motives  of  avaridous  men.  lliat  the  con- 
duct of  men,  with  respect  to  riches,  can  only  be 
accounted  fcnr  by  the  order  of  Providence,  wiuch 
works  the  general  good  out  of  extremes,  and 
brings  all  to  its  great  end  by  perpetual  revolutiomk. 
How  a  miser  acts  upon  principles  wfaidi  appear 
to  him  reasonable.  How  a  prodigal  does  the 
same.  The  due  medium,  and  true  use  of  riches. 
The  Man  of  Ross.  The  fiite  of  the  profuse  and 
the  covetous,  in  two  examples ;  both  miserable  in 
lifie  and  in  death.     The  story  of  Sir  Balaam. 

P.  Who  shall  decide  when  doctora  disagree^ 
And  soundest  casuists  doubt,  like  yon  and  me  ? 
You  hold  the  word,  from  Jove  to  Momus  given, 

of  Heaven ; 


That  man  was  made  the  standing  jest  < 
And  gold  but  sent  to  keep  the  fools  in  play. 
For  some  to  heap,  and  some  to  throw  away. 

But  I,  who  tliink  more  highly  of  our  kind, 
rAnd,  surely,  Heaven  and  I  are  of  a  mind,) 
Opine,  that  Nature,  as  in  duty  bound. 
Deep  hid  the  shining  mischief  under  ground : 
But  when,  by  man's  audacious  labour  won, 
Flam'd  forth  this  rival  too,  its  sire,  the  Sun, 
llien  careful  Heaven  supply'd  two  sorts  of  men. 
To  squander  these,  and  those  to  hide  again. 

Like  doctors  thus,  when  much  dispute  has  paaC, 
We  find  our  tenets  just  the  same  at  last. 
Both  fairly  owning,  riclies,  in  effect. 
No  grace  of  Heaven,  or  token  of  th'  elect ; 
Given  to  the  fool,  the  mad,  the  vain,  the  evil. 
To  Ward,  to  Waters,  Qiartres,  and  the  DeviL 

B'  What  nature  wants,  commodious  gold  bestows; 
'Tis  thus  we  eat  the  bread  another  sows. 

P.  But  how  unequal  it  bestows,  observe ; 
"lis  thus  we  riot,  while,  who  sow  it,  vtarve : 
What  nature  vrants  (a  phrase  I  must  distrust) 
Extends  to  luxury,  extends  to  lust : 
Usefbl,  I  grant,  it  serves  what  life  requires, 
But  dreadful  too,  the  dark  assassin  hires. 
B*  Trade  it  may  help,  society  extend  t 
P.  But  lures  the  pirate,  and  coirupts  the  fHendL 
B.  It  raises  armies  in  a  nation's  aid : 
P.  But  bribes  a  senate,  and  the  land's  betray'd. 
In  vain  may  heroes  fight,  and  patriots  rave^ 
If  secret  gold  sap  on  fVom  knave  to  knave. 
Once  we  confess,  beneath  the  patriot's  doak. 
From  the  crack'd  ^g  the  dropping  Guinea  spokcw 
And  jingling  down  die  back-stairs,  told  the  creic» 
**  Old  OUo  is  as  great  a  rogue  as  you." 
Blest  Bsper-credit !  last  and  best  supply ! 
That  lends  Corruption  lighter  wings  to  fty } 
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Gold,  impM  hj  tbee,  can  tompass  bstdeA  tbingi^   . 

Cm  pocket  states,  can  fetch  or  cany  kings ; 

A  single  leaf  shall  waft  an  anny  o'er. 

Or  ship  off  senates  to  some  distant  shore ; 

A  leaf,  like  Sibyl's,  scatter  to  and  fro 

Our  firtes  and  fortunes,  as  the  wind  shall  blow : 

IVesnant  with  thousands  flits  the  scrap  unseen. 

And  silent  sells  a  king,  or  buys  a  queen. 
Oh!  that  such  bulky  bribes  as  all  might  see, 

fliiU,  as  of  old,  encumber'd  viUany  ! 

Could  Fhuice  or  Rome  divert  our  brave  designs. 

With  all  their  brandies,  or  with  all  their  wines? 

What  could  they  more,  than  knights  and  'squires 
confound. 

Or  water  all  the  quorum  ten  miles  round? 

A  statesman's  slumbers  how   this   speech  would 
tpoai 

*<  Suv  Spain  has  sent  a  thousand  jars  of  oil ; 

Huge  bales  of  British  cloth  blockade  the  door ; 

A  bimdred  oxen  at  your  levee  roar." 
Poor  Avarice  one  torment  more  would  find  ; 

Nor  could  Fhyfusion  squander  all  in  kind. 

Astride  hb  cheese  Sir  Morgan  might  we  meet : 

And  Worldly  crying  coals  fitmi  street  to  street, 
Wbonn,  with  a  wig  so  wild,  and  mien  so  max'd, 
Fitjtdnristakes  for  some  poor  tradesman  craz'd. 
Had  Colepepper's  whole  wealth  been  hops  and 

hogs. 
Could  he  himself  have  sent  it  to  the  dogs? 

His  grace  will  game :  to  White's  a  bull  be  led, 
Wkh  spuming  heels  and  with  a  butting  head. 
To  White's  be  carry'd,  as  to  ancient  games. 

Fair  coursers,  vases,  and  alluring  dames. 
Shall  then  Uzorio,  if  the  stakes  he  sweep, 
Bear  home  six  whores,  and  make  his  lady  weep  ? 
Or  soft  Adonis,  so  perlPum'd  and  fine, 
Drive  to  St.  James's  a  whole  herd  of  swine  ? 
Oh  filthy  check  on  all  industrious  skill. 
To  spoil  the  nation's  last  great  trade,  quadrille ! 
Smoe  then,  my  lord,  on  such  a  world  we  &11, 
Wlat  say  you?    B.  Say?    Why  take  it,  gold  and 
alL 
P.  What  riches  give  us,  let  us  then  inquire  ? 
Meat,  fire,  and  clothes.  B.  What  more?  P.  Meat, 

clothes,  and  fire. 
Is  this  too  little?  would  you  more  than  live? 
Aha !  'fis  more  than  Turner  finds  they  give. 
Alas !  'tis  more  than  (all  his  visions  past) 
Unhappy  Wharton,  waking,  found  at  last ! 
What  can  they  give  ?  to  dying  Hopkins,  heirs ; 
To  Chaitres,  vigour ;  Japhet,  nose  and  ears  ? 
Can  tiiey,  in  gems  bid  pallid  Hippia  glow. 
In  Fulvia's  buckle  ease  the  throbs  below ; 
Or  hmd,  old  Narses,  thy  cibscener  ail. 
With  all  th*  embroidery  plaster'd  at  thy  tail  ? 
They  might  (vrere  Ha^iaz  not  too  wise  to  spend) 
Gfve  Harpax  self  the  blessing  of  a  iriend ; 
Or  find  some  doctor  that  would  save  the  life 
Of  wretched  Shylock,  spite  of  Shylock's  wife ; 
B«t  tfKMisandn  cUe,  without  or  this  or  that, 
Die^  and  endow  a  coDege,  or  a  cat 
To  some,  indeed.  Heaven  grants  the  luppier  fate, 
T*  enrich  a  bastard,  or  a  son  they  liate. 

Beriops  you  think  the  poor  might  have  their  part; 
Bond  damns  the  poor,  and  hates  them  from  his 

heart: 
The  grave  Sh'  Gilbert  holds  it  for  a  rule 
7>iaC  every  man  in  want  is  knave  or  fool  t 
**  God  cannot  love"  (says  Blunt,  with  tearless  eyes) 
•*  Tim  WRtch  be  starves"  -^  and  piously  denies : 


But  the  good  bishop^  with  a  meekar  air. 
Admits,  and  leaves  them.  Providence's  care. 

Yet  to  be  just  to  these  poor  men  of  pelf. 
Each  does  but  hate  his  neighbour  as  himself: 
Damn'd  to  the  mines,  an  equal  fiite  betides 
The  sUve  that  digs  it,  and  the  slave  that  hides. 

B»  Who  suffer  thus,  mere  charity  should  own. 
Must  act  on  motives  powerful,  though  unknown. 

P.  Some  war,  some  plague,  or  famme,they  foresee. 
Some  revelation  hid  from  you  and  me. 
Why  Shylock  wants  a  metd,  the  cause  is  found  ; 
He  thinks  a  loaf  will  rise  to  fifty  pound. 
What  made  directors  cheat  in  South-Sea  year  ? 
To  live  on  venison  when  it  sold  so  dear. 
Ask  you  why  Phryne  the  whole  auction  buys? 
Fhryne  foresees  a  general  excise. 
Why  she  and  Sappho  raise  that  monstrous  sum  ? 
Alas !  they  fear  a  man  will  cost  a  plum. 

Wise  Peter  sees  the  world's  respect  for  gold. 
And  therefore  hopes  this  nation  may  be  sold  : 
Glorious  ambition !  Peter,  swell  thy  store. 
And  be  what  Rome's  great  Didius  was  before; 

The  crown  of  Poland,  venal  twice  an  age. 
To  just  three  millions  stinted  modest  Gage. 
But  nobler  scenes  Maria's  dreams  unfolc^ 
Hereditary  realms,  and  worlds  of  gold. 
Congenial  souls  ;  whose  life  one  avarice  joins. 
And  one  fate  buries  in  th*  Asturian  mines. 

Much-injur'd  Blunt!  why  bears  he  Britain's  hate  ? 
A  wizard  told  liim  in  tliesc  words  our  fate : 
"  At  length  Corruption,  like  a  general  flood, 
(So  long  by  watchful  ministers  witlistood,) 
Shall  deluge  all ;  and  Avarice,  creeping  on. 
Spread  like  a  low-born  mist,  and  blot  me  sun ; 
Statesman  and  patriot  ply  aUke  the  stocks, 
Peeress  and  butler  share  alike  the  box ; 
And  judges  job,  and  bishops  bite  the  town. 
And  mighty  dukes  pack  cards  for  half  a  crown. 
See  Britain  sunk  in  Lucre's  sordid  charms, 
And  France  reveng'd   of  Anne's  and  £dward's 

arms!" 
'Twas  no  court-badge,  great  scrivener,  fir'd  tliy  brain. 
Nor  lordly  luxury,  nor  city  gain  : 
No,  'twas  thy  righteous  end,  asham'd  to  see 
Senates  degenerate,  patriots  disagree. 
And  nobly  wishing  party-rage  to  cease. 
To  buy  both  sides,  and  give  thy  country  peace. 

«  All  this  is  madness,"  cries  a  sober  sage : 
But  who,  my  friend,  has  reason  in  his  rage  ? 
♦*  The  ruling  passion,  be  it  what  it  will, 
The  ruling  passion  conquers  reason  stilL" 
Less  mad  the  wildest  whimscy  we  can  frame. 
Than  even  that  passion,  if  it  has  no  aim ; 
For  though  such  motives  folly  you  may  call. 
The  folly  s  greater  to  have  none  at  alL 

Hear  then  the  truth :  "  'lis  Heaven  each  passion 
sends. 
And  different  men  directs  to  different  ends. 
Extremes  in  Nature  equal  good  produce. 
Extremes  in  man  concur  to  general  use." 
Ask  we  what  makes  one  keep,  and  one  bestow  ? 
That  Power  who  bids  the  ocean  ebb  and  flow, 
Bids  seed-time,  harvest,  equal  course  maintain, 
Through  recondl'd  extremes  of  drought  and  rain. 
Builds  life  on  death,  on  change  duration  founds. 
And  gives  th'  eternal  wheels  to  know  their  roumls. 

Ri^es,  like  insects,  when  conccal'd  tlicy  lie. 
Wait  but  for  wings,  and  in  tlieir  season  fly. 
Who  sees  pole  Mainmou  pine  amidM  his  store. 
Sees  but  a  backward  steward  for^  the  poor ; 
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This  yoar,  a  riMcrvoir,  to  keep  aM  qpwe ; 
The  next,  a  fountain,  spoutii^  througk  hit  heir, 
In  bmsh  streams  to  quench  a  country's  thirst. 
And  men  and  dogs  shall  drink  him  i\\  thej  hurst 

Old  Cotta  sham'd  his  fortune  and  his  birth, 
Tet  was  not  Cotta  ^oid  of  wit  or  worth : 
What  though  (the  use  of  barbarous  spits  forgot) 
His  kitchen  vied  in  cookiess  with  his  grot  ? 
Hb  court  w!lh  nettles,  moats  with  cresses  stor*d, 
With  soups  unboughtand  saUadsUess'd  his  board  ? 
If  Cotta  liv*d  on  pulse,  it  was  no  more 
Ihan  Bramms,  saints,  and  sages  did  before : 
To  cram  the  rich,  was  prodigal  expense. 
And  who  would  take  the  poor  fliom  Providence  ? 
like  some  lone  Chartrenx  stands  the  good  old  Hall, 
Silence  without,  and  lasts  within  the  wall ; 
No  rafter'd  rooh  with  dance  and  tabor  sound. 
No  noontide  bell  invites  the  country  round : 
Tenants  with  sighs  the  smokeless  towers  survey. 
And  turn  th*  unwilling  steeds  another  way : 
Benighted  wanderers,  the  forest  o*er, 
CurB*d  the  sav'd  candle,  and  unopening  door ; 
While  the  gaunt  mastiff,  growling  at  tlie  gate, 
Affiights  the  beggar  whom  he  longs  to  cat 

Not  so  his  son  :  he  mark*d  this  oversight. 
And  then  mistook  reverse  of  wrong  for  nght 
(For  what  to  shun,  will  no  great  knowledge  need ; 
But  what  to  follow,  is  a  task  indeed. ) 
Tet  sure,  of  qualities  deserving  praise. 
More  go  to  ruin  fortunes,  than  to  raise. 
What  sUughter 'd  hecatombs,  what  floods  of  wine. 
Fill  the  capacious  'squire,  and  deep  divine ! 
Tet  no  mean  motives  this  profusion  draws,. 
His  oxen  perish  in  his  country's  cause ; 
'Tb  George  and  Liberty  that  crowns  the  cup, 
And  seal  for  that  great  house  which  cats  him  up. 
The  woods  recede  around  the  naked  seat, 
The  Sylvansgroan— -no  matter  — for  the  fleet: 
Next  goes  his  wool — to  clothe  our  valiant  bands : 
Last,  for  his  country's  love,  he  sells  his  hmds. 
To  town  he  comes,  completes  the  nation's  hope. 
And  heads  the  bold  train4)ands,  and  bums  a  pope. 
And  shall  not  Britain  now  reward  his  toils, 
Britain  that  pays  her  patriots  with  her  spoils  ? 
In  vain  at  court  the  bankrupt  pleads  his  cause, 
His  thankless  country  leaves  him  to  her  Uws. 

The  sense  to  value  riches,  with  the  art 
T  enjoy  them,  and  the  virtue  to  impart. 
Not  meanly,  nor  ambitiously  pursued. 
Not  sunk  by  sloth,  nor  mis'd  by  servitude ; 
To  balance  fortune  by  a  just  expense, 
Join  with  economy,  magnificence ; 
With  splendour,  charity ;  with  plenty,  health  ; 
Oh  teach  us,  Bathurst !  yet  unspofl'd  by  wealth ! 
That  secret  rare,  between  th'  extremes  to  move 
Of  mad  Good-nature,  and  of  nnean  Self-love. 

B.   To  worth  or  want  welUweigh'd,  be  bounty 
given. 
And  ease,  or  emulate,  the  care  of  Heaven ; 
(Whose  measure  full  o'erflows  on  human  race) 
Mend  Fortune's  fault,  and  justify  her  mce. 
Wealth  in  the  gross  is  death,  but  life  diflus'd ; 
As  poison  heals,  in  just  proportion  us'd : 
In  heaps,  like  ambergris,  a  stink  it  lies. 
But  well  dispers'd,  is  incense  to  the  skies. 

P.  Who  starves  by  nobles,  or  with  nobles  eats? 
The  wretch  that  trusts  them,  and  the  rogue  that 

cheats. 
Is  there  a  lord,  who  knows  a  cheerful  noon 
Without  a  fiddler,  flatterer,  or  huflbon  ? 


Wmm  table,  wtc,  or  nodMt  Blcrltsharey 
Un-elboiw*d  by  a  gamester,  pimp,  or  player  ? 
MTho  copies  yours,  or  Oxfofd's  better  part. 
To  ease  th*  oppress'd,  and  raise  the  jinking  heart  ? 
Where'er  he  ahines,  oh  Fortune,  gild  the  scene. 
And  angels  guard  him  in  the  golden  mean ! 
There,  Eng&h  Bounty  yet  a  while  may  stand. 
And  Honour  linger  ere  it  leaves  the  land. 

But  all  our  praises  why  should  lords  engross? 
Rise,  honest  Muse !  and  smg  the  Mam  of  Roba  : 
Pleas'd  Vaga  echoes  through  her  winding  bounds, 
And  rapid  Severn  hoarse  applause  resounds. 
Who  hung  with  woods   yon   mountain's    sultiy 

brow? 
FVom  the  dry  rock  who  bade  the  waters  flow  ? 
Not  to  the  skies  in  usdess  columns  tost. 
Or  in  proud  fells  magnificently  lost ; 
But  dear  and  artless  pouring  through  the  plain 
Health  to  the  side,  and  solace  to  the  swain. 
Whose  causeway  parts  the  vale  with  shady  rows? 
Whose  seats  the  weary  traveller  repose? 
Who  taught  that  heaven-directed  spire  to  rise  ? 
"  The  Man  of  Ross,"  each  lisjnng  babe  replies. 
Behold  the  market-place  with  poor  o'erspread ! 
The  Man  of  Ross  divides  the  weekly  bread : 
He  feeds  yon  alms-house^  neat,  but  void  of  st«le^ 
Where  Age  and  Want  sit  smilins  at  the  gate ; 
Him  portion'd  maids,  apprentic'd  orphans  blest. 
The  young  who  labour,  and  the  old  who  rest 
Is  any  side  ?  the  Man  of  Ross  relieves, 
Fkesaibes,  attends,  the  medicine  makes,  and  gives* 
Is  there  a  variance  ?  enter  but  his  door, 
Balk'd  are  the  courts,  and  contest  is  no  more. 
Despairing  quacks  with  curses  fled  the  place. 
Arid  vile  attorneys,  now  an  usdess  race. 

B.  Hvicc  happy  man !  enabled  to  pursue 
What  all  so  wish,  but  want  the  power  to  do  ! 
Oh  say,  what  sums  that  generous  hand  supply  ? 
What  mines  to  swell  that  boundless  charity  ? 

P.  Of  debts  and  taxes,  wife  and  children  dear, 
Thb  man  possect  — five  hundred  pounds  a  yemr. 
Blush,   Grandeur,  blush!  proud  courts,  withdrew 

your  bhtte ! 
Te  little  stars !  hide  your  duninish'd  rays. 

B.  And  what?  no  monument,  inscriptioa,  stoiie  ? 
His  race,  his  form,  his  name  almost  unknowa  ? 

P.  Who  builds  a  church  to  God,  and  not  to  Faaw» 
Will  never  mark  the  marble  with  Ins  name : 
Go,  search  it  there^  where  to  be  bom  and  die^ 
Of  rich  and  poor  makes  all  the  history  ; 
Enoufh,  that  Virtue  fill'd  the  space  Isetween  ; 
Phnr'd  by  the  ends  of  being,  to  have  been. 
When  Hopkins  dies,  a  thousand  lights  attmd 
The  wretch,  who  living  sav'd  a  candle's  end  ; 
Shouldering  God's  altar  a  vile  image  stands. 
Belies  his  features,  nay  extends  his  hands ; 
That  live-lone  wiff,  which  Gorgon's  self  miglit  o«  n. 
Eternal  buckle  takes  in  Fteian  stone. 
Behold  what  blessings  wealth  to  life  can  lend  ! 
And  see^  what  comfort  it  affords  our  end. 
In  the  worst  inn's  worst  room,  with  mat  halT-lxuD^ 
The  floors  of  plaster,  and  tlie  walls  of  dung. 
On  once  a  flock-bed,  but  repau^d  with  straw. 
With  tap^ty'd  curtains,  never  meant  to  diaw^. 
The  Geoige  and  Gaiter  dangling  from  that  t»ei| 
Where  tawdry  yellow  strove  with  dirty  red, 
Great  Villert  lies — alas,  bow  cfaang'd  from,  tiim. 
That  life  of  pleasure,  and  that  soul  of  whun  ! 
Gallant  and  gay,  in  CUveden's  proud  alcow*, 
'llie  bower  of  wa^to^^^^ewsbury  and  Lor«>  ; 
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Or  jwc  as  m,  at  cooncU,  bt  m  ring 

Of  niiiiidr d  ttafwrnrp,  and  their  meny  king. 

No  wit  to  flatter,  left  of  all  his  store ! 

Mb  fool  to  laugh  at,  which  he  valued  more. 

Tbers^  victor  of  his  health,  of  fortune^  friends, 

And  ftme,  this  lord  of  useless  thousiuids  ends. 

His  grace's  fiite  sage  Cutler  eould  foresee, 
And  well  (he  tboaght)  adrisM  him,  **  live  like  me  !*' 
Aswell  hb  grace  re|»ly*d,  **  Like  you.  Sir  John ! 
That  I  can  do,  when  all  I  have  is  gone." 
BesolTe  me.  Reason,  which  of  these  are  worse. 
Want  with  a  ftiH,  or  with  an  empty  purse  ? 
Tkf  life  more  wretched.  Cutler,  was  confcss*d, 
Arbe,  and  tell  me,  was  thy  death  more  bless*d  ? 
Cutler  saw  tenants  break,  and  houses  fall. 
For  very  want  he  could  not  build  a  walL 
His  only  daughter  in  a  stranger's  power, 
For voy  want;  he  could  not  pay  a  dower. 
A  few  grey  hairs  his  reverend  temples  crown*d, 
*TwBS  very  want  that  sold  them  for  two  pound. 
What !  ev'n  deny'd  a  cordial  at  his  end, 
Bsnish*d  the  do^or,  and  expell'd  the  friend  ? 
What  but  a  want,  which  you  perhaps  think  mad, 
Tet  numbers  feel,  the  want  of  what  he  had ! 
Cutler  and  Brutus  dying,  both  exclaim, 
**  Virtue  !  and  Wealth !  what  are  yc  but  a  name  !** 
Say,  for  such  worth  are  other  worlds  prepared  ? 
Or  are  they  both,  in  this,  their  own  reward  ? 
A  knotty  point!  to  which  we  now  proceed. 
But  yon  are  tir*d  — - 1*11  tell  a  talc.  — -  B,  Agreed. 

P.  Where  London's  column,  pointing  at  the  skies 
L&e  a  tall  bully,  lifts.the  head,  and  lies ; 
Thrre  dwelt  a  citizen  of  sober  fame, 
A  plab  good  man,  and  Balaam  was  his  name ; 
RfKgions,  punctual,  frugal,  and  so  forth ; 
His  word  would  pass  for  more  than  he  was  worth. 
One  solid  dish  his  week-^lay  meal  affords, 
And  added  pudding  solemniz'd  the  Lord's : 
Constant  at  cfaurcli,  and  'Change;  his  gains  were 

sure, 
Htt  givings  rare,  save  farthings  to  the  poor. 

The  devil  was  piqu*d  such  saintship  to  behold. 
And  kmg'd  to  tempt  him,  like  good  Job  of  old ; 
Alt  Satan  oow  is  wiser  than  of  yore. 
And  tcmpte  by  making  rich,  not  making  poor. 

Roos'd  by  tbe  prince  of  air,  the  whirlwinds  sweep 
Hie  sorge,  and  plunge  his  fkther  in  the  deep ; 
Then  IbU  against  his  Cornish  lands  they  roar. 
And  two  rich  shipwrecks  bless  the  lucky  shore. 

Sr  Balaam  now,  he  lives  like  otlier  folks, 
He  lakes  Ins  dnrping  pint,  and  cracks  his  jokes : 
"  Live  fike  yourself,**  was  soon  my  lady's  word; 
Aad  lo !  two  puddings  smok'd  upon  the  board. 

Aifaep  and  naked  as  an  Indian  lay, 
Am  henest  feetor  stcde  a  gem  away : 
He  pkdg'd  It  to  the  kni^  the  knight  had  wit, 
fia  kept  the  diamond,  and  the  rogue  was  bit 
Sa^scmple  rose,  but  thus  he  eas'd  his  thought, 
"  m  now  give  sixpence  where  I  gave  a  groat ; 

t  OBoe  I  went  to  church,  I*U  now  go  twice-* 
I  BO  dear  too  of  all  other  vice." 
iptcr  saw  fab  time :  the  work  he  ply'd ; 
^^    I  and  Bubodlptions  pour  on  every  aide, 
TBI  ail  the  demon  makes  hb  ML  descent 
la  osie  sbundant  diower  of  cent  per  cent, 
deep  witliin  him,  and  possesses  whole, 
dobs  dbccttir,  and  secures  hb  soul. 
IMiold  Sb  Babam,  now  a  man  of  sphit, 
I  fab  gettings  to  hb  parts  and  merit ; 


What  bto  he  call'd  a  blessing,  now  was  wit. 
And  God's  good  providence^  a  lucky  hit 
Things  change  theb  titles,  as  our  manners  turn : 
Hb  oompting-house  employ'd  the  Sunday  mom : 
Seldom  at  dmrch,  ('twas  such  a  busy  life,) 
But  duly  sent  his  family  and  wife. 
There  (so  the  devil  ordain*d}  one  Christmas-tide 
My  good  old  lady  catch'd  a  cold,  and  dy'd. 
A  nymph  ot  quality  admires  our  knight ; 
He  marries,  bows  at  court,  and  grows  polite : 
Leaves  the  dull  cits,  and  joins  (to  please  the  fair) 
The  well-bred  cuckolds  in  St  James's  air : 
First,  for  hb  son  a  gay  commission  buys, 
Who  drinks,  whores,  fights,  and  in  a  duel  dies ; 
Hb  daughter  flaunts  a  viscount's  tawdxy  wife ; 
She  bears  a  coronet  and  p— x  for  life. 
In  Britain's  senate  he  a  seat  obtains, ' 
And  one  more  pensioner  St.  Stephen  gains. 
My  lady  falb  to  pUy :  so  bad  her  chance. 
He  must  repair  it ;  takes  a  bribe  from  France : 
The  house  impeach  him,  Coningsby  harangues ; 
"Die  court  forsake  him,  and  Sir  Balaam  hangs : 
Wife,  son,  and  daughter,  Satan !  are  thy  own, 
Hb  wealth,  yet  dearer,  forfeit  to  the  crown : 
The  devil  and  the  king  divide  the  prize, 
And  sad  Sir  Balaam  curses  God  and  dies. 


To  RjcuAMD  BoTLSi  Earl  of  Burlington, 
EriSTLs  IV. 

OF   THE   use   OP    aiCHES. 

Argument* 

The  vanity  of  expense  in  people  of  wealth  and 
quality.  The  abuse  of  tfie  word  taste.  Hiat 
tiie  first  principle  and  foundation  in  this,  as  in 
every  thing  else,  b  good  sense.  The  chief  proof 
of  it  is  to  follow  Nature,  even  in  works  of  mere 
luxury  and  elegance.  Instanced  in  architecture 
and  gardening,  where  all  must  be  adapted  io  the 
genius  and  use  of  the  place,  and  the  beauties 
not  forced  into  it,  but  resulting  from  it  How 
men  are  disappointed  in  their  most  expensive 
undertakings,  for  want  of  tlib  true  foundation, 
without  which  nothing  can  please  long,  if  at  all ; 
and  the  best  examples  and  rules  will  be  but  per- 
verted into  something  burthensome  and  ri^cukms, 
A  description  of  the  felse  taste  of  magnificence ; 
the  first  grand  errour  of  which  is,  to  imagine  that 
greatness  consists  in  the  size  and  dimension,  in- 
stead  of  the  proportion  and  harmony  of  the  whole; 
and  the  second,  either  in  joining  together  parts 
incoherent,  or  too  minutely  reseml^ing,  or  in  the 
repetition  of  the  same  too  frequently.  A  word  or 
two  of  fabe  taste  in  books,  in  music,  in  painting, 
even  in  preaching  and  prayer,  and  lastly  in  enter- 
tainments.  Yet  Ftovidence  is  justified  in  givit^ 
weiQth  to  be  squandered  in  thb  manner,  since  it 
is  dispeiaed  to  the  poor  and  laborious  part  of 
mankind.  What  are  the  proper  objects  of  mag- 
nificence^ and  a  proper  field  for  the  exnense  of 
great  men;  and  finally  the  great  and  public 
works  which  become  a  prinoi^ 

'Tis  strange,  the  miser  should  hb  cares  employ 
To  gain  those  riches  he  can  ne'er  enjoy ; 
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J%  it  IcM  Strang^,  flic  prodigal  tbould  woste 
His  wealth,  to  purdiase  wliat  he  ne'er  can  tastt? 
Not  for  hioMelf  he  aeca,  or  hears,  or  eats ; 
Artists  must  choose  his  pictures,  music,  meats: 
He  buys  for  Topham  drawings  and  designs ; 
For  Pembroke  statues,  dhrty  gods,  and  coins ; 
Ilare  monkish  manuscripts  for  Heame  alone, 
And  books  for  Mead,  and  butterflies  forSloane. 
Think  we  all  these  are  for  himself  ?  no  more 
'Jlian  his  fine  wife,  alas !  or  finer  whore. 

For  what  has  '>^urro  painted,  built,  and  planted  ? 
Only  to  show  how  many  tastes  he  wanted. 
What  brought  ^r  Visto's  ill-got  wealth  to  waste? 
Some  demon  whisper*d,  "  Visto !  have  a  taste.*' 
Heaven  visits  with  a  taste  the  wealthy  fool. 
And  needs  no  rod  but  Ripley  with  a  rule. 
See !  sportive  Fate,  to  punish  awkward  pride^ 
Bids  Bubo  build,  and  sends  him  such  a  guide : 
A  standing  sermon,  at  each  year's  expense^ 
That  never  coxcomb  reach'd  magnificence ! 

You  show  us,  Rome  was  glorious,  not  profuse, 
And  pompous  buildings  once  were  Uiings  of  use. 
Yet  shall,  my  lord,  your  just,  your  noble  rules 
Fill  half  the  landwitli  imitating  fools; 
Wlio  random  drawings  from  your  sheets  shall  take, 
And  of  one  beauty  many  blunders  make ; 
Ixxid  some  vain  church  with  old  theatric  state, 
Ttim  arts  of  triumph  to  a  garden-gate ; 
Reverse  your  ornaments,  and  hang  them  all 
On  some  patch*d  dog-hole  ek*d  with  ends  of  wall ; 
Tlien  clap  four  slices  of  pilaster  on  't, 
Hiat,  lac*d  with  bits  of  rustic,  makes  a  front 
Sliall  call  the  winds  through  long  arcades  to  roar, 
l^ud  to  catch  cold  at  a  Venetian  door ; 
Conscious  they  act  a  true  Fklladian  part. 
And  if  they  starve,  they  starve  by  rules  of  arL 

Oft  liave  you  hinted  to  your  brother  peer, 
A  ceruin  truth,  which  many  buy  too  dcwr : 
Something  there  is  more  n^dful  than  expense. 
And  something  previous  ev*n  to  taste  ^  *tis  sense : 
Good  sense,  wliich  only  is  tlie  gift  of  Heaven, 
And,  though  no  science,  fiurly  worth  the  seven : 
A  light  which  in  yourself  you  must  perceive ; 
Jones  and  Lc  Notre  Iiave  it  not  to  give. 

To  build,  to  plant,  whatever  you  intend. 
To  rear  the  column,  or  the  arch  to  bend. 
To  swell  the  terrace,  or  to  sink  the  grot ; 
In  all,  let  Nature  never  be  forgot 
But  treat  the  goddess  like  a  n^est  fair. 
Nor  over-dress,  nor  leave  her  wholly  bare ; 
Let  not  each  beauty  every  where  be  spy*d, 
When  half  the  skill  is  decently  to  hide. 
He  gains  all  points,  who  pleasingly  confounds, 
Surprixes,  varies,  and  conceals  the  bounds. 
Consult  the  genius  of  the  place  in  all ; 
That  tells  the  waters  or  to  rise,  or  fall ; 
Or  helps  th'  ambitious  hill  the  heavens  to  scale. 
Or  scoops  in  circling  theatres  the  vale ; 
Calls  in  the  country,  catches  opening  gladei, 
Joins  willing  woods,  and  varies  shades  from  shades ; 
Now  breaks,  or  now  directs  th*  intending  lines ; 
I'aints  as  you  phmt,  and,  as  you  work,  designs. 

Still  follow  sense,  of  every  art  tlie  soul. 
Parts  answering  parts  shall  slide  into  a  whole. 
Spontaneous  boiuties  all  around  advance, 
Start  ev'n  from  difficulty,  strike  fh>m  chance ; 
Nature  shall  join  you ;  Time  shall  make  it  grow 
A  work  to  wonder  at  —  perhaps  a  Stow. 

Witliout  it,  proud  Versailles !  thy  glory  falls ; 
And  Nero*s  terraces  desert  their  walls : 


The  vast  parterres  a  thousand  hands  shall  make, 
Lo !  Coblum  comes,  and  floats  them  witli  a  kdie: 
Or  cut  wide  views  through  mountains  to  the  plain, 
You*ll  wish  your  liiU  or  sheltered  seat  again. 
£v*n  in  an  ornament  its  place  remark. 
Nor  in  an  hcrmitaga  set  Or.  Clafke. 
Behold  Villario's  ten  years*  toil  complete ; 
His  quincunx  darkens,  his  espaliers  meet ; 
"Die  wood  supports  the  plain,  the  parts  unite. 
And  strength  of  shade  contends  with  strength  of 

light; 
A  waring  glow  the  bloomy  beds  display. 
Blushing  in  bright  diversities  of  day. 
With  silver-quivering  rilb  meender*d  o*er— 
Enjoy  them,  you  !  Villario  can  no  more; 
Tir*d  of  the  scene  parterres  and  fountains  yidd. 
He  finds  at  last  he  better  likes  a  field. 

Through  his  young  woods  how  pleas*d  Sabinnt 
8tray*d, 
Or  sate  delighted  in  the  ^ckening  diade. 
With  annual  joy  the  reddening  shooto  to  greet, 
Or  see  the  stretching  branches  long  to  meet ! 
His  son*s  fine  taste  an  opener  Vista  loves, 
Foe  to  the  Dryads  of  his  fiither*s  groves ; 
One  boundless  green,  or  flourish'd  carpet  views^ 
With  all  the  mournful  family  of  yews : 
The  thriving  plants,  ignoble  broomsticks  mada^ 
Now  sweep  those  alleys  they  were  born  to  shade. 

At  Tlmon*8  villa  let  us  pass  a  day. 
Where  all  cry  out,  «  What  sums  are  thrown  away  !** 
So  proud,  so  grand ;  of  that  stupendous  air. 
Soft  and  agreeable  come  never  there. 
Greatness,  with  Timon,  dwells  in  such  a  draugki 
As  brings  all  Brobdignag  before  your  thought 
To  compass  this,  his  building  »  a  town. 
His  pond  an  ocean,  his  parterre  a  down : 
Who  but  must  laugh,  the  master  when  he  aec% 
A  puny  insect,  shivering  at  a  breete ! 
Lo,  what  huge  heaps  of  littleness  around ! 
llie  whole  a  labour*d  quarry  above  ground. 
Two  Cupids  squirt  before :  a  lake  behind 
Improves  flie  keenness  of  the  northern  wind. 
His  gardens  next  your  adrairadon  call. 
On  every  side  you  look,  behold  the  wall ! 
No  pleasing  intricacies  intervene. 
No  artful  wildness  to  perplex  the  scene ; 
Grove  nods  at  grove,  each  alley  1ms  a  brodier. 
And  half  the  platform  just  reflects  the  other 
The  suffering  eye  inverted  Nature  tees, 
Tk^es  cut  to  statues,  statues  thick  as  trees ; 
With  here  a  fountain,  never  to  be  play*d ; 
And  there  a  summer-house  that  knows  no  AmSm  ; 
Here  Amphitrite  sails  through  myrtle  bowtcrs  % 
There  gladiators  fight,  or  die  in  flowers ; 
Unwater'd  see  the  drooping  sea-horse  mourxi. 
And  swallows  roost  in  Nilus*  dusty  urn. 

My  lord  advances  with  majestic  mien, 
Smit  with  the  mighty  pleasure  to  be  seen : 
But  soft^by  regular  approach -«  not  yet ^^^ 
First  through  the  length  of  yon  hot  terrace  swcad  ; 
And  when  up  ten  steep  slopes  you*ve  drag^'d  ynat 

tliiglis. 
Just  at  his  study-door  he*ll  bless  your  eyea» 

His  study  !  with  what  authors  b  it  8tor*d  ? 
In  books,  not  authors,  curious  is  my  lord  i 
To  all  their  dated  backs  he  turns  you  rouiMl  ; 
These  Aldus  printed,  those  Du  Sueil  has  boasifed. 
I»,  some  arc  vellum,  and  the  rest  as  good 
Vor  all  lirs  lordship  knows,  but  they  are  w< 
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For  Locke  or  MSton,  'tis  in  rain  to  look, 
Hwae  sbelve*  admit  not  any  modern  book. 

And  now  the  diapers  silver  bell  you  liear, 
lliaft  fommons  you  to  all  the  pride  of  prayer : 
L^it  quirks  of  music,  brcAen  and  uneven. 
Make  the  soul  dance  upon  a  jig  to  Heaven. 
On  painted  ceilings  you  devoutly  stare, 
Vfhen  iprawl  the  saints  of  Verrio  or  Laguerre, 
Or  ffilded  clouds  in  fiur  expansion  lie. 
Ana  bring  all  Psradise  before  your  eye. 
To  lesl^  the  cushion  and  soft  dean  invite. 
Who  never  mentions  Hell  to  ears  polite. 

But  baik  !  the  chiming  clocks  to  dinner  call ; 
A  hundred  footsteps  scrape  the  marble  hall : 
Hie  rich  baflfet  welUcolour*d  serpents  grace. 
And  gaping  IVitons  spew  to  wash  your  face. 
Is  this  a  dinner?  this  a  genial  room  ? 
No, 'tis  a  temple^  and  a  hecatomb. 
A  solemn  sacrifice  peHbrm'd  in  state, 
Yoo  drink  by  measure^  and  to  minutes  cat 
So  quick  retires  each  flying  course,  you*d  swear 
Sancbo's  dread  doctor  and  his  wand  were  tliere. 
Between  each  act  the  trembling  salvers  ring, 
Vnm  soup  to  sweet-wine,  and  God  bless  the  King. 
la  plenty  starving,  tantalis'd  in  state, 
And  complaisantly  help*d  to  all  I  hate, 
IVeated,  caress'd,  and  toVd,  I  take  my  leave, 
Sfek  of  his  dvfl  pride  from  mom  to  eve ; 
I  curse  such  Uvish  cost,  and  little  skill, 
And  swear  no  day  was  ever  pass*d  so  iU. 

Tet  bence  the  poor  are  d(^*d,  the  hungry  fed ; 
Hcakh  to  himself,  and  to  his  infants  bread, 
IVe  labourer  bears :  What  his  hard  heart  denies, 
His  charitable  vanity  supplies. 

Another  age  shall  see  the  golden  ear 
Imbfowu  the  slope,  and  nod  on  the  parterre, 
I>ecp  harvest  bury  all  his  pride  has  planned. 
And  laughing  Cores  re-assume  the  land. 

Who  men  shall  grace,  or  who  improve  the  soil? 
Who  pbmts  like  Bs^urst,  or  who  builds  like  Boyle  ? 
'Tb  use  alone  duit  sanctifies  expense. 
And  splendour  borrows  all  her  rays  fit>m  sense. 

His  fitther*s  acres  who  enjoys  in  peace. 
Or  makes  his  neighbours  glad,  if  he  increase: 
Whose  dieerful  tenants  bless  their  yearly  toil, 
Tet  to  their  lord  owe  more  than  to  the  soil ; 
Whose  ample  Uwns  are  not  ash&m*d  to  feed 
The  milky  heifer  and  deserving  steed ; 
Whose  Aing  forests,  not  for  pride  or  show, 
But  future  buildings,  future  navies,  grow : 
Let  his  plantations  stretch  from  down  to  down, 
F6st  dadt  a  country,  and  then  raise  a  town. 

Ton  loo  proceed !  make  foiling  arts  your  care. 
Elect  new  wonders,  and  the  old  repair; 
Jones  aad  Falladio  to  themselves  i^estore. 
And  be  wfaate'er  Vitruvius  was  before : 
TIB  Jctngs  call  forth  the  ideas  of  your  mind, 
(IVood  to  accomplish  what  such  hands  designed,) 
Bid  harbours  open,  public  ways  extend* 
BU  tcni|)les  worthier  of  the  God  ascend ; 
BU  the  brand  ardi  the  dangerous  flood  contain. 
The  molp  pngected  break  the  nDaring.main ; 
Back  10  bu  bounds  their  sulject  s«a  .command, 
And  rail  obedient  rivers  thrqugh  the  land ; 
Tbese honours.  Peace  to  happy  Britain  brings; 
Ihaie  Jie  imperial  work^y  ma  worthy  kings. 


To  A/jR.  ADDimir. 
Epistls  V. 

OCCISIONBD  BT   HIS    DIAL0GUK8  OK   MftDALSi 

This  was  originally  written  in  the  year  1715,  when 
Mr.  Addison  intended  to  publish  his  book  of 
medals:  it  was  some  time  before  he  was  secro- 
taiy  of  state;  but  not  published  till  Mr.  llckell's 
edition  of  his  works ;  at  which  time  liis  verses  on 
Mr.  Craggs,  which  oondude  the  poem,  were 
added,  vis.  in  1780. 

As  the  thutl  Epistle  treated  of  the  extremes  of 
avarice  and  profusion ;  and  the  fourth  took  up 
one  particular  branch  of  the  latter,  namely,  the 
ywaitf  of  expense  in  people  of  wealth  and  qua- 
lity, and  was,  therefore,  a  corolUry  to  the  tliird ; 
so  this  treats  of  one  circumstance  of  that  vam'ty, 
as  it  appears  in  the  common  collectors  of  old 
coins  ;  and  is,  therefore,  a  corollary  to  the 
fourth. 

Six  the  wild  waste  of  all-devouring  years ; 
How  Home  her  own  sad  sepulchre  appears. 
With  nodding  arches,  broken  temples  spread ! 
Tlie  very  tombs  now  vanish'd  like  their  dead ! 
Imperial  wonders  rais*d  on  nations  spoil*d,  [toil'd : 
Where,  mix'd  with  sUves,   the  groaning  martyr 
Huge  theatres,  that  now  unpeopled  woods. 
Now  drain*d  a  distant  country  of  her  floods : 
Fanes,  wliich  admiring  gods  with  pride  survey ; 
Statues  of  men,  scarce  less  alive  tbsn  they  \ 
Some  felt  the  silent  stroke  of  mouldering  age^ 
Some  IwstUe  fury,  some  religious  rage. 
Barbarian  blindness,  christian  zeal  con^ire. 
And  papal  piety,  and  gotbic  fire. 
Perhaps,  by  its  own  ruins  sav'd  from  flame, 
Some  bury'd  marble  half  preserves  a  name ; 
That  name  the  leam'd  witli  fierce  disputes  pursue, 
And  give  to  Titus  old  Vespasian's  due. 

Ainbition  sigh*d :  slic  found  it  vain  to  trust 
T%e  faithless  column  and  the  crumbling  bust : 
Huge  moles,  whose  sluidows  stretch'd  from  shore  to 

shore. 
Their  ruins  perisli'd,  and  their  place  no  more ! 
Convinc'd,  she  now  contracts  her  vast  design, 
And  all  her  triumphs  shrink  into  a  coin. 
A  narrow  orb  each  crowded  conquest  keeps. 
Beneath  her  pafan  here  sad  Judea  weeps ; 
Now  scantier  limits  the  proud  areh  confine. 
And  scarce  are  seen  the  prostrate  Nile  or  Rhine ; 
A  small  Euphrates  through  the  piece  is  roll'd. 
And  little  eagles  wave  their  wings  in  gold. 

The  medal,  faithful  to  its  charge  of  fame, 
Throu^  dimes  and  ages  bears  eadi  form  and  name : 
In  one  short  view  subjected  to  our  eye 
Gods,  emperors,  heroes,  sages,  beauties,  lie. 
With  shai^n*d  sifht  pale  antiquaries  por^ 
Th'  inscription  value,  but  the  rust  adore* 
TUs  the  blue  varnish,  that  the  green  endears, 
The  sacred  rust  c^  twice  ten  hundred  years ! 
To  gain  Pescenius  one  employs  his  schemes, 
One  grasF»  a  Cecrops  in  ecstatic  dreams 
Poor  Vadius,  long  with  learned  spleen  devour'd. 
Can  taste  no  pleasure  since  his  shield  was  scoyir'd : 
And  Curio,  restless  by  the  fiurrone's  side. 
Sighs  for  an  Otho,  and  neglects  .his  bride. 

Theurs  is  tlie  vanity,  the  learning  thine 
ToiichM  by  thy  hand,  .again  Home  s  glories  shine  t 
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Hor  godii  and  godlike  heroes  rbe  to  view, 
And  all  her  SkiSeA  garlands  bloom  anew. 
Nor  blush,  these  shidies  th^  regard  engage : 
These  pleas'd  the  fiithers  of  poetic  rage : 
Hic  verse  and  sculpture  bore  an  equdTparti 
And  art  reflected  images  to  art 

Oh,  when  shall  Britain,  conscious  of  her  daim. 
Stand  emulous  of  Greek  and  Roman  &me? 
In  llTing  medals  see  her  wars  enrolPd, 
And  vanquish'd  realms  supply  recording  gold? 
Here,  rising  bold,  the  patriot's  honest  face; 
There,  waniors  firownlng  in  historic  brass? 
Then  future  ages  with  delight  shall  see 
How  Plato's,  Bacon's,  Newton's  looks  agree ; 
Or  in  fiur  series  laurel'd  bards  be  shown, 
A  Virgfl  there,  and  here  an  Addison : 
Hien  shall  thy  Craggs  (and  let  me  call  him  mine) 
On  the  cast  ore,  another  Pollio,  shine : 
With  aspect  open  shaQ  erect  bis  head. 
And  round  the  oib  in  lasting  notes  be  read, 
"  Statesman,  best  friend  to  truth !  of  soul  sincere, 
In  action  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear ; 
Who  broke  no  promise,  senr'd  no  private  end, 
Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  lost  no  friend; 
Ennobled  by  himself  by  all  approv'd. 
And  prais'd,  unenvy'd,  by  the  Muse  be  loved." 


EPISTLE  TO  DR.  ARBUTHNOT: 

BEIIfG  THK  PROLOOUZ  TO  THX  8ATIRIS. 

P.  Shut,  shut  the  door,  good  John !  fatigu'd,  I  said. 
Tie  up  the  knocker,  say  I'm  sick,  I'm  dead. 
The  Dog-star  rages !  nay,  'tid  past  a  doubt. 
All  Bedlam,  or  Parnassus,  is  let  out : 
Fire  in  each  eye,  and  papers  in  eadi  hand, 
TTiCY  rave,  recite,  and  madden  round  the  land. 

What  walls  can  guard  me,  or  what  shades  can 
hide? 
They  pierce  my  tliickets,  through  my  grot  they  glide. 
By  land,  by  water,  they  renew  the  charge ; 
They  stop  the  chariot,  and  they  board  tl^  barge. 
No  pbce  is  sacred,  not  the  church  is  free, 
Ev'n  Sunday  shines  no  sabbath-day  to  me ; 
Then  from  tfie  mint  walks  forth  the  man  of  rhyme, 
Happy  to  catch  me,  just  at  dinner-time. 

Is  there  a  parson,  much  bemus'd  in  beer, 
A  maudlin  poetess,  a  rhyming  peer, 
A  clerk,  foredoom'd  his  father's  soul  to  cross. 
Who  pens  a  stansa,  when  he  should  engross? 
Is  there,  who,  lock'd  fh>m  ink  and  paper,  scrawls 
With  desperate  charcoal  round  his  darken'd  walls  ? 
All  fly  to  Twit'nam,  and,  in  humble  strain. 
Apply  to  roe,  to  keep  them  mad  or  vain. 
Arthur,  whose  giddy  son  neglects  the  laws. 
Imputes  to  me  and  my  damn'd  works  the  cause : 
Pbor  Comus  sees  his  frantic  wife  elope. 
And  curses  wit,  and  poetry,  and  Pope. 

Friend  to  my  life !  (whidi  did  you  not  prolong. 
The  worid  had  wanted  many  an  idle  song, ) 
What  drop  of  nostrum  can  this  plague  remove? 
Or  which  must  end  me,  a  fool's  wrath  or  love  ? 
A  dire  dilemma !  either  way  I'm  sped ; 
If  foes,  they  write,  if  friends,  they  read  me  dead. 
Seis'd  and  ty'd  down  to  judge,  how  wretched  I ! 
Who  can't  be  silent,  and  who  will  not  lie : 
To  laugh,  were  want  of  goodness  and  of  grace ; 
And  to  be  grave,  e]cccc£  all  power  of  face. 


I  sit  with  Sid  chrOlty ;  I  read 

'\^th  honest  anguish,  and  an  aching  head; 

And  drop  at  last,  but  in  unwilling  ears. 

This  saving  counsel,  **  Keep  your  piece  nine  years." 

«  Nine  years !"  cries  he^  who  high  in  Drury-koM, 
Lull'd  by  soft  lephyrs  through  the  broken  pane, 
Rhymes  ere  he  wakes,  and  prints  bcfoie  term  en^ 
ObUg'd  by  hunger  and  request  of  friends: 
*'  The  piece^  you  think,  is  mcorrect?  why  take  it; 
I'm  all  submusion ;  what  you'd  have  it,  make  it" 

Tliree  things  another's  modest  wishes  bound. 
My  friendship,  and  a  prologue,  and  ten  pound. 

Pitholeon  sends  to  me :  <*  Tou  know  hb  grscc: 
I  want  a  patron ;  ask  him  for  a  place." 
Pitholeon  libell'd  roc^but  here^s  a  letter 
Informs  you,  sir,  'twas  when  he  knew  no  better. 
Dare  you  refuse  him  ?    Curll  invites  to  dine. 
He'll  write  a  journal,  or  he'll  turn  divine.** 
Bless  me!  a  packet  — "  'Tis  a  stranger  sues, 
A  Vii^n  Tkagedy,  an  Orphan  Muse." 
If  I  dislike  it,  <«  Furies,  death,  and  rage  !'* 
If  I  approve,  *'  Commend  it  to  the  stage.** 
There  (thank  my  stars)  my  whole  commission  ends. 
The  players  and  I  are,  ludiily,  no  friends.  [it, 

Fir'd  that  the  house  reject  him,  **  'Sdeatfa !  m  praic 
And  shame  the  fools— your  interest,  sir,  wilh 

Lintot." 

Lintot,  dull  rogue !  will  think  your  price  too  much: 
*'  Not,  sir,  if  you  revise  it,  and  retouch.*' 
All  my  demurs  but  double  his  attacks: 
At  last  he  whispers^  **  Do ;  and  we  go  snacks.** 
Glad  of  a  quarrel,  straight  I  dap  the  door, 
"  Sir,  let  me  see  your  works  and  you  no  more.** 

'Tis  sung,  when  Midas'  ears  began  to  springs 
(Midas,  a  sacred  person  and  a  king,) 
His  very  minister,  who  spy'd  them  first, 
(Some  say  his  queen,)  was  forc'd  to  speak,  or  barst. 
And  is  not  mine,  my  friend,  a  sorer  case. 
When  every  coxcomb  perks  them  in  my  hce  ? 
ji.  Good  friend,  fbrbear!  you  deal  in  dangerous 

thbgs, 
I'd  never  luune  queens,  ministers,  or  kings  ; 
Keep  close  to  ears,  and  those  let  asses  prick, 
'Tis  nothing  —  P.  Nothing?  if  they  bite  and  kick? 
Out  with  it,  Dundad !  let  the  secret  pass. 
That  secret  to  each  fool,  that  he's  an  ass : 
The  truth  once  told  (and  wherefore  shoukl  vre  He?) 
The  queen  of  Midas  slept,  and  so  may  I. 

You  think  this  cruel  ?    Take  it  for  a  rule. 
No  creature  smarts  so  little  as  a  fool. 
Let  peals  of  laughter,  Codrus,  round  diee  breaJfc, 
Thou  unconcem'd  canst  hear  the  mighty  crnck  : 
Pit,  box,  and  gallery,  in  convulsions  hurl'd. 
Thou  stand'st  unshook  amidst  a  bursting  workL 
Who   shames   a   scr3>bler?     Break   one  cobweb 

through. 
He  spins  the  s%ht,  sdf-pleasing  thread  anew  : 
Destroy  his  fib  or  sophistry,  in  vain, 
"Die  creature's  at  his  dhrty  work  again, 
Thron'd  on  the  centre  of  his  thin  designs. 
Proud  of  a  vast  extent  of  flimsy  lines ! 
Whom  have  I  hurt?  has  poet  yet,  or  peer. 
Lost  the  arch'd  eyebrow,  or  Pamaanan  sneer  ? 
And  has  not  Colly  still  his  lord,  and  whore? 
His  butchers  Henley,  his  free^maaons  Moor  ? 
Does  not  one  table  Bavius  stili  admit  ? 
Still  to  one  bishop  Philip  seems  a  wit? 
Still  Sappho—^.  Hold!  for  God's  sake— ^ro^ni 

offend ; 
Noiuunes-i-be  calm^learnrprudencei^a  friend : 
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I  too  could  write,  and  I  «m  firiee  at  tall ;        [aU. 

Bot  foes  like  these —  P.  One  flatteivr's  %one  tiian 

Of  all  mad  creatures,  if  the  ]eam*d  are  right, 

It  b  the  slarer  kills,  and  not  the  bite. 

A  fool  quite  an^ry  is  quite  innocent : 

Alas !  'tis  ten  times  worse  when  they  repent. 

One  dedicates  In  high  heroic  prose^ 

And  ridicules  beyond  a  hundred  foes ; 

One  finom  all  Grub-street  will  my  fiune  defend, 

Andy  more  abusive,  calls  himself  my  fiiend. 

TUs  prints  my  letters,  that  expects  a  briber 

And  others  roar  aloud,  **  Subscribe,  subscribe  !*' 

Hiere  are,  who  to  my  person  pay  their  court : 
I  cough  like  Horace,  and,  though  lean,  am  short. 
Amnion's  great  son  one  shoulder  had  too  high. 
Such  Ovid's  nose,  and,  <'  Sir !  you  have  an  eye!" 
Go  on,  obliging  creature,  make  me  see 
All  dwt  disgrac'd  my  betters,  met  in  me. 
S^,  for  my  comfort,  languishine  in  bed, 
**  Just  so  immortal  Maro  held  his  head  ;** 
And  when  I  die,  be  sure  you  let  me  know 
Great  Homer  dy'd  three  thousand  years  ago. 

Why  did  I  write?  what  sin  to  me  unknown 
Dipp'd  me  in  ink,  my  parents*,  or  my  own  ? 
As  yet  a  child,  nor  yet  a  fool  to  Fame, 
I  li^'d  In  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came. 
I  left  no  calling  for  this  idle  tmde^ 
Mo  duty  broke,  no  fiuher  disobey*d  ; 
TVe  Muae  but  senr*d  to  ease  some  friend,  not  wife ; 
To  hdp  me  through  this  long  disease,  my  life ; 
To  second,  Arbuthnot !  thy  art  and  care. 
And  teach,  the  bdng  you  preserved,  to  hewr, 

Boi  why  then  publish  ?  Granrille  the  polite, 
And  knowiiig  Walsh,  would  tell  me  I  could  write ; 
Wctt.iiatur*d  Gartfi  inflam'd  with  early  praise. 
And  Coi^reire  lov'd,  and  Swift  enduf  *d  my  lays ; 
The  courtly  Talbot,  Somers,  Sheflidd  read, 
Ev^n  mitred  Rocherter  would  nod  the  head. 
And  St.  John's  self  (great  Dryden's  friend  before) 
Widi  open  arms  received  one  poet  more. 
Happy  my  studies,  when  by  these  approv'd ! 
Happier  their  author,  when  by  these  belov'd ! 
From  these  the  world  vrill  judge  of  men  and  books, 
Not  from  the  Bumets,  Oldmixons,  and  Cooks. 

Soft  vrere  my  numbers :  who  could  take  offence 
WhBe  pure  description  held  the  place  of  sense  ? 
like  gentle  Fanny's  was  my  flowery  theme, 
A  painted  mistress,  or  a  purling  stream. 
Yet  then  ^id  Gildon  draw  his  venal  quill ; 
I  wisfa'd  the  man  a  dinner,  and  sate  still. 
Tct  tben  did  Dennis  rave  in  furious  fret : 
I  never  answer'd,  I  was  not  in  debt 
If  wBBt  provok'd,  or  madness  made  them  print, 
I  wag'd  no  war  with  Bedlam  or  the  Mint 

Did  some  more  sober  critic  come  abroad ; 
If  wrong,  I  smil'd ;  if  right,  I  kiss'd  the  rod. 
Bna,  readings  study,  are  their  just  pretence. 
And  aB  tkey  vrant  is  spirit,  taste,  and  sense. 
Coaamaa  and  points  they  set  exactly  right, 
Aad  *twcfe  a  sin  to  rob  them  of  their  mite. 
Tec  ne'er  one  tpng  of  laurel  grac'd  these  ribalds, 
Fnai  slashing  Bentley  down  to  pidling  Tibalds ; 
Each  wi^it,  who  reads  not,  and  but  scans  and  spells. 
Each  word-catcher,  that  lives  on  syllables, 
Ev'a  aoeh  small  critics  some  regard  may  claim, 
Pvumw^d  In  Jhlilton's  or  in  Shakspeare's  name. 
Pnttfl  in  amber  to  observe  the  forms 
Ofhin,  or  straws,  or  dirt,  or  grubs,  or  worms ! 
The  diBBtfs  w«  know  are  neither  rich  nor  rare. 
Bat  wonder  how  the  devil  they  got  there. 


Were  others  angry :  I  cxcus'd  them  tao; 
Well  might  they  rage,  I  gave  them  but  thehr  doe. 
A  man's  true  merit  'tis  not  hard  to  find ; 
But  each  man's  secret  standard  in  his  mind. 
That  casting-weight  pride  adds  to  emptiness, 
This,  who  can  gratify  ?  for  who  can  guess  ? 
The  bard  whom  pilf<er'd  pastorals  renown. 
Who  turns  a  Persian  tale  for  lialf  a  crown. 
Just  writes  to  make  his  barrenness  appear,     [year ; 
And  strains  from  hard-bound  brains,  eight  lines 
He,  who,  still  wanting,  though  be  lives  on  theft, 
Steals  much,  spends  little,  yet  has  nothing  left : 
And  he,  who,  now  to  sense,  now  nonsense  leaning. 
Means  not,  but  blunders  round  about  a  meaning: 
And  lie,  whose  fustian's  so  sublimely  bad. 
It  is  not  poetry,  but  prose  run  mad : 
All  these,  my  modest  satire  bad  translate, 
And  own'd  that  nine  sudi  poets  made  a  Tirte. 
How  did  they  fiime,  and  stamp,  and  roar,  and  chafo ! 
And  swear,  not  Adcfison  hhnself  vras  safo. 

Peace  to  all  such  !  but  were  there  one  whose  fires 
True  genius  kindles,  and  fair  fame  in^nres ; 
Blest  with  each  talent  and  each  art  to  please^ 
And  bom  to  write,  converse,  and  live  with  case : 
Should  such  a  man,  too  fond  to  rule  alone. 
Bear,  like  the  Turk,  no  brother  near  the  throne^ 
View  him  with  scornful,  yet  with  jealous  eyes, 
And  hate  for  arts  that  caus'd  himself  to  rise ; 
Damn  with  faint  praise,  assent  vrith  dvil  leer. 
And,  without  sneering,  teach  the  rest  to  sneer ; 
Willing  to  wound,  and  yet  afraid  to  strike. 
Just  hint  a  fault,  and  hesitate  dislike ; 
Alike  reserv'd  to  blame,  or  to  commend, 
A  timorous  foe,  and  a  suspicious  friend ; 
Dreading  ev'n  fbolst  by  flatterers  besieg'd. 
And  so  obliging,  that  he  ne'er  oblig'd ; 
Like  Cato^  give  his  little  senate  laM's, 
And  sit  attentive  to  his  own  applause ; 
While  wits  and  templars  every  sentence  raise. 
And  wonder  with  a  foolish  face  of  praise— 
Who  but  must  laugh,  if  such  a  man  there  be ! 
Who  would  not  weep,  if  Atticus  were  he ! 

What,  though  my  name  stood  rubric  on  the  waDs, 
Or  plaster'd  posts,  with  claps.  In  capitals  ? 
Or  smoking  forth,  a  hundred  hawkers'  load. 
On  wings  of  wincb  came  flying  all  abroad  ? 
I  sought  no  homage  from  the  race  that  write  ; 
I  kept,  like  Asian  monarchs,  from  their  sight : 
Poems  I  heeded  (now  berhym'd  so  long) 
No  more  dian  thou,  great  Geoige!  a  birth-day  song. 
I  ne'er  with  vrits  or  witlings  pass'd  my  days, 
To  spread  about  the  itch  of  verse  and  praise ; 
Nor,  like  a  puppy,  daggled  through  the  town, 
To  fetch  and  carry  sing-song  up  and  down  ; 
Nor  at  rehearsals  sweat,  and  mouth'd,  and  ciy'd. 
With  handkerchief  and  orange  at  my  side ! 
But,  sick  of  fops,  and  poetry,  and  prate, 
To  Bufo  left  the  wImIc  Castalian  state. 
Fl'oud  as  Apollo  on  his  forked  hill. 
Sate  full-blown  Bufo,  puffed  by  every  quill ; 
Fed  with  soft  dedication  all  day  long, 
Horace  and  he  veent  hand  in  band  in  song. 
His  library  (where  busts  of  poets  dead 
And  a  true  Pindar  stood  without  a  head) 
Receiv'd  of  wits  an  undistinguish'd  race. 
Who  first  his  jud^hient  ask'd,  and  tlien  a  place; 
Much  they  extolrd  his  pictures,  much  liis  seat,    , 
And  flattered  every  day,  and  some  days  eat ; 
Till,  grown  more  frugal  in  his  riper  days, 
He  paid  some  bards  with  port,  and  some  with  praisa: 
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To  loine  a  dry  KhramJ  was  Bssign'd, 
And  odnn  (harder  stfll)  he  pud  in  kind. 
Dryden  alont  (what  wonder?)  came  not  nigh, 
Dryden  alone  aioap'd  thig  judging  eye  v 
But  still  the  great  have  kindness  in  reserve. 
He  help*d  to  bury  whom  he  help'd  to  starve. 

Bfay  some  choice  patron  bless  each  grey  gooso- 
quill! 
•Miy  every  Bavins  have  his  Bufo  still ! 
So  when  a  statesman  wants  a  day*s  defence, 
Or  anvy  holds  a  whole  week's  war  with  sense. 
Or  simple  pride  for  flattery  makes  demands, 
.Mi^  dunce  by  dunce  be  whistled  off  my  luuids ! 
Blest  be  the  great !  for  those  they  take  away. 
And  those  they  left  me;  for  tlicy  left  mc  Gay : 
Left  me  to  see  neglected  genius  bloom, 
Neglected  die,  and  tell  it  on  his  tomb : 
Of  all  thy  bkmeless  life  the  sole  return 
My  verM,  and  Queensberry  weeping  o*cr  thy  urn ! 

Oh  let  ma  live  my  own,  and  die  so  too ! 
(To  live  and  die  is  all  I  have  to  do :) 
Maintain  a  poet's  dignity  and  ease. 
And  see  what  ftiends,  and  read  what  books  I  please: 
Abova  a  patron,  though  I  condescend 
Sometimes  to  call  a  minister  my  ftiend. 
I  was  not  bom  for  courts  or  great  affairs : 
I  pay  my  debts,  believe,  and  say  my  prayers; 
Can  sleep  vrithout  a  poem  in  my  head. 
Nor  know,  if  Dennis  be  alive  or  dead. 

Why  am  I  ask*d  what  next  shall  see  the  light? 
Heavens!  was  I  bom  for  nothing  but  to  write? 
Has  life  no  ioys  for  me  ?  or  (to  be  grave) 
Have  I  no  friend  to  serve,  no  soul  to  save? 
**  I  found  him  close  with  Swift—  Indeed?  no  doubt 
(Cries  pratinff  Balbus)  something  will  come  out.*' 
^Tis  all  in  vain,  deny  it  as  I  will, 
^  No»  such  a  genius  never  can  lie  still  ;** 
And  then  for  mine  obligingly  mistakes 
The  <brst  kunpoon  Sir  Will  or  Bubo  makes. 
Poor,  guiltless  I !  and  can  I  choose  but  smile. 
When  every  coxcomb  knows  me  by  my  style? 

Curst  be  the  verse,  how  well  soe*cr  it  flow. 
That  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man  my  foe. 
Give  virtue  scandal,  innocence  a  fear. 
Or  from  the  soft-ey'd  virgin  steal  a  tear ! 
But  he  who  hurts  a  harmless  neighbour's  peace, 
Insults  (airn  worth,  or  beauty  in  distress. 
Who  loves  a  lie,  lame  slander  helps  about. 
Who  writes  a  libel,  or  who  copies  out : 
That  fop,  whose  pride  affects  a  patron's  name, 
Yet  absent,  wounds  an  author's  honest  hme : 
Who  can  your  merit  selfishly  approve, 
And  show  the  sense  of  it  without  the  love ; 
Who  has  the  vanity  to  call  you  friend, 
TeC  wants  the  honour,  injur'd,  to  defend ; 
Who  tells  whate'er  you  tliink,  whate'cr  you  say. 
And,  if  he  lie  not,  must  at  least  betray  : 
Who  to  the  dean  and  silver  bell  can  swear. 
And  sees  at  Cannons  what  was  never  there  ; 
Who  reads  but  with  a  lust  to  misapply. 
Make  satire  a  hunpoon,  and  fiction  lie  ; 
A  lash  like  mine  no  honest  man  shall  dread. 
But  all  such  babbling  blockheads  in  his  stead. 

Let  Sporus  tremble—^.  What  ?  that  thing  of  silk, 
Sporus,  that  mere  white  curd  of  ass's  milk? 
Satire  of  sense,  alas !  can  Sporus  feel  ? 
Who  breaks  a  butterfly  upon  a  wheel  ? 
P.  Yet  let  me  flap  this  bug  with  gilded  wings, 
This  painted  child  of  dirt,  that  stinks  and  stings; 


Whose  buxx  the  witty  and  tit*  iair  annoys^ 

Yet  wit  ne'er  tastes,  and  beauty  ne'er  enjoys : 

So  we|l-bred  spanieb  civilly  delicht 

In  mumbling  of  the  game  they  dare  not  bite. 

Eternal  smiles  his  emptiness  betray. 

As  shallow  streams  mn  dimpling  all  the  way. 

Whether  in  florid  impotence  he  speaks. 

And,  as  the  prompter  breathes,  the  pup^  squesb ; 

Or  at  the  ear  of  Eve,  fiuniliar  toad. 

Half  froth,  half  venom,  spits  himself  abroad. 

In  puns,  or  poUtics,  or  tales,  or  lies. 

Or  spite,  or  smut,  or  rhymes,  or  blasphemies. 

His  wit  all  see-saw,  between  that  and  this. 

Now  high,  now  low,  now  master  up,  bow  miss, 

And  he  himself  one  vile  Antithesis. 

Amphibious  thing !  that,  acting  either  part. 

The  trifling  head !  or  the  comiptcd  heart. 

Fop  at  the  toilet,  flatterer  at  the  board. 

Now  trips  a  lady,  and  now  stmts  a  lord. 

Eve's  tonpter  thus  the  Rabbins  have  exprest, 

A  cherub's  foce,  a  reptile  all  the  rest 

Beauty  that  shocks  you,  parts  that  none  will  trust, 

Wit  that  can  creep,  and  pride  that  licks  the  dust. 

Not  Fortune's  worshipper,  nor  Fashion's  fool. 
Not  Lucre's  madman,  nor  Ambition's  tool. 
Not  proud,  nor  servile ;  be  one  poet's  pnise, 
TTiat,  if  he  pleas'd,  he  pleas'd  by  manly  ways : 
That  flattery,  ev'n  to  kings,  he  held  a  shame. 
And  thought  a  lie  in  verse  or  prose  the  same ; 
That  Hot  in  fancy's  maxe  he  wander'd  long. 
But  stoc^'d  to  'Diith,  and  morsliz'd  his  song : 
That  not  for  fame,  but  Virtue's  better  end. 
He  stood  the  furious  foe,  the  thnid  friend. 
The  damning  critic,  half-approving  wit. 
The  coxcomb  hit,  or  fearing  to  be  liit ; 
Laugh'd  at  the  loss  of  friends  he  never  had. 
The  dull,  the  proud,  the  widced,  and  tlie  mad ; 
The  distant  threats  of  vengeance  on  his  head, 
The  blow  unfelt,  the  tear  he  never  shed ; 
The  tale  reviv'd,  the  lie  so  oft  o'erthrown, 
Th'  imputed  trash,  and  dulness  not  his  own  ; 
The  morals  blacken'd  when  the  writings  'scape. 
The  libell'd  person  and  the  pictur'd  shape ; 
Abuse,  on  all  he  lov'd,  or  lov'd  him,  spread, 
A  friend  in  exile,  or  a  father  dead  ; 
The  whisper,  that,  to  greatness  still  too  near. 
Perhaps,  yet  vibrates  on  his  sovereign's  ear  — 
Welcome  for  thee,  fair  Virtue !  all  the  past : 
For  thee,  fair  Virtue !  welcome  ev'n  the  last ! 

j1.  But  why  insult  the  poor,  affVont  the  gppal? 
P.   A  knave's  a  knave,  to  me,  in  every  state ; 
Alike  my  scorn,  if  he  succeed  or  fail, 
Sporus  at  court,  or  Japhet  in  a  gaol ; 
A  hireling  scribbler,  or  a  hirelii^  peer, 
Kni^  of  the  post  cormpt,  or  of  the  shire ; 
If  op  a  pillory,  or  near  a  throne. 
He  gain  his  prince's  ear,  or  lose  his  own.  ^ 

Yet  soft  by  nature,  more  a  dupe  than  wi^ 
Sappho  can  tell  you  how  thb  man  was  bit : 
Tliis  dreaded  sat'rist  Dennis  will  conftsa 
Foe  to  his  pride  but  friend  to  hb  distresa : 
So  humble,  he  has  knodi'd  at  Tibhald*s  door, 
Hasdmnk  with  Cibber,  nay,  has  rfaym*d  for  Uooaw 
Full  ten  years  shmder'd,  did  be  once  reply? 
Three  thousand  suns  went  down  on  Welittd**  1i«w 
To  please  his  mistress  one  aspers'd  hb  lifo ; 
He  lash'd  him  not,  but  let  her  be  his  wife: 
Let  Budgell  chaige  low  Grub-street  on  his  willU. 
And  write  whate'er  be  pleas'd,  azcept  faia  will  s 


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


EPISTLE  TO  DFL  ARBUTHNOT. 


Lattfattwo  Curilt  of  toim  and  court,  abait 
Hii  ikdwr,  mothov  body,  soul,  and  Mum. 
Tec  wfaj?  that  fiufaer  held  it  for  a  rule. 
It  wM  a  fin  to  call  our  neighbour  fool : 
Thit  harmlen  mother  thovigfat  no  wtfo  a  whore : 
Hor  thit  and  qiare  his  foimly,  James  Moore ; 
Uupotted  names,  and  raemotable  long ; 
If  there  be  force  in  virtue,  or  in  song. 

Of  gentle  Mood  (part  shed  in  Honour's  cause. 
While  yet  in  Britain  Honour  had  applause) 
£aefa  parent  sprung  —  ^  What for^me,  pray?-* 

P.  Their  own. 
And  better  got,  than  Bcstia's  from  the  throne. 
Born  to  no  pride,  inheriting  no  strife, 
Kbr  marrying  discord  in  a  noble  wife, 
Sbanger  to  ciyil  and  religious  rage, 
Hie  good  man  walk'd  innoxious  tlurough  his  age. 
No  courts  lie  saw,  no  suits  would  erer  try. 
Nor  dar*d  an  oath,  nor  hazarded  a  lie. 
Unkam'd,  he  knew  no  schoolman's  subtle  art, 
No  language^  but  the  language  of  the  heart. 
By  nature  honest,  by  experience  wise ; 
Healthy  by  temperance,  and  by  exercise ; 
His  Hfe^  though  long,  to  sickness  past  unknown, 
His  death  was  instant,  and  without  a  groan. 
O  grsnt  me  thus  to  live,  and  thus  to  die ! 
Who  sprung  finom  kings  shall  know  less  joythan  L 

O  friend !  may  eadi  domestic  bliis  be  thine ! 
Be  no  unpleaaing  melancholy  mine : 
Me,  let  the  tender  office  long  engage, 
To  fiock  the  cradle  of  reposing  age, 
Widi  lenient  arts  extend  a  mother's  breath. 
Make  languor  smile,  and  smooth  the  bed  of  death, 
Explore  the  thought,  explain  the  asking  eye, 
Afld^eep  awhile  one  parent  from  the  sky  ! 
On  Area  like  these  if  length  of  days  attend, 
Mqr  Heaiveo,  to  bless  those  days,  preserve  my  friend, 
Ihijuiii  him  social,  cheerftil,  and  serene, 
And Jost  aa  rich  as  when  he  serv'd  a  queen ! 
A.  Whether  that  blessings  be  deny'd  or  given, 
Thus  fiv  vras  right,  the  rest  belongs  to  Heaven. 


MESSIAH. 

A  SACUD  BCL06U1,  DT  DtltATION  OP  TOOIl's  POLUOw 

Tb  aymplM  of  Solyma !  begin  the  song : 
To  heavenly  themes  sublimer  strains  bdong. 
The  oKMsy  fountains  and  the  sylvan  shades. 
The  dreams  of  Pindus  and  th*  Aonian  maids, 
De^ght  no  more  —  O  thou  my  voice  inspire 
Who  touch'd  Isuah's  hallow'd  lips  with  fire ! 

Bapc  into  future  times,  the  bard  begun  : 
A  Virgin  shall  conceive,  a  Virgin  bear  a  Son ! 
Vtma  Jesse's  root  behold  a  branch  arise, 
Whoae  sacred  ilower  with  fragrance  fills  the  skies : 
IV  jBtheieai  spirit  o'er  its  leaves  shall  move. 
And  oa  its  top  descends  the  mystic  Dove. 
Te  Heavens !  from  hi^  the  dewy  nectar  pour. 
And  in  aoft  silence  died  die  kindly  shcywer ! 
Hk  sick  and  weak  the  healing  plant  iftiall  aid, 
Am  stonn  a  shelter,  and  fhmi  heat  a.  shade. 
AH  dimes  shall  cease,  and  ancient  frauds  shall  fail; 
Bttuiuing  Justice  lift  aloft  her  scale  ; 
IVaoe  o'er  the  vnirid  her  olive  wand  extend. 
And  whiia.rob*d  Innocence  fma  HcAven  descend. 
Swift  ftf  the  years,  and  rise  th*  expected  mom ! 
Oh  spring  to  light,  auspicious  Babe,  be  boml 


385 

See,  Nature  hastes  her  earlieit  wreaths  to  brin^ 
Widi  all  the  incense  of  the  breathing  spring: 
See  lofty  Lebanon  his  head  advance. 
See  nodding  forests  on  the  mountains  dance : 
See  spicy  clouds  fixjm  lowly  Saron  rise. 
And  Carmel's  flowery  top  perfumes  the  skies ! 
Hark !  a  glad  voice  the  lonely  desert  cheers ; 
Prepare  tl^  vray !  a  God,  a  God  appears ! 
A  God,  a  God !  the  vocal  hills  reply. 
The  rocks  proclaim  th*  approaching  Deity. 
Lo,  Earth  receives  him  from  the  bending  skies ! 
Sink  down,  ye  mountains  !  and  ye  valleys,  rise ! 
With  heads  dedin'd,  ye  cedars,  homage  pay ! 
Be  smooth,  ye  rocks  !  ye  rapid  floods,  give  way  ! 
The  Saviour  comes !  by  ancient  bards  foretold : 
Hear  him,  ye  deaf  j  and  all  ye  blind,  bdiold ! 
He  from  tluck  films  shall  purge  the  risual  rsy. 
And  on  the  sightless  eye-ball  pour  the  day : 
*T!s  he  th'  obstructed  paths  (ji  sound  shall  clear. 
And  bid  new  music  (^arm  &'  unfolding  ear : 
The  dumb  shall  sin^  the  lame  his  crutch  forego^ 
And  leap  exulting  Uke  the  bounding  roe. 
No  sigh,  no  murmur,  the  wide  world  shall  hear. 
From  every  face  he  wipes  off  every  tear. 
In  adamantine  chains  shall  Death  be  bound. 
And  Hell's  grim  tyrant  feel  th*  eternal  wound. 
As  the  good  shepherd  tends  his  fleecy  care, 
Seeks  freshest  pasture,  and  the  purest  air ; 
Explores  the  lost,  the  wandering  sheep  directs, 
By  day  o'ersees  them,  and  by  raght  protects ; 
The  tender  lambs  he  raises  in  his  arms. 
Feeds  from  his  hand,  and  in  his  bosom  vrarms : 
Thus  shall  mankind  his  guardian  care  engage. 
The  promis'd  father  of  the  f\iture  age. 
No  more  shall  nation  against  nation  rise, 
Nor  ardent  warriors  meet  vrith  hatefbl  eyes. 
Nor  fldds  with  gleaming  steel  be  cover'd  o'er. 
The  brazen  trumpets  kindle  rage  no  more ; 
But  useless  lances  into  scythes  shall  bend. 
And  the  brood  falchion  in  a  plow..share  end. 
Then  palaces  shall  rise ;  die  joyful  son 
Shall  finish  what  his  short-liv'd  sire  begun  ; 
Their  vines  a  shadow  to  then-  race  shall  yield, 
And  the  same  hand  that  sow'd,  shall  reap  the  field. 
The  swain  in  barren  deserts  with  surprise 
Sees  lilies  spring,  and  sudden  verdure  rise ; 
And  starts,  amidst  the  thirsty  wilds  to  hear 
New  falls  of  water  murmuring  in  his  ear. 
On  rifted  rocks,  the  dragon's  late  abodes, 
The  green  reed  trembles,  and  the  bulrush  nods. 
Waste  sandy  valleys,  once  perplex'd  with  thorn, 
Tlie  spiry  fir  and  shapely  box  adorn  : 
To  leafless  shrubs  the  flowery  palms  succeed. 
And  odorous  myrtle  to  the  noisome  weed. 
The  lambs  with  wolves  shall  graie  the  verdant  mead^ 
And  boys  in  flowery  bands  the  tiger  lead : 
The  steer  and  lion  at  one  crib  shall  meet. 
And  harmless  serpents  lick  the  pilffrim's  feet 
The  smiling  infont  in  his  hand  shall  take 
The  crested  basilisk  and  speckled  snake, 
Fleas'd,  the  green  lustre  of  the  scales  survey. 
And  with  their  firaky  tongue  shall  innocently  pUy. 
Rise,  crown'd  vrith  lis^  imperial  Salem,  rise! 
Exalt  thy  towery  head,  and  lift  thy  eyes  \ 
See  a  long  race  thy  spacious  courts  adorn ; 
See  f^tture  sons,  and  daughters  yet  unborn. 
In  crowding  ranks  on  every  side  arise. 
Demanding  life,  impatient  for  the  skies ! 
See  barbarous  nations  at  thy  gates  attend. 
Walk  in  thy  light,  and  in  thyiWe  bend! 
*  Dig^dSbyLnOOgle 
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8m  tkf  brMit  aim  tfaroogM  wfth  prrwliite  klngi^ 
And  btftp'd  widi  productt  of  Sfli»«tii  springs ! 
For  tiiM  Idum^'s  spicy  forests  blow, 
And  setds  of  gold  in  Ophir's  mountains  gknr. 
Sse  HeaTen  its  sparkling  portals  wide  display, 
And  break  upon  thee  in  a  flood  of  day ! 
No  more  die  rising  Sun  shall  gild  the  moi 
Nor  evening  Cynthia  illi  her  ulver  horn ; 
But  lost,  diasolv*d  in  thy  superior  rays, 
One  tide  of  glory,  one  unclouded  blase 
O'erflow  thy  courts:  the  Light  hfanself  shall  shine 
Reveal'd,  and  ^od*s  eternal  day  be  thine ! 
The  seas  diall  waste,  the  skies  in  smoke  decay. 
Rocks  fall  to  dust,  and  mountains  melt  away ! 
But  flz*d  his  word,  his  saving  power  remains ; 
Thy  realm  for  ever  lasts,  thy  own  Messiah  reigns ! 


ELEGY 

TO  THI  MSKOET  OF  AM  VirPOETONATI  LADT. 

What  beckoning  ghost,  along  the  moon-light  shade. 

Invites  my  steps,  and  points  to  yonder  gl^e  ? 

"Us  she !  — but  why  that  bleeding  bosom  gor*d, 

"Why  dimly  gleams  the  visionanr  sword  ? 

Oh,  ever  beiuiteous,  ever  friendly !  tell. 

Is  it,  in  Heaven,  a  crime  to  love  too  well  ? 

To  bear  too  tender,  or  too  firm  a  heart. 

To  act  a  lover's  or  a  Roman's  part  ? 

Is  there  no  bright  reversion  in  the  sky. 

For  those  who  greatly  think,  or  bravely  die? 

Why  bade  ve  else,  ye  powers !  her  soul  aspire 
Above  the  vulgar  flight  of  low  desire  ? 
Ambition  first  sprung  firoro  your  blest  abodes ; 
Tlie  glorious  fiuilt  of  angels  and  of  gods : 
Thence  to  theur  images  on  Earth  it  flows, 
And  in  the  breasts  of  kings  and  herues  glows. 
Most  souls,  'tis  true,  but  peep  out  once  an  age. 
Dull  sullen  prisoners  in  the  body's  cage : 
Dim  lights  of  life,  that  biun  a  length  of  yean, 
Useless,  unseen,  as  lamps  in  sepulchres; 
Like  eastern  kings  a  laxy  state  they  keep. 
And,  close  coofin'd  to  their  own  palace,  sleep. 

From  these  perhaps  (ere  Nature  bade  her  die) 
Fate  snatch'd  her  early  to  the  pitying  sky. 
As  into  air  the  purer  spirits  flow. 
And  separate  fimn  their  kindred  dregs  below; 
So  flew  the  soul  to  its  congenial  place. 
Nor  left  one  virtue  to  redMm  her  race. 

But  thou,  fidse  guardian  of  a  chai^  too  good, 
Hiou,  mean  deserter  of  thy  brother's  blood ! 
See  on  these  ruby  lips  the  trembling  breath, 
Hisse  chedu  now  ftding  at  the  blast  of  Death ; 
Coki  is  that  breast  which  wann'd  the  worid  before. 
And  those  bve-darting  eyes  must  roll  no  more, 
llnis,  if  eternal  Justice  rules  the  ball. 
Thus  shall  your  wives,  and  thus  your  children  fall : 
On  all  the  linea  sudden  vengeance  waits, 
And  frequent  hearses  shall  bttiege  your  gates ; 
Hiere  passengers  riiall  stand,  and  pointing  say, 
(While  the  long  ftmerals  blacken  all  the  way,) 
*<Lo!  these  were  they,  whoee  souls  the  Furies  steel'd. 
And  curst  with  hearts  unknowing ibow  to  yield." 
Thus  unlamented  pass  the  proud  away, 
Tlw  gase  of  fools,  and  pageant  of  a  day ! 
So  polsh  all,  whose  breast  ne'er  leara'd  to  glow, 
For  others*  good,  or  melt  at  others'  woe. 

What  can  atone,  oh,  ever4iyur'd  shade ! 
'Hiy  fiite  unpity'd,  and  thy  rit««  unpaid  ? 


No  fKend's  coMplaiat,  nokiod'doBMatic  tasr 
Pleas'd  thy  pale  gboet^  or  grac'd  tlqr  mounftiltMt ; 
By  foreign  hands  thy  dying  ejres  were  dos'd, 
By  fore^  hands  thy  decent  limbs  cempos'd ; 
By  foreign  hands  thy  humble  grave  adorn'd. 
By  strangers honour'd,  and  by  su-angeis  moum'd! 
What  though  no  friends  in  saUe  wenb  appesr, 
Grieve  for  an  hour,  perhaps,  then  mourn  a  year, 
And  bear  about  the  mockery  of  vroe 
To  midnight  dances,  and  the  public  show? 
What  though  no  weeping  Lovies  thy  ashes  grace. 
Nor  polish'd  marble  emulate  thy  ftce  ? 
What  though  no  sacred  earth  allow  thee  room, 
Nor  hallow'd  dirge  be  mutter'd  o'er  diy  tooob? 
Tet  shall  thy  grave  with  rising  flowent  be  dresi'd, 
And  the  green  turf  lie  lightly  on  thy  breast : 
Tliere  shall  the  mom  her  earliest  tears  bestow. 
There  the  flrst  roses  of  the  year  shall  Mow ; 
While  angels  with  their  sOver  wings  o'ershade 
The  ground  now  sacred  by  thy  rcliques  made. 

So,  peaceful  rests,  without  a  stone,  a  name, 
What  once  had  beauty,  titles,  wealth,  and  floM. 
How  lov'd,  how  honour'd  once,  avails  thee  nol, 
To  whom  related,  or  by  whom  begot; 
A  heap  of  dust  alone  remains  of  thee, 
'Tis  all  thou  art,  and  all  the  proud  shall  be! 

Poets  themselves  must  fall,  like  those  they  song^ 
Deaf  the  prais'd  ear,  and  mute  the  tuneful  tongue 
Ev'n  he,  whose  soul  now  melts  in  moomful  layi, 
Shall  shortly  vrant  the  generous  tear  he  pays ; 
Then  from  his  ckising  eyes  thy  fonn  shall  pan^ 
And  the  last  pai^  shall  tear  thee  fhxn  hb  heart; 
Life's  idle  business  at  one  gasp  be  o'er. 
The  Muse  forgot,  and  thou  belov'd  no  more ! 


SATIRE. 

Thefirit  Ptni  (to  verm  ISi.)  imUated  in  the  Ymr 
1714,  by  Dr.Swi/ti  the  loiter  PtiH  addedt^kf* 
wards. 

I  'vt  often  wish'd  that  I  had  clear 
For  life,  six  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
A  handsome  house  to  lodge  a  friend, 
A  river  at  my  garden's  end, 
A  terrace-walk,  and  half  a  rood 
Of  land,  set  out  to  plant  a  wood. 

Well,  now  I  have  all  this  and  more^ 
I  ask  not  to  increase  my  store; 
'*  But  here  a  grievance  seems  to  lie^ 
All  this  is  mine  but  till  I  die ; 
I  can't  but  think  'twould  sound  mora  cWva* 
To  me  and  to  my  heirs  for  ever. 

"  If  I  ne'er  got  or  lost  a  groat. 
By  any  trick,  or  any  &ult ; 
And  if  I  pray  by  Reason's  rules, 
And  not  like  for^  other  fools: 
As  thus,  *  Vouduafe,  oh  gracious  Bf  akcr  1 
To  grant  me  this  and  t*  other  acre; 
Or,  if  it  be  thy  vrill  and  pleasure. 
Direct  my  plow  to  find  a  treasure  :** 
But  only  what  my  station  fits. 
And  to  be  kept  in  my  right  wits. 
Preserve,  idmighty  PToridence ! 
Just  what  y  ou  gave  me,  competence  : 
And  let  me  in  these  shades  compose 
Something  m  verse  as  true  aa  prose  i 
Remov'd  from  all  th'  ambitious  sc^ne. 
Nor  pufl;*d  bjr  pride,  nor  sunk  byspievn.** 
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In  short,  I'm  perfectly  content^ 
Let  me  but  live  on  this  side  IVent; 
Nor  cross  the  Channel  twice  a  year, 
To  spend  six  months  with  statesmen  here. 

I  must  by  all  means  ccmie  to  town, 
'Tis  for  the  senice  of  the  crown. 
«  Lewis,  the  Dean  will  be  of  use, 
Send  for  him  up,  take  no  excuse.** 
Hw  toil,  the  dooger  of  the  seas ; 
Great  ministers  ne'er  think  of  these ; 
Or  let  it  cost  five  hundred  pound. 
No  matter  where  the  money  'a  found. 
It  is  but  so  much  more  in  debt. 
And  that  they  ne'er  consider'd  yet. 

«  Good  Mr.  Dean,  go  change  your  gown. 
Let  my  lord  know  you  *re  come  to  town." 
I  hurry  me  in  haste  away. 
Not  thinking  it  ia  leree-day ; 
And  find  his  honour  in  a  pound, 
Hemm*d  by  a  triple  drcle  round, 
Chequer'd  with  ribbons  blue  and  green  : 
How  should  I  thrust  myself  between? 
Some  wag  observes  me  thus  perplext, 
And  smiling  whispers  to  the  next, 
« I  thought  the  Dean  had  been  too  proud. 
To  justle  here  among  a  crowd.** 
Another,  in  a  surly  fit. 
Tells  me  I  have  more  zeal  tfian  wit, 
«  So  eager  to  express  your  love, 
Ton  ne'er  consider  whom  you  shore. 
But  rudely  press  before  a  duke." 
I  own,  I'm  pleas'd  with  this  rebuke. 
And  Uke  it  kindly  meant  to  show 
What  I  desire  the  world  diould  know. 

I  get  a  whisper,  and  withdraw : 
When  twenty  fools  I  never  saw 
Come  with  petitions  fiurly  penn'd. 
Desiring  I  would  stand  their  friend. 

Hus,  humbly  ofi^  me  his  case  — - 
That,  begs  my  int'rest  far  a  place  — 
A  faundrad  other  men's  affitdrs, 
like  bees^  are  hununing  in  my  ears. 
•*  To-morrow  my  appeal  comes  on, 
¥ritfaout  your  help  the  cause  is  gone."— 
Tbe  duke  expects  my  lord  and  you. 
About  some  great  affair,  at  two  — 
**  Put  my  loi3  Bolingbroke  in  mind. 
To  get  my  warrant  quickly  signed : 
Conader  'tis  my  first  request"  ^ 
Be  satisfy'd,  I'll  do  my  best:  — 
Then  presently  he  fidls  to  tease, 
•«  You  may  for  certain,  if  you  please ; 
I  doubt  not,  if  his  lordship  knew  — > 
And,  Mr.  Dean,  one  word  from  you-*" 

*Tis  (let  me  see)  three  years  and  more, 
^October  next  it  will  be  four,) 
Smce  Hariey  bid  me  first  attend. 
And  chose  me  for  an  humble  friend ; 
Would  take  me  in  his  coach  to  chat, 
And  question  me  of  diis  and  that ; 
Aa, « What'so'clock?"  And,  **  How's thewind?" 
"  Witt's  chariot's  that  we  leftbdiind?" 
Or  pvrtiy  try  to  read  the  lines 
Writ  underneath  the  country  signs ; 
Or,  «  Have  you  nothing  new  to-day 
From  Pope,  from  Pamell,  or  from  Oay?" 
tincfa  tattle  often  entertains 
My  lord  and  me  as  (kr  as  Staines, 
As  once  a  week  we  travel  down 
To  Wmdsor,  and  again  to  toivn, 


Where  all  that  passes,  mternoif 
Might  be  prodaim'd  at  Charing- Cross. 

Yet  some  I  know  with  envy  swell. 
Because  they  see  me  us'd  so  well : 
'<  How  think  you  of  our  friend  the  Dean? 
I  wonder  what  some  people  mean ; 
My  lord  and  be  are  grown  so  great, 
Always  together,  tite-d-tSte, 
What,  they  admire  him  f<v  his  iokes— 
See  but  the  fortune  of  some  folks !" 
There  flies  about  a  strange  report 
Of  some  express  arriv'd  at  court ; 
Pm  stopt  by  all  the  fools  I  meet. 
And  catechis'd  in  every  street. 
«  You,  Mr.  Dean,  frequent  the  great ; 
Inform  us,  will  the  emp'rcnr  treat? 
Or  do  the  prints  and  papers  lie  ?" 
Faith,  Sir,  you  know  as  much  as  I. 
**  Ah,  doctor,  how  you  love  to  jest ! 
'Tis  now  no  secret"  ^  I  protest 
'Tis  one  to  me  —  "  TTien  tell  us,  pray, 
When  are  the  troops  to  have  their  pay  ?" 
And,  tho'  I  solemnly  declare 
I  know  no  more  than  my  lord^mayor, 
They  stand  amaz'd,  and  think  me  grown 
The  closest  mcnrtal  ever  known. 

Thus  in  a  sea  of  folly  toes'd. 
My  choicest  hours  of  life  are  lost ; 
Yet  always  wishing  to  retreat. 
Oh,  could  I  see  my  country  seat ! 
There,  leaning  near  a  gentle  brodc. 
Sleep,  or  peruse  some  ancient  book, 
And  there  in  sweet  oblivion  drown 
Those  cares  that  haunt  the  court  and  town. 
O  chimning  noons !  and  nights  divine  f 
Or  when  I  sup,  or  when  I  dine. 
My  friends  above,  my  folks  below. 
Chatting  and  laughing  all-a-row. 
The  beans  and  bacon  set  before  'em. 
The  grace-cup  ser/d  with  all  decorum : 
Each  willing  to  be  pleas'd,  and  please. 
And  even  the  very  dogs  at  ease ! 
H6re  no  man  prates  of  idle  things, 
How  this  or  that  Italian  sings, 
A  neighbour's  madness,  or  his  spouse's, 
Or  what 's  in  either  of  the  houses: 
But  something  mudi  more  our  concern, 
And  quite  a  scandal  not  to  learn  : 
Which  is  the  happier,  or  the  wiser, 
Amanofmeri^  or  a  miser? 
Whether  we  ought  to  choose  our  friends, 
For  their  own  worth,  or  our  own  ends? 
What  good,  or  bettor,  we  may  call. 
And  what,  the  very  best  of  all  ? 

Our  friend  Dan  Prior  told  (you  know) 
A  tale  extremely  d  pnpos : 
Name  a  town  lifo,  and  in  a  trice 
He  had  a  story  of  two  mice. 
Once  on  a  time  (so  runs  the  fable) 
A  country  mouse,  rig^t  hospitable, 
Receiv'd  a  town  mouse  at  his  board. 
Just  as  a  fiurmer  udf^  a  lord. 
A  frugal  mouse  upon  the  whole. 
Yet  lov'd  his  friend,  and  had  a  soul. 
Knew  what  was  handsome,  and  would  do  % 
On  just  occasion,  coiUe  qui  coiUe' 
He  brought  him  bacon  (nothing  lean) ; 
Pudding,  that  might  hme  pleasNl  a  dean ; 
Cheese,  such  as  men  in  Suffolk  make, 
But  wish'd  U  Stilton  for  to  sake ; 
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YcC,  to  hU  guest  though  no  way  sparing'. 

He  eat  hinuielf  the  rind  and  paring. 

Our  oourder  scarce  could  touch  a  bit, 

But  abow*d  hb  breeding  and  his  wit ; 

He  did  his  best  to  seem  to  eat, 

And  ary*d,  **  I  vow  you  *re  mighty  neat. 

But  Lord,  my  friend,  this  savage  scene  I 

For  God*s  sake,  come,  and  live  with  men : 

Consider,  mice,  like  men,  must  die. 

Both  small  and  greet,  both  you  and  I : 

Then  spend  your  life  in  joy  and  sport ; 

(Thb  doctrine,  friend,  I  learnt  at  court.") 
The  veriest  hermit  in  the  nation 

May  yield,  God  knows,  to  strong  temptation. 

Away  tliey  come,  through  thick  and  thm, 

To  a  tall  house  near  Lincoln*s-inn : 

(^Twas  on  the  night  of  a  debate. 

When  all  their  lordships  had  sate  late.) 
Behold  the  place,  where  if  a  poet 

Shin*d  in  description,  he  might  diow  it ; 

Tell  how  the  moon4)eam  trembling  fiUls, 
And  tips  with  silver  all  the  walls; 
Pidladian  vralls,  Venetian  doors, 
Grotesoo  roo6,  and  stucco  floors : 
But  let  it  (in  a  word)  be  said. 
The  Moon  was  up,  and  men  a4>ed, 
The  napkins  white,  the  carpet  red  : 
Hie  guests  vrithdrawn  had  left  the  treat. 
And  down  the  mice  sate,  t^te^USte. 

Our  courtier  vralks  from  dish  to  dish. 
Tastes  for  his  friend  of  fowl  and  fish; 
Tells  all  their  names,  lays  down  the  law, 
*'  Quecaestbon/     Jh  goCUex  qa  ! 
That  jelly  's  rich,  this  malmsey  healing, 
¥tvf  dip  your  whiskers  and  your  tail  in.** 
Was  ever  such  a  happy  swain! 
He  stufik  and  swills,  and  stufift  egain. 
"  I'm  quite  asham*d— 'tis  mighty  rude 
To  eat  so  much —but  all  *s  so  good. 
I  have  a  thousand  thanks  to  give — 
My  lord  alone  knows  how  to  live." 
No  sooner  said,  but  from  the  hall 
Rush  chaplain,  butler,  dogs,  and  all : 
*<  A  rat !  a  rat !  clap  to  the  door"— 
The  cat  comes  bouncing  on  the  floor. 
O  for  the  heart  of  Homer's  mice^ 
Or  gods  to  save  them  in  a  trice ! 
(It  was  by  Ftoridence  they  think. 
For  your  damn'd  stucco  has  no  chink.) 
"  An't  please  your  honour,"  quoth  tiie  peasant, 
**  Hiis  same  dessert  is  not  so  pleasant : 
Give  me  again  my  hollow  tree, 
A  crust  of  bread,  and  liberty !" 


BPISTLI  TO 


ROBERT  EARL  OF  OXFORD  akb 
EARL  MORTIMER. 

Senitotke  Eariof(H^ord,  with  Dr,  Parndfi  Potm 
pub&sked  by  omt  Ayikar^  tfier  the  said  EarVi  on. 
priunment  m  the  Towers  and  Retreat  imto  the 
Onmtry,  m  tke  Year  17S1. 

• 
SccH  were  the  notes  thy  once-lov'd  poet  sung. 
Till  Death  untimelv  stopp'd  his  tuneful  tongue. 
Oh  just  beheld,  and  lost !  admir'd,  and  moum'd ! 
Witti  softest  manners,  gentlest  arts  adom'd ! 
Blest  in  eadi  science,  blest  in  every  atrun ! 
Dear  to  the  Muse !  to  Hariey  dear— in  vain ! 
For  him,  thou  oft  hast  bid  the  world  attend. 
Fond  to  forget  the  statwmsn  in  the  friend ; 
For  Swift  and  him,  despis'd  the  fiuice  of  state. 
The  sober  fdUes  of  the  wise  and  great ; 
Dextrous,  the  craving,  Owning  crowd  to  quit. 
And  pleas'd  to  'scape  horn  flattery  to  wit. 

Absent  or  dead,  still  let  a  friend  be  dmr, 
(A  sifffa  the  absent  daims,  the  dead  a  tear,) 
Reodl  those  nights  that  dos'd  thy  toOsome  days, 
Still  hear  thy  ^imell  in  his  living  lays, 
Who^  careless  now  of  interest,  fame,  or  fiite ; 
Perhaps  forgets  that  Oxford  e'er  was  great; 
Or,  deeming  meanest  what  we  greatest  call. 
Beholds  thee  glorious  only  in  t^  fall. 

And  sure,  n  aught  below  the  seats  divine 
Can  touch  immortals,  'tis  a  soul  like  thine : 
A  soul  supreme,  in  each  hard  instance  try'd, 
Above  all  pain,  and  passion,  and  all  pride. 
The  rsge  of  power,  the  blast  of  public  breath, 
The  lust  of  lucre,  and  the  dread  of  Death. 

In  vain  to  deserts  thy  retreat  is  made ; 
Hie  Muse  attends  thee  to  thy  silent  shade*. 
'Tis  hers,  the  brave  man's  latest  steps  to  trace; 
Re-judge  his  acts,  and  dignify  dngnce. 
When  interest  calls  off  all  her  sneaking  train. 
And  aU  &'  oblig'd  desert,  and  all  the  vain  ; 
She  waits,  or  to  the  scaffold,  or  the  cell. 
When  the  last  lingering  friend  has  bid  &i«weU. 
Ev'n  now  she  shades  t^  evening-walk  with  hmj9 
(No  hireling  she,  no  prostitute  to  prsiae); 
Ev'n  now,  observant  of  the  parting  ray, 
Eyes  the  calm  sun-^et  of  thy  various  day, 
Tlirough  Fortune's  cloud  one  truly  great  can  ace 
Nor  fciars  to  tell,  that  Mortimer  is  be; 
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JONATHAN  SWIFT. 


JovAnuM  SwiFTy  ft  penon  who  has  carried  one 
Vedes  of  poetry,  that  of  humorous  satire,  toade- 
gree  never  before  attainfH,  was,  bj  his  parentage, 
of  English  descent,  but  probably  bom  in  Ireland. 
It  is  known  that  his  &ther,  also  called  Jonathan, 
baring  manri^l  a  Leicestershire  lady,  died  at  an 
esriy  age,  leaiingft  daughter,  and  a  posthumous  son. 
His  widow,  bemg  len  in  narrow  circumstance^ 
was  innted  by  her  husband's  brother,  Godwin, 
who  resided  in  Dublin,  to  his  house ;  and  there,  it 
H  supposed,  Jonathan  was  born,  on  Noyember  30th, 
1667.  After  passing  some  time  at  a  school  in  Kil- 
kenny, he  was  remored  to  Trinity  College^  Dublin, 
m  hb  15th  year;  in  which  uniTersity  he  spent  seven 
years,  and  tfien  obtained  with  difficulty  the  degree 
of  bachelor  of  arts,  conferred  tpeciaU  gratia.  The 
circumstance  affords  sufficient  proof  <^  the  misap- 
plication of  his  talents  to  mathematical  pursuits ; 
but  he  b  said  to  have  been  at  this  period  engaged 
eight  hours  a  day  in  more  congenial  studies. 

So  prolnse  are  the  materials  for  the  life  of  Swift, 
that  it  has  become  almost  a  vain  attempt  to  give,  in 
a  moderate  compass,  the  events  by  which  he  was 
distinguidied  from  ordinary  mortals ;  and  it  will 
tfaerelbre  be  chiefly  in  his  character  of  a  poetical 
compoaer  that  we  shall  now  consider  him.  He  was 
eariy  domesticated  vrith  the  celebrated  statesman, 
Sr  William  Temple,  who  now  lived  in  retirement 
at  Moor  Park ;  but  ^  having  made  choice  of  the 
church  as  his  future  destination,  on  parting  in 
some  disagreement  from  Temple,  he  went  to  Ire- 
land, with  veiy  moderate  expectations,  and  took 
orders.  A  reconciliation  with  his  patron  brought 
him  back  to  Moor  Park,  where  he  passed  his  time 
in  harmony  till  the  death  of  Sur  William,  who  left 
him  a  legacy  and  his  papers.  He  then  accepted 
an  invitatioa  from  the  Earl  of  Berkeley,  one  of  the 
Lofds  Justices  of  Ireland,  to  accompany  him 
thither  as  cluq>lain  and  private  secretary ;  and  he 
continued  in  die  fimiily  as  long  as  his  lordship  re- 
OMiiMd  in  that  kingdom.  Here  Swift  began  to 
^rtinguiah  himself  by  an  incomparable  talent  of 
viiting  humorous  verses  in  the  true  familiar  style, 
•ereral  qiedmens  of  which  he  produced  for  tlie 
anuiaeBient  of  the  house.  After  Lord  Berkeley's 
return  to  En^and,  Swift  went  to  reside  at  his 
Ining  at  Laracor,  in  the  diocese  of  Meath ;  and 
hcre^  it  was  that  ambition  began  to  take  possession 
of  his  mind.  He  thought  it  proper  to  increase  his 
consequence  by  taking  the  degree  of  doctor  of 
^Mtutf  in  an  English  university ;  and,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  forming  connections,  he  paid  aimualviaits 
to  that  country.  In  1701,  he  first  engaced  as  a 
political  writer;  and,  in  1704,  he  published,  though 
anonymously,  hu  celebrated  «  Tale  of  a  Tub," 
^^inch,  while  it  placed  him  high  aa  a  writer  db- 
tinguiihed  by  wit  and  humour  of  a  peculiar  cast. 


Iffougfat  him  under  tiie  heavy  kopoiMAonf  firom 
which  he  vras  never  able  entirely  to  ftee  himMl^  of 
beinff  a  scoffier  against  revealed  religion. 

His  prospects  of  advancement  m  the  pditical 
career  were  abortive,  till  1710,  when  the  Tories 
came  into  power.  Hb  connection  with  tfab  party 
began  in  an  acquaintance  with  Harley,  afterwards 
Earl  of  Oxford,  who  introduced  hun  to  secretary 
St.  John,  afterwards  Lord  Bolingbroke ;  and  he 
engaged  the  confidence  of  these  leaders  to  such  a 
degree,  that  he  was  admitted  to  theb  most  secrtt 
consultations.  In  all  hb  transactions  with  them  he 
was  most  scrupulously  attentive  to  preserve  every 
appearance  of  being  on  an  equality,  and  to  rspress 
every  thing  that  looked  like  slight  or  ne|^ect  on 
their  parts ;  and  there  probably  is  not  another  ex- 
ample of  a  man  of  letters  who  has  held  hb  head  so 
high  in  hb  association  with  men  in  poorer.  Thb 
was  undoubtedly  owing  to  that  constitutional  pride 
and  unsubmitting  nature  which  governed  all  hb 
actions. 

A  bishopric  in  England  was  the  object  at  which 
he  aimed,  and  a  vacancy  on  the  bendi  occurring, 
he  was  recommended  by  hb  firiends  in  the  ministry 
to  the  Queen  ;  but  suspicions  of  his  fiutfa,  and  other 
prejudices,  being  raised  against  him,  he  was  passed 
over ;  and  the  highest  preferment  which  hb  patrons 
could  venture  to  bestow  upon  him  was  the  deanery 
of  St  Patrick's,  in  Dublin  ;  to  which  he  was  pre- 
sented  in  171S,  and  in  vrhich  he  continued  for  lifie. 
The  death  of  the  Queen  put  an  end  to  all  contests 
among  the  Tory  ministers;  and  the  change  termi- 
nated Swift's  prospects,  and  condemned  him  to  an 
unwilling  residence  in  a  country  which  he  always 
disliked.  Qn  his  return  to  Dublin  hb  temper  was 
severely  tried  by  the  triumph  of  the  Whigs,  who 
treated  him  with  great  indignitv ;  but  in  length  of 
time,  by  a  proper  exercise  St  his  clerical  office,  by 
reforms  introduced  into  the  chiqtter  of  St  Patrick's^ 
and  by  hb  bold  and  able  exposures  of  the  abuses 
practised  in  the  government  of  Ireland,  be  rose  to 
the  title  of  JHng  cftht  Mob  in  that  capital. 

Hb  conduct  vnth  respect  to  the  female  sex  was 
not  less  unaccountable  than  singular,  and  certainly 
does  no  honour  to  hb  memory.  Eariy  in  life  he 
attached  himself  to  hb  celebrated  Stella,  whose  real 
name  vras  Johnson,  the  daughter  of  Snr  Wilb'am 
Temple's  stewurd.  Soon  after  hb  settlement  at 
Laracor  he  invited  her  to  Irebmd.  She  came,  ac- 
companied by  a  Mrs.  Dingley,  and  resided  near 
the  parsonage  when  he  was  at  home,  and  in  it  when 
he  was  absent ;  nor  were  diey  ever  known  to  lodge 
in  the  same  house,  or  to  see  each  other  without  a 
witness.  In  1716,  he  was  privately  married  to  her, 
but  the  parties  were  brought  no  nearer  than  before, 
and  the  act  was  attended  witfi  no  acknowledgment 
that  could  gratify  the  feelings  of  a  woman  who 
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had  to  long  devoted  henelf  to  him.  About  the 
year  171 S,  he  became  acquainted,  in  London,  with 
Miat  Either  Vanhomrigfa,  a  young  lady  of  fortune, 
with  a  taste  for  literature,  which  Swift  was  fond  of 
cultivating.  To  her  he  wrote  the  longest  and  most 
finished  of  his  poems,  entitled  Cadenus  and 
Vanessa;  and  her  attadmient  acquired  so  much 
strength,  that  she  made  him  the  offer  of  her  hand. 
Even  after  his  marriage  to  Stella,  Swift  kept 
Miss  Vanhomrigh  in  ignorance  of  this  connection ; 
but  a  report  of  it  having  at  length  reached  her,  she 
took  the  step  of  writing  a  note  to  Stella,  requesting 
to  know  if  the  marriage  were  real.  Stella  assured 
her  of  the  affirmative  in  her  answer,  which  she 
enclosed  to  Swift,  and  went  into  the  country  without 
seeing  him.  Swift  went  immediately  to  the  house 
of  MiM  Vanhomrigh,  threw  Stella's  letter  on  the 
table,  and  departed,  without  speaking  a  word.  She 
never  recovered  the  shock,  and  died  in  1723. 
Stella,  wiUi  her  healdi  entirely  ruined,  languished 
on  till  1728,  when  she  expired.  Such  was  die 
ftte  which  he  prepared  for  both. 

Of  the  poems  of  Swift,  some  of  the  most  striking 
vrere  composed  in  mature  life,  after  his  attainment 
of  his  deanery  of  St.  Patrick ;  and  it  will  be  ad. 
mitted  that  no  one  ever  gave  a  more  perfect  ex- 
ample  of  the  easy  fiumliarity  attainable  in  the 
English  language.  His  readiness  in  rhyme  is 
truly  astonishing  ;  the  most  uncommon  associations 
of  sounds  coming  to  him  as  it  were  spontaneously, 
in  words  seemingly  the  best  adapted  to  the  occasion. 
That  he  was  capable  of  high  polish  and  elegance, 
lome   of  his  works   sufficiently  prove;  but   the 


humorous  and  aaroastic  was  fab 
which  he  frequently  indulged  beyond  the  bounds  of 
decorum ;  a  dbrcumstance  which  renders  the  task  of 
sdection  from  his  works  somewhat  perplexing.  In 
wit,  both  in  verse  and  prose,  he  stands  foremost  in 
grave  irony,  maintained  with  the  most  plausa)le  air 
of  serious  simplicity,  and  supported  by  great 
minuteness  of  detail  His  "  Gulliver's  TVaveU" 
are  a  remarkable  exemplification  of  his  powen  in 
this  kind,  which  have  rendered  the  work  wonder- 
fully  amusing,  even  to  childish  readers,  whilst  the 
keen  satire  wiUi  which  it  abounds  may  gratify  the 
most  splenetic  misanthropist.  In  general,  bow- 
ever,  his  style  in  prose,  though  held  up  as  a  model 
of  clearness,  purity,  and  simplicity,  has  only  the 
merit  of  expressing  the  author's  meaning  with  per* 
feet  precision. 

Late  in  life.  Swift  fell  under  the  hxe  which  be 
dreaded:  the  frurulties  of  his  mind  decayed  before 
those  of  his  body,  and  he  gradually  settled  into  ab- 
solute idiocy.  A  total  alence  for  some  months 
preceded  his  decease,  which  took  place  in  October, 
1744,  when  he  was  in  his  78di  year.  He  was  in- 
terred in  St  Patrick's  cathedral,  under  a  monu- 
ment, for  which  he  wrote  a  Latin  epitaph,  in  wtiicfa 
one  clause  most  energetically  displays  the  state  of 
his  feelings:  —  *'  Ubi  sKva  indignatio  ulterius  cor 
lacerare  nequit."  He  bequeathol  the  greatest  part 
of  his  property  to  an  hospital  for  lunatics  and 
idiots^ 

To  show,  by  one  satiric  touch. 
No  nation  vranted  it  so  much. 


CADENUS  AND  VANESSA.  • 
wamiN  Ai  wiKnsoR,  1713. 

1  Bx  shepherds  and  the  nymphs  were  seen 
Pleading  before  the  Cyprian  queen. 
Tlie  eounsd  for  the  fair  began. 
Accusing  the  frdse  creature  man. 
The  brief  with  weighty  crimes  was  cfaaig'd, 
On  which  the  pleadiBr  much  enhug'd ; 
That  Cupid  now  has  lost  his  art. 
Or  blunts  the  point  of  every  dart;  — 
His  altar  now  no  longer  smokes. 
His  naother's  aid  no  youth  invokes : 
This  tempts  freethinkers  to  refine, 
And  bring  in  doubt  their  powers  divine; 
Now  love  is  dwindled  to  intrigue. 
And  marriage  grown  a  money-leaguc; 
Which  crimes  afinresaid  (wiih  her  leave] 
Were  (as  he  humify  did  conceive) 

*  Founded  on  an  offer  of  marriage  made  by  MisB 
J^^homrighto  Dr.  Swifi,  who  was  occasionally  her 
l**wptor.  Hie  lady's  unhappy  story  is  well  known. 


Against  our  sovereign  lady's  peace, 
Against  the  statute  in  that  case, 
Against  her  dignity  and  crown : 
Then  pny'd  an  answer,  and  sat  down. 

The  nymphs  with  scorn  beheld  their  foes: 
When  the  defendant*s  counsel  rose. 
And,  what  no  lawyer  ever  lack'd. 
With  impudence  own'd  all  the  fact; 
But,  what  the  gentlest  heart  would  vex. 
Laid  all  the  &idt  on  t'  other  sex. 
That  modem  love  is  no  such  thing 
As  what  those  ancient  poets  sing ; 
A  fire  celestial,  chaste,  refin'd, 
Conceiv'd  and  kindled  in  the  mind ; 
Which,  having  found  an  equal  fiame^ 
Unites,  and  twtfa  become  the  samc^ 
In  difi^rent  breasts  together  burn, 
Together  both  to  ashes  turn. 
But  women  now  feel  no  sudi  fire, 
And  only  know  the  gross  desire. 
Their  passions  move  in  lovrer  wphtretp 
Where'er  a^ce  or  folly  steers. 
A  dog,  a  parrot,  or  an  apt. 
Or  aome  worse  brute  in  humaa  shapc^ 
Ingroas  the  fandes  of  the  fair. 
The  f^  soft  monents  they  can  !>pare^ 
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Fnm  viBlitoiccriveaiidpay; 
FhMD  fCUMkl,  poHtici*  and  pky ; 
f^om  fiuM,  and  ikwiioesy  and  brocadei, 
Fhm  equipage  and  parit^panMles, 
Fhmall  the  thwiiand  fcmak  toye^ 
FVom  every  trifle  that  emploTs 
Tbe  out  or  iBflide  oftlieir  hcMda, 
Between  their  toflets  and  their  bc«k 

In  a  dull  stream,  which  moving  slow, 
You  hardly  see  the  current  flow ; 
If  a  small  breeie  obstruct  the  course, 
It  whirls  about,  for  want  of  ftitce, 
And  in  ifei  narrow  circle  gathers 
Nothing  bul  chaff,  and  straws,  and  feathers. 
Hae  current  of  a  female  mind 
Slops  thus,  and  turns  wiUi  every  wind ; 
Thus  whirling  round  together  draws 
Fools,  ibps,  and  rakes,  ibr  chaff  and  straws. 
Hence  we  conclude,  no  women's  hearts 
Are  won  by  virtue,  wit,  and  parts : 
Nor  are  the  men  of  sense  to  blame, 
For  breasts  incapable  of  flame; 
Hae  fault  must  on  the  nymphs  be  plac*d. 
Grown  so  corrupted  in  their  taste. 

The  pleader,  having  spoke  his  best» 
Had  witness  ready  to  attest. 
Who  fidriy  could  on  oath  depose. 
When  questions  on  the  fiM:t  arose, 
Tliat  every  article  was  true ; 
Xor/urther  tkae  deponenis  knew :  — 
Tlierefore  he  humbly  would  insist. 
The  bill  might  be  with  costs  dismiss'd. 
The  cause  appear'd  of  so  much  weight. 
That  Venus,  from  her  judgment-seat, 
Desir'd  them  not  to  ti&  so  loud, 
Else  die  must  interpose  a  cloud : 
For,  if  the  heavenly  folk  should  know 
Tlww  pleadings  m  the  courts  beloWf 
That  mortals  here  disdain  to  love, 
She  ne'er  could  show  her  fiice  above ; 
For  gods,  thdr  betters,  are  too  wise 
To  inilue  that  which  men  despise. 
«  And  then,"  said  sh^  «  my  son  and  I 
Must  stroU  in  air,  'twizt  land  and  sky ; 
Or  else,  shut  out  from  heaven  and  earth, 
Fly  to  the  sea,  my  place  of  birth ; 
There  live,  with  daggled  mermmdi  pent. 
And  keep  on  fish  perpetual  Lent.'* 

But,  since  the  case  appear'd  so  nice. 
She  thought  it  best  to  take  advice. 
The  Mnses,  by  their  king's  permission. 
Though  fbei  to  love,  att^  the  session, 
And  on  the  rifffat  hand  took  their  places 
In  order;  on  ue  left,  the  Graces : 
To  whom  she  might  her  doubts  propose 
On  all  emergencies  that  rose. 
The  Muses  oft'  vrere  seen  to  ttown ; 
The  Graces  half-asham'd  look  down ; 
And  'twas  obaerv'd  there  vrere  but  ftrw   • 
Of  either  sex  among  the  crew. 
Whom  she  or  her  assessors  knew. 
The  goddess  soon  began  to  see, 
Hangs  were  not  ripe  ibr  a  decree ; 
And  said  she  must  consult  her  books, 
The  hveri  Fletas,  Bractons,  Cokes. 
First  to  a  dapper  derk  she  bedkon'd. 
To  turn  to  Ovkl,  book  the  second; 
flhe  then  referr'd  them  to  a  place 
In  Virgil  (twfe  Dido's  case : ) 
As  for  Hbullus's  reports, 
They  never  pass'd  for  Jaw  in  courts : 


For  Cowley's  biM,  aMl  pleas  of  Waller, 
Still  their  authority  was  smaller. 

There  was  on  both  sides  much  to  say : 
She  *d  hear  the  cause  another  d^. 
And  so  she  did ;  and  then  a  thhcd 
She  heard  it  —  there,  she  kept  her  wmds 
But,  with  rejoinders  or  replies, 
Long  biUs,  and  aiwwws  stuff 'd  with  lie% 
Demur,  imparlance,  and  essoign. 
The  parties  ne'er  could  issue  join : 
For  sixteen  years  the  cause  was  spun. 
And  then  stood  where  it  first  bsgiuk 

Now,  gentle  Clio,  ang  or  say. 
What  Venus  meant  by  this  delay. 
The  goddess,  much  perplex'd  Ia  miBd 
To  see  her  empire  thus  decUn'd, 
When  first  this  grand  debate  aroae^ 
Above  her  wisdom  to  compose, 
Conceiv'd  a  prcgect  in  her  head 
To  work  her  ends ;  vidiich,  if  it  sped. 
Would  show  the  merits  of  the  oauat 
Far  better  than  consulting  laws. 

In  a  glad  hour  Lucina's  aid 
Phxiuc'd  on  Eardi  a  vrondrous  maidy 
On  whom  the  queen  of  love  was  bent 
To  try  a  new  experiment. 
She  threw  her  law-books  on  the  sheU; 
And  thus  debated  with  hersdf. 

<<  Since  men  allege,  they  nc^er  can  find 
Those  beauties  in  a  famale  mind. 
Which  raise  a  flame  that  wiU  endure 
For  ever  unoomipt  and  pure ; 
If  'tis  with  reason  they  complain, 
This  in&nt  shall  restore  my  reign. 
1*11  search  vrhere  emy  virtue  dvrelli, 
Yrooi  courts  inclusive  down  to  cells: 
What preadiers  talk,  or  sages  write; 
Tliese  I  will  gather  and  unite* 
And  represent  them  to  mankind 
Collected  in  that  mfimf  s  mind." 

This  said,  she  plucks  in  Heaven's  high  bowci 
A  sprig  of  amareadhine  flowers, 
In  nectar  thrice  infuses  bays. 
Three  times  refin'd  in  Titan's  rays ; 
Then  calls  the  Graces  to  her  aid. 
And  sprinkles  thrice  the  new^yornmaid: 
FVom  whence  the  tender  skin  assumss 
A  sweetness  above  all  perfumes : 
From  whence  a  cleanliness  remains 
Inca^le  of  outward  stains : 
FVom  whence  that  decency  of  mind, 
So  lovely  in  the  female  kmd. 
Where  n6t  one  careless  thought  intrude^ 
Less  modest  than  the  speech  of  prudes ; 
Where  never  blush  was  call'd  in  aid. 
That  spurious  virtue  in  a  maidy 
A  virtue  but  at  second-hand ; 
Tliey  Uush  because  they  understand. 

The  Graces  next  would  act  their  pav^ 
And  show'd  but  little  of  their  art; 
Their  vrovk  was  half  ah«ady  done. 
The  child  vrith  native  beauty  shone ; 
The  outward  fbrm  no  hdp  requir'd : 
Each,  breathing  on  her  tivice,  inspir'd 
That  gen^  soft,  engaging  «r, 
Which  in  old  times  adom'd  the  fiur : 
Andsaid,  ««  Vanessa  be  the  name 
By  wUch  thou  shah  be  known  to  fiuns ; 
Vanessa,  by  the  gods  imbU*d : 
Her  name  on  Earth  shaQ  not  be  told.** 
C  c  4^  -  I 
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But  etiU  the  work  wm  not  complete ; 
When  Venus  thought  on  a  deceit, 
D»wn  by  her  doves,  away  she  flies, 
And  finds  out  Pbllas  in  the  skies. 
"  Dear  Pallas,  I  have  been  this  morn 
To  see  a  lovelyinfant  born ; 
A  boy  in  yonder  isle  below, 
3o  like  my  own  without  bis  bow. 
By  beauty  could  your  heart  be  won, 
You  'd  swear  it  is  Apollo's  son : 
But  it  shall  ne*er  be  said  a  child 
So  hopeful  has  by  me  been  spoil'd; 
I  have  enough  besides  to  spare. 
And  give  him  wholly  to  your  care.*' 

Wndom  's  abore  suspecting  wfles : 
The  queen  of  learning  gravely  smiles, 
Down  Snm  Olympus  comes  with  joy. 
Mistakes  Vanessa  for  a  boy ; 
Then  sows  within  her  tender  mind    • 
Seeds  long  unknown  to  woman-kind ; 
For  manly  bosoms  chiefly  fit. 
The  seeds  of  knowledge,  judgment,  wit 
Her  soul  was  suddenly  endu^ 
With  justice,  truth,  and  fortitude ; 
With  honour,  whidi  no  breath  can  stain, 
Which  malice  must  attack  in  vain ; 
With  open  heart  and  bounteous  hand. 
But  Pallas  here  was  at  a  stand ; 
She  knew,  in  our  degenerate  days. 
Bare  virtue  could  not  live  on  praise ; 
That  meat  must  be  with  money  bou^ : 
She  theref9re,  upon  second  thought, 
Infus'd,  yet  as  it  were  by  stealth, 
Some  small  regard  for  state  and  wealth ; 
Of  which,  as  she  grew  up,  there  staid 
A  tincture  in  the  prudent  maid : 
She  manag'd  her  estate  with  care^ 
Tet  lik'd  three  footmen  to  her  chair. 
But  lest  he  should  neglect  his  studies 
like  a  young  heir,  the  thrifty  goddess 
(For  fear  young  master  should  be  spoil'd) 
Would  use  him  like  a  younger  child ; 
And,  after  long  computing,  found 
'Twould  come  to  just  five  thousand  pound. 

The  queen  of  love  was  pleas'd,  and  proud. 
To  see  Vanessa  thus  endow'd : 
She  doubted  not  but  such  a  dame 
Tlirough  every  breast  would  dart  a  flame; 
That  every  ridi  and  lordly  swain 
With  pride  would  drag  about  her  chain ; 
That  scholars  would  forsake  their  books. 
To  study  blight  Vanessa's  looks ; 
As  she  advanc'd,  that  woman-kind 
Would  by  her  model  form  their  mind, 
And  all  their  conduct  would  be  tiy'd 
By  her,  as  an  unerring  guide ; 
Offending  daughters  ^"  would  hear 
Vanessa's  praise  rung  in  their  ear : 
Miss  Betty,  when  she  does  a  fault. 
Lets  foil  her  knife,  or  spills  the  salt. 
Will  thus  be  by  her  mother  chid, 
«  'TIs  what  Vanessa  never  did !" 
**  Thus  by  the  nymphs  and  swains  ador'd, 
My  power  shall  be  again  restor'd, 
And  happy  lovers  bless  my  reign  —  " 
So  Venus  hop'd,  but  hop'd  in  vnin. 

For  when  in  time  the  martial  maid 
Found  out  the  trick  that  Venus  play'd. 
She  shakes  her  helm,  she  knits  lier  brows. 
And,  fir*d  with  indignation,  vovra, 


To-morrow,  ere  the  settbgsiuiy 
She  *d  all  undo  that  she  had  done. 

But  in  the  poets  we  may  find 
A  wholesome  law,  time  out  o^  mind. 
Had  been  confirm'd  by  fote's  decree^ 
That  gods,  of  whatso'er  degree, 
Resume  not  what  themsdves  have  given, 
Or  any  brother-god  in  Heaven ; 
Which  keeps  the  peace  amoiu;  the  godi, 
Or  they  must  always  be  at  odds : 
And  Pdks,  if  she  broke  the  laws. 
Must  yield  her  foe  the  stronger  cause ; 
A  shame  to  one  so  much  ador'd 
For  wisdom  at  Jove's  council-board. 
Besides,  she  fear'd  the  queen  of  love 
Would  meet  widi  better  friends  above. 
And  though  she  must  with  ffrief  reflect, 
To  see  a  mortal  virgin  deck  d 
With  graces  hitherto  unknown 
To  female  breasts,  except  her  own ; 
Tet  she  would  act  as  best  became 
A  goddess  of  unqpotted  fame. 
She  knew,  by  augury  divine, 
Venus  would  fail  in  her  design  : 
She  study'd  well  the  point,  and  found 
Her  foe*s  conclusions  were  not  sound. 
From  premises  erroneous  brought ; 
And  therefore  the  deduction  's  nought, 
And  must  have  contrary  effects 
To  what  her  treacherous  foe  expects. 

In  proper  season  Pallas  meets 
The  queen  of  love,  whom  thus  die  greets: 
(For  gods,  we  are  by  Homer  told. 
Can  in  cdestial  language  scold :) 
"  Perfidious  goddess !  but  in  vain 
Tou  form'd  £is  project  in  your  brain ; 
Apv>ject  for  thy  talents  fit. 
With  mudi  deceit  and  little  wit. 
Thou  hast,  as  thou  shah  quickly  see, 
Deceiv'd  thyself,  instead  of  me : 
For  how  can  heavenly  wisdom  prove 
An  instrument  to  earthly  Jove  ? 
Know'st  thou  not  yet,  that  men  commfwr 
Thy  votaries,  for  want  of  sense? 
Nor  shall  Vanessa  be  the  theme 
To  manage  thy  abortive  scheme : 
She 'U  prove  the  greatest  0^  thy  Ibes ; 
And  yet  I  scorn  to  interpose. 
But,  using  neither  skill  nor  force. 
Leave  all  things  to  their  natural  course." 

The  goddess  thus  prononnc'd  ber  doom: 
When  lo!  Vanessa  in  her  bloom 
Advanc'd,  like  Atalanta's  star, 
But  rarely  seen,  and  seen  from  for : 
In  a  new  world  wiUi  caution  stept. 
Watch'd  all  the  company  die  kept. 
Well  knowing,  from  the  books  she  read. 
What  dangerous  paths  young  virgina  tread: 
Would  seldom  at  the  park  appear. 
Nor  saw  the  play-house  twice  a  year ; 
Tet,  not  incurious,  vras  incUn'd 
To  know  the  converse  of  mankinA 

First  issued  fitmi  perfomers*  ahopsy 
A  crowd  of  fashionable  fops : 
They  ask'd  ber,  how  she  lik'd  the  yiaj? 
Then  told  the  tatde  of  the  day ; 
A  duel  fought  last  night  at  two^ 
About  a  lady  —  you  know  who ; 
Mention'd  a  new  Italian  come 
Either  from  Muscovy  or  Rome ; 
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G«ve  faints  of  who  and  vr\iO*s  together ; 
Then  fell  a  taUung'of  the  weather ; 
Last  night  was  so  extremely  fine, 
The  ladies  walk'd  till  after  nine ; 
Tlien,  in  soft  Toice  and  speech  absurd, 
With  nonsense  erery  second  word, 
Widk  fustian  from  exploded  phiys, 
They  celebrate  her  beauty's  praise ; 
Run  o*er  their  can«  of  stupid  lies, 
And  tell  the  murders  of  her  eyes. 
With  silent  scorn  Vanessa  sat. 
Scarce  listening  to  their  idle  diat ; 
Furtfior  than  sometimes  by  a  frovm, 
When  they  grew  pert,  to  pull  them  dowa 
At  last  she  spitefully  was  bent 
To  try  ^r  wisdom's  full  extent ; 
And  said  she  valued  nothing  less 
Than  titles,  figure,  shape,  and  dress ; 
That  merit  should  be  chiefly  placed 
In. judgment,  knowledge,  wit,  and  taste ; 
And  these,  she  offered  to  dilute, 
Alone  distinguishM  man  frmn  brute : 
That  present  tiroes  have  no  pretence 
To  onn(«f«,  in  the  noble  sense 
By  Greeks  and  Romans  understood. 
To  perish  fiyr  our  oountiy's  good. 
She  nam'd  the  ancient  heroes  round, 
£xplain*d  for  what  they  were  renown'd ; 
Then  tpcke  with  censure  or  applause 
Of  foreign  customs,  rites,  and  laws ; 
Tfavough  nature  and  through  art  she  ranged. 
And  gracefully  her  subject  chang'd ; 
In  vain !  her  hearers  had  no  share 
In  aU  sbeapoke,  except  to  stare. 
Tbeirjudgment  was,  upon  the  whole, 
— ''That  bdyis  the  dullest  soul!  ~  ** 
Then  tipt  their  forehead  m  a  jeer. 
As  who  should  say  —  <<  She  wants  it  here ! 
She  may  be  handsome,  young,  and  rich, 
But  none  will  burn  her  for  a  witch  !*' 

A  par^  next  of  glittering  dames, 
From  round  the  purlieus  of  St  James, 
Came  eariy,  out  of  pure  good-will. 
To  see  the  gid  in  dishabille. 
Tbeir  damour,  'lighting  from  tlieir  chairs, 
Grew  louder  all  the  way  up  stairs ; 
At  entrance  loudest,  where  they  found 
The  room  with  volumes  litter'd  round. 
Vanessa  held  Montaigne,  and  read. 
Whilst  Mrs.  Susan  comb'd  her  head. 
Tb^  called  for  tea  and  diocohite, 
And  Mi  into  their  usual  chat, 
Diacoursing,  with  important  tace, 
On  libbona,  fims,  and  gloves,  and  lace ; 
Sbow'd  patterns  just  from  India  brought, 
And  gravely  ask'd  her  what  she  thought, 

Whether  the  red  or  green  were  best. 
And  what  they  cost?     Vanessa  guess'd. 
As  came  into  her  fimcy  first ; 

Nam'd  half  the  rates,  and  lik'd  the  worst 

To  acaodal  next—  «  What  awkward  thing 

Waa  tiiat  last  Sunday  in  the  ring? 

Pm  aony  Mopaa  breaks  so  fast ; 

I  aaid,  her  {ace  would  never  last 

Corxona,  with  that  youthftil  air. 

Is  tfairly,  and  a  bit  to  spare : 

Her  ftwdneas  for  a  certain  eari 

Bej^an  when  I  wm  but  a  girl ! 

Fl9ilia>  who  but  a  month  ago 

Waa  many'd  to  die  Tunbridgi^boau, 


I  saw  .coquetting  t'  other  night 

In  public  with  that  odious  knight  !*' 

They  nlly'd  next  Vanessa's  dress : 
«  That  gown  was  made  for  old  qaeen  Bess. 
Dear  madam,  let  me  see  your  head : 
Don't  you  intend  to  put  on  red  ? 
A  petticoat  without  a  hoop  I 
Sure,  you  are  not  asham'd  to  stoc^ ! 
With  handsome  garters  at  your  knees, 
No  matter  what  a  fellow  sees." 
Fill'd  with  disdain,  with  rage  inflam'd. 
Both  of  herself  and  sex  aslMm'd, 
The  nymph  stood  silent  out  of  spite. 
Nor  would  vouchsafe  to  set  them  right 
Away  the  fiiir  detractors  went. 
And  gave  by  turns  tbeir  censures  vent 
She  's  not  so  handsome  in  my  eyes : 
For  wit,  I  wonder,  where  it  lies ! 
*'  She 's  £ur  and  dean,  and  that 's  the  most : 
But  why  proclaim  her  for  a  toast  ? 
A  baby  fiice :  no  life,  no  airs, 
But  what  she  learn 'd  at  oountry-fuirs : 
Scarce  knows  what  difiference  is  between 
Rich  Flanders  lace  and  colberteen. 
I'll  undertake,  my  little  Nancy 
In  flounces  hath  a  better  fancy ! 
With  all  her  wit,  I  would  not  ask 
Her  judgment,  how  to  buy  a  mask. 
We  begg'd  her  but  to  patch  her  fiice, 
She  never  hit  one  proper  place; 
Which  every  girl  at  five  years  old 
Can  do  as  soon  as  she  is  told. 
I  own,  that  out-of-fashion  stuff 
Becomes  the  creature  well  enough. 
Tlie  girl  might  pass,  if  we  could  get  her 
To  know  the  world  a  little  better." 
{To  know  the  world/  a  modem  phrase^ 
For  visits,  ombre,  balls,  and  plays.) 

Thus,  to  die  world's  perpetual  shame, 
Tlie  queen  of  beauty  lost  her  aim ; 
Too  late  with  grief  she  understood, 
Pallas  had  done  more  harm  than  good ; 
For  great  examples  are  but  vain. 
Where  ignorance  begets  disdain. 
Both  sexes,  arm'd  with  guilt  and  spite. 
Against  Vanessa's  power  unite  : 
To  copy  her  few  nymphs  aspur'd ; 
Her  virtues  fewer  swains  admir'd. 
So  stars  beyond  a  certain  height 
Give  mortals  neither  heat  nor  light 

Yet  some  of  either  sex,  endow'd 
With  gifts  superior  to  the  crowd. 
With  virtue,  knowledge,  taste,  and  wit, 
She  condescended  to  admit: 
With  pleasing  arts  she  could  reduce 
Men's  talents  to  their  proper  use : 
And  with  address  each  genius  held 
To  that  wherein  it  most  excell'd ; 
Thus  making  others'  wisdom  known. 
Could  please  them,  and  improve  her  own. 
A  modest  youdi  said  something  new ; 
She  plac'd  it  in  the  strongest  view. 
All  humble  worth  she  strove  to  raise ; 
Would  not  be  prais'd,  yet  lov'd  to  praise. 
The  learned  met  widi  tree  approach, 
Although  they  came  not  in  a  coach : 
Some  clergy  too  she  would  allow. 
Nor  quanell'd  at  their  awkward  bow ; 
But  this  was  for  Cadenus'  sake, 
A  gownman  of  a  different  J^ake ;      . 
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Whom  lUksy  once  Vancnt't  tutor. 
Had  fix'd  on  for  her  coe^ator. 

But  Cupid,  full  of  mischief,  longs 
To  Yindlcste  his  mother's  wrongs. 
On  Pdks  ftll  attempts  are  vain : 
One  way  he  knows  to  give  her  pain ; 
Vows  on  Vanessa's  heart  to  take 
Due  Tengeance,  for  her  patron's  sake. 
Those  early  seeds  by  Venus  sown. 
In  spite  of  FaUas,  now  were  grown ; 
And  Cupid  hop'd  they  would  improve 
By  time,  and  ripen  into  lore. 
The  boy  made  use  of  all  his  craft, 
•  In  vain  discharging  many  a  shaft, 
Pointed  at  colonels,  lords,  and  beaux : 
Cadenus  warded  off  the  blows; 
For,  placing  still  some  book  betwixt. 
The  darts  were  in  the  cover  fix'd, 
Or,  often  blunted  and  recoil'd. 
On  Plutarch's  Monds  struck,  were  spotl'd. 

The  queen  of  wisdom  could  foresee, 
But  not  prevent  the  Fates'  decree : 
And  human  caution  tries  in  vain 
To  break  that  adamantine  chain. 
Vanessa,  though  by  Pdlas  taught. 
By  Love  invulnerable  thought. 
Searching  in  books  for  wisfunn's  aid 
Was,  in  the  very  search,  betray'd. 

Cupid,  though  all  his  darts  were  lost. 
Yet  sdll  resolv'd  to  spare  no  cost : 
He  could  not  answer  to  his  £une 
Hie  triumphs  of  that  stubborn  dame, 
A  nymph  so  hard  to  be  subdued, 
Who  neither  was  coquette  nor  prude. 
**  I  find,"  said  he,  «  she  wants  a  doctor 
Both  to  adore  her,  and  instruct  her : 
I'll  give  her  what  she  most  admires. 
Among  those  venerable  sires, 
Cadenus  is  a  subject  fit. 
Grown  old  in  pontics  and  wit, 
Caress'd  by  ministers  of  state. 
Of  half  mankind  the  dread  aiid  hate. 
Whate'er  vexations  love  attend. 
She  need  no  rivals  apprehend. 
Her  sex,  with  universal  voice, 
Must  laugh  at  her  capricious  choice.  *' 

Cadenus  many  things  had  writ : 
Vanessa  much  esteem'd  his  wit, 
And  call'd  for  his  poetic  works : 
Meantime  the  boy  in  secret  lurks ; 
And,  while  the  book  was  in  her  hand, 
Tlie  urchin  from  his  private  stand 
Took  aim,  and  shot  with  all  his  strength 
A  dart  of  such  prodigious  length. 
It  pierc'd  the  feeble  volume  through, 
And  deep  transfix'd  her  bosom  too. 
Some  lines,  more  moving  than  the  rest, 
Stuck  to  the  point  that  pierc'd  her  breut, 
And,  borne  directly  to  the  heart, 
With  pains  unknown,  increas'd  her  smart 

Vanessa,  not  in  years  a  score, 
Threams  of  a  gown  of  forty.four ; 
Imaginary  charms  can  find 
In  eyes  with  reading  almost  blind  : 
Cadenus  now  no  more  appears 
Declin'd  in  health,  advanc'd  in  yean. 
She  fimdes  music  in  his  tongue ; 
No  farther  looks,  but  thinks  him  young. 
What  mariner  is  not  afraid 
To  venture  in  a  ship  decay'd  ? 


What  planter  will  attanpi  to  yoke 
A  sapling  vrith  a  ftUing  oak? 
As  years  increase,  she  brighter  shines : 
Cadenus  vrith  eadi  day  declines : 
And  he  must  fall  a  prey  to  time. 
While  she  continues  in  her  prime. 

Cadenus,  common  forms  apart. 
In  every  scene  had  kept  hb  heart ; 
Had  sigh'd  and  languish'd,  vow'd  and  writ, 
For  pastime,  or  to  show  hie  wit. 
But  books,  and  time,  and  state  afiair% 
Had  spoil'd  his  fiuhionable  airs : 
He  now  could  praise,  esteem,  approve^ 
But  understood  not  what  was  love. 
His  conduct  might  have  made  him  itjl'd 
A  father,  and  the  nymph  his  child. 
That  innocent  delight  he  took 
To  see  the  virgin  mind  her  book. 
Was  but  the  master's  secret  joy 
In  school  to  hear  the  finest  boy. 
Her  knowledge  vrith  her  fimcy  grew ; 
She  hourly  press'd  for  something  new  ; 
Ideas  came  into  her  mind 
So  hat,  his  lessons  lagg'd  behind  ; 
She  reason'd,  without  plodding  km^ 
Nor  ever  gave  her  judgment  wrong. 
But  now  a  sudden  change  was  vrrougbt: 
She  minds  no  longer  what  he  taught. 
Cadenus  was  amas'd  to  find 
Such  marks  of  a  distracted  mind : 
For,  though  she  seem'd  to  listen  more 
To  all  he  spoke,  than  e*er  before. 
He  found  her  thoughts  would  abaent  range. 
Yet  guess'd  not  whence  could  spnng  the  cfauige. 
And  first  he  modestly  conjectures 
His  pupil  might  be  tir'd  with  lectuics  ; 
Which  help'd  to  mortify  his  pridiL 
Yet  gave  him  not  the  heart  to  chide : 
But,  in  a  mild  dejected  strain. 
At  last  he  ventur'd  to  complahn ; 
Said,  she  should  be  no  longer  teas'd. 
Might  have  her  freedom  when  die  pleaa'd; 
Was  now  convinc'd  he  acted  wrong. 
To  hide  her  from  the  world  so  long, 
And  in  dull  studies  to  engage 
One  of  her  tender  sex  and  age ; 
That  every  nymph  with  envy  own'd. 
How  she  might  shine  in  the  gnmd  t 
And  every  shepherd  was  undone 
To  see  her  do&rter'd  like  a  nun. 
Tliis  was  a  visionary  scheme : 
He  vrak'd,  and  found  it  but  a  < 
A  project  &r  above  his  skill ; 
For  nature  must  be  nature  sdlL 
If  he  were  bolder  than  became 
A  scholar  to  a  courtiy  dame, 
She  might  excuse  a  man  of  letters ; 
Thus  tutors  often  treat  their  betters: 
And,  since  his  talk  ofltensive  grew. 
He  came  to  take  his  last  adieu. 

Vanessa,  fill'd  vrith  just  disdain. 
Would  still  her  dignity  maintain. 
Instructed  finom  bar  early  jeari 
To  scorn  the  art  of  female  tean> 

Had  he  employ'd  his  time  ae  long 
To  teach  her  what  was  right  and  wroi 
Yet  could  such  notions  entertain 
That  all  his  lectures  were  in  vain  ? 
She  own'd  the  w:indering  of  her  ( 
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Sb0  wdl  iwuamlKfcdy  to  her  eoit} 
Vmt  all  lam  leHons  were  not  lost 
Tm>  DHudms  she  could  still  produce. 
And  smI  experience  taught  their  use; 
That  rirtue,  pleased  by  bemg  shown, 
Knows  nothing  which  it  dares  not  own ; 
Can  make  us  without  fear  disclose 
Our  inmost  secrets  to  our  foes : 
That  common  forms  were  not  design  d 
Directors  to  a  noble  mind. 
**  Now,**  said  the  nymph,  <<  to  let  you  see 
My  actiona  with  your  rules  agree ; 
That  I  can  vulgar  forms  despise. 
And  have  no  secrets  to  disguise : 
I  knew,  by  what  you  said  and  writ. 
How  dangerous  tilings  were  men  of  wit ; 
Yoa  caution*d  me  against  thdr  charms, 
But  never  gave  me  equal  arms ; 
Your  lessons  found  the  weakest  part, 
Aim*d  at  the  head,  but  readi'd  the  heart.** 

Cadenus  felt  within  him  rise 
Shame,  disappointment,  guilt,  surprise. 
He  knew  not  how  to  reconcile 
Such  language  with  her  usual  style : 
And  yet  her  words  were  so  expre8S*d, 
He  could  not  hope  she  spoke  in  jest. 
His  thoughts  had  wholly  been  confin*d 
To  focm  and  cultivate  her  n^nd. 
He  hardly  knew,  till  he  was  told. 
Whether  the  nymph  were  young  or  old ; 
Had  met  her  in  a  public  place. 
Without  distinguishing  her  dee : 
Mttcfa  leas  could  his  declining  age 
Yaneaaa's  earliest  thoughts  engage ; 
And,  if  her  youth  indiSbrence  met, 
Hia  petaon  must  contempt  beget: 
Or,  grant  her  passion  be  sincere. 
How  shall  his  innocence  be  clear? 
Appearances  were  all  so  strong. 
The  world  must  think  him  in  the  wrong ; 
Would  aay,  he  made  a  treacherous  use 
Of  wit,  to  flatter  and  seduce : 
The  town  would  swear,  he  had  betray'd 
By  magic  spdU  the  harmless  maid : 
And  every  beau  would  have  his  jokes, 
Tliaf  adiolars  were  like  other  folks ; 
And,  when  Platonic  flights  were  over, 
The  tutor  tum'd  a  moited  lover ! 
So  tender  of  the  young  and  ftir ! 
It  ahow*d  a  true  paternal  care  — 
Kve  thousand  guineas  in  her  purse ! 
The  doctor  mi^  have  fended  worse.  — 

Hardly  at  length  he  silence  broke, 
And  feulter*d  every  word  he  spoke; 
Interpreting  her  complaisance. 
Just  as  a  man  tans  coru^quence. 
flbe  ralfied  well,  he  always  knew : 
Her  manner  now  was  something  new  ; 
And  what  she  qx>ke  was  in  an  air 
As  aorious  as  a  tragic  pbyer. 
But  those  who  aim  at  ridicule 
Siould  fix  upon  some  certain  rule, 
'Which  feiriy  hints  they  are  in  jest, 
£lae  he  must  enter  his  protest: 
For,  let  a  man  be  ne'er  so  wise. 
He  may  be  caught  with  sober  lies; 
A,  science  which  he  never  taught, 
Andt  to  be  free,  was  dearly  bought ; 
IPor,  tdke  it  in  its  proper  hght, 
*T1s  just  what  coxcombs  call  a  bite. 


But,  not  to  dwell  on  things  minute, 
Vanessa  finiah'd  the  dispute, 
Brou^t  weighty  arguments  to  prove 
That  reason  was  her  euide  in  love. 
She  thought  he  had  himself  describ'd 
His  doctrines  when  she  first  imbib*d : 
What  he  had  planted  now  was  grown ; 
His  virtues  she  might  call  her  own ; 
As  he  approves,  as  he  dislikes. 
Love  or  contempt  her  fancy  strikes. 
Self-love,  in  nature  rooted  fest, 
Attends  us  first,  and  leaves  us  last: 
Why  she  likes  him,  admire  not  at  her ; 
She  loves  herself,  and  that  *s  the  matter. 
How  was  her  tutor  wont  to  praise 
The  geniuses  of  ancient  days ! 
(Those  authors  he  so  oft  had  nam'd. 
For  learning,  wit,  and  wisdom  fem'd,) 
Was  struck  with  love,  esteem,  and  awe. 
For  persons  whom  he  never  saw. 
Suppose  Cadenus  flourish'd  then. 
He  must  adore  such  godlike  men. 
If  one  short  volume  could  comprise 
All  that  was  witty,  leam*d,  and  wise^ 
How  would  it  be  esteem*d  and  read. 
Although  the  writer  long  were  dead ! 
If  such  an  author  were  alive. 
How  all  would  for  his  friendship  strive^ 
And  come  in  crowds  to  see  his  face ! 
And  this  she  takes  to  be  her  case. 
Cadenus  answers  every  end. 
The  book,  the  author,  and  the  friend; 
The  utmost  her  desires  will  reach. 
Is  but  to  learn  what  he  can  teach : 
His  converse  is  a  system  fit 
Alone  to  fill  up  all  her  wit ; 
While  every  passion  of  her  mind 
In  him  is  center*d  and  confin*d. 

Love  can  with  speech  inspire  a  mutc^ 
And  taught  Vanessa  to  dispute. 
This  topic,  never  touch'd  before, 
Disp]ay*d  her  eloquence  the  more: 
Her  knowledge,  with  such  pains  acquhr'd» 
By  this  new  passion  erew  inspir'd; 
Through  this  she  made  all  objects  pass. 
Which  gave  a  tincture  o'er  the  mass ; 
As  rivers,  though  they  bend  and  twine, 
Still  to  the  sea  their  course  incline ; 
Or,  as  philosophers,  who  find 
Some  favourite  system  to  their  mind. 
In  every  point  to  make  it  fit. 
Will  force  all  nature  to  submit. 

Cadenus,  who  could  ne'er  suspect 
His  lessons  would  have  such  effect, 
Or  be  so  artfully  apply'd. 
Insensibly  came  on  her  side. 
It  was  an  unforeseen  event ; 
Things  took  a  turn  he  never  measit 
Whoe'er  excels  in  what  we  prise, 
Appears  a  hero  in  our  eyes : 
Each  girl,  when  pleas'd  with  what  is  taught^ 
Will  have  the  teacher  in  her  thought. 
When  Miss  delights  in  her  spinnet, 
A  fiddler  may  a  fortune  get ; 
A  blockhead,  with  melodious  voice, 
In  boarding-schools  may  have  his  choice; 
And  oft*  the  dandng-noastcr^s  art 
Climbs  from  the  toe  to  touch  the  heart. 
In  learning  let  a  nymph  delight. 
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Cadenui,  to  his  grief  and  thiiiie, 

Could  scarce  oppose  Vanessa's  flame ; 

And,  tbougfa  her  arguments  were  strong. 

At  least  cwild  hardfy  wish  tbem  wrong. 

Howe'er  it  came,  he  could  not  tell, 

But  sure  she  never  talk'd  so  welL 

His  pride  began  to  interpose ; 

Preferr*d  before  a  crowd  of  beaux ! 

So  bright  a  nymph  to  come  unsought} 

Such  wonder  by  his  merit  wrought ! 

'Tis  merit  must  with  her  prevail ! 

He  never  knew  her  judgment  fail ! 

She  noted  all  she  ever  rwd ! 

And  had  a  most  discerning  head ! 
'Tis  an  old  maxim  in  the  schods, 

That  flattery  *s  the  food  of  fools. 

Yet  now  and  then  your  men  of  wit 

Will  condescend  to  take  a  bit. 
So^  when  Cadenus  could  not  hide. 

He  chose  to  justify,  his  pride ; 

Construing  the  passion  die  had  shown. 

Much  to  her  praise,  more  to  his  own. 

Nature  in  him  had  merit  plac'd, 

In  her  a  most  judidous  taste. 

Love,  hitherto  a  transient  guest, 

Ne'er  held  possession  of  lus  breast ; 

So  long  attending  at  the  gate, 

Disdain'd  to  enter  in  so  late. 

Love  why  do  we  one  pasnon  call. 

When  'tis  a  compound  of  them  all? 

Where  hot  and  cold,  where  sharp  and  sweet, 

In  all  their  equipages  meet; 

Where  pleasures  mix'd  with  pains  appear. 

Sorrow  with  joy,  and  hope  with  fear ; 

Wherein  his  dignity  and  age 

Forbid  Cadenus  to  engage. 

But  friendship,  in  its  greatest  height, 

A  constant,  rational  delight. 

On  virtue's  basis  fix'd  to  last. 

When  love  allurements  long  are  past, 

Which  gently  warms,  but  cannot  bum. 

He  gladly  offers  in  return  ; 

His  want  c^  passion  will  redeem 

With  gratitude,  respect,  esteem ; 

With  that  devotion  we  bestow. 

When  goddesses  appear  below. 

White  thus  Cadenus  entertains 
Vanessa  in  exalted  strains. 
Hie  nymph  in  sober  words  entreats 
A  truce  with  all  sublime  conceits : 
For  why  such  raptures,  flights,  and  fancies, 
To  her  who  durst  not  read  romances  ? 
In  lofty  style  to  make  replies. 
Which  he  had  taught  her  to  despise? 
But  when  her  tutor  will  affect 
Devotion,  duty,  and  respect, 
He  fairly  abdicates  the  throne  $ 
The  government  is  now  her  own  ; 
He  Ims  a  forfeiture  incurr'd ; 
She  vows  to  take  him  at  his  word, 
And  hopes  he  will  not  think  it  strange. 
If  both  should  now  their  stations  change. 
Hie  nymph  will  have  her  turn  to  be 
The  tutor ;  and  the  pupil,  he : 
Hiough  she  already  can  discern 
Her  scholar  is  not  apt  to  learn ; 
Or  wants  capacity  to  reach 
He  science  she  designs  to  teach : 
Wherein  his  genius  was  below 
Iht  skill  of  every  common  beau, 


Wh(v  though  ht  cannot  spcUf  is  wise 
Enough  to  read  a  lady's  eyes^ 
And  will  each  accidental  glance 
Interpret  for  a  kind  advance. 

But  what  success  Vanessa  met. 
Is  to  the  world  a  secret  yet. 
Whether  the  nymph,  to  please  her  swain, 
Talks  in  a  high  romantic  strain  ; 
Or  whether  be  at  last  descends 
To  act  with  less  sersphic  ends; 
Or,  to  compound  the  business,  whether 
They  temper  love  and  books  together  ; 
Must  never  to  mankind  be  told. 
Nor  shall  the  conscious  Muse  unfold. 

Meantime  the  mournful  queen  of  loff 
Led  but  a  weaiy  life  above. 
She  ventures  now  to  leave  the  skies^ 
Grown  by  Vanessa's  conduct  wise: 
For,  thouffh  by  one  perverse  event 
Pslks  had  cross'd  her  first  intent ; 
Tliough  her  design  was  not  obtain  *d. 
Yet  had  she  much  experience  gain'd ; 
And  by  the  project  vainly  try'd. 
Could  better  now  the  cause  decide. 
She  gave  due  notice,  that  both  parties. 
Coram  regina,  prox*  die  Mardi, 
Should  at  their  peril,  without  fail. 
Come  and  appear,  and  save  their  baO. 
All  met ;  and,  silence  thrice  procUim'd, 
One  lawyer  to  each  side  was  nam'd. 
llie  judge  discover'd  in  her  face 
Resentments  for  her  late  disgrace ; 
And,  fiill  of  anger,  shame,  and  grief^ 
Directed  tbem  to  mind  thdr  brie^ 
Nor  spend  their  time  to  show  their  readiiigi 
She'd  have  a  summary  proceeding. 
She  gather'd  under  every  head 
'Hie  sum  of  what  each  lawyo-  said. 
Gave  her  own  reasons  last,  and  then 
Decreed  the  cause  against  the  metu 
But,  in  a  weighty  case  like  this, 
To  show  she  did  not  judge  amiss. 
Which  evil  tongues  might  else  report. 
She  made  a  speech  in  open  court. 
Wherein  she  grievously  complains, 
*<  How  she  was  cheated  by  the  swains : 
On  whose  petition  (humbly  showings 
That  women  were  not  worth  the  wooing 
And  that,  unless  the  sex  would  mend, 
Hie  race  of  lovers  soon  must  end)  — » 
She  was  at  Lord  knows  what  expense 
To  form  a  nymph  of  vrit  and  senaei, 
A  model  for  her  sex  design'd. 
Who  never  could  one  lover  find. 
She  saw  her  favour  was  miqplac'd  ; 
The  fellows  had  a  wretched  taste ; 
She  needs  must  tell  them  to  their  fiui^ 
'lliey  Mrere  a  stupid,  senseless  race ; 
And,  were  she  to  begin  again. 
She  'd  study  to  reform  the  meng 
Or  add  some  grains  of  folly  more 
To  voomeni  than  tlicy  had  before. 
To  put  them  on  an  equal  foot ; 
And  this,  or  nothing  else  would  do  't. 
Hiia  mi(^t  their  mutual  &ncy  strike^ 
Since  every  being  loves  its  Uke, 

«  But  now,  repenting  what  was  dooa^ 
She  left  all  business  to  her  son  ; 
She  puts  the  world  in  his  possession. 
And  the  him  use  it  at  discretion.** 

Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


STELLAS  BIRTH-DAY. 


397 


Hie  oyer  wm  oider'd  to  dbmfai 
Hiecouit,  to  made  fab  last  O^er/ 
The  goddess  would  no  longer  wait; 
But,  rising  horn  her  chair  of  state, 
Left  all  below  at  six  and  seven, 
Ilaraess*d  her  doTes,  and  flew  to  Heaven. 


>^ 
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STELLA'S  BIRTH-DAY.     172a 

All  tnnrellers  at  first  indine 
Where'er  thej  see  the  fairest  sign ; 
And,  if  they  find  the  chambers  uMt, 
And  like  the  liquor  and  the  meat, 
W&l  call  again  and  recommend 
Tlie  AngeUinn  to  every  friend. 
What  though  the  painting  grows  decayed, 
The  house  will  never  lose  its  trade : 
Nay,  though  the  treacherous  tapster  Thomas 
Hangs  a  new  Angel  two  doors  from  us, 
As  fine  as  daubers'  hands  can  make  it. 
In  hopes  that  strangers  may  mistake  it, 
We  think  it  both  a  shame  and  sin 
To  myt  the  true  old  Angel-inn. 
lathis  is  SteUa*s  case  in  fiict. 

An  amgefs  ftoe  a  little  crack'd : 

rCoold  poets  or  could  painters  fix 

How  amgels  look  at  dnrty-siz :) 

Ihls  drew  us  in  at  first  to  find 

In  soch  a  finrm  an  ofigeTs  miqd  ; 

And  every  virtue  now  supplies 

The  fiuntmg  rays  of  StelU's  eyes. 

See  at  her  levee  crowding  swains, 

Whom  SceUa  freely  entertains 

Widi  hivfiding,  humour,  wit,  and  sense ; 

And  puts  tfam  but  to  snuJl  expense; 

Tliejr  mind  so  plentifully  fills. 

And  makes  sudi  reasonable  bills. 

So  little  gets  for  what  she  gives. 

We  reany  wonder  how  she  lives ! 

And,  had  her  stock  been  less,  no  doubt 

flhe  must  have  long  ago  run  out. 
Then  who  can  tUnk  we'll  quit  the  plaoe^ 

When  DoU  hangs  out  a  newer  five? 

Or  stop  and  Hgfat  at  Chloe's  head. 

With  scraps  and  leavings  to  be  fed  ? 
Then,  Chloe,  still  go  on  to  prate 

Of  tfair^-stx  and  thi^-eight ; 

Punoe  your  trade  of  soandaUpicking, 

Tour  hints  that  Stella  is  no  chicken ; 

Tour  inocndos,  when  you  tell  us, 

Ihat  SteUa  loves  to  talk  with  feUows : 

And  let  me  warn  you  to  bdUeve 

A  truth,  for  which  your  soul  should  grieve ; 

That,  should  jou  live  to  see  the  day 

When  Stella's  locks  must  all  be  grey, 

When  age  must  print  a  fnrrow'd  trace 

On  every  feature  of  her  fiioe ; 

Iboogh  you,  and  all  your  senseless  tribe, 

Could  art,  or  time,  or  nature  bribe, 

To  make  you  look  like  beauty's  queen. 

And  hold  for  ever  at  fifteen ; 

Mo  bloom  of  youth  can  ever  blind 

Ihe  cn^  and  wrinkles  of  your  mind : 

An  men  of  sense  will  pass  your  door. 

And  crowd  to  Stella's  a*  foorMore. 
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IN  ▲   LinXE  TO  ▲   rXESON  OF  QUALITr.       I7S8. 
SlE, 

It  was  a  most  unfriendly  part 

In  you,  who  ought  to  know  my  heart. 

Are  wc^  acquainted  with  my  naX 

For  all  the  female  commonweal  — 

How  could  it  come  into  your  mind 

To  pitch  on  me  of  all  mankind, 

Agunst  the  sex  to  write  a  satire. 

And  brand  me  for  a  woman^iater? 

On  me,  who  think  them  all  so  fiur, 

lliey  rival  Venus  to  a  hair ; 

Thehr  virtues  never  ceas'd  to  sing. 

Since  first  I  leam'd  to  tune  a  string  ? 

Methinks  I  hear  the  ladies  cry, 

Wm  he  his  character  belie? 

Must  never  our  misfortunes  end? 

And  have  we  lost  our  only  friend  ? 

Ah,  lovely  nymphs,  remove  your  fears. 

No  more  let  foil  those  precious  tears. 

Sooner  shall,  Ac 

[Here  are  teveral  vertet  omUte(L^ 

The  hound  be  hunted  by  the  hare. 

Than  I  turn  rebel  to  the  fair. 

'Twas  you  engaff'd  me  first  to  write, 

Then  gave  the  suligect  out  of  spite : 

The  Journal  of  a  modem  dame 

Is  by  my  promise  what  you  claun. 
My  woid  is  past,  I  must  submit; 

And  yet,  pertuqis,  you  may  be  bit. 

I  but  transcribe ;  for  not  a  line 
Of  all  the  satire  shall  be  mine. 

Compell'd  by  you  to  tag  in  riiymes 
Hie  common  sUmders  5  die  times,' 
Of  modem  times,  the  guilt  is  yours, 
And  me  my  innocence  secures. 
Unwilling  Muse,  begin  thy  lay. 
The  annals  of  a  femide  day. 

By  nature  tum'd  to  play  the  rske  well, 
(An  we  shall  show  you  in  the  sequel,} 
Tlie  modem  dame  is  wak'd  by  noon, 
(Some  authors  say,  not  quite  so  soon,) 
Because,  though  sore  against  her  will. 
She  sate  all  night  up  at  quadrille. 
She  stretches,  gapes,  unglues  her  eyes, 
And  asks,  if  it  be  time  to  rise : 
Of  head-ache  and  the  spleen  complains ; 
And  then,  to  cool  her  heated  brains, 
Her  night-gown  and  her  slippers  brought  her, 
Tskes  a  large  dram  of  dtron-water. 
Then  to  her  glass ;  and,  "  Betty,  pray 
Don't  I  look  frightfully  to-day  ? 
But  was  it  not  confounded  hard  ? 
Well,  if  I  ever  touch  a  card ! 
Four  miattadoTe$t  and  lose  codSUe  I 
Depend  upon  't,  I  never  wilL 
But  run  to  Tom,  and  bid  him  fix 
The  ladies  here  to-night  by  six." 
**•  Madam,  the  goldsmith  waits  below ; 
He  says^  '  His  business  is  to  know 
If  yon  '11  redeem  the  silver  cup 
He  keeps  in  pawn  ?* "~«  First,  show  him  up." 
<«  Your  dressing-pUte  he  'U  be  content 
To  take,  for  interest  cnU.  nnr  cent. 
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And,  madam,  there  's  my  lady  Spade, 
Hath  tent  tfaii  letter  by  her  mud." 
**  Well,  I  remember  what  abe  won ; 
And  hath  she  sent  so  soon  to  dun  ? 
Here,  carry  down  tboae  ten  pistdet 
My  husband  left  to  pay  for  coals : 
I  thank  my  stars,  they  all  are  light ; 
And  I  may  have  revenge  to-night.*' 
Now,  loiterin|^o*er  her  tea  and  cream. 
She  enters  on  her  usual  theme ; 
Her  last  night's  ill  success  repeats. 
Calls  lady  Spade  a  hundred  chests: 
**  She  slipt  jptufiSb  in  her  breast, 
Tlien  thought  to  turn  it  to  a  jest : 
There  's  Mrs.  Cut  and  she  combine, 
And  to  eadi  other  give  the  sign." 
Tlinmgh  every  game  pursues  her  tale^ 
Like  hunters  o'er  their  evening  ale. 
Now  to  another  scene  give  place : 
Enter  the  folks  with  silks  and  lace : 
Fresh  matter  for  a  world  of  chat, 
Right  Indian  this,  right  Mechlin  that : 
«  Observe  this  pattern ;  there  's  a  stuff; 
I  can  have  customers  enough. 
Dear  madam,  you  are  grown  so  hard  -^ 
Tliis  lace  is  worth  twelve  pounds  a  yard : 
Madam,  if  there  be  truth  in  man, 
I  never  scAd  so  cheap  a  fan." 
Tliis  business  of  importance  o'er, 
And  madam  almost  dreas'd  by  four ; 
The  footman,  in  his  usual  phrase. 
Comes  up  with,  "  Madam,  dinner  stays.** 
She  answers  in  her  usual  style, 
**  The  cook  must  keep  it  back  awhile : 
I  never  can  have  time  to  dress ; 

iNo  woman  breathing  takes  up  less ;) 
'm  hurried  so  it  makes  me  sick  ; 
I  wish  the  dinner  at  Old  Nick." 
At  table  now  she  acts  her  part. 
Has  all  the  dinner-cant  by  heart : 
«  I  thought  we  were  to  dine  alone, 
My  dear ;  for  sure,  if  I  had  known 
Tlus  company  would  come  to-day  ^ 
But  really  'tis  my  ^Kmse's  way ! 
He  's  so  unkind,  he  never  sends 
To  tdl  when  he  invites  his  friends : 
I  wish  ye  may  but  have  enough  !" 
And  while  with  all  this  paltry  stuff 
She  sits  tormenting  every  guest, 
Nor  gives  her  tonsue  one  moment's  rest. 
In  phrases  batter'd,  stale,  and  trite, 
Which  modem  ladies  call  polite ; 
You  see  the  booby  husband  sit 
In  admiration  at  her  wit 

But  let  me  now  awhile  survey 
Our  madam  o'er  her  evening-tea; 
Sunounded  with  her  noisy  dans 
Of  prudes,  coquettes,  and  harridans ; 
When,  frighted  at  the  clamorous  crew. 
Away  the  god  of  Silence  flew. 
And  fair  Discrttion  left  the  place. 
And  Modesty  with  blushing  &ce : 
Now  enters  overweening  Pride, 
And  Scandal  ever  g^nng  wide ; 
Hypocrisy  with  frown  severe. 
Scurrility  with  gibing  air ; 
Rude  Laughter  seeming  like  to  burst. 
And  Malice  always  juiQpng  worst ; 
And  Vanity  with  pock«t.g]ass, 
And  Impudence  with  front  of  brass ; 


And  stody'd  AAKtatkxl  camcv 
Each  limb  and  feature  out  of  frune ; 
While  Ignorance,  with  brain  of  lead. 
Flew  hovering  o'er  each  female  head. 

Why  should  I  ask  of  thee,  my  Muse, 
An  hundred  tongues,  as  poets  uac^ 
When,  to  give  every  dame  her  due^ 
An  hundred  thousand  were  too  fSew  ? 
Or  how  shall  I,  alas !  relate 
The  sum  of  all  their  senseless  prate, 
Their  innuendos,  hints,  and  slanders^ 
Tlieir  meanings  kwd,  and  double  entendns? 
Now  comes  the  general  scandal-darge ; 
What  some  invent,  the  rest  enlarge; 
And,  «  Madam,  if  it  be  alie, 
Tou  have  the  tale  as  dieap  as  I : 
I  must  conceal  my  author's  name ; 
But  now  'tis  knovm  to  common  fame.** 

Say,  foolish  females,  bold  and  blind, 
Say,  bj  what  fatal  turn  of  mind. 
Are  you  on  vices  most  severe. 
Wherein  yourselves  have  greatest  aiian? 
Thus  every  fbol  herself  deludes ; 
The  prudei  condemn  the  absent  prudes: 
Mopsa,  who  stinks  her  spouse  to  death. 
Accuses  Chloe's  tainted  breath ; 
Hirdna,  rank  with  sweat,  presnm^^ 
To  censure  Phyllis  for  perfumes  ;  ^| 
While  crooked  Cynthia,  sneering,  a^ 
That  Florimel  wears  iron  stays : 
Chloe^  of  every  oozoomb  jealous, 
Admires  how  girls  can  talk  with  MHoma; 
And,  fiill  of  indignation,  f^rets. 
That  women  should  be  such  coquettes : 
Iris,  for  scandal  most  notorious. 
Cries,  ^  Lord,  the  worid  is  so  cenaovious!" 
And  Rufa,  with  her  combs  of  lead. 
Whispers  that  Sappho's  hair  b  red : 
Aura,  whose  ton^e  you  hear  a  mile  heocc^ 
Talks  half  a  day  m  praise  of  silence : 
And  Sylvia,  full  of  inward  guilt. 
Calls  Amoret  an  arrant  jilt. 

Now  voices  over  voices  liai^ 
While  each  to  be  the  loudest  VMS : 
Hiey  contradict,  affirm,  dispote, 
No  single  tongue  one  moment  mute ; 
All  mad  to  speak,  and  none  to  hearkieB, 
They  set  the  i«ry  lap-dog  barking  ; 
Their  diattering  makes  a  louder  din 
Hian  fish-wives  o'er  a  cup  of  gin  : 
Not  schooU>oys  at  a  barrmg-out 
Rais'd  ever  such  incessant  rout ; 
The  jumblinff  particles  of  matter 
In  chaos  made  not  such  a  dattsr; 
Far  less  the  rabble  roar  and  rail. 
When  drunk  with  sour  dcction  ale. 

Nor  do  they  trust  their  tonguea  alcHM^ 
But  speak  a  language  of  their  owa  ; 
Can  read  a  nod,  a  sfarug,  a  look* 
Far  better  than  a  printed  book; 
Convey  a  libel  in  a  fhiwn. 
And  wink  a  reputation  down ; 
Or,  by  the  tosiingof  the  &n. 
Describe  the  lady  and  die  man. 

But  see,  die  fiemale  dub  dishandn» 
Each  twenty  visits  on  her  handai 
Now  all  akine  poor  madam  sits 
In  vepours  and  hyitcrie  fits : 
*<  And  was  not  Tom  this  moniiai 
I'd  lay  my  life  he  nevor  went: 
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pMt  HS,  and  nota  Hting  Kml ! 
I  miglitby  tfait  have  won  a  vole." 
A  dreadful  intanral  of  ipleen ! 
How  shall  we  past  the  time  between  ? 
**  Here,  Betty,  let  me  take  my  drops ; 
And  feel  my  pulae,  I  know  it  stops : 
lUs  head  of  mine^  Lord,  how  it  swims  I 
And  such  a  pain  in  all  my  limbs !" 
«  Dear  madam,  try  to  take  a  nap.**  — 
Bat  now  they  hear  afootman*s  rap : 
**  Go,  run,  and  light  the  ladies  up : 
It  must  be  one  brfore  we  sup.'* 

The  table,  cards,  and  counters^  set, 
And  all  the  gameiter-ladies  met, 
Her  q)ieen  ^d  fits  reoover'd  quite, 
Our  madam  can  sit  up  all  night : 
"  Whoever  comes,  I*m  not  within.**  — 
Qnadrille  *s  the  word,  and  so  begin. 

How  can  the  Muse  her  aid  impart, 
Uaskill'd  in  all  the  terms  of  art? 
Or  in  harmonious  numbers  put 
The  deal,  the  sfauiHe,  and  the  cut? 
The  flupentitioa»  whims  relate, 
Tliat  fill  a  female  game8Cer*s  pate? 
What  agony  of  soul  she  fieels 
To  see  a  knave's  inverted  heels ! 
Shejraws  up  card  by  card,  to  find 
GaAfiBTtnne  peeping  firom  behind ; 
Wffll  panting  l^eart,  and  earnest  eyes. 
In  hope  to  see  ipodtfib  rise : 
In  vain,  alas!  her  hope  is  fied  ; 
8he  draws  an  ace,  and  sees  it  red ; 
In  read^  counters  never  piqrs. 
But  pawns  her  snufi-boz,  rings,  and  keys : 
Ever  with  some  new  &ncy  struck, 
IVies  twenty  charms  to  mend  her  luck. 
**  This  mornings  whoi  the  parwon  came, 
I  aud  I  should  not  win  a  game. 
TUs  odious  chair,  how  came  I  stuck  in  't  ? 
I  think  I  never  had  good  luck  in  *t. 
I'm  so  unea^  in  my  stays ; 
Tour  fim  a  moment,  if  you  please. 
Stand  ftirther,  girl,  or  get  you  gone ; 
I  ahrsfs  lose  vAen  you  look  on.** 
**  Lord !  madam,  vou  have  loet  codiUe  ! 
I  never  nw  you  play  so  ilL*' 
**  Kay,  madam,  give  me  leave  to  say, 
*Twaa  yoii  that  threw  the  game  away : 
When  lady  Iticksey  ptay*d  a  four. 
Too  took  it  with  a  mattadore  ; 
I  saw  you  touch  your  wedding-ring 
Bcfim  my  lady  call'd  a  kinf ; 
Ton  spoke  a  word  began  with  H, 
And  I  know  whom  you  meant  to  teacfa^ 
Became  you  hdd  the  king  of  hearts; 
Ke^  madam,  leave  these  Uttle  arts.** 
*  Hat  *s  not  so  bad  M  one  that  rubs 
Hcrdiaii^  to  call  the  king  of  clubs ; 
And  makes  her  partner  understand 
A  aiaitador*  b  in  her  hand.** 
**  Madam,  you  have  no  cause  to  flounce, 
I  awev  I  nw  you  thrice  renounce.** 
"  And  truly,  madam,  I  know  when, 
InMesd  of  five,  you  soor'd  me  ten. 
l^adUb  here  baa  got  a  mark ; 
A  child  may  know  it  in  the  dark : 
I  gness*d  the  hand :  it  seldom  fiuls : 
I  widi  some  folks  would  pare  their  nails.** 

Wlale  thus  they  rafl,  and  scold,  and  storm, 
It  pasMS  but  for  common  form : 


But,  conick>U8  that  they  all  speak  true, 
And  give  each  odter  but  tiieir  due, 
It  never  interrupts  the  game. 
Or  makes  them  sensible  of  shame. 

The  time  too  precious  now.  to  waste. 
The  supper  gobbled  up  in  haste ; 
Again  afresh  to  cards  they  run, 
As  if  they  had  but  just  b^gun. 
But  I  shall  not  again  repeat. 
How  oft  they  squabble,  snarl,  and  cheat. 
At  last  they  hear  the  watchman  knock, 
«  A  frosty  mom  — past  four  o*clock.*' 
The  chaiiinen  are  not  to  be  found, 
«  Come,  let  us  play  the  other  round.*' 

Now  all  in  haste  they  huddle  on 
Their  hoods,  their  doaks,  and  get  them  gone  ; 
But,  first,  the  winner  must  invite 
Tlie  company  to-morrow  night. 

Unlucky  madam,  left  in  tears, 
(Who  now  again  quadrille  forswears,) 
With  empty  purse,  and  aching  head, 
Steab  to  her  sleeping  spouse  to  bed.        *^ 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DR.  SWIFT.* 

OCCASlOmCD  BT  KXiU>IKO  THI  FOLLOWING  MAXIM  IM 

aocHXPoucAuu: 

Dam  VadoenUi  de  no$  meiUeun  amis,  nous  trouvms 
to^jcurt  quelqtie  chom  ftd  ne  nous  d^piaSi  pas. 

<<  In  the  adversity  of  our  best  friends,  we  always 
find  something  that  doth  not  displease  us." 

As  Rodiefoucault  his  maxims  drew 
fVom  nature,  I  believe  them  true : 
They  argue  no  corrupted  mind 
In  lum :  ihe  fault  is  in  mankind. 

Tliis  maxim  more  than  all  the  rest 
Is  thought  too  base  for  human  breast : 
<*  In  all  distresses  of  our  friends, 
We  first  consult  our  private  ends ; 
While  nature,  kindly  bent  to  ease  us, 
Points  out  some  circumstance  to  please  us." 

If  this  perhaps  your  patience  move, 
Let  reason  and  experience  prove. 

We  all  behold  with  envious  eyes 
Our  equals  rais*d  above  our  size. 
Who  would  not  at  a  crowded  show 
Stand  high  himself,  keep  others  low  ? 
I  love  my  friend  as  well  as  you : 
But  why  should  he  obstruct  my  view? 
Tlien  let  me  have  the  higher  post ; 
Suppose  it  but  an  inch  at  most. 
If  in  a  battle  you  should  find 
One,  whom  you  love  of  all  mankind, 
Had  some  heroic  action  done, 
A  champion  kill'd,  or  trophy  won ; 
Rather  than  thus  be  over-topt. 
Would  you  not  wish  his  laurel  cropt  ? 
Dear  honest  Ned  is  in  the  gout. 
Lies  rack'd  with  pain,  and  you  without : 

•  Written  in  November,  1731.  —  There  are  two 
distinct  poems  on  this  subject,  one  of  them  contain- 
ing many  spurious  lines.  In  what  is  here  printed, 
the  genuine  parts  of  both  are  preserved.     N. 
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How  pstieiilly  you  hetf  him  groui ! 
How  glad  the  ctse  if  not  your  own ! 
Whiit  poet  would  not  griere  to  Me 
Hb  brother  write  as  wdl  as  he? 
But,  mher  than  they  should  eicel. 
Would  wish  his  riTals  all  in  hell  ? 

Her  end  when  emulation  misses, 
She  turns  to  envy,  stings,  and  hisses : 
Hie  strongest  fnendship  yields  to  pride^ 
Unless  the  odds  be  on  our  side. 
Vain  human-kind !  fantastic  race ! 
Tliy  Tarious  follies  who  can  trace  ? 
Selhlove,  ambition,  enry,  pride, 
Thmr  empire  in  our  heart  diridie. 
Give  others  ridies,  power,  and  station, 
"Us  all  to  me  an  usurpation. 
I  have  no  title  to  aspire ; 
Tet,  when  you  sink,  I  seem  the  higher. 
In  Pope  I  cannot  read  a  line. 
But  with  a  sigh  I  wish  it  mine : 
When  he  can  in  one  couplet  fix 
More  sense  than  I  can  do  in  six ; 
It  gives  me  such  a  jealous  fit, 
I  cry,  «  Pox  take  him.and  his  wit  !** 
I  grieve  to  be  outdone  by  Gay 
In  my  own  humorous  biting  way. 
Arbuthnot  is  no  more  my  Send, 
Who  dares  to  irony  pretend. 
Which  I  was  bom  to  introduce, 
Reftn'd  at  first,  and  show'd  its  use. 
St.  John,  as  well  as  Pulteney,  knows 
That  I  had  some  r^ute  for  prose ; 
And,  till  they  drove  me  out  of  date, 
Could  maul  a  minister  of  state. 
If  they  have  mortified  my  pride. 
And  made  me  throw  my  pen  aside ; 
If  with  such  talents  Heaven  hath  bless'd  *em. 
Have  I  not  reason  to  detest  'em  ? 

To  all  my  foes,  dear  Fortune,  send 
Thy  gifts ;  but  never  to  my  friend  : 
I  tamely  can  endure  the  first ; 
But  this  with  envy  makes  me  burst 

llius  much  may  serve  by  way  of  proem ; 
PioceoA  we  therefore  to  our  poem. 

The  time  is  not  remote  whien  I 
Must  by  the  course  of  nature  die; 
When,  I  foresee,  my  special  friends 
Will  try  to  find  their  private  ends : 
And,  though  'tis  hardly  understood 
Which  way  my  death  can  do  them  good, 
Tet  thus,  methinks,  I  hear  them  speak  : 
**  See  how  the  Deun  begins  to  break  ! 
Poor  gentleman,  he  drrops  apace ! 
Tou  plainly  find  it  in  his  hce. 
That  old  vertigo  in  his  head 
Will  never  leave  him  till  he 's  dead. 
Besides,  his  memory  decays  : 
He  recollects  not  what  he  sajrs ; 
He  cannot  call  his  friends  to  mind ; 
Forgets  the  place  where  last  be  din'd ; 
Piles  you  with  stories  o'er  and  o'er ; 
He  told  them  fifty  times  before. 
How  does  he  fancy  we  can  sit 
To  hear  his  out-of.fiuhion  wit? 
But  he  takes  up  with  younger  folks. 
Who  for  his  wine  will  bear  his  jokes. 
Faith !  he  must  make  his  stories  sliorter, 
Or  change  hb  comrades  once  a  quarter; 
In  half  the  time  he  talks  them  round, 
There  must  another  set  be  found. 


**  For  poetry,  be  VpaA  his  prime:    ' 
He  takes  an  hour  to  find  a  rhyme ; 
Hii  fire  is  out,  his  wit  decaj'd. 
His  fancy  sunk,  his  Muse  a  jade. 
I'd  have  him  throw  away  his  pen ; 
But  there  's  no  talking  to  some  men !" 

And  then  their  tenderness  appears 
By  adding  largely  to  my  years : 
«  He  's  cAda  than  he  would  be  reckon'd. 
And  well  remembers  CSiarles  the  Second. 
He  hardly  drinks  a  pint  of  wine ; 
And  that,  I  doubt,  is  no  good  sign. 
Hisstonmcfa  toob^ins  toftil; 
Last  year  we  thou^  him  strong  and  hale; 
But  now  he 's  quite  another  thing : 
I  wish  he  may  hold  out  till  ^ring !" 
They  bug  themselves  and  reason  thua : 
*<  It  is  not  yet  so  bad  with  us  !'* 

In  such  a  case  they  talk  in  tropies. 
And  by  their  fears  express  their  hopes. 
Some  great  miafbrtune  to  portend. 
No  enemy  can  match  a  ftiend. 
With  all  the  kindness  they  profess, 
The  merit  of  a  lucky  guess 
(When  daily  how-d'ye's  come  of  course, 
And  servants  answer,  **  Worse  and  wone!") 
Would  please  them  better,  than  to  tell. 
That,  «GodbeprBis*d,theDetti^|^r^" 
Then  he  who  prophesy'd  the  best. 
Approves  his  foresight  to  the  rest : 
«  You  know  I  always  fiear'd  the  wont. 
And  often  told  you  so  at  firsL" 
He  *d  nther  dioose  that  I  should  di^ 
Than  his  predictions  prove  a  lie. 
Not  one  foretells  I  shall  recover ; 
But,  all  agree  to  give  me  over. 

Yet  should  some  neighbour  feel  a  pain 
Just  in  the  parts  where  I  complain ; 
How  many  a  message  would  he  send ! 
What  hearty  prayers  that  I  should  mend ! 
Inquire  what  regimen  I  kept? 
What  gave  me  ease^  and  how  I  slept  ? 
And  more  lament  when  I  was  dead, 
Than  all  the  snivellers  round  mj  bed. 

My  good  companions,  never  fear; 
For,  though  you  may  mistake  a  year, 
Tliough  your  prognostiGS  run  too  fut. 
They  must  be  venfy'd  at  last. 

Behold  the  fiUal  day  arrive ! 
«  How  is  the  Dean?"  — «  He  's  just  aKTe." 
Now  the  departing  prayer  is  read; 
He  hardly  breathes  —  the  Dean  n  desid. 

Before  the  passing-bell  begun. 
The  news  through  half  the  town  is  nm. 
"  Oh !  may  we  all  for  death  prepare ! 
What  has  he  left?  and  who  's  his  bah-?** 
*'  1  know  no  more  than  what  the  nevrs  is  ; 
'Tb  all  bequeath'd  to  public  uses." 
**  To  public  uses !  there  's  a  whim ! 
What  had  the  public  done  for  fafan  ? 
Mere  envy,  avarice,  and  pride : 
He  gave  it  all— but  first  be  dy'd. 
And  had  the  Dean,  in  all  the  nation. 
No  wordiy  ftimd,  no  poor  relation? 
So  ready  to  do  strangers  good. 
Forgetting  hb  own  nesh  and  blood  !** 

Now  Grub-street  wits  are  all  employed  ; 
With  elegies  the  town  b'doy'd : 
Some  paragraph  in  every  paper. 
To  curse  the  Dean,  arJUas  the  J 
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Hm  doctors,  tender  of  tbdr  fame. 
Wisely  on  me  lay  all  the  blame. 
"  We  must  confess,  his  case  was  nice; 
But  he  would  never  take  advice. 
Had  he  been  rul'd,  for  aught  appears, 
He  might  have  liv*d  these  twenty  years: 
For,  when  we  open'd  him,  we  found 
That  all  his  vital  parts  were  sound.** 

ihnm  Dublin  soon  to  London  spread, 
Tb  told  at  court,  «  the  Dean  is  dead." 
And  lady  Suffolk  •,  in  the  spleen, 
Rons  lau^iing  up  to  tdU  the  queen. 
Hie  queoi,  so  gracious,  mOd,  and  good. 
Cries,  '*  Is  be  gone !  'tis  tune  he  should* 
He  *s  dead,  you  say;  then  let  him  rot : 
Vm  glad  the  medalsf  were  foigot. 
I  promis*d  him,  I  own ;  but  when  ? 
I  only  was  the  princess  then : 
But  now,  as  qonsort  of  the  king, 
Tou  know,  'tb  quite  another  thing." 

Now  Chartres,  at  Sir  Robert's  levee. 
Tells  with  a  sneer  the  tidings  heavy : 
«*  Why,  if  he  dy'd  without  his  shoes," 
Gries  Bob,  '<  Fm  sorry  for  the  news  : 
Oh,  were  the  wretch  but  living  still, 
And  in  his  place  my  good  fri^d  Will ! 
Or  had  a  mitre  on  his  head. 
Provided  Bolingbroke  were  dead  V* 

Now  Curll  his  shop  from  rubbish  drains: 
Three  genuine  tomes  of  Swift's  remains  j 
And  then,  to  make  them  pass  the  glibber, 
Revis'd  hj  Tibbalds,  Moore,  and  Cbber. 
He  *1I  treat  me  as  he  does  my  betters. 
Publish  my  will,  my  life,  my  letters ; 
Revive  the  libek  bom  to  die : 
Whicfa  Pope  must  bear  as  well  as  I. 
Here  shift  the  scene  to  represent. 
How  those  I  love  my  death  lament. 
Poor  Pope  will  grieve  a  month,  and  Gay 
A  week,  and  Arbuthnot  a  day. 

St  John  himself  will  scarce  forbear 
To  bite  his  pen,  and  drop  a  tear. 
Hie  rest  will  give  a  shrug,  and  cry, 
*•  I'm  sorry  —  but  we  all  must  die !" 

IndUftrence,  clad  in  wisdom's  guise, 
AU  fortitude  of  mind  supplies : 
For  how  can  stony  bowels  melt 
In  those  who  never  pity  felt ! 
When  we  are  lash'd,  they  kiss  the  rod, 
B«B%iBng  to  the  will  of  God. 

Hk  fools,  my  juniors  by  a  year. 
Are  tortur'd  with  suspense  and  fear ; 
Who  wisely  thought  my  age  a  screen. 
When  death  approach'd,  to  stand  between : 
The  screen  remov'd,  their  hearts  are  trembling ; 
Thiey  mourn  for  me  without  dissembling. 
My  female  friends,  whose  tender  hearts 
Have  better  leam'd  to  act  their  parts, 
Bective  the  news  in  doleful  dumps : 
**  The  Dean  is  dead :  (Pray  what  is  tramps?) 
Hicn,  Lord  have  mercy  on  his  soul ! 
fLadies,  I'll  venture  for  the  vde.) 
an  deans,  they  say,  must  bear  the  paU : 
( I  wish  I  knew  what  king  to  calL) 

*  Mrs.  Howard,  at  one  time  a  favourite  with  die 

t  Which  the  Dean  in  vain  expected,  in  return  for 
*  soall  presenthe  had  sent  to  the  princess.     iST. 


Madam,  yoor  husband  will  attend 
The  funeral  of  so  good  a  fHend? 
No,  madam,  'tis  a  shocking  sight ; 
And  he  *s  engag'd  to-morrow  night : 
My  Udj  Club  will  take  it  ai. 
If  he  should  fSul  her  at  quadrille. 
He lov'd  the  Dean—  (I Icadabeart :) 
But  dearest  fHends,  they  say,  must  part. 
His  time  was  come ;  he  ran  his  race ; 
We  hope  he  's  in  a  better  |dace." 

Why  do  we  grieve  that  fiieads  should  die? 
No  Ion  more  easy  to  supply. 
One  year  is  past ;  a  different  scene ! 
No  farther  mention  of  the  Dean, 
Who  now,  alas !  no  more  is  miss'd, 
Hian  if  he  never  did  exist 
Where 's  now  the  &vourite  c^  Apollo  ? 
Vepurtedi'^  and  kit  works  mutt  Jhlhwt 
Must  undergo  the  common  fiite ; 
His  kind  of  wit  is  out  of  date. 

Some  country  squire  to  Lintot  goes, 
Inquires  for  Swift  in  verse  and  prose. 
Says  Lintot,  **  I  have  heard  the  name ; 
He  dy'd  a  year  ago. "—  «  Tine  same.  '* 
He  searches  all  £e  shop  in  vain. 
"  Sir,  you  may  find  them  in  Duck-Ume : 
I  sent  them,  with  a  load  of  books. 
Last  Monday  to  the  pastry..cook*s. 
To  fancy  th^  could  live  a  year ! 
I  find  you  're  but  a  stranger  here. 
The  IXean  was  famous  in  his  time. 
And  had  a  kind  of  knack  at  rhyme. 
His  way  of  writing  now  is  past : 
The  town  has  got  a  better  taste. 
I  keep  no  antiquated  stuff; 
But  spick  and  span  I  have  enough. 
Pray,  do  but  give  me  leave  to  show  *em : 
Here  's  CoUey  Gibber's  birth-day  poem, 
Tliis  ode  you  never  yet  have  seen. 
By  Stephen  Duck,  upon  the  queen. 
Then  here  's  a  letter  finely  penn'd 
Against  the  Crafbman  and  his  friend : 
It  clearly  shows  that  all  reflection 
On  ministers  is  disaffection. 
Next,  here  's  Sir  Robert's  vindication. 
And  Mr.  Henley's  last  oration. 
The  hawkers  have  not  got  them  yet : 
Tour  honour  please  to  buy  a  set  ? 

«  Here  's  Wolston's  tracts,    the   twelfth 
edition; 
'Tis  read  by  every  politician : 
The  country-members,  when  in  town. 
To  all  their  boroughs  send  them  down ; 
You  never  met  a  thing  so  smart ; 
The  courtiers  have  them  all  by  heait : 
Those  maids  of  honour  who  can  read. 
Are  taught  to  use  them  for  their  creed. 
The  rev««nd  author's  good  intention 
Hath  been  rewarded  with  a  pension  * : 
He  doth  an  honour  to  his  gown. 
By  bravely  running  prkst^crafi  down : 
He  shows,  as  sure  as  God 's  in  Gloucester, 
That  Moses  was  a  grand  impostor ; 
That  all  his  miracles  were  cheats, 
Perform'd  as  jugglers  do  their  fipats : 
The  church  had  never  such  a  writer ; 
A  shame  be  hath  not  got  a  mitre!" 

'  Wolston  is  iiere  confounded  with  Woolaston.  N. 
Dd 
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Suppose  me  dead ;  and  then  suppose 
A  club  assembled  at  the  Rose ; 
Where,  fltmi  discourse  of  this  and  that, 
I  grow  the  subject  of  their  chat. 
And  while  they  toss  my  name  about, 
With  favour  some,  and  some  without ; 
One,  quite  indifferent  in  the  cause, 
My  diaracter  impartial  draws. 
«  Hie  Dean,  if  we  believe  report, 
Was  never  ill  receiv*d  at  court. 
Although,  ironically  grave, 
He  sham*d  the  fool,  and  lash*d  the  knave ; 
To  steal  a  hint  was  never  known. 
But  what  he  writ  was  all  his  own.** 

**  Sir,  I  have  heard  another  story ; 
He  was  a  most  confounded  Tory, 
•And  grew,  or  he  is  much  bely'd, 
Extremely  duUy  before  he  dy'd.** 

«  Can  we  the  Drapier  then  forget? 
Is  not  our  nation  in  his  debt? 
•Twas  he  that  writ  the  Drapier*s  letters  !**  — . 

«  He  should  have  left  them  for  his  beUers : 
We  had  a  hundred  abler  men. 
Nor  need  depend  upon  his  pen*  — 
Say  what  you  will  about  his  reading, 
You  never  can  defend  his  breeding ; 
Who,  in  his  satires  running  riot, 
Could  never  leave  the  world  in  qtdet  -, 
Attacking,  when  he  took  the  wkini. 
Court,  city,  camp  —  all  one  to  him.  — 
But  why  wouki  he,  except  he  slobber*d, 
Qflfend  our  patriot,  great  Sir  Robert, 
Whose  counsels  aid  the  sovereign  power 
To  save  the  nation  every  hour ! 
What  scenes  of  evil  he  unravels. 
In  satires,  Ubds,  lying  travels  ; 
Not  sparing  his  own  clergy  cloth. 
But  eats  into  it,  like  a  moth  /** 

<<  Perhaps  I  may  allow  the  Dean 
Had  too  much  satire  in  his  vein, 
And  seem*d  determin'd  not  to  starve  it, 
Because  no  age  could  more  deserve  it 
Tet  malice  never  was  his  aim ; 
He  lash*d  the  vice,  but  spar'd  the  name. 
No  individual  could  resent. 
Where  thousands  equally  were  meant : 
His  satire  points  at  no  defect. 
But  what  all  mortals  may  correct ; 
For  he  abhorr'd  the  senseless  tribe 
Who  call  it  humour  when  they  gibe : 
He  qpar'd  a  hump,  or  crooked  nose, 
Whose  owners  set  not  up  for  beaux. 
True  genuine  dulness  mov*d  his  pity, 
Unless  it  offer'd  to  be  witty. 
Those  who  their  ignorance  confest, 
He  ne*er  offended  with  a  jest ; 
But  laugh*d  to  hear  an  idiot  quote 
A  verse  from  Horace  leam*d  by  rote. 
Vice,  if  it  e*er  can  be  abash'd, 
Must  be  or  ridtcuTd  or  lash*d. 
If  you  resent  it,  who  's  to  blame  ? 
He  neidier  knows  you,  nor  your  Tiame, 
Should  vice  expect  to  *scape  rebuke, 
Because  its  oumer  is  a  duke  f 
His  friendships,  still  to  few  confin'd. 
Were  always  of  the  middling  kind ; 
No  fools  of  rank,  or  mongrel  breed, 
Who  fain  would  pass  for  lords  indeed : 
Where  titles  give  no  right  or  power. 
And  peerage  is  a  wither'd  flower  ; 


y         He  would  have  deem*d  it  a  disgrace. 
If  such  a  wretch  bad  known  his  fricc. 
On  rural  squires,  that  kingdom's  bane, 
He  vented  oft  his  wrath  in  vain  : 
•••••••  squires  to  market  brought. 

Who  sell  their  souls  and  ••••  for  nought : 

The  ••••  ••••  go  joyful  back. 

To  rob  the  church,  their  tenants  rack  ; 
Go  snacks  with  ••♦••  justices. 
And  keep  the  peace  to  pick  up  fees ; 
In  every  job  to  have  a  share, 
A  gaol  or  turnpike  to  repair; 
And  turn  •^••••*  to  public  roods 

Commodious  to  their  own  abodes. 

"  He  never  thought  an  honour  done  him, 
Because  a  peer  was  propd  to  own  him ; 
Would  rather  slip  aside,  and  choose 
To  talk  with  wits  in  dirty  shoes ; 
And  scorn  the  tools  with  stars  and  garten^ 
So  often  seen  caressing  Chartrcs. 
He  never  courted  men  in  station, 
Nor  persons  kdd  in  admiration  ; 
Of  no  man's  greatness  was  afraid. 
Because  he  sought  for  no  man's  aid. 
Though  trusted  long  in  great  afiairS) 
He  gave  himself  no  haughty  airs : 
Without  regarding  private  ends, 
Spent  all  his  credit  for  his  friends ; 
And  only  chose  the  wise  and  good ; 
No  flatterers ;  no  allies  in  blood : 
But  succour'd  virtue  in  distress, 
And  seldom  fiul'd  of  good  success ; 
As  numbers  in  their  hearts  must  own, 
Who,  but  for  him,  had  been  unknown. 

"  He  kept  with  princes  due  decorum ; 
Yet  never  stood  in  awe  before  'em. 
He  follow'd  David's  lesson  just ; 
In  princes  never  put  his  trust : 
And,  would  you  make  him  truly  sour. 
Provoke  him  with  a  slave  in  power. 
Hie  Irish  senate  if  you  nam'd. 
With  what  impatience  he  declaim*d ! 
Fair  libxbtt  was  all  his  cry ; 
For  her  he  stood  prepar'd  to  die ; 
For  her  he  boldly  stood  alone ; 
For  her  he  oft  expos'd  his  own. 
Two  kingdoms,  just  as  faction  led. 
Had  set  a  price  upon  his  head ; 
But  not  a  traitor  could  be  found, 
To  sell  him  for  rix  hundred  pound. 

**  Had  he  but  spar*d  his  tongue  and  pen^ 
He  might  have  rose  like  other  men : 
But  power  was  never  in  his  thought. 
And  wealth  he  vabied  not  a  groat : 
Ingratitude  he  often  found. 
And  pity'd  those  who  meant  the  wound ; 
But  kept  the  tcnour  of  his  mind, 
To  merit  well  of  human-kind ; 
Nor  made  a  sacrifice  of  those 
Who  still  were  true,  to  please  his  Iocs. 
He  laboured  many  a  fhiitless  hour. 
To  reconcile  his  friends  in  power ; 
Saw  mischief  by  a  faction  brewing. 
While  they  pursued  each  other's  ruin. 
But,  finding  vain  was  all  hb  care. 
He  left  the  court  in  mere  despair. 

"  And,  oh!  how  short  are  human  achemes! 
Here  ended  all  our  eolden  dreams. 
What  St.  John's  skill  \n  state  affiurs. 
What  Ormond's  valour,  Oxford'^  carea. 
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To  save  their  sinking  country  lent, 
Was  all  destroy*d  by  one  event. 
Too  soon  that  predous  life  was  ended, 
On  which  alone  our  weal  depended. 
When  up  a  dangerous  faction  starts, 
With  wrath  and  vengeance  in  their  hearts ; 
By  tolemn  league  and  covenant  bound. 
To  ruin,  slaughter,  and  confound  ; 
To  turn  religion  to  a  fable, 
And  make  Ihe  government  a  Babel ; 
Pervert  the  laws,  disgrace  the  gown. 
Corrupt  the  senate,  rob  the  crown ; 
To  sacrifice  Old  England's  glory, 
And  make  her  infamous  in  story  : 
When  such  a  tempest  shook  the  land, 
How  could  unguarded  virtue  stand  ! 

**  With  horrour,  grief,  despair,  the  Dean 
Beheld  the  dire  destructive  scene  : 
His  friends  in  exile,  or  the  Tower, 
Himself  within  the  frown  of  power  ; 
Pursued  by  base  envenom*d  pens, 
Far  to  the  land  of  s  and  fens ; 

A  servile  race  in  folly  nurs'd. 
Who  truckle  most,  when  treated  worst 

•*  By  innocence  and  resolution. 
He  bore  continual  persecution ; 
While  numbers  to  preferment  rose, 
Whose  merit  was  to  be  his  foes ; 
When  ev*n  his  ownfamiUarJriends, 
Intent  upon  their  private  ends, 
Like  reniegadoes  now  he  feels. 
Against  kirn  lifting  up  their  heels. 

•*  The  Dean  did,  by  liis  pen,  defeat 
An  infamous  destructive  cheat ; 
Taught  fools  their  interest  how  to  know, 
And  gave  them  arms  to  ward  the  blow. 
Envy  hath  own'd  it  was  his  doing, 
To  save  that  hapless  land  from  ruin ; 
While  they  who  at  the  steerage  stood, 
And  re«p*d  the  profit,  sought  his  blood. 

**  To  save  them  from  their  evil  fate. 
In  htm  was  held  a  crime  of  state. 
A  wicked  monster  on  the  bench, 
Whose  fiiry  blood  could  never  (juench ; 
As  vile  and  profligate  a  villain. 
As  modem  Scroggs,  or  old  Tressilian  ; 
Who  long  all  justice  had  discarded, 
Nor/eav^d  he  God,  nor  man  regarded  ; 
Vow*d  on  the  Dean  his  rage  to  vent, 
And  make  him  of  his  zeal  repent : 
But  Heaven  his  innocence  defends. 
The  grateful  people  stand  his  friends ; 
Mot  strains  of  bw,  nor  judges'  frown, 
Nor  topics  brought  to  please  the  crown. 
Nor  witness  hir'd,  nor  jury  pick'd. 
Prevail  to  bring  him  in  convict 

**  In  exile,  with  a  steady  heart. 
He  spent  his  life's  declining  part ; 
Where  foUy,  pride,  and  faction  sway, 
BfpMe  from  St.  Jolm,  Pope,  and  Gay." 
>^*  Alas,  poor  Dean !  Ids  only  scope 
Was  to  be  held  a  misanthrope. 
Has  into  general  odium  drew  him. 
Which  if  he  lik'd,  much  good  majf  *t  do  him* 
Ks  xeal  was  not  to  lash  our  crimes. 
But  discontent  against  the  times : 
For,  had  we  mm  him  timdy  offers. 
To  ram  his  post,  arJUl  his  coffers, 
Berfaaps  he  might  have  truckled  down, 
Like  other  brethren  Cff  hhgovmg 


For  parttf  he  would  scarce  liave  bled  :  — . 
I  say  no  more  — because  he  's  dead,  — 
What  writings  has  he  left  behind?" 

"  I  hear  they  *re  of  a  different  kind : 
A  few  in  verse ;  but  most  in  prose  — " 

"  Some  high-Jlown  pamphlets,  I  suppose  :  ^ 
All  scribbled  in  the  worst  of  rimes. 
To  palliate  his  friend  Oxford's  crimes ; 
To  praise  queen  Anne,  nay  more,  defend  her, 
As  never  favouring  the  Pretender : 
Or  libels  yet  concenl'd  from  sight. 
Against  the  court  to  show  his  spile  : 
Perhaps  his  travels,  jxtrt  the  third; 
A  Heat  every  second  word  — 
Offensive  to  a  loyal  ear :  — 
But  —  not  one  sermon,  you  may  stoear.** 

"  He  knew  an  hundred  pleasing  stories, 
With  all  the  turns  of  Whigs  and  Tories : 
Was  cheerful  to  his  dying  day ; 
And  friends  would  let  him  have  his  way. 

"  As  for  his  works  in  verse  or  prose, 
I  own  myself  no  judge  of  those. 
Nor  can  I  tcU  what  critics  thouglit  them ; 
But  this  I  know,  all  people  bought  tiiero. 
As  with  a  moral  view  design'd 
To  please  and  to  reform  mankind : 
And,  if  he  often  miss'd  liis  aim, 
The  world  must  own  it  to  their  shame, 
Hie  jmiise  is  fas,  and  theirs  the  blame. 
He  gave  the  little  wealth  he  had 
To  build  a  house  for  fools  and  mad ; 
To  show,  by  one  satiric  touch. 
No  nation  wanted  it  so  much. 
That  kingdom  he  hath  left  bis  debtor  ; 
I  wish  it  soon  may  have  a  better. 
And,  since  you  dread  no  further  lashes, 
Methinks  you  m&y  forgive  his  ashes.'*  * 


BAUCIS  AND  PHILEMON. 

ON    THE     XVER-LAMENTKn    LOSS    OF    THE    TWO    TEW- 
TRBE8  IN  THE  PARISH  OP  CHII.THORNR,  SOMERSET. 

1708. 

ImUatedJrom  the  Eighth  Book  of  Ovid. 

In  ancient  times,  as  story  tells. 
The  saints  would  often  leave  their  cells, 
And  stroll  about,  but  hide  their  quality. 
To  try  good  people's  hospitality. 

It  happen'd  on  a  winter-night. 
As  authors  of  the  legend  write, 
Two  brother-hermits,  saints  by  trade. 
Taking  their  tour  in  masquerade, 
Disguis'd  in  tatter'd  hal)it8,  went 
To  a  small  village  down  in  Kent ; 
Where,  in  the  stroUers'  canting  strain. 
They  begg'd  from  door  to  door  in  vain. 
Tried  every  tone  might  pity  win  ; 
But  not  a  soul  would  let  them  in. 

Our  wandering  saints,  in  woeful  stat% 
Treated  at  this  ungodly  rate, 
Having  through  all  the  village  past. 
To  a  small  cottage  came  at  last ; 
Where  dwelt  a  good  old  honest  ye'man, 
Call'd  in  tlie  neighbourhood  Philemon; 
Who  kindly  did  these  saints  invite 
In  liis  poor  hut  to  pass  the  night;  ^ 
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And  then  tlie  Itospitable  sire 
Bid  Goody  Baucis  mend  the  fire ; 
While  he  from  out  the  chhnney  took 
A  flitch  of  bacon  off  the  hook. 
And  freely  from  the  fattest  side 
Cut  out  large  slices  to  be  fry'd ; 
Then  stepp'd  aside  to  fetch  diem  drink, 
Fill*d  8  large  jug  up  to  the  brink, 
And  saw  it  ^ly  twice  go  round ; 
Tet  (what  is  wonderful !)  they  found 
'Twas  still  replenish*d  to  the  top, 
As  if  they  ne'er  had  touch*d  a  drop. 
Hie  good  old  couple  were  amas*d. 
And  often  on  each  other  gaz'd ; 
For  both  were  frighten'd  to  the  heart. 
And  just  began  to  cry,  —  «  Whatar't?** 
Then  softly  tum*d  aside  to  view 
Whether  the  lights  were  burning  blue. 
The  gentle  pUgrimty  soon  aware  on  *t. 
Told  them  their  caUing,  and  their  errand  : 
"  Good  fdks,  you  ne^  not  be  afraid. 
We  are  but  sainU,**  the  hermits  said : 
"  No  hurt  shall  come  to  you  or  yours : 
But  for  that  pack  of  churlish  boors, 
Not  fit  to  live  on  Christian  ground. 
They  and  their  houses  shall  be  drown*d  ; 
Whilst  you  shall  see  your  cottage  rise. 
And  grow  a  church  before  your  eyes.** 

They  scarce  had  spoke,  when  fair  and  soft 
Hie  roof  began  to  mount  aloft ; 
Aloft  rose  every  beam  and  rafter ; 
Hie  heavy  wall  climb*d  slowly  after. 

The  chimney  widen'd,  and  grew  higher, 
Became  a  steeple  with  a  spire. 

The  kettle  to  the  top  was  hoist; 
And  there  stood  fasten*d  to  a  joist. 
But  wiUi  Ae  upside  down,  to  show 
Its  inclination  for  below  : 
In  vain  ;  for  a  superior  force, 
Apply*d  at  bottom,  stops  its  course; 
Doom*d  ever  in  suspense  to  dwell, 
'Tis  now  no  kettle,  but  a  bell. 

A  wooden  jack,  which  had  almost 
Loat  by  disuse  the  art  to  roast, 
A  sudden  alteration  feels. 
Increased  by  new  intestine  wheels ; 
And,  what  exalts  the  wonder  more, 
The  number  made  the  motion  slower : 
The  flier,  though  *t  had  leaden  feet, 
Tum*d  round  so  quick,  you  scarce  could  see  *t ; 
But,  slacken'd  by  some  secret  power. 
Now  hardly  moves  an  inch  an  hour. 
Tlie  jack  and  chinmey,  near  ally*d, 
Had  never  left  each  other's  side  : 
Tbe  chunney  to  a  steeple  grown. 
Hie  jack  would  not  be  left  alone ; 
But,  up  against  the  steeple  rear'd, 
Became  a  dock,  and  still  adher*d ; 
And  still  its  love  to  household  cares. 
By  a  shrill  voice  at  noon,  declares. 
Warning  the  cooL-maid  not  to  bum 
Hiat  roast  meat  which  it  cannot  turn. 

The  groaning-chair  be^m  to  crawl, 
like  a  huge  snail,  along  the  wall ; 
Hiere  studi  aloft  in  public  view. 
And,  with  small  change,  a  pulpit  grew. 

The  porringers,  that  in  a  row 
Hung  high,  and  made  a  glittering  show, 
To  a  less  noble  bubstance  chang'c^ 
Ware  now  but  leathern  bucketa  rang'd. 


The  ballad^  pasted  on  the  wall. 
Of  Joan  of  FVance,  and  English  Moll^ 
Fair  Rosamond,  and  Robin  Hood, 
Hie  Little  Children  in  the  Wood, 
Now  aeem*d  to  look  abundance  better, 
Improv'd  in  picture,  size,  and  letter ; 
And,  high  in  order  plac'd,  describe 
The  heraldry  of  every  tribe.  * 

A  bedstead  of  the  antiijue  mode^ 
Compact  of  timber  many  a  load. 
Such  as  our  ancestors  did  use. 
Was  metamorpho8*d  into  pews ; 
Which  still  their  ancient  nature  keep 
By  lodging  folks  dispos*d  to  sleep. 

The  cottage  by  such  f|^  as  these 
Grown  to  a  church  by  just  degrees. 
The  hermits  then  desir*d  their  host 
To  ask  for  what  he  £ancy*d  most 
Philemon,  having  paus*d  awhile, 
Retum*d  them  thinks  in  homely  style : 
Then  said,  <<  My  bouse  is  grown  so  fine, 
Methinks  I  still  would  call  it  mine ; 
I'm  old,  and  fain  would  live  at  ease ; 
Make  me  the  partem,  if  you  please.*' 

He  spcke,  and  presently  he  feels 
His  grasier's  coat  fall  down  his  heels: 
He  sees,  yet  hardly  can  bdieve. 
About  each  arm  a  pudding-sleeve ; 
His  waistcoat  to  a  cassoc  grew. 
And  both  assum'd  a  sable  hue ; 
But,  being  old,  continued  just 
As  thread-bare,  and  as  tail  of  dust. 
His  talk  was  now  of  Hthe$  and  dues  : 
He  smok'd  his  pipe,  and  read  the  newi ; 
Knew  how  to  preach  old  sermons  next, 
Vamp'd  in  the  preface  and  the  text; 
At  christenings  well  could  act  his  part. 
And  had  the  service  all  by  heart ; 
Wish'd  women  might  have  children  fast. 
And  thought  whose  sow  had  fiurrow*d  last ; 
Against  dissenters  would  repine. 
And  stood  up  firm  for  right  divine  ; 
Found  his  head  fill'd  with  many  a  system  ; 
But  classic  audiors,  ^  he  ne*er  miss'd  *em. 

Thus  having  furbi8h*d  up  a  parson. 
Dame  Baucis  next  they  play'd  their  fiffoe  on. 
Instead  of  home-q>un  ccHfs,  were  seen 
Good  pinners  edg*d  wiUi  e<iberieen ; 
Her  petu'coat,  transform'd  apace. 
Became  black  sattin,  flounc'd  with  lao& 
Plain  Goody  would  no  longer  down ; 
*Twas  Madam,  in  her  grogram  gown. 
Philemon  was  in  great  surprise. 
And  hardly  could  believe  his  eyes, 
Amaz'd  to  see  her  look  so  prim ; 
And  she  admir'd  as  much  at  him. 

Thus  happy  in  their  change  of  life 
Were  several  years  this  man  and  wife  ; 
When,  on  a  day,  which  prov'd  their  last. 
Discoursing  o'er  old  stories  past, 
Hiey  went  by  chance^  amidst  their  talk. 
To  the  church-yard  to  take  a  walk ; 
When  Baucis  hastily  cry'd  out, 
"  My  dear,  I  see  your  forehead  qiiout  !**   [us? 
**  Sprout !"  quoth  theman ;  «what  's  this  you  tell 
J  hope  Tou  don't  believe  me  jealous? 

*  The  tribes  of  Israel  are  sometimes  distingiaishcd 
in  country  churches  by  the  ensigns  given  ta  them 
by  Jacob. 
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But  3ret,  meChhiks,  I  ftel  H  true; 
And  really  yours  is  budding  too :  '- 
Nay  — now  I  cannot  stir  my  foot; 
It  ftels  as  if  'twere  taking  root" 

Description  would  but  tire  my  Muse ; 
In  short,  they  both  were  tum'd  to  yewt. 

Old  Goodman  Dobaon  of  the  green 
Remembers,  be  the  trees  has  seen : 
He 'U  talk  of  them  fWmi  noon  till  night, 
And  goes  with  folks  to  show  the  sight : 
On  Sundays,  after  erening  prayer. 
He  gathers  all  the  parish  there ; 
Points  out  the  pUce  of  either  ynv ; 
Here  Bauds,  there  Philemon,  grew  : 
nil  once  a  parson  of  our  town. 
To  mend  hb  bam,  cut  Baucis  down ; 
At  which,  'tis  hard  to  be  believ'd 
How  much  the  other  tree  was  grier'd. 
Grew  scrubbed,  dy'd  a-top,  was  stunted ; 
So  the  next  parson  stubb'd  and  burnt  it. 


A  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  MORNING. 

17091, 

Now  hardly  here  and  there  an  hackney  coach 
Appearing,  show'd  the  ruddy  Mom's  approadi. 
Now  Betty  from  her  master's  bed  had  flown, 
And  solUy  stole  to  discompose  her  own ; 
TIk  slipshod  'prentice  from  his  master's  door 
Had  ptf*d  the  dirt,  and  sprinkled  round  the  floor. 
Now  Moll  had  whirl'd  bar  mop  with  dextrous  airs, 
Prepar'd  to  scrab  the  entry  and  the  stairs. 
The  Toutfa  with  broomy  stumps  began  to  trace 
Tbe  kennel's  edge,  where  wheels  had  wom  the  phux. 
The  anaU-coal.man  was  heard  with  cadence  <kep, 
Till  diown'd  in  shriller  notes  of  chimney-sweep. 
Dona  at  his  lordship's  gate  began  to  meet; 
And  bridudust  Moll  lud  scream'd  through  half  the 


Tba  turnkey  now  his  flock  returning  sees, 
Duly  let  out  »-nights  to  steal  for  fees : 
The  watdrful  baili£&  take  their  silent  stands, 
And  acbool4x)y8  lag  with  satchels  in  their  hands. 


TH£  GRAND  QUESTION  DEBATED: 
WHXTHXE  Hamilton's  bawx  should  bs  tuemso 

IMTO  A  BAaaXCK  OE  A  MAIV-HOUSX.       1729. 

THua  apoke  to  my  hidy  the  knight  *  full  of  care : 
**  IjtL  me  have  your  adrice  in  a  weighty  afiair. 
This  Hamilton's  bawn  f ,  whilst  it  sticks  on  my  hand, 
I  lame  by  the  house  what  I  get  by  the  Und ; 
Bat  how  to  di^MMe  of  it  to  the  best  bidder, 
For  A  barrack  \  or  maU-houKi  we  now  mustconsider. 

**  First,  let  me  suppose  I  make  it  a  maU-houUf 
Here  I  have  computed  the  profit  will  foil  t*  us ; 

*   8ir  Arthur  Adieson,  at  whose  seat  this  was 


f   A  large  old  house,  two  miles  frxnn  Sir  Arthur's 

I  llie  army  in  Ireland  is  lodged  in  strong  build- 
ii^Sy  over  the  whole  kingdom,  called  barracks.     J*. 


There  *s  nine  hundred  pounds  for  labour  and  grain, 
I  increase  it  to  twdve,  so  three  hundred  remam ; 
A  handsome  addition  for  wine  and  good  cheer. 
Three  dishes  a  day,  and  three  hogsheads  a  year  t 
With  a  dosen  large  vessels  my  Timlt  shall  be  stor'd ; 
No  little  scmb  joint  shall  come  on  my  board ; 
And  you  and  the  Dean  no  more  shall  combine 
To  stint  me  at  night  to  one  bottle  of  wine ; 
Nor  shall  I,  for  ms  humour,  permit  you  to  puikin 
A  stone  and  a  quarter  of  beef  from  my  surioin. 
If  I  make  it  a  barrack,  the  crown  is  my  tenant ! 
My  dear,  I  have  ponder'd  again  and  again  on 't : 
In  poundage  and  drawbacks  I  lose  half  my  rent  ^ 
Whisterer  they  give  me,  I  must  be  content, 
Or  join  with  the  court  in  everv  debate ; 
And  rather  than  that,  I  would  lose  my  estate.** 
Thus  ended  the  knight ;  thus  began  his  meek  wifo : 
**  It  mutt,  and  it  thaU  be  a  barrack,  my  Ufo. 
I'm  grown  a  mere  moputg  no  company  comes. 
But  a  rabble  of  tenants,  and  msty  dull  Rums  $ 
With  parsons  what  lady  can  keep  herself  clean  ? 
I'm  all  over  daub'd  when  I  sit  by  the  Deaa 
But  if  you  will  give  us  a  barrack,  my  dear. 
The  captainj  Fm  sure,  will  always  come  here ; 
I  then  shall  not  value  his  Deanship  a  straw. 
For  the  captain,  I  warrant,  will  keep  him  in  awe ; 
Or  should  he  pretend  to  be  brisk  and  alert. 
Will  tell  him  that  chaplains  should  not  be  so  pert ; 
Thatmen  of  his  coat  should  be  minding  their  prayers. 
And  not  among  ladies  to  give  themselves  airs." 

Thus  argued  my  lady,  but  argued  in  vain ; 
The  knight  tus  opinion  resolv'd  to  maintain. 

But  Hannah  H,  who  listen'd  to  all  that  was  past. 
And  could  not  ^idiure  so  vulnur  a  taste, 
As  soon  as  her  ladyship  call'd  to  be  drc»t, 
Cry'd,  *<  Madam,  why  surely  my  master  's  possest ! 
Sir  Arthur  the  maltster !  how  fine  it  will  sound ! 
I'd  rather  the  bawn  were  sunk  under  ground. 
But  madam,  I  guess'd  there  would  never  come  good. 
When  I  saw  him  so  often  with  Darby  and  Wood.  \ 
And  now  my  dream  *s  out ;  for  I  was  a-dream'd 
That  I  saw  a  huge  rat —  O  dear,  how  I  scream'd ! 
And  after,  methougfat,  I  had  lost  my  new  shoes ; 
And  Molly,  she  said,  I  should  hear  some  ill  news. 

**  Dear  madam,  had  you  but  the  spirit  to  teasc^ 
You  might  have  a  barrack  whenever  you  please : 
And,  madam,  I  always  believ'd  you  so  stout. 
That  for  twenty  denials  you  would  not  give  out 
If  I  had  a  husband  like  him,  I  purtett. 
Till  he  gave  me  my  will,  I  would  give  him  no  rest; 
And,  r^ier  than  come  in  the  same  pair  of  sheets 
With  such  a  cross  man,  I  would  lie  in  the  streets ; 
But,  madam,  I  b^  you  contrive  and  invent. 
And  worry  him  out,  till  he  gives  his  consents 
Dear  madam,  whene'er  of  a  barrack  I  tliink. 
An  I  were  to  be  hang'd,  I  can't  sleep  a  wink : 
For  if  a  new  crotchet  comes  into  my  brain, 
I  can't  get  it  out,  though  I'd  never  so  foin. 
I  fancy  already  a  barrack  contriv'd 
At  Hamilton's  bawn,  and  the  troop  is  arriv'd ; 
Of  this,  to  be  sure,  Sr  Arthur  has  warning, 
And  waits  on  the  captain  betimes  the  next  morning. 
Now  see,  when  they  meet,  how  their  honours  behave : 
'  Noble  captain,  your  servant'—  *  Sir  Arthur,  your 
dave; 

$  A  cant  word  in  Ireland  for  a  poor  country  cler- 
gyman.    F, 

I   My  lady's  waiting-woman.     F* 
\  Two  of  Sir  Arthur's  managers.     N. 
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You  honour  ma  much'— <  The  honour  is  mine.*— 

*  *Twa8  a  sad  niny  night* — *  But  the  morning  is 

fine.*  [service.*-— 

<  Pray  how  does  my  hidy  ?* — *  My  wife  *s  at  your 

*  I  think  I  have  teen  her  picture  by  Jervas.*  — 

*  Good  morrow,  good  captain.     I'll  wait  on  you 

down.* —  [clown  :• 

«  You  5ha*n*t  stir  a  foot,*  —  *  You  '11  think  me  a 

*  For  all  the  world,  captain  — '  — *  Not  half  an  inch 

farther. '  —  [  Arthur ! 

«  You  must  be  obey*d  !*  —  *  Your  servant,    Sir 
My  humble  respects  to  my  lady  unknown.'  — 

*  I  hope  you  vnH  use  my  house  as  your  own.*  " 

«  Go  bring  me  my  smock,  and  leave  offyour  prate, 
Thou  hast  certainly  gotten  a  cup  in  thy  pate.'* 

"  Pray,  madam,  be  quiet ;  what  was  it  I  said  ? 
You  had  like  to  have  put  it  quite  out  of  my  head. 
Next  day,  to  be  sure,  the  captain  will  come. 
At  the  head  of  his  troops,  with  trumpet  and  drum. 
Now,  madam,  observe  how  he  marches  in  state : 
Hie  man  with  the  kettle..drum  enters  the  gate : 
Dub,  dub,  adub,  dub.     Hie  trumpeters  follow, 
Tantara,  tantara ;  while  all  the  boys  hollow. 
See  now  comes  the  captain  all  daub'd  with  gold  lace : 
O  la !  the  sweet  gentleman  !  look  in  his  face ; 
And  see  how  he  rides  like  a  lord  of  the  land. 
With  the  fine  flaming  sword  that  he  holds  in  his  hand ; 
And  his  horse,  the  dear  creter,  it  prances  and  rears; 
With  ribbons  in  knots  at  its  tail  and  its  ears : 
At  last  comes  the  troop  by  the  word  of  command. 
Drawn  up  in  our  court ;  when  the  captain  cries, 

Stand ! 
Your  ladyship  lifts  up  the  sash  to  be  seen 
(For  sure  I  had  dizen*d  you  out  like'a  queen). 
The  captain,  to  show  he  is  proud  of  the  favour, 
Looks  up  to  your  window,  and  cocks  up  his  b«ivcr. 
(His  beaver  is  cock'd ;  pray,  madam,  mark  that, 
For  a  captain  of  horse  never  takes  off  his  hat. 
Because  he  has  never  a  hand  that  is  idle ; 
For  the  right  holds  the  sword,  and  the  left  holds  the 

bridle:) 
Then  flourishes  thrice  hb  sword  in  the  air. 
As  a  compliment  due  to  a  lady  so  fair ; 
(How  I  tremble  to  think  of  the  blood  it  hath  spilt ;) 
Then  he  lowers  down  the  point,  and  kisses  the  hilt. 
Yoiir  ladyship  smiles,  and  thus  you  begin : 

*  Pray,  captain,  be  pleas'd  to  alight  and  walk  in.* 
Hie  captain  salutes  you  vrith  congee  profound. 
And  your  ladyship  curtsies  half  way  to  the  ground. 

*  Kit,  run  to  your  master,  and  bid  him  come  to  us; 
I*m  sure  he  *11  be  proud  of  the  honour  you  do  us. 
And,  captain,  you  *11  do  us  the  favour  to  stay, 
And  take  a  short  dinner  here  with  us  to-day : 
You  *rc  heartily  welcome ;  but  as  for  good  cheer. 
You  come  in  the  very  worst  time  of  the  year : 

If  I  had  expected  so  worthy  a  guest— ' 

*  Lord !  madam !  your  ladyship  sure  is  in  jest : 
You  banter  me,  madam  ;  the  kingdom  must  grant—* 
'  You  officers,  captain,  are  so  complaisant  !*  *' 

"  Hist,  hussy,  I  think  I  hear  somebody  coming — " 
**  No,  madam ;  'tis  only  Sir  Arthur  a-humming. 
To  shorten  my  tale  (for  I  hate  a  long  story). 
The  captain  at  dinner  appears  in  his  glory ; 
The  Dean  and  the  doctor  *  have  humbled  their  pride. 
For  the  captain  's  entreated  to  sit  by  your  side ; 
And,  because  he 's  their  betters,  you  carve  for  him 

first; 
The  parsons  for  envy  are  ready  to  burst 

*  Dr.  Jinny,  a  clergyman  in  the  neighbourhood.  F* 


The  servants  amas'd  are  scarce  ever  al)le 
To  keep  off  their  eyes,  as  they  wait  at  the  table; 
And  Molly  and  I  have  thrust  in  our  nose 
To  peep  at  the  captain  all  in  his  fine  clo*es. 
Dear  madam,  be  sure  he  *s  a  fine-spoken  man. 
Do  but  hear  on  the  clergy  how  glib  his  tongue  ran ; 
*  And,  madam,*  says  he,  *  if  sud^  dinners  you  give^ 
You  '11  ne*er  want  for  parsons  as  long  as  you  Uve. 
I  ne'er  knew  a  parson  without  a  good  nose ; 
But  the  Devil  *s  as  welcome  wh^ver  he  goes: 
G—  d— n  me  !  they  bid  us  reform  and  rqpent. 
But,  z— « !  by  their  looks  they  never  keep  Lent. 
Mister  curate,  for  all  your  grave  looks,  I'm  afraid 
You  cast  a  sheep*s  eye  on  luer  ladyship's  maid : 
I  wish  she  would  lend  you  her  pretty  white  hand 
In  mending  your  cassoc,  and  smoothing  your  hand. 
(  For  the  Dean  was  so  shabby,  and  look*d  like  a  ninny, 
That  the  captain  suppos'd  he  was  curate  to  Jinny. ) 
Whenever  you  see  a  cassoc  and  gown, 
A  hundred  to  one  but  it  covers  a  clown. 
Observe  how  a  parson  comes  into  a  room ; 
G—  d^-n  me !  he  hobbles  as  bad  as  my  groom ; 
A  scholard,  when  just  from  his  college  broke  loose^ 
Can  hardly  tell  how  to  cry  6o  to  a  goose ; 
Your  NovedSf  and  BlvturdcSy  and  Omurs  f ,  and  stuff. 
By  G— -^  they  don't  signify  this  pinch  of  snuff 
To  give  a  young  gentleman  right  education. 
Hie  army 's  the  oinly  good  school  in  the  nation : 
My  schoolmaster  call*d  me  a  dunce  and  a  fool. 
But  at  cuffs  I  was  always  the  cock  of  the  school ; 
I  never  could  take  to  my  book  for  the  blood  o*  me, 
And  the  puppy  confes8*d  he  expected  no  good  o*  mck 
He  caught  me  one  morning  coquetting  his  wife ; 
But  he  maul*d  me,  I  ne*er  was  so  maurd  in  my  life: 
So  I  took  to  the  road,  and  what 's  very  odd. 
The  first  man  I  robb'd  was  a  parson,  by  G-^. 
Now,  madam,  you  '11  think  it  a  strange  thing  to  say. 
But  the  sight  of  a  book  makes  me  sick  to  diis  day.' 
"  Never  since  I  vras  bom  did  I  hear  so  much  wit, 
And,  madam,  I  laugh'd  till  I  thought  I  should  split. 
So  then  you  look'd  scornful,  and  snift  at  the  Dean, 
As  who  should  say,  Now,  am  I  skinny  andlean  ?  \ 
But  he  durst  not  so  much  as  once  open  his  lips, 
And  the  doctor  was  plaguily  down  in  the  hips." 
Hius  merciless  Hannah  ran  on  in  her  talk. 
Till  she  heard  the  Dean  call,  "  Will  your  ladysfaiy 

walk?" 
Her  ladyship  answers,  "  I'm  just  coming  down  :* 
Then,  turning  to  Hannah,  and  forcing  a  frown, 
Although  it  was  plain  in  her  heart  she  vras  glad, 
Cry'd,  "  Hussy,  why  sure  the  wench  b  gone  mad! 
How  could  these  chimeras  get  into  your  brains?— 
Come  hither,  and  take  this  old  gown  for  your  paim» 
But  the  Dean,  if  this  secret  should  come  to  his  eai% 
Will  never  have  done  with  his  gibes  and  his  jeers : 
For  your  life,  not  a  word  of  the  matter,  I  charge  ye: 
Give  me  but  a  barrackf  a  fig  for  the  clergy,** 
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All  human  race  would  fain  be  loits. 
And  millions  miss  for  one  that  hits. 
Young's  universal  passion,  pride^ 
Was  never  known  to  spread  so  wide. 
Say,  Britain,  could  you  ever  boast^ 
Three  poets  in  an  age  at  most  ? 

f  Ovids,  Plutarchs,  HomerSi 

f  Nick.names  for  my  lady. 
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Our  chUliAg  diinate  hardly  bears 
A  sprig  of  bays  in  fifty  years ; 
Whilti  every  focA.  his  daim  alleges, 
As  if  it  grew  in  common  hedges. 
W}Al  reason  can  there  be  assign'd 
For  this  penrerseness  in  the  mind  ? 
Brutes  find  out  where  their  talents  lie : 
A  bdar  will  not  attempt  to  fly ; 
A  foanderM  hone  will  oft  debate, 
Before  he  tries  a  five-barr*d  gate ; 
A  d(tg  by  instinct  turns  aside, 
l^ho  sees  the  ditch  too  deep  and  wide. 
But  man  we  find  the  only  creature 
Who,  led  by  filly,  combats  nature ; 
Who,  when  she  loudly  cries, ybr6rar. 
With  obstinacy  fixes  there ; 
And,  where  his  genius  least  inclines, 
Absurdly  bends  lus  whole  designs. 

Not  empire  to  the  rising  Sun 
By  valour,  conduct,  fortune  won ; 
Not  highest  wisdom  in  debates 
For  firaming  laws  to  govern  states; 
Not  skill  in  sciences  profound, 
So  large  to  grasp  the  circle  round ; 
Such  heavenly  influence  require, 
As  how  to  strike  the  Muse's  lyre. 

Not  beggar's  brat  on  bulk  begot ; 
Not  bastard  of  a  pedlar  Scot ; 
Not  boy  brought  up  to  cleaning  shoes. 
Hie  spawn  of  Bridewell  or  the  stews ; 
Not  infanU  dropt,  the  spurious  pledges 
Of  gypdes  littering  under  hedges  ; 
Are  so  disqualified  by  tate 
To  rise  in  church,  or  law,  or  state^ 
As  he  whom  Fhcebus  in  his  ire 
Hath  blasted  with  poetic  fire. 

■  What  hope  of  custom  in  theybtr. 
While  not  a  scml  demands  your  ware  ? 
Where  you  have  nothing  to  produce 
For  private  Ufe,  or  public  use  ? 
Court,  city,  country,  want  you  not ; 
Tou  cannot  bribe,  betray,  or  plot    ■ 
For  poets,  law  makes  no  provision ; 
Hk  wealthy  have  you  in  derision : 
Of  state  afikirs  you  cannot  smatter ; 
Are  awkward  when  you  try  to  flatter ; 
Your  portion,  taking  Britain  round. 
Was  just  one  annual  hundred  pound ; 
Now  not  so  much  as  in  remainder. 
Since  Gibber  brought  in  an  attainder ; 
For  ever  fix'd  by  right  divine 
(A  monarch's  right)  on  Grub-street  line. 

Poor  starveling  bard,  how  small  thy  gains ! 
How  unproportion'd  to  thy  pains ! 
And  here  a  simile  comes  pat  in : 
Though  Mckens  take  a  month  to  fatten, 
The  guests  in  less  than  half  an  hour 
Will  more  than  half  a  score  devour. 
So^  after  toiling  twenty  days 
To  earn  a  stock  of  pence  and  praise. 
Thy  labours,  grown  the  critic's  prey, 
Are  swallow'd  o'er  a  dish  of  tea ; 
Gone  to  be  never  heard  of  more. 
Gone  where  the  chickens  went  before. 

How  shall  a  new  attempter  learn 
Of  ififlTerent  spirits  to  discern, 
AAd  bow  distinguish  which  is  which, 
Tlie'poet's  vein,  or  scribbling  itch? 
Then  hear  an  old  expcrienc'd  sinner 
Inatmcting  thus  a  young  b^inner. 


Cbnsult  yourself;  and  if  you  find 
A  powerftil  impulse  urge  your  mind. 
Impartial  judge  vrithin  your  breast 
Whit  suligect  you  can  manage  best ; 
Whether  your  genius  most  inclines 
To  satire,  praise,  or  humorous  Koes, 
To  elegies  in  mournful  tone, 
Or  prologue  sent  ftom  hand  unknown. 
Then,  rising  vrith  Aurora's  light, 
The  Muse  invok'd,  sit  down*  to  write ; 
Blot  out,  correct,  insert,  refine. 
Enlarge,  diminish,  interline; 
3e  mindful,  when  invention  fails, 
Xo  scratch  your  head,  and  bite  your  nails. 

Your  poem  finish'd,  next  your  care 
Is  needful  to  transcribe  it  fiur. 
In  modem  wit,  all  printed  trash  is 
Set  off  with  numerous  breaks  and  dashes. 

To  statesmen  vrould  you  give  a  wipe. 
You  print  it  in  italic  type. 
When  letters  are  in  vulgar  shapes, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  the  wit  escapes : 
But,  when  in  cemials  exprnt. 
The  dullest  reader  smokes  the  jest : 
Or  else  perhaps  he  may  invent 
A  better  than  the  poet  meant; 
As  learned  commentators  view 
In  Homer  more  than  Homer  knew. 

Your  poem  in  its  modish  dress, 
Correctly  fitted  for  the  press. 
Convey  by  penny-poet  to  Lintot, 
But  let  no  friend  alive  look  into  *t. 
If  Lintot  thinks  'twill  quit  the  cost. 
You  need  not  fear  your  labour  lost : 
And  how  agreeably  surpris'd 
Are  you  to  see  it  advertis'd ! 
The  hawker  shows  you  one  in  print, 
As  fresh  as  fiurthings  from  the  mint : 
The  product  of  your  toU  and  sweating ; 
A  baBtard  of  your  own  begetting. 

Be  sure  at  Will's,  the  following  day, 
I^e  snug,  and  hear  what  critics  say ; 
.And,  if  you  find  the  general  vogue 
Pronounces  you  a  stupid  rogue. 
Damns  all  your  thoughts  as  low  and  little^ 
Sit  still,  and  swallow  down  your  ^ittle. 
Be  silent  as  a  politician. 
For  talking  may  b^et  suspicion : 
Or  praise  die  judgment  of  the  town, 
And  help  yourself  to  run  it  down. 
Give  up  your  fond  paternal  pride, 
Nor  argue  on  the  weaker  side : 
For  poems  read  without  a  name 
We  justly  praise,  or  justly  blame; 
And  critics  have  no  partial  views, 
Except  they  know  whom  they  atmse : 
And,  since  you  ne'er  provoke  their  spite. 
Depend  upon  't  their  judgment 's  right 
But  if  you  blab,  you  are  undone : 
Consider  what  a  risk  you  run : 
You  lose  your  credit  all  at  once ; 
The  town  will  mark  you  for  a  dunce ) 
The  vilest  doggrd  Grub-street  sends. 
Will  pass  for  yours  with  foes  and  friends ; 
And  you  must  bear  the  whole  disgrace, 
Till  some  fresh  blockhead  takes  your  place. 

Your  secret  kept,  your  poem  sunk, 
And  sent  in  quires  to  line  a  trunk. 
If  still  you  be  disposed  to  riiyme. 
Go  try  your  hand  a  second  time, 
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Agdb  you  fta  :  yet  8(fi  't  tht  word ; 

Take  courage,  and  attenpt  m  tfainL 

But  first  with  rare  employ  your  thoughts 

Where  critics  mark'd  your  former  faults; 

The  triTial  turns,  the  borrow'd  wit, 

The  jMufet  that  nothing  fit ; 

Hie  cant  which  every  fool  repeats. 

Town  jests  and  cofiiSeJiouse  conceits : 

Descriptions  tedious,  flat  and  dry, 

And  introduc*d  the  Lord  knows  why : 

Or  where  we  find  your  fuiy  set 

Against  the  harmless  alphsbet ; 

On  A*s  and  B*s  your  maUoe  vent. 

While  readers  wonder  w^Mom.  you  meant ; 

A  public  or  a  private  rotberf 

A  ttatetman^  or  a  Soudi.4ea  jbMer ; 

A  preUOe  who  no  God  believes ; 

A  parliament,  or  den  of  thieves ; 

A  pick.purse  at  the  bar  or  bench ; 

A  duchess,  or  a  suburb-vrench : 

Or  oft*,  when  epithets  you  link 

In  gaping  lines  to  fill  a  chink ; 

Like  stepping-stones  to  save  a  stride, 

In  sd-eets  where  kennels  are  too  wide ; 
Or  like  a  heel-|Meoe,  to  support 
A  cripple  with  one  foot  too  short ; 
Or  like  a  bridge,  that  joins  a  marish 
To  moorlands  of  a  dififerent  parish : 
So  have  I  seen  ill-coupled  hounds 
Drag  different  ways  in  miry  grounda 
So  geogrqihers  in  Afric  maps 
With  savage  pictures  fill  thehr  gaps, 
And  o'er  unhabitable  downs 
Place  elephants  for  want  of  towns. 

^  But,  though  you  miss  your  third  essay, 
You  need  not  throw  your  pen  away. 
Lay  now  aside  all  thoughts  of  fame^ 
To  spring  more  profitable  game. 
Ytam  party-merit  seek  support ; 
The  vilest  verse  thrives  best  at  court. 
A  pamphlet  in  Sir  Bob*s  defence 
WUl  never  fiul  to  bring  in  pence : 
Nor  be  concem*d  about  the  sale, 
He  pays  his  workmen  on  the  naiL 

A  prince,  the  moment  he  is  crown*d. 
Inherits  every  virtue  round. 
As  emblems  of  the  sovereign  power, 
Like  other  baubles  in  the  Tower ; 
Is  generous,  valiant,  just,  and  wise^ 
And  so  continues  till  he  dies : 
His  humble  tenaU  this  professes. 
In  all  their  tpeechety  vote$t  addreise$. 
But  once  you  fix  him  in  a  tomb. 
His  virtues  fSide,  his  vices  bloom ; 
And  each  perfection  wrong  imputed. 
Is  fully  at  his  death  confuted. 
The  loads  of  poems  in  his  praise. 
Ascending,  inake  one  fun^  bhue  : 
As  soon  as  you  can  hear  his  knell. 
This  god  on  Earth  turns  devil  in  Hell :, 
And  lo !  his  ministers  of  state, 
Transfbim*d  to  imps,  his  levee  wait ; 
Where,  in  the  scenes  of  endless  woe. 
They  ply  their  former  arts  below ; 
And,  as  they  sail  in  Charon's  boat. 
Contrive  to  bribe  the  judge's  vote ; 
To  Cerberus  they  give  a  sop. 
His  triple-barking  mouth  to  stop ;  i 

Or  in  die  ivory  gate  of  dreams  ^ 

IVoject  excise  and  Soutb-sea  schemes; 


Or  hire  the  party  i 

To  set  Elysium  by  the  ears. 

Then,  poet,  if  you  mean  to  tliriw^ 
Employ  your  Muse  on  kings  afive : 
Widi  prudence  gathering  up  a  chnter 
Of  all  the  virtues  you  can  muster. 
Which,  form'd  into  a  garland  swee^ 
Lay  humbly  at  your  monarch's  feet ; 
Who,  as  the  odours  reach  his  throne, 
WiU  smile,  and  think  them  all  his  oiwn  ; 
For  law  and  go^  both  deteimine 
All  virtues  lodge  in  royal  ermine : 
(I  mean  the  oracles  of  both. 
Who  shall  depose  it  upon  oath.) 
Tour  garland  in  the  following  reign. 
Change  but  the  names,  will  £>  again. 

But,  if  you  think  this  trade  too  baae^ 
(Which  seldom  is  the  dunce's  case,) 
Put  on  the  critic's  brow,  and  sit 
At  Will's  the  puny  judge  of  wit. 
A  nod,  a  shrug,  a  scornful  smiley 
With  caution  us'd,  may  serve  awhile. 
IVoceed  no  further  in  your  part, 
Before  you  learn  the  terms  of  art ; 
For  you  can  never  be  too  hr  gone 
In  all  our  modem  critic's  jargon : 
Hien  talk  with  more  authentic  fiice 
Of  unities,  in  time  and  place  ; 
Get  scraps  of  Horace  iVom  your  friend^ 
And  have  them  at  your  fingers'  ends  ; 
Learn  Aristotle's  rules  by  rote. 
And  at  all  hazards  boldly  quote  ; 
Judicious  Rymer  oft'  review. 
Wise  Dennis,  and  profound  Bosso ; 
Read  all  the  prefaces  of  Dryden, 
For  these  our  critics  much  confide  in, 
(Though  merely  writ  at  first  for  fillii^ 
To  raise  the  volume's  price  a  shilling.) 

A  forward  critic  often  dupes  us 
With  sham  quotations  peri  knptousi 
And  if  we  have  not  read  Longinu^ 
Will  magisterially  outshine  us. 
Then,  lest  with  Greek  he  overrun  ye^ 
Procure  the  book  for  love  or  money, 
Thmslated  from  Boileau's  translation. 
And  quote  quotation  on  quotation. 

At  Will's  you  hear  a  poem  read. 
Where  Battus,  from  the  table  heady 
Reclining  on  his  elbow-chair. 
Gives  judgment  with  decisive  air ; 
To  whom  the  tribe  of  circling  wita 
As  to  an  oracle  submits. 
He  gives  directions  to  the  town. 
To  cry  it  up  or  run  it  down ; 
Like  courtier Sf  when  they  send  a  nolc^ 
Instructing  members  how  to  vote. 
He  sets  the  stamp  of  bad  and  good. 
Though  not  a  word  be  understood. 
Your  lesson  leam'd,  you  'U  be  aecura 
To  get  the  name  of  connaisMeur: 
And,  when  your  merits  once  are  known, 
Phxiure  disciples  of  your  own. 
For  poets  (you  can  never  want  'em) 
Spread  through  Augusta  Trinobantam, 
Computing  by  their  pecks  of  coals. 
Amount  to  just  nine  thousand  souls : 
These  o'er  their  proper  districts  govern. 
Of  wit  and  humour  judges  sovereign. 
In  every  street  a  dty-bi^ 
Rules,  like  an  alderman,  his  ward  j 
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Hk  infispiitod  rights  eitend 
HmNigh  all  the  kne,  from  end  to  aid ; 
TIk  ndgfaboon  round  admire  hu  iftfViKfneff 
For  songs  o£loyaity  and  lewdneut 
Outdone  by  none  in  riiyming  weU, 
Although  he  never  leam*d  to  spell. 

Two  bordering  wits  contend  for  glory ; 
And  one  is  Whig,  and  one  is  Tory : 
And  this  for  epics  claims  the  bays. 
And  that  for  degiac  lays: 
Some  fam*d  for  numbos  soft  and  smooth, 
By  lovers  spoke  in  Punch's  booth  ; 
Aiid  some  as  justly  fiune  extols 
For  lofty  lines  in  Smithfield  drolls. 
Bavins  in  Wapping  gains  renown, 
And  Maevius  reigns  o*er  Kentish-town : 
T^dlius,  plac'd  in  Phoebus'  car, 
FVoin  Lndgate  shines  to  Temple4Nur; 
Harmonioos  Gibber  entertains 
The  court  with  aimual  birth-day  strains; 
THicnce  Gay  was  banish'd  in  disgrace ; 
Where  Pope  will  never  show  tus  face ; 
Where  Young  must  torture  his  inventioii 
To  flatter  knaves,  or  lose  hb  pennon. 
But  these  are  not  a  thousandth  port 
Of  jobbers  in  the  poet's  art. 
Attending  each  his  proper  station, 
And  all  in  due  subordination. 
Through  every  alley  to  be  found. 
In  garrets  high,  or  under  ground ; 
Ania  when  they  join  their  pericranies. 
Out  skips  a  book  of  muceUanies. 
Hoibbn  clearly  proves  that  every  creature 
lires  in  a  state  of  war  by  nature. 
The  greater  for  the  smallest  watch. 
But  meddle  seldom  with  their  match. 
A  whale  of  moderate  size  will  draw 
A  shoal  of  herrings  down  his  maw ; 
A  fox  with  geese  his  belly  crams ; 
A  wolf  destroys  a  thousand  lambs : 
But  aearch  among  the  rhyming  race, 
The  brave  are  worry'd  by  the  base. 
If  oo  Bsmaasus*  top  you  sit, 
Tou  rarely  bite,  are  always  bit. 
£ach  poet  of  inferior  size 
On  you  shall  rail  and  criticise, 
And  strive  to  tear  you  limb  from  limb ; 
While  others  do  as  much  for  him. 

The  vermin  only  tease  and  pinch 
Their  foes  superior  by  an  inch. 
So,  naturalists  observe,  a  flea 
l^th  smaller  fleas  that  on  him  prey ; 
And  these  have  smaller  still  to  bite  'em. 
And  so  proceed  ad  irMitunu 
Thns  every  poet  in  his  kind 
Is  fait  by  lum  that  comes  behind : 
Wfaoi,  though  too  little  to  be  seen. 
Can  tenae,  and  gall,  and  give  the  spleen ; 
CaU  dances  fools  and  sons  of  whores, 
Lagr  Grub-street  at  each  other's  doors ; 
Extol  the  Greek  and  Roman  masters. 
And  cune  our  modem  poetasters ; 
CoBOfShaakf  as  many  an  ancient  bard  did. 
How  geinus  is  no  more  rewarded ; 
Host  wrong  a  taste  prevails  among  us ; 
How  nmdi  our  ancestors  outsung  us  ; 
Can  pcraonate  an  awkward  scorn 
Fbr  dioee  vrfao  are  not  poets  bom; 
And  nil  thdr  brother-ounces  lash, 
Who  crowd  die  press  with  hourly  trash. 


O  Gmb-atreet?  how  do  1  boiioan  thee, 
Whose  gnoeless  children  scorn  to  own  thee ! 
Their  filial  jNety  forgot. 
Deny  their  country,  like  a  Scot ; 
Though,  by  their  idiom  and  grimace, 
They  soon  betray  their  native  place. 
Yet  thou  hast  greater  cause  to  be 
Asham'd  of  them,  than  they  of  thee. 
Degenerate  ftom  their  ancient  brood, 
Since  first  the  court  allow'd  them  food. 

Remains  a  difficulty  still. 
To  purchase  fiune  by  writing  ill. 
From  Flecknoe  down  to  Howard's  time. 
How  few  have  reach'd  the  Um  tuUhne  ! 
For  when  our  bigb-bora  Howard  dy'd, 
Blackmore  alone  hu  place  supply'd : 
And,  lest  a  chasm  should  intervene. 
When  Deadi  had  finish'd  Blackmore's  reign. 
The  leaden  cnwi»  devolv'd  to  thee^ 
Great  poet  of  the  Ao(21t>i0  tyw. 
But  ah !  how  unsecure  thy  throne ! 
A  thousand  bards  thy  right  disown : 
They  plot  to  turn,  in  factious  seal, 
Duncenia  to  a  common  weal ; 
And  with  rebellious  arms  pretend 
An  equal  privilege  to  descend 

In  bulk  there  are  not  more  degrees 
FVom  eUphanU  to  mUet  in  cheese. 
Than  what  a  curious  eye  may  trace 
In  creatures  of  the  rhyming  race. 
From  bad  to  worse,  and  worse,  they  fidl ; 
But  who  can  reach  the  worst  of  all  ? 
For  though,  in  nature,  depth  and  height 
Are  equally  held  infinite  ; 
In  poetry,  the  height  we  know ; 
'Tis  only  infinite  below. 
For  instance :  when  you  rashly  think. 
No  rhymer  can  like  Wdsted  nnk. 
His  merits  balanc'd,  you  shall  find 
The  laureat  leaves  him  fiur  behind. 
Concannen,  more  aspiring  bard. 
Soars  downvrards  deeper  by  a  yard. 
Smart  Jemmy  Moor  with  vigour  drops: 
The  rest  pursue  as  thick  as  hops. 
With  heads  to  points  the  gulph  they  enter, 
link'd  perpendicular  to  the  centre ; 
And,  as  theur  heels  elated  rise, 
Their  heads  attempt  the  nether  skies. 

Oh,  what  indignity  and  shame. 
To  prostitute  the  Muse's  name ! 
By  flaUering  kings,  whom  Heaven  design  d 
llie  plagues  and  scourges  of  mankind ; 
Bred  up  in  ignorance  and  sloth. 
And  every  vice  that  nurses  both. 

Fair  Britain,  in  thy  monarch  blest, 
Whose  virtues  bear  the  strictest  test ; 
Whom  never  faction  could  bespatter. 
Nor  minister  nor  poet  flatter ; 
What  justice  in  rewarding  merit ! 
What  magnanimity  of  spuit ! 
What  lineaments  divine  we  trace 
Through  all  his  figure,  mien,  and  face  \ 
Thou^  peace  with  olive  bind  his  hand% 
Confess'd  the  conquering  hero  stands. 
Hydaspes,  Indus,  and  the  Ganges, 
Dread  ftom  hb  hand  impending  changes. 
fVom  him  the  Tartar  and  Chinese, 
Short  by  the  knees,  entreat  for  peace, 
The  amwrt  of  his  throne  and  bray 
A  perfect  goddess  bom  and  bred. 

Digitized  by  LnOOQ IC 


ilO 


SWIFT. 


AppoiBted  sovereign  jndge  to  sit 
On  learning,  eloquence,  and  wit. 
Our  eldest  hope,  divine  liilus, 
(Late,  very  late,  oh  may  he  rule  us !) 
What  early  manhood  has  he  shown, 
Before  his  downy  beard  was  grown  ! 
Then  think,  what  wonders  wUl  be  done, 
By  going  on  as  he  begun. 
An  heir  for  Britain  to  secure 
As  long  as  Sun  and  Moon  endure. 

The  remnant  of  the  royal  blood 
Comes  pouring  on  me  like  a  flood  : 
Bright  goddesses,  in  number  five ; 
Duke  William,  sweetest  prince  alive. 
Now  sing  the  minisier  of  state, 
Who  shines  alone  without  a  mate. 
Observe  with  what  majestic  port 
Thu  Atlas  stands  to  prop  the  court : 
Intent  the  public  debts  to  pay. 
Like  prudent  Fabius,  by  delay. 
Thou  great  vicegerent  of  the  king,. 
Thy  praises  every  Muse  shall  sing ! 
In  all  afiairs  thou  sole  director. 
Of  wit  and  learning  chief  protector ; 
Tliough  small  the  time  thou  hast  to  spare, 
Tlie  church  is  thy  peculiar  care. 
Of  pious  prelates  what  a  stock 
You  choose,  to  rule  the  sable  flock  ! 
You  raise  the  honour  of  the  peerage, 
Proud  to  attend  you  at  the  steerage. 
You  dignify  the  noble  race, 
Content  yourself  with  humbler  place. 
Now,  learning,  valour,  virtue,  sense. 
To  titles  give  the  sole  pretence. 
St.  George  beheld  thee  with  delight 
Vouchsafe  to  be  an  azure  knight, 
Whem  on  thy  breasts  and  sides  Herculean 
He  flx*d  the  star  and  string  cerulean. 

Say,  poet,  in  what  other  nation 
Shone  ever  such  a  constellation  ! 
Attend,  ye  Popes,  and  Youngs,  and  Gays, 
And  tune  your  harps,  and  strow  your  l^ys ; 
Your  panegyrics  here  provide ; 
You  cannot  err  on  flattery's  side. 
Above  the  stars  exalt  your  style. 
You  still  are  low  ten  thousand  mile. 
On  Lewis,  all  his  bards  bestow'd 
Of  incense  many  a  thousand  load ; 
But  Europe  mortify'd  his  pride, 
-  And  swore  the  fawning  rascals  ly'd. 
Yet  what  the  world  refus*d  to  Lewis, 
Apply*d  to  George,  exactly  true  is. 
Exactly  true !  invidious  poet ! 
'Tis  fifty  thousand  times  below  it. 

Translate  me  now  some  lines,  if  you  can, 
From  Virgil,  Martial,  Ovid,  Lucan. 
Thev  could  all  power  in  Heaven  divide, 
And  do  no  wrong  on  either  side ; 
They  teach  you  how  to  split  a  hair. 
Give  George  and  Jove  an  equal  share. 
Yet  why  should  we  be  lac'd  so  straight  ? 
1*11  give  my  monarch  butter-weight. 
And  reason  good ;  for  many  a  year 
Jove  never  intermeddled  here : 
Nor,  though  his  priests  be  duly  paid, 
t>id  ever  we  desire  his  aid : 
We  now  can  better  do  without  him, 
Since  Woolston  gave  us  arms  to  rout  binii 
Camera  desideraniur. 


A  DESCRIPTION  OF  A  CITY-SHOWER, 

IK   nUTATIOK  OF   VIKOIL's   GBOKGlCS.        I71(X 

Careful  observeiB  may  fortell  the  hour 
(By  sure  [urognostics)  when  to  dread  a  Slower. 
While  rain  depends,  the  pensive  cat  gives  o*er 
Her  frolics,  and  pursues  her  tail  no  more. 
Returning  home  at  night,  you  *il  find  the  sink 
Strike  your  offended  sense  with  double  stink. 
If  you  be  wise,  then  go  not  fiur  to  dine ; 
You  *ll  spend  in  coach-hire  more  than  save  in  wine. 
A  coming  shower  your  shooting  corns  presage, 
Old  aches  will  throb,  your  hollow  tooth  will  rage 
Sauntering  in  coffbe^house  is  Dulman  seen  ; 
He  damns  the  climate,  and  complains  of  tpl^n. 

Meanwhile  the  south,  rising  with  dabbled  wings, 
A  sable  cloud  athwart  the  welkin  flings. 
That  swiird  more  liquor  than  it  could  contain. 
And,  like  a  drunkard,  gives  it  up  again. 
Brisk  Susan  whips  her  linen  from  £e  rope, 
While  the  first  drizzling  diower  is  borne  a^ope ; 
Such  is  that  sprinkling  which  smne  careless  qucaa 
Flirts  on  you  fttnn  her  mop,  but  not  so  clean : 
You  fly,  invoke  the  gods  ;  then,  turning,  stop 
To  rail ;  she,  singing,  still  whirls  on  her  mop. 
Not  yet  the  dust  had  shunn'd  th*  unequal  strife^ 
But  aided  by  the  wind,  fought  still  for  life ; 
And,  wafted  with  its  foe  by  violent  gust, 
*Twas  doubtful  which  was  rain,  and  whidi  was  dust. 
Ah !  where  must  needy  poet  seek  for  aid. 
When  dust  and  rain  at  once  his  coot  invade? 
Sole  coat !  where  dust  cemented  by  the  rain 
Erects  the  nap,  and  leaves  a  cloudy  stain ! 

Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  flood  comes  down, 
Threatening  with  deluge  this  devoted  town. 
To  shops  in  crowds  the  daggled  females  fly, 
Pretend  to  cheapen  goods,  but  nothing  buy. 
Hie  templar  spruce,  while  every  spout  *s  abroacl]^ 
Stays  till  'tis  fiur,  yet  seems  to  caU  a  coach. 
The  tuck*d-up  sempstress  walks  with  hasty  strides, 
While  streams  run  down  her  oil*d  umbreUa*s  skk 
Here  various  kinds,  by  various  fortunes  led. 
Commence  acquaintance  underneath  a  shed. 
Triumphant  Tories  and  desponding  Whigs 
Forget  their  feuds,  and  join  to  save  their  wigs. 
Box'd  in  a  chair,  the  b^u  impatient  sits. 
While  spouts  run  clattering  o'er  the  roof  by  fits^ 
And  ever  and  anon  with  frightful  din 
The  leadier  sounds ;  he  trembles  from  within. 
So  when  Troy  chairmen  bore  the  wooden  steec^ 
Pregnant  with  Greeks  impatient  to  be  freed, 
(Those  bully  Greeks,  who,  as  the  modems  do. 
Instead  of  paying  cliairmen,  ran  them  througlv) 
Laocoon  struck  the  outside  with  his  spear. 
And  each  imprison'd  hero  quak'd  for  fear. 

Now  from  all  parts  the  swelling  kennds  flow. 
And  bear  their  trophies  with  th^  as  they  go  : 
Filths  of  all  hues  and  odours  seem  to  tell 
What  street  they  sail'd  from  by  their  sight  and 
They,  as  each  torrent  drives,  with  rapid  farce. 
From  Smithfield  or  St  'Pulchre's  shiqK  their  course^ 
And  in  huge  confluence  join'd  at  Snowhill  rid^rc^ 
Fall  from  the  conduit  prone  to  Holbom  bri€l2e. 
Sweepings  from  butchers'  stalls,  dung,  gats»  ami 
blood,  [mudj 

Drown'd  puppies,  stinking  sprats,  all  drenc&*d  \A 
Dead  cats,  and  turnip-tops,  come  tumblin|;t   dowi 
the  flood. 
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HORACE,  BOOK  III.  ODE  11. 

TO  TBB  BARL    OF   OJFOMD,   LATE  LORD  TMSISURSR, 
SSXT   TO   Hm   WHCN   IN   TBX  TOWSK,    1617. 

How  West  is  he  who  for  his  country  dies, 
Smoe  Death  pursues  the  coward  as  he  flies ! 
Hie  youth  in  vain  would  fly  fixnn  &te's  attack, 
With  trembling  knees  and  terrour  at  his  back ; 
IVNigfa  fear  should  lend  him  pinions  like  the  wind, 
Yet  swifter  fiite  will  seize  him  from  behind. 
Virtue  repuls'd,  yet  knows  not  to  repine, 
But  shall  with  unattainted  honour  shine ; 
Nor  stoops  to  take  the  stqf,  nor  lays  it  down, 

Just  as  the  rabble  please  to  smile  or  frown. 
Virtne,  to  crown  her  favourites,  loves  to  try 

Some  new  unbeaten  passage  to  the  sky ; 

Where  Jove  a  seat  among  the  gods  will  give 

To  those  who  die  for  meriting  to  live. 
Next,  fiuthfUl  silence  hath  a  sure  reward ; 

Within  our  breast  be  every  secret  barr*d ! 

He  who  betrays  his  friend,  shall  never  be 

Under  one  roof,  or  in  one  ship,  with  me. 

For  wbo  with  traitors  would  bis  safety  trust, 

Lert,  with  the  wicked.  Heaven  involve  tlic  just? 

And,  though  the  villain  *scape  awhile,  he  feels 

Siow  vengeance,  like  a  blood-hound,  at  his  heels. 


MRa  HARRIS'S  PETITION. 

1699. 

To  their  excellencies  the  lords  justices  of  Ireland  f, 

the  humble  petition  of  Frances  Harris, 
Who  must  starve,  and  die  a  maid,  if  it  miscarries ; 

Humbly  showeth. 
That  I  went  to  warm  myself  in  Lady  Beta's  f  cham- 
ber, because  I  was  cold  ; 
And  I  had  in  a  purse  seven  pounds,  four  shillings, 

and  sixpence,  besides  farthings,  in  money 

and  gold : 
So,  because  I  had  been  buying  things  for  my  lady 

last  night, 
I  was  resolv*d  to  tell  my  money,  to  see  if  it  was 

right. 
Nowy  jou  must  know,  because  my  trunk  has  a  very 

bad  lock, 
Therefore  all  the  money  I  have,  which,  God  knovrs, 

is  a  very  small  stock, 
I  keep  in  my  podcet,  tyM  about  my  middle,  next  to 

m  J  smock. 
So  wfaeo  I  went  to  put  up  my  purse,  as  God  would 

have  it,  my  smock  was  unript, 
And,  mTt***^  of  putting  it  into  my  pocket,  down  it 

•Kpt; 
TWn  ifae  bell  rung,  and  I  went  down  to  put  my  lady 

to  bed; 
And,  God  knows,  I  thought  my  money  was  as  safe 

mm  my  maidenhead. 

*  Tbe  ensgn  of  the  lord  treasurer's  otRce, 

f  Tbe  £«ra  of  Berkeley  and  of  GalWay. 

I  Lad  J  Betty  Berkeley,  afterwards  Germaine. 


So,  when  I  came  up  again,  1  found  my  pocket  feel 

very  light: 
But  when  I  search'd,  and  raiss'd  my  purse,  Lord ! 

I  thought  I  should  have  sunk  outright. 
Lord !  madam,  says  Mary,  how  d'  ye  do  ?    Indeed, 

says  I,  never  worse : 
But  pray,  Mary,  can  you  tell  what  I  have  done 

with  my  purse  ? 
Lord  help  me !  said  Mary,   I  never  ttirr'd  out  of 

this  place : 
Nay,  said  I,  I  had  it  in  LadyBetty*s  chamber,  that's 

a  plain  case. 
So  Mary  got  me  to  bed  and  coverM  me  up  warm  : 
However,  she  stole  away  my  garters,  that  I  might 

do  myself  no  harm. 
So  I  tumbled  and  tcss'd  all  night,  as  you  may  very 

well  think. 
But  hardly  ever  set  my  eyes  together,  or  slept  a 

wink. 
So  I  was  a-dream*d,  methought,  that  we  went  and 

search'd  the  folks  round, ' 
And  in  a  comer  of  Mrs.  Dukes's  •  box,  ty  *d  in  a  rag, 

the  money  viras  found. 
So  next  morning  we  told  Whittle  f,  and  he  fVll 

a-swearing : 
Then  my  dame  Wadger  \  came ;  and  she,  you  know, 

is  thick  of  hearing. 
Dame,  said  I,  as  loud  as  I  could  bawl,  do  you  know 

what  a  loss  I  have  had  ? 
Nay,  said  she,  my  Lord'Colway*s  §  folks  are  all  very 

sad; 
For  my  Lord  Dromedary  y  comes  a  Tuesday  with- 
out fail. 
Pugh  !  said  I,  but  that  *s  not  the  business  that  I  ail. 
Says  Cary  ^,  says  he,  I  have  been  a  servant  this  five 

and  twenty  years,  come  spring. 
And  in  all  the  places  I  liv'd,  I  never  heard  of  such 

a  thing. 
Yes,  says  the  steward  **,  I  remember,  when  I  was 

at  my  Lady  Shrewsbury's, 
Such  a  thing  as  this  happen'd  just  id>out  the  time  of 

gooseberries. 
So  I  went  to  the  party  suspected,  and  I  found  her 

fUU  of  grief, 
(Now,  you  must  know,  of  all  things  in  the  world, 

I  hate  a  thief.) 
However,  I  am  resolv'd  to  bring  the  discourse  slily 

about: 
Mrs.  Dukes,  said  I,  here  's  an  ugly  accident  haa 

happen'd  out : 
'Tb  not  that  I  value  the  money  three  skips  of  a 

louse  f+ ; 
But  the  thing  I  stand  upon  is  the  credit  of  the 

house. 
'Tis  true,  seven  pounds,  four  shillings,  and  sixpence, 

makes  a  great  hole  in  my  wages : 
Besides,  as  they  say,  service  is  no  inheritance  in 

these  ages. 


•  Wife  to  one  of  the  footmen, 
f  Earl  of  Berkeley's  valet, 
i  The  old  deaf  housekeeper. 
§   Galway. 

y  The  Earl  of  Drogheda,  who,  with  tbe  primatey 
was  to  succeed  the  two  earls. 
^  Clerk  of  the  kitchen. 
••  Ferris, 
ff  An  usual  nying  of  hen. 
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SWIFT. 


Now»    Mn»  Dukca,   yoa  know,  and  every  body 

und^rstaiidsy 
That  though  'tis  bard  to  judge,  yet  money  can*t  go 

without  bands. 
Hk  d^vU  take  me !  said  she  (blessing  bersdf }  if 

erer  I  saw  *t ! 
So  she  roar'd  like  a  Bedbm,  as  though  I  bad  call'd 

her  all  to  naught. 
80^  you  know,  what  amid  I  say  to  her  any  more  ? 
I  e*en  left  her,  and  came  away  as  wise  as  I  was  be- 

fore. 
Well ;  but  then  they  would  have  had  me  gone  to  the 

cunning  man ! 
No^  laid  I,  'tis  the  same  thing,  the  chaplam  will  be 

here  anon. 
So  the  chaplain  *  came  in.     Now,  the  servants  say 

hie  u  my  sweetheart, 
Because  he  's  always  in  my  chamber,  and  I  always 

take  his  part 
So,  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  before  I  was  aware, 

out  I  blunder'd, 
Pariont  nid  I,  can  you  cast  a  ncOwiiy,  whena  body's 

plunder'd? 
(Now,  you  must  know,  he  hates  to  be  call'd  panon 

like  the  devUf)  ^ 

IVuly,  says  he,  Mrs.  Nab,  it  might  become  you  to 

be  more  civil ; 
If  your  money  be  gone,  as  a  learned  dwine  says, 

d*  ye  see; 
You  are  no  text  for  my  handling ;  so  Uke  that  from 

me: 
I  was  never  taken  for  a  cotyurer  before^  I'd  have 

you  to  know. 
Lard/  said  I,  don't  be  angry,  I  am  sure  I  never 

thought  you  so ; 
You  know  I  honour  the  cloth ;  I  design  to  be  a 

parson's  wife ; 
I  never  took  one  in  your  coai  for  a  co^jwtr,  in  all 

my  life. 
VfiOi  that  he  twisted  his  girdle  at  me  like  a  rope^  as 

who  should  say. 
Now  you  may  go  hang  yourself  for  me !  and  so  went 

away. 
Well :   I  thought  I  should  have  swoon'd.     Lord ! 

said  I,  what  shall  I  do? 
I  have  lost  my  money,  and  shall  lose  my  true  lave 

too! 
Then  my  lord  call'd  me :  Harry  f ,  said  my  lord, 

don't  cry; 
I'll  give  you  something  towards  thy  loas;   and, 

says  my  lady,  so  will  I. 
Oh!  but,  said  I,  what  if,  after  all,  the  dnplain 

won't  come  to  f 
For  that,  he  said,  (an't  please  your  excellencies,)  I 

must  petition  you. 
Ihe  premisses  tenderly  consider'd,  I  desire  your 

ercettmoes  protection. 
And  that  \  may  have  a  share  in  next  Sunday's  coU 


And  over  and  above,  that  I  may  have  youreapoeOm- 

ciM  letter, 
With  an  order  for  the  ckig)lain  aforesaid  or,  instead 

of  him,  abetter: 
And  then  your  poor  petiUoner,  both  night  and  day. 
Or  the  dk^ijatfi  (for  ^tb  his  <nidr\  as  in  duty  bound, 

shall  everprt^, 

•  Dr.  Swift. 

t  A  cant  word  of  Lord  and  Lady  B.  to  Mrs. 
Harris. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  PETERBOROW, 

WHO  COMJCAKDED  THS   BKITISH   FOaCKS  »  STiW 

MoRDAirro  fills  the  trump  of  fome. 
The  Christian  workb  his  deeds  prodatn. 
And  prints  are  crowded  with  his  name. 

In  joumies  he  outrides  the  post^ 
Sits  up  till  midnight  with  his  host. 
Talks  politics,  and  gives  the  toast; 

Knows  every  prince  in  Europe's  face. 
Flies  like  a  squib  from  place  to  place. 
And  travels  not,  but  runs  a  race. 

Fipom  Pkris  gasette  i.la.main. 
This  day  arriv'd,  without  his  train, 
Mordanto  in  a  weA  from  Spain. 

A  messenger  comes  all  a-ieek, 
Mordanto  at  Madrid  to  seek ; 
He  left  the  town  above  a  week. 

Next  day  the  post-boy  winds  his  horn. 
And  rides  through  Dover  in  the  mom  : 
Mordanto  *s  knded  from  Leghorn. 

Mordanto  gallops  on  alone ; 
Hie  roads  are  with  her  followers  strown ; 
This  breaks  a  girth  and  that  a  bone. 

His  body  active  as  his  mind. 
Returning  sound  in  limb  and  wind, 
Except  some  leatlier  lost  behind. 

A  skeleton  in  outward  figure. 
His  meagre  corpse,  though  frill  of  Tigoar, 
Would  halt  behind  him,  were  it  bigger. 

So  wonderfril  his  expedition, 
\Vhen  you  have  not  the  least  suspidon. 
He  's  with  you  like  an  apparition  : 

Shines  in  all  climates  like  a  star  ; 
In  senates  bold,  and  fierce  in  vrar  ; 
A  Und  commander,  and  a  tar : 

Heroic  actions  eariy  bred  in. 
Ne'er  to  be  match'd  in  modem  rendBng^ 
But  by  his  name-sake,  Gfaariea  of  Swcdco. 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  FOETBT* 

Ths  former's  goose,  who  in  the  stobUe 
Has  fed  without  restraint  or  trouble. 
Grown  fot  with  com,  and  sitting  stiU, 
Can  scarce  get  o'er  the  barn-door  all  ; 
And  hardly  waddles  forth  to  cool 
Her  belly  in  the  neighbouring  pool^ 
Nor  loudly  cackles  at  the  door ; 
For  cackling  shows  the  goose  is  poor. 

But,  when  she  must  be  tum'd  tt>  gn 
And  round  the  barren  common  ttny. 
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Hud  aterdm  wad  httrder  tan 

Soon  make  my  dame  grow  lank  and  ipare : 

Htf  body  ligbt,  she  tries  her  wings, 

And  scorns  the  ground,  and  upw«rd  springs; 

While  all  the  parish,  as  she  flies, 

Hear  sounds  harmonious  from  the  skies. 

Such  is  the  poet  fresh  in  pay 
CpM  third  night's  proflto  of  his  play) ; 
Htt  rooming-draughts  till  noon  can  swill 
Amoog  his  brethren  of  the  quill : 
With  good  roast  beef  his  beUy  lull. 
Grown  bzy,  foggy,  ht,  and  dull. 
Deep  sunk  in  plenty  and  delight. 
What  poet  e*er  could  take  hb  flight? 
Or,  stuff'*d  with  phlegm  up  to  the  throat. 
What  poet  e'er  oould  sing  a  note  ? 
Nor  Pbgwus  could  bear  the  hnd 
Along  the  high  celestial  road; 


The  steed,  oppreas'd,  would  break  his  girth, 
To  raise  the  lumber  from  the  Earth. 

But  riew  him  in  another  scene. 
When  all  his  drink  is  Hippocren^ 
His  money  spent,  his  patrons  fail. 
His  credit  out  for  cheese  and  ale ; 
His  two-years'  coat  so  smooth  axid  ban^ 
Through  every  thread  it  lets  in  air; 
With  hungry  meals  his  body  pin*d. 
His  guts  and  belly  full  of  wind ; 
And,  like  a  jockey  for  a  race, 
His  flesh  brought  down  to  flying  case : 
Now  his  exalt^  spirit  loaths 
Encumbrances  of  food  and  clothes; 
And  up  he  rises,  like  a  vapour. 
Supported  high  on  wings  of  paper; 
He  singing  £es,  and  flying  sings, 
While  fhxn  below  all  Grub-street  rings. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


414 


JAMES  THOMSON. 


Jambs  Tnoiaoify  a  distinguished  British  poet, 
born  at  Ednam,  near  Kelso,  in  Scotland,  in  1700, 
was  one  of  the  nine  children  of  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Hiomson,  minister  of  that  place.  James  was  sent 
to  the  school  of  Jedburgh,  where  he  attracted  the 
notice  of  a  neighbouring  minister  by  his  propen. 
sity  to  poetry,  who  encouraged  his  early  attempts, 
and  corrected  his  performances.  On  his  removal 
from  school,  he  was  sent  to  the  university  of  Edin. 
burgh,  where  he  cliiefly  attended  to  the  cultivation 
of  his  poetical  faculty ;  but  the  death  of  his  father, 
during  his  second  session,  having  brought  his  mother 
to  Edinburgh  for  the  purpose  of  «lucating  her 
children,  James  complied  with  the  advice  of  his 
friends,  and  entered  upon  a  course  of  divinity. 
Here,  we  are  told,  that  the  explanation  of  a  psalm 
having  been  required  from  him  as  a  probationary 
exercise,  he  performed  it  in  language  so  splendid, 
that  he  was  reproved  by  his  professor  for  employing 
a  diction  which  it  was  not  likely  that  any  one  <^  his 
future  audience  could  comprehend.  This  admo- 
nition completed  the  disgust  which  he  felt  for  the 
profession  chosen  for  him  ;  and  having  connected 
himself  with  some  young  men  in  the  university  who 
were  aspirants  afler  literary  eminence,  he  readily 
listened  to  the  advice  of  a  lady,  the  friend  of  his 
mother,  and  determined  to  try  his  fortune  in  the 
great  metropolis,  London. 

In  1725  Thomson  came  by  sea  to  the  capital, 
where  he  soon  found  out  his  college  acquaintance, 
Mallet,  to  whom  he  showed  his  poem  of  «  Winter," 
then  composed  in  detached  passages  of  the  descrip. 
tive  kind.  Mallet  advised  him  to  form  them  into  a 
connected  piece,  and  immediately  to  print  it.  It 
was  purchased  for  a  small  sum,  and  appeared  in 

1726,  dedicated  to  Sir  Spencer  Compton.  Its 
merits,  however,  were  little  understood  by  the  pub. 
lie ;  till  Mr.  Whateley,  a  person  of  acknowledged 
taste,  happening  to  cast  an  eye  upon  it,  was  struck 
with  its  beauties,  and  gave  it  vogue.  His  dedicatee, 
who  had  hitherto  n^lected  him,  made  him  a  present 
of  twenty  gumeas,  and  he  was  introduced  to  Pope, 
Bishop  Rundle,  and  Lord^hancellor  Talbot     In 

1727,  he  published  another  of  his  seasons,  **  Sum. 
mer,"  dedicated  to  Mr.  Doddington,  for  it  was  still 
^e  custom  for  poets  to  pay  this  tribute  to  men  in 
power.  In  the  same  year  he  gave  to  the  public  his 
«  Poem,  sacred  to  the  memory  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton," 
and  his  "  Britannia."  His  "  Spring"  was  pub- 
lished in  1728,  addressed  to  the  Countess  of  Hert. 
ford ;  and  the  Seasons  were  completed  by  the  addition 
of  "  Autumn,"  dedicated  to  Mr.  Onslow,  in  1730, 
when  they  were  published  collectively. 

As  nothing  was  more  tempting  to  the  cupidity  of 
an  author  than   dramatic    composition,   Tliomson 
resolved  to  become  a  competitor  for  that  laurel  also,  I 
and  in  1728,  he  had  the  influence  to  bring  upon  the 


stage  of  Drury-lane,  his  tragedy  of  <'  Sophonisfaa.** 
It  ¥ras  succeeided  by  ''  Agamenmon  ;"  *'  Edward 
and  Eleonora ;"  and  **  Tancred  and  Sigismunda :" 
but  although  these  pieces  were  not  without  thai 
merits,  the  moral  strain  was  too  prevalent  for  the 
public  taste,  and  they  have  long  ceased  to  occupy  tl» 
theatre.  Through  the  recommendation  of  Dr. 
Rundle,  he  was,  about  1729,  selected  as  the  travel, 
ling  associate  of  the  Hon.  Mr.  Talbot,  eldest  son  of 
the  Chancellor,  with  whom  he  visited  most  of  the 
courts  of  the  European  continent.  During  this 
tour,  the  idea  of  a  poem  on  *'  L3>erty"  suggested 
itself,  and  after  his  return,  he  employed  two  yesis 
in  its  completion.  The  place  of  secretary  of  the 
briefs,  which  was  nearly  a  sinecure,  repaid  turn  for 
his  attendance  on  Mr.  Talbot  *'  Liberty"  at  length 
appeared,  and  was  dedicated  to  FVederic,  I^ince  of 
Wales,  who,  in  opposition  to  the  court,  affected  the 
patronage  of  letters,  as  well  as  of  libenl  sentiroents 
in  politics.  He  granted  Tliomson  a  pei»ioii,  to 
remunerate  him  for  the  loss  of  his  place  by  the 
death  of  Lord^chancellor  Talbot  In  1746,  ap- 
peared  his  poem,  called  "  The  Castle  of  Indokoce," 
which  had  been  several  years  under  hbpoltshiog 
hand,  and  by  many  is  considered  as  his  pxiDCspaL 
performance.  He  was  now  in  tolerably  aHhiem 
circumstances,  a  place  of  Surveyor-general  of  the 
Leeward  Islands,  given  him  by  Mr.  Lytttetoo, 
bringing  him  in,  after  paying  a  dqputy,  about  dOOL 
a  year.  He  did  not,  however,  long  enjoy  this  state 
of  comfort;  for  returning  one  evening  from  Londaa 
to  Kew-lane,  he  was  attacked  by  a  fever,  wfaidi 
proved  fatal  in  August  1748,  the  48th  year  at  hit 
age.  He  was  interred  without  any  merooriAi  in 
Richmond  dnirch ;  but  a  monument  was  erected  to 
his  memory,  in  Westminster  Abbey,  in  1763;  with 
the  profits  arising  from  an  edition  of  hb  works  pub- 
lished  by  Mr.  Millar. 

Hiomson  in  person  was  large  and  ungainly,  ^rhh 
a  heavy,  unanimated  countenance,  and  haraig 
nothing  in  his  appearance  in  mixed  society  ix»di> 
eating  the  man  of  genius  or  refinement  He  w^bs» 
however,  easy  and  dieerfiil  with  select  friends,  \f% 
whom  he  was  singularly  beloved  for  the  kindneaa  of 
his  heart,  and  hu  freedom  from  all  the  maltguHit 
passions  which  too  often  debase  the  literary  cb^- 
racter.  His  temper  was  much  inclined  to  izkd«>- 
lence,  and  he  was  fond  of  indulgence  of  every  kiod  ; 
in  particular  he  was  more  attached  to  the  |di 
of  sense,  than  the  sentimental  delicacy  of  his 
would  induce  a  reader  to  suppose.  For  the 
tendency  of  his  works,  no  author  has  deserve^ 
praise ;  and  no  one  can  rise  from  the  perusal  of 
pages,  without  being  sensible  of  a  mclioratioc&  oC 
principles  or  feelings. 

The  poetical  merits  of  Thomson,  tmdoiulited| 
stand  most  conspicuous  in  his  Seasons,  the  firat^Z 


THOMSON. 
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coopositiony  peilMpa,  of  which  natunl  dncripdaii 
WIS  made  the  staple,  and  certainly  the  most  fertile 
of  grand  and  beautiful  delineations,  in  great  mea- 
sure deduced  from  the  author's  own  obsenration. 
Its  diction  is  somewhat  cumbrous  and  laboured,  but 
tuetfftic  and  expressive.  Its  versification  does  not 
denote  a  practised  ear,  but  is  seldom  unpleasantly 
hanfa.  Upon  the  whole,  no  poem  has  been  more, 
•ad  more  deservedly,  popular ;  and  it  has  exerted 
a  powerful  influence  upon  public  taste,  not  only  in 
ttii  country,  but  throughout  Europe.     Any  addi- 


tion to  his  tame  has  principally  ariaen  from  hi» 
**  Castle  of  Indolence,**  an  allegorical  composition 
in  the  manner  and  stanza  of  Speniser,  and  among  the 
imitators  of  this  poet,  Thomson  may  deaerve  the  pre- 
ference, on  account  of  the  application  of  his  fable, 
and  the  moral  and  descriptive  beauties  by  which  it 
is  filled  up.  Hiis  piece  is  entirdy  free  fnm  the 
stiffness  of  language  perceptible  in  the  author** 
blank  verse,  which  is  also  the  case  with  many  offals 
songs,  and  other  rhymed  poems. 


THE  SEASONS. 

SraiNG,  1728. 

Et  nunc  omnis  ager,  nunc  omnis  parturit  arbos, 
None  ftvndent  sylvae,  nunc  formosissimus  annus. 

ViRO. 

Argument, 

The  subject  proposed.  Inscribed  to  the  Countess 
of  Hertford.  The  season  is  described  as  it 
affects  the  various  parts  of  Nature,  ascending 
from  the  lower  to  the  higher ;  with  digressions 
arinig  from  the  sobicct  Its  influence  on  in- 
■ntmate  matter,  on  vegetables,  on  brute  animals, 
and,  last,  on  man ;  concluding  with  a  dissuasive 
from  tfae  wild  and  irregular  passion  of  love, 
opposed  to  that  of  a  pure  and  happy  kind. 

v^ofMx,  gentle  Spring,  ethereal  Mildness,  come. 
And  from  the  bosom  of  yon  dropping  cloud, 
^^h3e  nmaic  wakes  around,  veil*d  in  a  shower 
Of  ikaduMiing  roses,  on  our  plains  descend. 

O  Berdbrd,  fitted  or  to  slune  in  courts 
^^  uuaflecled  grace,  or  walk  the  plain 
Witfa  innocence  and  meditation  join*d 
In  soft  Bssi  mblage,  listen  to  my  song, 
^"Tjieb  tfay  own  Seuon  paints ;  when  Nature  all 
b  bkNxmn^  and  benevolent,  like  thee. 

And  see  where  surly  Winter  passes  oflT, 
Par  to  the  north,  and  calls  his  ruflian  blasts : 
His  Uasta  obey,  and  quit  the  howling  hill. 
The  AaHtr'd  forest,  and  the  ravag*d  vale ; 
^^htle  softer  gales  succeed,  at  whose  kind  touch, 
Tiaiulving  snows  in  livid  torrents  lost, 
IW  naountniiis  lift  their  green  heads  to  the  sky. 

As  ytt  the  trembling  year  u  unconfirm*d, 
Aad  Winter  oft  at  eve  resumes  the  breeze, 
^Sh  the  pade  mom,  and  bids  his  driving  sleets 
EMbrm  the  dsy  delightless :  so  that  scarce 
the  bictem  knows  his  thne,  with  bill  inguipht 
To  ilialce  the  sounding  marsh  ;  or  from  the  shore 
CW  plovers  when  to  scatter  o*er  the  heath, 
\md  mag  their  wild  notes  to  the  listening  waste. 
At  lasc  from  Aries  rolls  the  bounteous  Sun, 
bd  the  liriii^lit  Ball  receives  him.     Then  no  more 


Th*  expansive  atmosphere  is  cramp*d  with  cold ; 
But,  frill  of  life  and  vivifying  soul,  [thin. 

Lifts  the  light  clouds  sublime,  and  spreads  them 
Fleecy  and  white,  o*er  all-surrounding  heaven. 

Forth  fly  the  tepid  airs ;  and  unconfin*d. 
Unbinding  earth,  the  moving  softness  strays. 
Joyous,  th*  impatient  husbandman  perceives 
Relenting  Nature,  and  his  lusty  steers 
Drives  from  their  stalls,   to  where  the  well-us*d 

plough 
Lies  in  the  frirrow,  loosen*d  from  the  frost 
TTiere,  unrefusing,  to  the  hamess*d  yoke 
Iliey  lend  their  shoulder,  and  begin  their  toil, 
Cheer*d  by  the  simple  song  and  soaring  lark. 
Meanwhile  incumbent  o*er  the  shining  share 
The  master  leans,  removes  th*  obstructing  clay, 
Winds  the  whole  work,  and  sidelong  lays  the  glebe. 

White  through  the  neighbouring  field  the  sower 
stalks, 
With  measur'd  step ;  and  liberal  throws  the  grain 
Into  the  faithful  bosom  of  the  ground : 
Tlie  harrow  follows  harsh,  and  shuts  the  scene. 

Be  gracious.  Heaven !  for  now  laborious  man 
Has  done  his  part.     Ye  fostering  breezes,  blow ! 
Ye  softening  dews,  ye  tender  showers,  descend ! 
And  temper  all,  thou  world-reviving  Sun, 
Into  the  perfect  year !     Nor  ye  who  live 
In  luxury  and  ease,  in  pomp  and  pride, 
Tliink  tliese  lost  themes  unworthy  of  your  ear : 
Such  themes  as  these  the  rund  Maro  sung 
To  wide-imperial  Rome,  in  the  full  height 
Of  elegance  and  taste,  by  Greece  refin*d. 
In  ancient  times,  the  sacred  plough  employ*d 
The  kings,  and  aweful  fathers  of  mankind  : 
And  some,  with  whom  compar*d  your  insect-tribes 
Are  but  the  beings  of  a  summer's  day. 
Have  held  the  scSe  of  empire,  ruFd  the  storm 
Of  mighty  war;  then,  with  unwearied  hand, 
Disdaining  little  delicacies,  seiz*d 
The  plough,  and  greatly  independent  liv'd. 

Ye  generous  Britons,  venerate  the  plough  ; 
And  o'er  your  hills,  and  long  withdrawing  vales. 
Let  Autumn  spread  his  treasures  to  the  Sun, 
Luxuriant  and  unbounded  :  as  the  Sea, 
Far  through  his  azure  turbulent  domain. 
Your  empire  owns,  and  from  a  thousand  shores 
Wafts  all  the  pomp  of  life  into  your  ports ; 
So  with  superior  boon  may  your  rich  soil. 
Exuberant,  Nature*s  better  blewings  pour 
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0*cr  ersry  knd,  the  mdced  natkmt  dollie. 
And  be  th*  exhaindeii  granary  of  m  world  \ 

Nor  only  through  the  lenient  air  this  change, 
Delicioaa,  breathes;  the  penetrative  Sun, 
His  force  deefMlarting  to  the  dark  retreat 
Of  vegetation,  sets  the  steaming  Power 
At  laige,  to  wander  o'er  the  vemant  Earth, 
In  various  hues ;  but  chiefly  thee,  gay  Green ! 
Thou  smiling  Nature's  unirersal  robe ! 
Unitediight  and  shade !  where  the  sight  dwells 
With  growing  strength,  and  erer-new  delight 

Fkom  the  moist  meadow  to  the  wither'd  hill, 
Led  by  the  breese,  the  vivid  verdure  runs, 
And  swells^  and  deepens,  to  the  cherish'd  eye. 
The  hawthorn  whitens :  and  the  juicy  groves 
Put  forth  their  buds,  unfolding  l^  degiees, 
Till  the  whole  leafy  forest  stands  disphiy'd. 
In  full  luxuriance  to  the  sighing  gales ; 
Where  the  deer  rustle  through  the  twiidng  brske^ 
And  the  birds  sing  oonceal'd     At  once  anrmy'd 
In  all  the  colours  of  the  flushing  year, 
By  Nature's  swift  and  secret-working  hand. 
The  garden  glows,  and  fills  the  liberal  aur 
With  lavish  fragrance ;  whUe  the  promis'd  fruit 
Lies  vet  a  little  embryo,  unperceiv'd 
Witbm  its  crimson  folds.     Now  firom  the  town 
Buried  in  smoke,  and  sleep,  and  noisome  damps, 
Oft  let  roe  wander  o'er  the  dewy  fields,         [drops 
Where  freshness  breathes,  and  dash  the  trembling 
Fh»m  the  bent  bush,  as  through  the  verdant  mase 
Of  sweet-brier  hedges  I  pursue  my  walk ; 
Or  taste  the  smell  of  dairy  ;  or  ascend 
Some  eminence,  Augusta,  in  thy  plains, 
And  see  the  countiy,  far  diffus'd  around. 
One  boundless  blu^  one  white-empurpled  shower 
Of  mingled  blossoms ;  where  the  raptur'd  eye 
Hurries  from  joy  to  joy,  and,  hid  beneath 
Hie  ikir  profusion,  yellow  Autumn  spies. 

If,  brush'd  from  Russian  wilds,  a  cutting  gale 
Rise  not,  and  scatter  from  his  humid  wings 
Tlie  clammy  mildew  ;  or,  dry-blowing,  breathe 
Untimel  V  frost ;  before  whose  baleful  bUst 
The   frm-blown    Spring  through  all  her  foliage 

shrinks, 
Joylev  and  dead,  a  wide-dejected  waste. 
For  oft,  engender'd  by  the  hasy  north. 
Myriads  on  myriads,  insect  armies  waft 
Keen  in  the  poison'd  breese ;  and  wasteful  eat 
Hmmgh  buds  and  bark,  into  the  blacken'd  core, 
llieir  eager  way.     A  feeble  race  !  yet  oft 
Hie  sacred  sons  of  vengeance !  on  whose  course 
Conrottve  famine  waits,  and  kills  the  year. 
To  check  this  pUigue,  the  skilful  farmer  chafi*. 
And  blazing  straw,  before  his  orchard  bums ; 
Till,  all  im^v'd  in  smoke,  the  latent  foe 
From  every  cranny  suffocated  fiUls : 
Or  scatters  o'er  the  blooms  the  pungent  dust 
Of  pepper,  &tal  to  the  frosty  tribe : 
Or,  when  th*  envenom'd  leaf  begins  to  curl. 
With  sprinkled  water  drowns  them  in  their  nest ; 
Nor,  while  they  pick  them  up  with  busy  bill. 
Hie  little  trooping  birds  unwisely  scares. 

Be  patient,  swains ;  these  cruel-aeeming  winds 
Blow  not  in  vain.  Far  hence  they  keep  repress'd 
Hiose  deepening  douds  on  clouds,  surdiarg'd  with 

rain, 
Hiat,  o'er  the  vast  Atlantic  hither  borne. 
In  endless  train,  would  quench  the  summer-Uase, 
And,  cheerless,  drown  the  crude  unripened  year. 

The  north-east  spends  bis  rage ;  he  now  shut  up 


Widun  hit  iron  cave,  m  cflusivc  wuth 

Warms  the  wide  air,  and  o'er  the  void  of  heaven 

Breathes  the  big  clouds  with  vernal  showers  disint 

At  fint  a  dusky  wreath  they  seem  to  rise. 

Scarce  staining  ether;  but  by  swift  degrees. 

In  heaps  on  heaps,  the  doubling  vapour  sails 

Along  the  loaded  sky,  and  mingled  deep 

Sits  on  th'  horison  round  a  settled  gloom : 

Not  such  as  winteiy-storms  on  moitsls  shed. 

Oppressing  life ;  but  lovely,  gentle,  kind. 

And  full  dT  every  hope,  and  every  joy,. 

The  wish  of  Nature.     Gradual  sinks  the  breese 

Into  a  perfect  calm ;  that  not  a  breath 

Is  heard  to  quiver  through  the  dosing  woods, 

Or  rustling  turn  the  nuuiy  twinkling  leaves 

Of  a^in  talL     Th'  uncurling  floods,  difius'd 

In  glassy  breadth,  seem  throi^  delusive  lapse 

Foigetftil  of  their  course,     'lis  silence  all. 

And  pleasing  expectation.     Herds  and  flodcs 

Drop  the  dry  sprig,  and  mute^mploring,  eye 

The  felling  verdure.     Huah'd  in  short  suspense, 

The  plumy  people  streak  their  wings  vrith  oi]» 

To  throw  the  ludd  moisture  trickling  off; 

And  wait  th'  approaching  sign  to  stnke,  at  oncc^ 

Into  the  general  choir.     £v*n  mountains,  vak% 

And  foreits  seem,  impatient,  to  demand 

The  promis'd  sweetness.     Man  superior  walks 

Amid  the  glad  creation,  musing  praise^ 

And  looking  lively  gratitude.     At  last. 

The  clouds  consign  their  treasures  to  the  fields ; 

And,  softly  shaking  on  the  dimpled  pool 

IVelusive  drops,  let  all  their  moisture  flow. 

In  huge  effusion,  o'er  the  fresben'd  wurid. 

The  stealing  shower  is  scarce  to  patter  heard, 

By  such  as  wander  through  the  forest  walks, 

Beneath  th'  umbrageous  multitude  of  leaves. 

But  who  can  hold  the  shade,  while  Heaven  descends 

In  univerud  bounty,  shedding  herbs. 

And  fruits,  and  flowers,  on  Nature's  ample  lap  ? 

Swift  fancy  fir'd  anticipates  their  growth ; 

And,  while  the  milky  nutriment  mstils. 

Beholds  the  kindling  country  colour  round. 

Thus  all  day  long  the  AiU-distended  douds 
Indulge  their  genial  stores,  and  weU-sbower'd  eaxtik 
Is  deep-enricfa'd  with  vegetable  life ; 
Till,  in  the  western  sky,  the  downward  Sun 
Looks  out,  effulmt,  from  amid  the  flush 
Of  broken  clouds,  gay-shifting  to  his  beam. 
The  rapid  radiance  instantaneous  strikes 
Th'  illumin'd  mountain,  through  the  forest 
Shakes  on  the  floods,  and  in  a  yellow  mist, 
Far  smoking  o'er  th'  interminable  plnin. 
In  twinkling  myriads,  lights  the  dewy  gems. 
Moist,  bright,  and  green,  the  landscape 

around. 

Full  swell  the  woods;  their  very  music  wakea, 
Mir'd  in  wild  concert  with  the  warbling  broolu 
Increas'd,  the  distant  bleatings  of  the  hilla. 
And  hollow  lows  responsive  from  the  valea» 
Whence  blending  all  the  sweeten'd  aephyr  s|Bring&. 
Meantime,  refhicted  fitym  yon  eastern  cloud* 
Bestriding  Earth,  the  grand  ethereal  bow 
Shoots  up  immense ;  and  every  hue  nnfoMs, 
In  fair  prpportion  running  from  the  red. 
To  yrhere  the  violet  fades  into  the  sky. 
Hera,  awful  Newton,  the  dissolving  ck>u«fc 
Form,  fironting  on  the  Sun,  thy  thawerj  priaons. 
And  to  the  sage-instructed  eye  unfold 
The  various  twine  of  light,  by  thee  diacki«^^ 
From  the  while  minglii^  iliife^^l^iK^  tbe  boy 
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He  wondering  views  the  brifffaft  endHUitraent  bend, 
Ddlgbtful,  o>r  the  ndiant  fidds,  and  runs 
To  cafch  tbe  fidling  glory ;  but  amax'd 
Beholds  th*  amushre  arch  before  hhn  fty, 
Tbtn  nmish  quite  away.     Still  night  succeeds, 
A  aoAen*d  shade,  and  saturated  eiurth 
Awaits  the  moming4>eam,  to  ^ve  to  light, 
Rau'd  through  ten  thousand  different  plaidc  tubes, 
Tbe  bafany  treasures  of  the  farmer  day. 

Tlien  spring  the  living  herbs,  proAisely  wild, 
0*er  all  the  deep-green  earth,  b^ond  the  power 
Of  botanists  to  number  up  their  tribes: 
Whether  he  steals  along  the  lonely  dale. 
In  silent  search ;  or  tlmragh  the  forest,  rank 
With  what  the  daU.  incurious  weeds  account, 
Bursts  bis  blind  way ;  or  elimbe  the  mountain-rock, 
Ffa^d  by  the  nodding  verdure  of  its  brow; 
With  such  a  liberal  hand  has  Nature  flung 
Their  seeds  abroad,  Uown  them  about  in  winds, 
Innnmerouft  miz*d  them  with  the  nursing  mould. 
Hie  moistening  current,  and  prolific  rain. 

Bat  who  then*  virtues  can  declare  ?  who  pierce, 
With  vision  pure,  into  these  secret  stores, 
Of  heahh^andlifie,  andjoy?    The  food  of  man. 
Wide  yet  he  liv*d  in  innocence,  and  told 
A  length  of  golden  years;  unflesh'd  in  blood, 
A  stranger  to  the  savage  arts  of  ]i£e, 
Death,  rapine,  carnage,  surfeit,  and  disease ; 
Ihe  lord,  and  not  the  tyrant,  of  the  world. 
Ibe  first  fresh  dawn  then  wak*d  the  gkKiden'd 
race 
Of  unoomipted  man,  nor  blush*d  to  see 
Tbe  sluggard  sleep  beneath  its  sacred  beam : 
For  their  light  slumbers  gently  fum'd  away ; 
And  up  they  rose  as  vigorous  as  the  Sun, 
Or  to  tbe  culture  of  the  willing  gltbe, 
Or  to  the  cheerful  tendence  of  the  flock. 
Meantiiiie  tbe  song  went  round;  and  dance  and  sport, 
Wadom  and  friendly  talk,  successive,  stole 
llieir  hours  away ;  while  in  the  rosy  vale 
Love  breath'd  his  infant  sighs,  from  anguish  free, 
And  loll  replete  with  bliss ;  save  the  sweet  pain. 
Hat,  faij^y  thrilling,  but  exalts  it  more. 
Nor  yet  iiyurious  act,  nor  surly  deed. 
Was  kncnm  among  those  happy  sons  of  Heaven ; 
For  reaaoo  and  benevolence  were  law. 
HsmKMUons  Nature  too  looked  smiling  on. 
ClcBr  shone  tbe  skies,  cooPd  with  eternal  gales, 
And  balmy  spirit  all.     The  youthful  Sun 
Shot  his  best  rays,  and  still  the  gracious  clouds 
Btopp*d  fiUnesB  down ;  as  o'er  the  swelling  mead, 
Ihe  herds  and  flocks,  commixing,  play'd  secure. 
'Ais  wfaei^  emeigent  fhim  the  gloomy  wood, 
The  glaring  lion  saw,  his  horrid  heart 
Was  nwdwn'd,  and  he  join'd  his  sullen  joy, 
¥m  BBUsir  held  the  wh<^  in  perfea  peace : 
Saft  ai^*d  the  flute ;  the  tender  voice  was  heard, 
WarUmg  the  varied  heart;  the  woodlands  round 
.^ply'd  their  quire ;  and  winds  and  waters  flow'd 
la  ffKaoniiiici.     Such  were  those  prime  of  days. 
But    now   those    white  unblemished  manners, 
whence 
The  fidiiing  poets  took  their  golden  age, 
Ase  Ibond  no  more  amid  these  iron  times. 
These  dbrc^  of  life !  Now  the  distempered  mind 
Has  loat  that  concord  of  harmonious  powers, 
Whidi  Ibsms  the  soul  of  happiness ;  and  all 
Is  off  the  poise  within  :  the  passions  all 
Have  borst  their  bounds ;  and  reason,  half  extinct, 
€^  inpoteBt,  or  eke  approving,  sees 


The  foul  disorder.     Seueless,  and  defana'd. 

Convulsive  anger  Btonns  at  large ;  or  pale, 

And  sQent,  settles  into  fdl  revenge. 

Base  envy  withers  at  another's  joy. 

And  hates  that  excellence  it  cannot  reach. 

Desponding  fear,  of  feeble  fendes  full. 

Weak  and  unmanly,  loosens  every  power. 

Ev'n  love  itself  is  bitterness  of  soul, 

A  pensive  anguish  pining  at  the  heut ; 

Or,  sunk  to  sordid  interest,  feels  no  more 

That  noble  wish,  that  never-cloy'd  desirie, 

Which,  selfish  joy  disdaining,  seeks  alone 

To  bios  die  dttrer  object  of  its  flame. 

Hope  sickens  with  extravagance;  and  grie^ 

Of  life  impatient,  into  madness  swells ; 

Or  in  dead  silence  wastes  the  weeping  hours. 

These,  and  a  thousand  mixt  emotions  more, 

From  ever^changing  views  of  good  and  ill, 

Fonn*d  infinitely  various,  vex  the  mind 

With  endless  storm :  whence,  deeply  rankling^  grows 

Hie  partial  thought,  a  listless  unconcern. 

Cold,  and  averting  from  our  nrighbour's  good; 

Then  darii  disgust,  and  hatred,  winding  vnles, 

Coward  deceit,  and  ruffian  violence  ; 

At  Uetf  extinct  each  social  feeling,  fell 

And  joyless  inhumanity  pervades 

And  petrifies  the  heart.     Nature  disturb*d 

Is  deem'd,  rindictive,  to  have  chang'd  her  course. 

Hence,  in  old  dusky  time,  a  deluge  came : 
When  the  deep-defi  disporting  orb,  that  arch*d 
The  central  waters  round,  impetuous  rush'd. 
With  universal  burst,  into  the  gulph. 
And  o*er  the  high.pil*d  hills  of  fractur'd  earth 
Wide  dash*d  the  waves,  in  undulation  vast ; 
Till,  from  the  centre  to  the  streaming  douds, 
A  shoreless  ocean  tumbled  round  the  globe. 

The  Seasons  since  have,  with  severer  sway, 
Oppres6*d  a  broken  world :  the  Winter  keen 
Shook  forth  his  waste  of  snows ;  and  Summer  shot 
His  pestilential  heats.     Great  %>ring,  before, 
Green'd  all  the  year;   and  fhiits  and  bkesoms 

biush'd, 
In  social  sweetness,  on  the  seUUamc  bough. 
Pure  was  the  temperate  air ;  and  even  calm 
Perpetual  reign*d,  save  what  the  zephyrs  bland 
BreathM  o'er  the  blue  expanse :  for  then  nor  storsas 
Were  taught  to  blow,  nor  hurricanes  to  rage ; 
Sound  slept  the  waters ;  no  sulphureous  glooms 
Swell*d  in  the  sky,  and  sent  the  lightning  forth ; 
While  sickly  damps,  and  cold  autunmal  fogs, 
Hung  not,  relaxing,  on  the  springs  of  life. 
But  now,  of  turbid  elements  the  sporty 
From  clear  to  cloudy  tost,  from  hot  to  col^ 
And  dry  to  moist,  with  inwanUeating  change, 
Our  drooping  days  are  dwindled  down  to  nought^ 
Their  period  finish'd  ere  *tis  well  begun. 

And  yet  the  wholesome  herb  neglected  dies; 
Though  with  the  pure  exhilarating  soul 
Of  nutriment,  and  health,  and  vital  powers 
Beyond  the  search  of  art,  'tis  copious  blest 
For,  with  hot  ravine  fir'd^  ensanguined  man 
Is  now  become  the  lion  of  tbe  plain, 
And  worse.     The  wolf,  who  from  the  nightly  foki 
Fierce  drags  the  bleating  prey,  ne'er  drunk  her  milky 
Nor  wore  her  warming  fleece :  nor  has  the  steer. 
At  whose  strong  chest  the  deadly  tiger  hangs, 
E'er  ploughed  for  him.     TTiey  too  are  tempar'd  high, 
With  hunger  stung  and  wild  necessity. 
Nor  lodges  pity  in  their  shaggy  breast. 
But  Man,  whom  Nature  form'd^  of  milder  clay. 
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With  tfwy  kind  Amotion  m  hk  hearty 
And  taught  akme  to  weep :  while  fiom  her  lap 
She  pours  ten  tfaouaand  deficadet,  herha. 
And  firuits,  a*  numerous  as  the  drops  of  rain» 
Or  beams  that  gare  them  birth :  shall  be,  fiur  form ! 
Who  wears  sweet  smiles,  and  looks  erect  on  HcaYcn, 
E'er  stoop  to  mingle  w^  the  prowling  bod, 
And  dip  his  tongue  in  gmc  ?     The  beast  of  prey, 
Blood^^ain'd,  deserves  to  bleed :  but  70U,  ye  flocks, 
What  have  ye  done ;  ye  peaceful  people,  what. 
To  merit  drath  ?  you  who  hare  given  us  milk 
In  luscious  streams,  and  lent  us  your  own  coat 
Against  the  winter's  cold  ?    And  the  plain  ox, 
Thit  harmless,  honest,  guileless  animal, 
In  what  has  be  oAfended  ?  he,  whose  toU, 
Fatienlvid  ever  ready,  clothes  the  land 
With  all  the  pomp  of  harvest :  shall  he  bleed, 
And  struggling  groan  beneath  the  cruel  hands 
Ev'n  of  the  down  he  feeds ;  and  that,  perhaps, 
To  swell  the  riot  of  tk'  autumnal  ftai^ 
Won  by  his  labour?    Thus  the  feding  heart 
Would  tenderly  suggest :  but  'tis  enough. 
In  this  late  age,  adventurous,  to  have  toudi'd 
Lijsht  on  the  numbers  of  the  Samian  sage. 
H^;h  Heaven  foibids  the  bold  presumptuous  strain, 
Wtose  wisest  will  has  fix'd  us  in  a  state 
That  must  not  yet  to  pure  perfection  rise. 

Now,  when  tiie  first  foul  torrent  of  the  brooks, 
Swell'd  with  the  vernal  rains,  is  ebb'd  away, 
Andf  whitening,  down  their  mossy-tinctur'd  stream 
Descends  the  Ullowy  fbam :  now  is  the  time, 
While  yet  the  dark-brown  vrater  aids  the  guile. 
To  tempt  the  trout.     The  well-dissembied  fly. 
The  rod  fine-tiq>ering  with  elastic  spring, 
Snatch'd  from  the  h<»ry  steed  the  floating  line. 
And  all  thy  slender  wat'ry  stores,  prepare. 
But  let  not  on  thy  hook  the  tortur'd  worm. 
Convulsive  twist  in  agonising  folds ; 
Which,  by  rapacious  hunger  swallow'd  deep, 
Gives,  as  you  tear  it  fWnn  the  bleeding  bi^ast 
Of  the  weak  helpless  uncomplaining  wretch, 
Harsh  ^n,  and  horrour  to  the  tender  hand. 

Whmk  with  his  lively  ray  the  potent  Sun 
Has  jpietc'd  the  streams,  and  rous'd  the  finny  race, 
Tlien  Issuing  cheerful,  to  thy  sport  repair ; 
Chief  shoukT'the  western  bveeses  curling  play. 
And  light  o*^  ether  bear  the  shadowy  douds. 
High  to  their  <bunt,tfais  day,  amid  the  hUls 
And  woodlaada  warUingixxind,  trace  up  the  brooks ; 
The  next,  pursue  thehr  socky-ckannell'd  maxc, 
Down  to  the  river,  in  whose  ample  wave 
Hieir  little  NsXads  love  to  sport  sit  lai^ 
Just  in  the  dubious'point^  where  with  the  pool 
Is  mil'd  the  trembling  stream,  or  where  it  boils 
Around  the  stone,  or  from  the  hollow'd  bank 
Reverted  plays  in  undukting  flow, 
Theae  throw,  nice  judging,  the  delusive  fly  ; 
And  as  you  lead  it  round  in  artful  curve, 
Witfa  eye  attentive  mark  the  springing  game. 
Straight  as  above  the  8uria(:e  of  the  flood 
Hiey  wanton  rise,  or  urs'd  by  hunger  leap, 
Then  fix,  with  gentle  twitch,  the  barbed  hook  : 
9ame  li^y  tosnng  to  the  grassy  bank, 
And  to  the  shelving  shore,  dow-dragging  some, 
Wtlfa  various  hand  proportion'd  to  their  force. 
IT  yet  too  young,  and  easily  deceiv'd, 
A  worthless  prey  scarce  bends  your  pliant  rod. 
Him,  piteous  of  his  youth,  and  the  short  space 
He  has  enjoy'd  the  vital  light  of  Heaven, 
Soft  disengage,  and  back  into  the  stream 


Sphivg. 

IW  sparkled  eaptiva  throw.     But  should  you  Ion 
FVom  his  dark  haunt,  beneath  the  tangled  roots 
Of  pendant  trees,  the  monarch  of  the  brook. 
Behoves  you  then  to  ply  your  finest  art. 
Long  time  he,  following  cautious,  scans  the  fly ; 
And  olt  attempts  to  seise  it,  but  as  ofk 
Hm  dimpled  water  speaks  hb  jealous  fear. 
At  last,  while  haply  o'er  the  shaded  Sun 
Fssses  a  cloud,  he  desperate  takes  the  death. 
With  suUen  plunge.     At  once  he  darts  along^ 
Deep-struck,  and  runs  out  all  the  lengtfaen'd  Kae: 
Then  seeks  the  fiurthest  ooce,  the  sheltering  weed, 
The  cavem'd  bank,  his  old  secure  abode ; 
And  flies  aloft,  and  flounces  round  the  pooU 
Indignant  of  the  guile.     With  yielding  hand. 
That  fisels  him  stul,  yet  to  his  furious  course 
Gives  way,  3rou,  now  retiring,  following  now. 
Across  the  stream,  exhaust  his  idle  rage : 
Till  floating  broad  upon  his  breathless  side, 
And  to  his  fifete  abandon'd,  to  the  shore 
You  gaily  drag  your  unresisting  prise. 

Thus  pass  the  temperate  hours:  but  when  the  Son 
Shakes  firom  his  noon-day  throne  the  wattfring 

clouds, 
Ev'n  shooting  listless  languor  through  the  deeps; 
Then  sedc  the  bank  where  flowering  elders  crowd. 
Where,  scatter'd  wfld,  the  Ifly  of  the  vale 
Its  balmy  essence  breathes,  where  oowstipa  hang 
The  dewy  head,  where  purple  violets  lurk. 
With  all  the  lowly  chiUren  of  the  shade : 
Or  lie  reclin'd  beneath  yon  q[»reading  ash. 
Hung  o'er  the  steep;  whence,  borne  on  liquid  win^ 
The  sounding  culver  shoots  ;  or  vrhere  the  hawk. 
High,  in  the  beetling  diif,  Us  aery  builds. 
There  let  die  chusic  page  the  fancy  lead 
Through  rural  scenes ;  such  as  the  Mantuan  tmrna. 
Points  in. the  matchless  harmony  of  song. 
Or  catch  thyself  the  landscape,  gliding  swift 
Athwart  imagination's  vivid  eye : 
Or  by  the  vocal  woods  and  waten  Inll'd, 
And  lost  in  loody  musing,  in  the  dream, 
Confbs'd,  of  careless  solitude,  where  mix 
Ten  thousand  wandering  images  of  things 
Soothe  every  gust  of  passion  into  peace ; 
All  but  the  swellings  of  the  soAen'd  bear^ 
That  waken,  not  distmb^  the  tranquil  mind. 

Behold  yon  breathing  proqpect  bids  the  Muse 
Throw  all  her  beauty  f^rtfa.     But  who  cmn  paint 
Like  Nature  ?     Can  imagination  boaaC^ 
Amid  its  gaj  creation,  hues  like  hen  ? 
Or  can  it  mix  them  with  that  matehleas  akiH, 
And  lose  them  in  each  other,  as  appear* 
In  every  bud  that  blows?     IffiuicyAea 
Unequal  fiuls  beneath  the  pleasbg  task, 
Ah,  what  shall  hmguage  do  ?  ah,  where  And  wwds 
Ting'd  with  so  many  cokmn ;  and  wfaoae  power. 
To  fife  approaching,  may  perfiime  my  kya 
With  that  fine  oil,  thoae  aromatic  galea 
That  inexhaustive  flow  eonllnual  round? 

Yet,  though  successless,  will  the  toQ  drii^ 
Come  dien,  ye  virgins  and  ye  youths,  wboae  Jwiasta 
Have  felt  the  raptures  of  refining  love ! 
And  thou,  Amanda,  come^  pride  of  my  aong  ! 
Form'd  by  the  Graces,  loveUness  itself ! 
Come  with  those  downcast  eyes,  sedate  and  aw  m. 
Those  looks  demure,  that  deeply  pierce  tbe  aoal^ 


Where,  vrith  the  light  of  thoughtful  1 
Shines  lively  fimcy  and  the  fiwimg  heart: 
O  come !  and  while  the  rosy-footed  May 
Steals  blushing  on,  together  Jet  us  tread 
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The  morning  dews,  and  gather  m  their  prime 
FVesb^looining  flowers,  to  grace  thy  braided  hair, 
And  thy  lor'd  bosom  that  improves  their  sweets. 

See  where  tlje  winding  vale  its  lavish  stores, 
Irriguous,  spreads.     See,  how  the  Uly  drinks 
The  latent  rill,  scarce  ooxing  through  the  grass. 
Of  growth  luxuriant:  or  the  humid  bank, 
In  ftir  profusion,  decks.     Long  let  us  walk, 
Where  the  breeze  blows  from  yon  extended  field 
Of  bloaeom'd  beans.     Arabia  cannot  boast  ^ 

A  fuller  gale  of  joy,  than,  liberal,  thence         [souL 
Breathes  through  the  sense,  and  takes  tlie  ravish'd 
Nor  is  tlie  mead  unworthy  of  thy  foot. 
Full  of  fresh  verdure,  and  unnumber'd  flowers, 
The  negligence  of  Nature,  wide,  and  wild ; 
Whcre^  undisguised  by  mimic  Art,  she  spreads 
Unbounded  Iwauty  to  the  roving  eye. 
Here  dieir  delicious  task  the  fervent  bees. 
In  awanning  millions,  tend :  around,  athwart, 
Tlvough  the  toft  air,  the  busy  nations  fly, 
ding  to  the  bud,  and,  with  inserted  tube, 
Suck  its  pure  essence,  its  ethereal  soul ; 
And  of^  with  bolder  wing,  they  soaring  dare 
The  purple  heath,  or  wljere  the  wild  tliyme  growa^ 
And  yellow  load  them  with  the  luscious  spoil. 

At  length  the  finish*d  garden  to  the  view 
Ili  viatas  opens,  and  its  alleys  green. 
8oatcfa*d  tlut>ugh  the  verdant  maze,  the  hurried  eye 
Distracted  wanders ;  now  the  bowery  walk 
Of  covert  dose,  where  scarce  a  speck  of  day 
Falls  on  the  lengtlienM  gloom,  protracted  sweeps : 
Noir  meets  the  bending  sky ;  the  river  now 
Diai]ded  along,  the  breezy  ruffled  lake, 
The  forest  darkening  round,  the  glittering  spire, 
Th'  ethereal  mountain,  and  the  distant  main. 
Bat  why  so  hr  excursive  ?  when  at  hand, 
Alon^  these  blushing  borders,  bright  with  dew. 
And  m  yon  mingled  wilderness  of  flowers. 
Fair-handed  Spring  unbosoms  every  grace ; 
Throws  out  the  snow-drop,  and  tlie  crocus  first ; 
Hm  daisy,  primrose,  violet  darkly  blue. 
And  polyaitthus  of  unnumber*d  dyes ; 
The  yellow  walUflower,  stain'd  with  iron-brown ; 
And  hnrish  stock  that  scents  tlie  garden  round : 
Fkmn  the  soft  wing  of  vernal  breezes  shed, 
Aacoionies ;  auriculas,  enrich*d 
With  shining  meal  o*er  all  their  velvet  leaves; 
And  full  ranunculus  c^  glowing  red. 
Then  eomes  the  tulip-race,  where  beauty  plays 
Her  idle  freaks ;  trom  family  difius'd 
To  family,  as  flies  the  father  dust, 
Ihe  varied  colours  run ;  and  while  they  break 
On  the  chann*d  eye,  th*  exulting  florist  marks. 
With  secret  pride,  the  wonders  o(  his  hand. 
Mo  gndual  bloom  u  wanting ;  from  the  bud, 
Fhstbom  of  flaring,  to  Sununer's  musky  tribes : 
Mor  hyacinths,  of  purest  virgin  white, 
IjamJbeatf  and  blushing  inward ;  nor  jonquils. 
Of  potent  fragrance ;  nor  Narcissus  fair. 
As  o'er  the  fSb\ed  mountain  hanging  still ; 
Nor  broad  carnations,  nor  gay-spotted  pinks ; 
Kor,  iho«er*d  from  every  bu^h,  the  damask-rose, 
lainite  nundierR  delioacies,  smells, 
With  hues  on  hues  expression  cannot  paint. 
The  breath  of  Nature  and  her  endless  bloom. 

HbU  tuuroe  of  Being !  Universal  Soul 
Of  Hasven  and  Earth !  essential  Presence,  hail ! 
T»  Ihee  I  bend  the  knee ;  to  thee,  my  thoughts 
Ceatimial  climb ;  who,  with  a  master-hand, 
Hnat  the  great  whole  into  perfection  touchU 


By  thee  the  various  vegetative  tribes, 

Wrapt  in  a  filmy  net,  and  clad  with  leaves, 

Drew  tlie  live  ether,  and  imbibe  tlie  dew ; 

By  thee  disposed  into  congenial  soils. 

Stands  each  attractive  plant,  and  sucks  and  swells 

Tlie  juicy  tide ;  a  twining  mass  of  tubes. 

At  thy  command  the  vernal  Sun  awakes 

Hie  torpid  sap,  detruded  to  the  root 

By  wintery  winds ;  that  now  in  fluent  dance, 

And  lively  fermentation,  mounting,  spreads 

All  this  innumerous^olour*d  scene  of  things. 

As  rising  from  the  vegetable  world 
My  theme  ascends,  with  equal  wing  ascend. 
My  panting  Muse ;  and  hark  how  loud  the  woods 
Invite  you  forth  in  all  your  gayest  trim. 
Lend  me  your  song,  ye  nightingales !  oh !  pour 
TTie  mazy-running  soul  of  melody 
Into  my  varied  verse !  wliile  I  deduce. 
From  the  first  note  the  hollow  cuckoo  singa^ 
Tlie  symphony  of  Spring,  and  touch  a  theme 
Unknown  to  fame,  the  jxission  of  the  groves. 

When  first  the  soul  of  love  is  sent  abroad. 
Warm  through  the  vital  air,  and  on  the  heart 
Harmonious  seizes,  the  gay  troops  begin, 
In  eallant  thought  to  plume  the  painted  wing ; 
And  try  again  £e  long-forgotten  strain. 
At  first  faint-warbled.     But  no  sooner  grows 
The  soft  infusion  prevalent  and  wide, 
Than,  all  alive,  at  once  their  joy  o*erflows 
In  music  unconfin*d.     Up  springs  the  lark, 
Shrill-voicM,  and  loud,  the  messenger  of  mom ; 
Ere  yet  the  shadows  fly,  he  mounted  sings 
Amid  tlie  dawning  clouds,  and  from  their  haunts 
Calls  up  the  tunenil  nations.     Every  copse 
Deep-tangled,  tree  irregular,  and  bush 
Bending  with  dewy  moisture,  o*er  the  heads 
Of  the  coy  quiristers  that  lodge  within, 
Are  prodigal  of  harmony,     llie  thrush 
And  wood-lark,  o*er  the  kind-contending  throng 
Superior  heard,  run  through  the  sweetest  length 
Of  notes ;  when  listening  Philomela  deigns 
To  let  them  joy,  and  purposes,  in  thought 
Elate,  to  make  her  night  excel  their  day. 
The  bkck-bird  whistles  from  the  thorny  brake ; 
The  mellow  bulfinch  answers  from  the  grove : 
Nor  are  the  linnets,  o*er  the  flowering  furze 
Pour*d  out  profusely,  silent     Join*d  to  tliese, 
Innumerous  songsters,  in  the  freshening  shade 
Of  new-sprung  leaves,  their  modulations  mix 
Mellifluous.     The  jay,  the  rook,  the  daw. 
And  each  harsh  pipe,  discordant  heard  alone, 
Aid  the  full  concert :  while  the  stock-dove  brcatlics 
A  melancholy  murmur  through  the  whole. 

•Tis  love  creates  thehr  melody,  and  all 
Tills  waste  of  music  is  the  voice  of  love ; 
That  ev'n  to  birds,  and  beasts,  tlie  tender  arts 
Of  pleasing  teaches.     Hence  the  glossy  kind 
TVy  every  winning  way  inventive  love 
Can  dictate,  and  in  courtship  to  their  mates 
Pour  forth  their  little  souls.     First,  wide  around. 
With  distant  awe,  in  airy  rings  they  rove, 
Endeavouring  by  a  thousand  tricks  to  catdi 
The  cunning,  conscious,  half-avertcd  glance 
Of  their  regardless  charmer.     Should  she  see 
Sofleninff  die  least  approvance  to  bestow, 
Hiehr  coTours  burnish,  and,  by  hope  inspur*d. 
They  brisk  advance ;  then,  on  a  sudden  struck. 
Retire  disordered ;  then  agam  approach ; 
In  fond  rotation  spread  the  spotted  wing, 
AoJ  fchivcr  every  feather  with  desire. 
Ec  2    ^ 
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Connubial  kagiMs  agreed,  to  the  deep  woods 
They  haste  away,  all  as  their  fiuicy  leads, 
Pleasure,  or  food,  or  secret  safety  prompts; 
That  Nature's  great  command  may  be  obey*d: 
Nor  all  the  sweet  sensations  they  percehre 
Indulg*d  in  vain.     Some  to  the  holly-hedge 
Nestling  repair,  and  to  the  thicket  some; 
Some  to  the  rude  protection  of  the  thorn 
Commit  their  feeble  offspring :  the  cleft  tree 
Offers  its  kind  concealment  to  a  few. 
Their  food  its  insects,  and  its  moss  their  nests. 
Othen  apart,  far  in  die  grassy  dale. 
Or  roughening  waste,  their  humble  texture  weave. 
But  most  in  woodland  solitudes  delight, 
In  unfrequented  slooms,  or  shaggy  banks, 
Steep,  and  dividea  by  a  babbling  brook, 
"Whose  murmurs  soothe  them  all  the  live-long  day, 
When  by  kind  duty  fix*d.     Among  the  roots 
Of  basel,  pendent  o'er  die  plaintive  stream. 
They  frame  the  first  foundi^n  of  their  domes ; 
Dry  sprigs  of  trees,  in  artful  fabric  laid. 
And  bound  with  clay  together.     Now  'tis  nought 
But  restless  hurry  through  the  busy  air. 
Beat  by  unnumber'd  wings.     Tlie  swallow  sweeps 
The  sluny  pool,  to  build  his  hanging  house 
Intent.     And  often,  from  the  careless  back 
Of  herds  and  flocks  a  thousand  tugging  bills 
Pluck  hair  and  wool ;  and  oft,  when  unobserv'd. 
Steal  from  the  bam  a  stnw :  till  soft  and  warm. 
Clean,  and  complete,  their  habitation  grows. 

As  thus  the  patient  dam  assiduous  sits, 
Not  to  be  tempted  from  her  tender  task. 
Or  by  sharp  hunger,  or  l^  smooth  delight. 
Though  the  whole  loosen  *a  Spring  around  her  blows. 
Her  sympathizing  lover  takes  his  stand 
High  on  th'  opponent  bank,  and  ceaseless  sings 
The  tedious  time  away ;  or  else  supplies 
Her  place  a  moment,  whilt  she  sudden  flits 
To  pick  the  scanty  meaL     Th*  appointed  time 
With  pious  toil  fulfiird,  the  callow  young. 
Warmed  and  expanded  into  perfect  life. 
Their  brittle  bondage  break,  and  come  to  light, 
A  helpless  fionily,  demanding  food 
With  constant  cliunour:  O  what  passions  then, 
What  melting  sentiments  of  kindly  care. 
On  the  new  parents  seise  !     Away  they  fly 
Affectionate,  and  undesiring  bear 
The  most  delicious  morsel  to  their  young ; 
Which  equally  distributed,  again 
The  search  bc^ns.     £v*n  so  a  genUe  pair. 
By  fortune  sunk,  but  form'd  of  generous  mould, 
And  charm'd  witii  cares  beyond  the  vulgar  breast. 
In  some  lone  cot  amid  the  distant  woods, 
Sustain'd  alone  by  providential  Heaven, 
Oft  as  they  weeping  eye  their  infant  train. 
Check  their  own  appetites,  and  give  them  all 
Nor  toil  alone  they  scorn ;  exaltinff  love. 
By  the  great  Father  of  the  Spring  inspir'd. 
Gives  instant  courage  to  ihefeaifid  race. 
And  to  the  simple^  art.     With  stealthy  wing. 
Should  some  rude  foot  their  woody  haunts  molest, 
Amid  a  neighbouring  bush  they  silent  drcp. 
And  whirling  thence,  as  if  alarm'd,  deceive 
Th*  unfeeling  school-boy.  Hence,  around  the  head 
Of  wandering  swain,  tiie  white-wing'd  plover  wheels 
Her  sounding  flight,  and  then  dire^y  on 
In  long  excursion  skims  the  level  lawn. 
To  tempt  him  fVom  her  nest    The  wild-duck,  hence. 
O'er  tiie  rough  moss,  and  o'er  the  trackless  waste 


The  heath-hen  flutter^  pious  fraud !  to  lead 
The  hot  pursuing  spaniel  far  astray. 

Be  not  the  Muse  asham'd,  here  to  bemoan 
Her  brothers  of  the  grove,  by  tyrant  man 
Inhuman  caught,  ai^  in  the  narrow  cage 
From  liberty  confin'd,  and  boundless  air. 
Dull  are  the  pretty  slaves,  their  plumage  dull. 
Ragged,  and  all  its  brightening  lustre  lost ; 
Nor  is  that  sprighUy  wildness  in  their  notes, 
Which,  clear  and  vigorous,  warbles  from  the  beedk 
O  then,  ye  friends  of  love  and  love-taught  song. 
Spare  the  soft  tribes,  this  barbarous  art  fori>ear ; 
If  on  your  bosom  innocence  can  win. 
Music  engage,  or  piety  persuade. 

But  let  not  chief  the  nightingale  lament 
Her  ruin'd  care,  too  delicately  fram'd 
To  brook  the  luursh  confinement  of  the  cage. 
Oft  when,  returning  with  her  loaded  bill, 
TV  astonish'd  mother  finds  a  vacant  nest. 
By  the  hard  band  of  unrelenting  clowns 
Robb'd,  to  the  ground  the  vain  provision  falls ; 
Her  pinions  ruffle,  and,  low  dropping,  scarce 
Can  bear  the  mourner  to  the  poplar  shade ; 
Where,  all  abandon'd  to  despair,  she  sings 
Her  sorrows  through  the  night ;  and,  on  the  bough , 
Sole-sitting,  still  at  every  dying  faU 
Takes  up  again  her  lamentable  strain 
Of  winding  woe;  till,  wide  around,  the  woods 
Sigh  to  her  song,  and  with  her  wail  resound. 

But  now  the  feather'd  youth  their  former  bounda. 
Ardent,  disdain  ;  and,  weighing  oft  tlieir  wings, 
Demand  the  free  possession  of  the  sky ; 
Hiis  one  glad  office  more,  and  then  dissolves 
Parental  love  at  once,  now  needless  grown. 
Unlavisb'd  Wisdom  never  works  in  vain. 
*Tis  on  some  evening,  sunny,  grateful,  mild, 
When  nought  but  balm  is  breathing  through  the 

woods. 
With  yellow  lustre  bright,  that  the  new  tribes 
Visit  the  spacious  heavens,  and  look  abroad 
On  Nature's  common  fkr  as  they  can  see. 
Or  wing,  their  range  and  pasture.  O'er  the  boughs 
Dancing  about,  still  at  the  giddy  verge 
Thdr  resolution  fails ;  their  pinions  stiU, 
In  loose  libratiou  stretdi'd,  to  trust  the  void 
Trembling  refuse :  till  down  before  them  fly 
The  parent-guides,  and  chide,  exhort,  conunand. 
Or  push  them  off.     The  surging  air  receives 
Its  plumy  burden ;  and  their  self-Uught  wings 
Winnow  the  waving  element.     On  ground 
Alighted,  bolder  up  again  they  lead. 
Farther  and  farther  on,  the  lengthening  ffight ; 
Till,  vanish'd  every  fear,  and  eveiy  power 
Rous*d  into  life  and  action,  light  in  air 
Th'  acquitted  parents  see  then*  soaring  race. 
And  once  rejoicing  never  know  them  more. 

High  from  the  summit  of  a  craggy  cliff. 
Hung  o'er  the  deep,  such  as  amazing  fVowns 
On  utmost  Kilda's  *  shore,  whose  lonely  race 
Resign  the  setting  sun  to  Indian  worids, 
The  royal  eagle  draws  his  vigorous  young, 
Strong-pounc'd,  and  ardent  with  paternal  fire. 
Now  fit  to  raise  a  kingdom  of  their  own. 
He  drives  them  from  his  fort,  tiic  towering  se«t, 
¥or  ages  of  his  empire ;  whidi,  in  peace, 
Unstain'd  he  holds,  while  many  a  league  to  aea 
He  wings  his  course,  and  preyi  in  distent  idea. 

*  The  fimhest  of  the  western  islands  of  SooUand. 
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Should  I  my  ifiqis  turn  to  the  mnl  seat, 
Wbose  lofty  elnifl,  and  venerable  oaks, 
InTite  the  rook,  who  high  amid  the  boughs, 
In  early  Spring,  his  airy  dty  builds, 
And  ceaseless  caws  amusive ;  tfaere^  well  pleas'd, 
I  might  the  various  polity  survey 
Of  the  mixt  household  kind.     The  careful  hen 
Calls  all  her  chirping  family  around. 
Fed  and  defended  by  the  fearless  cock ; 
Whose  breast  with  ardour  flames,  as  on  he  walks 
Graceful,  and  crows  defiance.     In  the  pond. 
Hie  finely-chequer'd  duck,  he£are  her  train. 
Rows  garrulous.     The  stately  sailing  swaii 
Gives  out  his  snowy  plumage  to  the  gale ; 
And,  arching  proud  his  ned^  with  oary  feet 
Bears  forward  fierce,  and  guards  his  osier-isle, 
Rutective  of  his  young.     Hie  turkey  nigh, 
Loud   threatening   reddens;    while   the    peacock 

spreads 
Kb  evety.^wlour'd  glory  to  the  Sun, 
And  swims  in  radiant  majesty  along. 
O'er  the  whole  homely  scene,  the  cooing  dove 
Flies  thick  in  amorous  chase,  and  wanton  rolls 
The  ^andng  eye,  and  turns  the  changeful  neck. 

While  thus  the  gentle  tenants  of  the  shade 
Indulge  their  purer  loves,  the  rougher  world 
Of  brutes,  below,  rush  furious  into  flame, 
And  fierce  desire.     Hirough  all  bis  lusty  veins 
Hie  bull,  deep-8corch*d,  the  raging  passion  feels. 
Of  pasture  sick,  and  negligent  of  food. 
Scarce  seen,  he  wades  among  the  yellow  broom. 
While  o'er  his  ample  side  the  rambling  sprays 
Luxuriant  shoot ;  or  tfaroush  the  mazy  wood 
Dgected  wanders,  nor  th*  mticing  bud 
Oops,  though  it  preaKS  on  his  careless  sense. 
And  oft,  in  jealous  maddening  fency  wrapt, 
Bit  seeks  the  fight ;  and,  idly  butting,  feigns 
Bh  rival  gor*d  in  every  knotty  truiw. 
Him  should  he  meet,  the  bellowing  war  begins : 
Tlar  eyes  fladi  fury ;  to  the  hollow'd  earth. 
Whence  the  sand  flies,  they  mutter  bloody  deeds. 
And,  groaning  deep,  th*  impetuous  battle  mix: 
Wlale  the  hir  heifer,  balmy  breathing,  near. 
Stands  kindling  up  their  rage.  The  trembling  steed. 
With  this  hot  impulse  seia*d  in  every  nerve. 
Her  heeds  the  rein,  no^  hears  the  sounding  thong; 
Bloifs  are  not  felt;  but,  tossing  high  his  head, , 
And  by  the  well-known  joy  to  distant  plains 
Attracted  strong,  all  frild  be  bursts  away ; 
0*cr  rocks^  and  woods,  and  craggy  mountains  flies : 
And,  nrighing,  on  th'  aerial  summit  takes 
Th'  excimig  gale ;  then,  steep-descending,  cleaves 
The  headlong  torrents  foaming  down  the  hills, 
Sr'n  where  the  madness  of  the  straiten'd  stream 
TWns  in  Made  eddies  round;  such  is  the  force 
yfilk  wbkb  his  frantic  heart  and  sinews  swelL 
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Kbr  wndelighted  by  the  boundless  Spring 
Are  the  broad  monsters  of  the  foaming  deep : 
fima  the  deep  ooae  and  gelid  cavern  rous'd, 
Ikey  flounce  and  tumble  in  imwieldly  joy. 
Dire  were  the  strain,  and  dissonant,  to  sing 
The  cruel  raptures  of  the  savage  kind : 
How  by  tfab  flame  their  native  wrath  subiim'd, 
IWy  roam,  amid  the  fury  of  their  heart, 
XW  fer..rcBounding  waste  in  fiercer  bands, 
Aad  growl  their  horrid  loves.     But  this  the  theme 
I  nn^  cnraptur'd,  to  the  British  Fair, 
Kocbuls^  and  leads  me  to  ^  mountain^brow, 
Whcreiita  the  shepherd  on  the  grassy  turf, 
lahaling,  healthful,  die  desaendmg  Sun. 


Around  him  feeds  his  many4>leating  flock. 
Of  various  cadence ;  and  his  sportive  lambs. 
This  way  and  that  convdv'd,  in  inskfiil  glee 
Theff  fh>lics  play.     And  now  the  sprightly  race 
Invites  them  forth ;  when  swift,  the  signal  given, 
They  start  away,  and  sweep  the  massy  mound 
That  runs  around  the  hill ;  the  nunpart  once 
Of  iron  war,  in  ancient  barbarous  times. 
When  disunited  Britain  ever  bled, 
Lost  in  eternal  broil:  ere  yet  she  grew 
To  this  deep-laid  indissoluble  state,  [beads  • 

Where  Wealth  and    Commerce  lift  then-  golden 
And  o'er  our  labours.  Liberty  and  Law, 
Impartial,  watch ;  the  wonder  of  a  world ! 

What  is  this  mighty  Breathy  ye  sages,  say. 
That,  in  a  powerful  hmguage,  felt,  not  heaid, 
Instructs  the  fowls  of  heaven ;  and  through  their 

breast 
These  arts  of  love  difi\ises?    What,  but  God? 
Inspuing  God !  who,  boundless  Sphit  idl. 
And  unremitting  Energy,  pervades. 
Adjusts,  sustains,  and  agitates  the  whole. 
He  ceaseless  works  abne  ;  and  yet  alone 
Seems  not  to  work :  with  such  perfection  fhunM 
Is  this  complex  stupendous  scheme  of  things. 
But,  though  conceal'd,  to  every  purer  eye 
Th'  informing  Author  in  his  works  appears: 
Chief,  lovely  Spring,  in  thee,  and  thy  soft  scenes. 
The  smiling  God  is  seen ;  while  water,  earth. 
And  an*,  attest  his  bounty ;  which  exsJts 
Tb&  brute  creation  to  this  finer  thought. 
And  annual  melts  their  undesigning  hearts 
Frof\isely  thus  in  tenderness  ai3  joy. 

Still  let  my  song  a  nobler  note  assume. 
And  sing  th'  inf\isive  force  of  %»ring  on  man ; 
When  heaven  and  earth,  as  if  contending,  vie 
To  rsise  his  being,  and  serene  his  souL 
Can  he  forbear  to  join  the  general  smile 
Of  Nature  ?  Can  fierce  passions  vex  his  breast. 
While  every  gale  is  peace,  and  every  grove 
Is  melody  ?     Hence !  fVom  the  bounteous  walks 
Of  flowing  %iring,  ye  sordid  sons  of  Earth, 
Hard,  and  unfeeling  of  another's  woe  ! 
Or  only  lavish  to  yourselves ;  away ! 
But  come,  ye  generous  minds,  in  whose  wide  thought. 
Of  all  his  works,  creative  Bounty  burns 
With  wannest  beam ;  and  on  your  open  fttmt. 
And  liberal  eye,  sits,  ftom  bis  dark  retreat 
Inviting  modest  Want.     Nor,  till  invok'd. 
Can  restless  goodness  watt :  your  active  search 
Leaves  no  cold  wintery  comer  unexplor'd ; 
Like  silent-working  Heaven,  surprizing  oft 
The  lonely  heart  with  unexpected  good. 
For  you,  the  roving  spirit  of  the  wind 
Blows  Spring  abroaid ;  for  you,  the  teeming  cloods 
Descend  in  ^adsome  plen^  o'er  the  world ; 
And  the  Sun  sheds  his  Idnaest  rays  for  you, 
Te  flower  of  human  race !  In  th^  green  days, 
Reviving  Sickness  lifts  her  languid  head: 
Life  flows  afresh;  and  young-ey'd  Health  exalts 
The  whole  creation  round.     Contentment  walks 
The  sunny  glade,  and  feels  an  inward  bliss 
Spring  o'er  his  mind,  beyond  the  power  of  kings 
To  purchase.     Pure  serenity  apace 
Induces  thought,  and  contemplation  still. 
By  swift  d^rees  the  love  of  Nature  wovks, 
And  warms  the  bosom ;  till  at  last  subiim'd 
To  rapture,  and  enthusiastic  heat. 
We  feel  the  present  Deity,  and  taste 
I  The  joy  of  God  to  see  a  happy  world .' 

Ee  3^^  J 
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Thete  an  the  sacred  feelings  of  tliy  heart, 
Thy  beut  informM  by  reason's  purer  ray, 
O  Lyttleton,  the  friend !  thy  passions  thus 
And  meditations  vary,  as  at  large)  [stray'st ; 

Courting  the  Muse,  through  Hagley  Park  thou 
Thy  British  Temple !  There  along  the  dale. 
With  woods  o*er.hung  and  shagg*d  with  mossy 

rocks. 
Whence  on  each  hand  the  gushing  waters  play, 
And  down  the  rough  cascade  white-dashing  fall, 
Or  gleam  in  lengthened  vista  through  the  trees, 
Tou  silent  steal ;  or  sit  beneath  the  shade 
Of  solemn  oaks,  that  tuft  the  swelling  mounts 
Thrown  graceful  round  by  Nature's  careless  hand, 
And  pensive  listen  to  the  various  vdce 
Of  rural  peace :  the  herds,  the  flocks,  the  birds, 
The  hollow.whiq>ering  breeze,  the  plaint  of  rills, 
Hiat,  purling  down  amid  the  twisted  roots 
Whidi  creep  around,  their  dewy  murmurs  shake 
On  die  sooth'd  ear.     From  thne  abstracted  oft, 
Tou  wander  through  the  phUosophic  world ; 
Where  in  bright  train  continual  wonders  rise, 
Or  to  the  curious  or  the  pious  eye. 
And  oft,  conducted  by  historic  truth, 
You  tread  the  long  extent  of  backward  time : 
Planning,  with  warm  benevolence  of  mind, 
And  honest  ml,  unwarp*d  by  party-rage, 
Britannia's  weal ;  how  from  the  venal  gulph 
To  raise  her  virtue,  and  her  arts  revive. 
Or,  turning  thence  thy  view,  these  graver  thoughts 
The  Muses  charm :  while,  with  sure  taste  refin'd. 
You  draw  th*  inspiring  breath  of  ancient  song ; 
Till  nobly  rises,  emulous,  thy  own. 
Perhaps  thy  lov*d  Lucinda  shares  thy  walk, 
With  soul  to  thine  attun'd.     Hien  Nature  all 
Wears  to  the  lover's  eye  a  look  of  love ; 
And  all  the  tumult  of  a  guilty  world. 
Tost  by  ungenerous  passions,  sinks  away. 
The  tender  heart  is  animated  peace ; 
And  as  it  pours  its  copious  treasures  forth, 
In  varied  converse,  softening  every  theme. 
You,  frequent  pausing,  turn,  and  ftom  her  eyes, 
Where  meeken'd  sense,  and  amiable  grace. 
And  lively  sweetness  dwell,  enraptur'd,  drink 
That  nameless  spirit  of  ethereal  joy. 
Unutterable  happiness !  which  love. 
Alone,  bestows,  and  on  zjttwmr*dfew. 
Meantime  you  gain  the  height,  from  whose  ftur  brow 
The  bursting  project  spreads  immense  around : 
And  snatch'd  o'er  hill  and  dale,  and  wood  and  lawn. 
And  verdant  field,  and  darkening  heath  between. 
And  villages  embosom'd  soft  in  trees. 
And  spiry  towns  by  surging  columns  mark'd 
Of  housdiold  smoke,  your  eye  excursive  roams: 
Wide-stretching  from  the  haU,  in  whose  kind  haunt 
The  hospitable  genius  lingers  still. 
To  vrhere  the  broken  lanckcape,  by  degrees, 
Ascending,  roughens  into  rigid  hills ; 
O'er  which  the  Cambrian  mountains,  like  far  clouds 
Tliat  skirt  die  blue  horizon,  dusky  rise. 

Flush'd  by  the  spirit  of  the  genial  year, 
Now  from  the  virgin's  cheek  a  fresher  bloom 
Shoots,  less  and  less,  the  live  carnation  round ; 
Her  lips  blush  deeper  sweets ;  she  breathes  of  youth ; 
The  shining  moisture  swells  into  her  eyes. 
In  brighter  flow ;  her  wishing  bosom  heaves 
l^^th  pslpitations  wild ;  kind  tumults  seize 
Her  veins,  and  all  her  yielding  soul  is  love. 
From  the  keen  gaze  her  lover  turns  away. 
Full  of  the  dear  ecstatic  power,  and  sick 


With  sighing  languishment     Ah  then,  ye  fUr ! 
Be  greatly  cautious  of  your  sliding  hearts : 
Dare  not  th'  infectious  sigh ;  the  pleading  look. 
Downcast,  and  low,  in  meek  submission  drest, 
But  full  of  guile.     Let  not  the  fervent  tmigue^ 
Prompt  to  deceive,  with  adulation  smooth. 
Gain  on  your  purpos'd  vrilL     Nor  in  the  bower. 
Where  woodbines  flaunt,  and  roses  shed  a  couch. 
While  Evening  draws  her  crimson  curtains  round. 
Trust  your  soft  minutes  with  betraying  man. 

And  let  th'  aspiring  youth  beware  St  love^ 
Of  the  smooth  glance  beware ;  for  'tis  too  late, 
When  on  his  heart  the  torreni-sofbiess  poun. 
Hien  wisdom  prostrate  lies,  and  fiuling  fiune 
Dissolves  in  air  away :  while  the  fond  soul. 
Wrapt  in  gay  visions  of  unreal  bliss. 
Still  paints  th'  illusive  form ;  the  kindling  grace ; 
Ih'  inticing  smile ;  the  modest-seeming  eye^ 
Beneath  wliose  beauteous  beams,  belying  hesven. 
Lurk  searchless  cunning,  cruelty,  and  death : 
And  still  false-waxbling  in  his  cheated  ear. 
Her  syren  voice,  enchanting,  draws  him  on 
To  gtuleful  shores,  and  meads  of  fatal  joy. 

Ev'n  present,  in  the  very  lap  of  love 
Inglorious  laid ;  while  music  flows  around. 
Perfumes,  and  oils,  and  wine,  and  wanton  hoan; 
Amid  the  rows  fierce  Repentance  rears 
Her  snaky  crest :  a  quick  returning  pang         [stilt. 
Shoots  through  the  conscious  heart,  where  honour 
And  great  d^gn,  against  the  oppressive  load 
Of  luxury,  by  fits,  impatient  hMve. 

But  absent,  what  fantastic  woes,  arous'd. 
Rage  in  each  thought,  by  restless  musing  fed. 
Chill  the  vrarm  cheek,  and  blast  the  bloom  of  life? 
Neglected  fortune  flies ;  and  sliding  swift. 
Prone  into  ruin,  fidl  his  scom'd  a&ira. 
'TIs  nought  but  gloom  around :  the  daiken'd  Sam 
Loses  his  light     The  rosy-bosom'd  firing 
To  weeping  fanqr  pines ;  and  yon  bright  arch. 
Contracted,  bendi  into  a  dusky  vault. 
AH  Nature  fades  extinct ;  and  she  alone 
Heard,  felt,  and  seen,  possesses  every  thouglity 
Fills  every  sense,  and  pants  in  every  vein. 
Books  are  but  formal  dulness,  tedious  fiiends  ; 
And  sad  amid  the  social  band  he  sits. 
Lonely,  and  unattentive.     FVom  his  tongue 
Th*  unfinish'd  period  fidls :  while,  borne  awaj 
On  swelling  thought,  his  wafted  spirit  flica 
To  the  vain  bosom  of  his  distant  fkir ; 
And  leaves  the  semblance  of  a  lover  fix'd 
In  melancholy  site,  with  head  dedin'd. 
And  love-dejected  eyes.     Sudden  he  starts. 
Shook  finom  his  tender  trance,  and  restleas  mna 
To  glimmering  shades,  and  sympathetic  glooms  i 
Whore  the  dun  umbrage  o'er  the  fiilling  stream. 
Romantic,  hangs ;  thcare  through  the  pensive  dinic 
Strays,  in  heart-durilling  meditation  lost ; 
Indulging  all  to  love :  or  on  the  bank 
Thrown,  amid  drooping  lilies,  swells  the  1 
With  sighs  unceasing,  and  the  brook  with  < 
Thus  in  soft  anguish  he  consumes  the  day. 
Nor  quits  his  deep  retirement,  till  the  Moon 
Peeps  through  the  chambers  of  the  fleecy  easl» 
Enlichten'd  by  degrees,  and  in  her  train 
Lea£  on  the  gentle  hours ;  then  forth  bewalka^ 
Beneath  the  tumbling  languish  of  her  beam. 
With  soflen'd  soul,  and  wooes  the  bird  of  eve 
To  mingle  woes  with  his :  or  while  ^  world 
And  all  the  sons  of  care  lie  hush'd  in  sleep. 
Associates  witli  the midnigfai^shadowsdbw i 
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Andy  tigfaiiig  to  tlit  loo^  taptr,  poun 

His  icDy-UirSir'd  heart  into  the  pege^ 

Meant  for  the  numng  meawnger  of  lofe; 

Where  rapture  burns  on  rapture,  erery  line 

With  lisinff  fremjr  flr'dL     But  if  on  bed 

Delirioofl  flung,  deep  finom  his  pillow  flies. 

All  night  he  tosMs,  nor  the  behny  power 

In  anj  posture  flnds;  till  the  grey  mom 

lifts  her  pale  lustre  on  the  paler  wretch, 

Eiammate  by  lofe :  and  then  perhaps 

Ezhnusted  nature  sinks  awhile  to  rest. 

Still  interrupted  by  distracted  dreanu^ 

lint  o'er  the  sick  imagination  rise. 

And  in  black  coloura  paint  the  mimic  scene* 

Oft  with  til*  enchantress  cf  his  soul  he  talks ; 

Suuietiines  in  crowds  distress*d ;  or  if  retir'd 

To  secret  winding  flower-enworen  bowersy 

Far  fixNn  the  dull  impertinence  of  man. 

Just  as  he,  credulous  his  endless  care^ 

Begins  to  lose  in  blind  obUrioos  lore, 

Snatcfa'dfWxn  her  yielded  hand,  he  knows  not  how, 

lliroucfa  forests  huge^  and  long  untrarell'dheadis 

With  desolation  br^m,  he  wanders  wastes 

In  nighc.and  tempest  wn^;  or  shrinks  aghast. 

Bade,  from  the  bending  precipice ;  or  wades 

Hie  turbid  stream  below,  and  strives  to  reach 

Hw  farther  shore;  where  suocourleia^  and  sad, 

flbe  with  extended  arms  his  aid  impknres ; 

But  stfires  in  rain :  borne  by  th'  outrageous  flood 

To  distance  down,  he  rides  tiie  rid^  wave. 

Or  whdm*d  beneath  the  boiling  e&j  sinks. 

These  are  the  charming  agonies  of  love. 
Whose  misery  delights.     But  through  the  heart 
Should  jealousy  its  venom  once  diffuse^ 
*Tu  tiien  delightful  misery  no  more, 
But  agony  unmix*d,  incessant  gall, 
Corrooing  every  thought,  and  blasdng  all 
Lore's  paradise.     Ye  fairy  prospects,  then, 
Tc  beds  of  roses,  and  ye  bowers  of  joy, 
FareweU  !     Te  ^eamings  of  departed  peace, 
Sbine  out  your  hut !     Ilie  yellow-tingiug  plague 
latemal  vision  taints,  and  in  a  night 
Of  livid  gloom  imagination  wraps. 
Ah,  then  !  instead  ot  love-enliven*d  cheeks, 
Of  sunny  features,  and  of  ardent  eyes, 
With  Ikming  rapture  bright,  dark  looks  succeed, 
flvfiis'd  and  glaring  with  untender  fire ; 
A  donded  aspect,  vdA  a  burning  cheek, 
Where  the  whole  poison'd  soul,  malignant,  sits, 
Aad  fUfriitens  love  away.     Ten  thousand  fean 
lavcntcd  wild,  ten  thousand  ftantic  views 
Of  horrid  rivals,  hanging  on  the  charms 
For  which  he  melts  in  fondness,  eat  him  up 
With  fervent  anguish,  and  consuming  rage. 
In  vain  reproaches  lend  their  idle  aid, 
Deceitful  pride,  and  resolution  frail, 
Giving  false  peace  a  moment.     Fancy  pours, 
Alrali,  her  beauties  on  his  busy  thought, 
Her  irat  endearments  twining  round  the  soul, 
With  all  the  witchcraft  of  ensnaring  love, 
ftroight  the  fierce  storm  involves  bu  mind  anew, 
FUmes  through  the  nerves,  and  boils  along  tiie  veins ; 
Wfatk  anxious  doubt  distracts  the  tortur'd  heart: 
For  ev'n  the  sad  assurance  of  hb  fears 
Wcflc  case  to  what  he  feels.    Hius  the  warm  youth, 
Whom  love  deludes  into  his  thorny  wilds. 
Through  flowery-temptbg  paths,  or  leads  a  life 
Of  flever^d  rapture,  or  of  cruel  care  ; 
His  briditnt  flames  extinguished  all,  and  all 
JSSm  fivdy  momems  running  down  to  waste. 


But  happ^  they !  the  hiqipiast  of  theb- kind ! 
Whom  gentwr  stars  unite,  and  in  one  fete 
Hicir  hearts,  their  fbrtunes,  and  their  beings  blend. 
*Tb  not  the  coarser  tie  of  human  laws. 
Unnatural  oft,  and  foreign  to  the  mind, 
That  binds  their  peace,  but  harmony  itseU^ 
Attuning  all  their  passions  into  love ; 
Where  friendship  fbU  exerts  her  softest  power. 
Perfect  esteem,  enliven*d  by  desire 
Ineflbble,  and  sympathy  of  soul ; 
Thought  meeting  thought,  and  will  preventing  will^ 
With  boundless  confidence :  for  nought  but  kwe 
Can  answer  love,  and  render  bliss  secure. 
Let  him,  ungenerous,  who,  alone  intent 
To  bless  hinuelf,  from  sordid  parents  buys 
The  loathing  virgin,  in  eternal  care. 
Well  merited,  consume  his  nights  and  days  s 
Let  barbarous  nations,  whose  inhuman  love 
Is  wild  deare,  fierce  as  iSbtt  suns  they  feel; 
Let  eastern  tyrants,  flrom  the  light  of  Heaven 
Sedude  their  bosom-slaves,  meanly  possess'd 
Of  a  mere^  lifeless,  vioUoed  form : 
While  those  whom  love  cements  in  holy  faitl^ 
And  equal  transport,  firee  as  Nature  live. 
Disdaining  fear.     What  is  the  world  to  them, 
Its  pomp,  its  pleasure,  and  its  nonsense  all ! 
Who  in  each  other  clasp  whatever  fair 
High  fency  forms,  and  lavish  hearts  can  wish ; 
Something  than  beauty  dearer,  diould  they  lode 
Or  on  the  mind»  or  mindiJllumin'd  fece ; 
Truth)  goodness^  bonoiUE,,  hannony,.and  love^ 
Hie  richest  bounty  of  indulgent  Heaven. 
Meantime  a  fm^mg  ofi^ning  rises  round. 
And  mingles  both  their  graces.     By  degrees, 
Hie  human  blossom  blows ;  and  every  day. 
Soft  as  it  rolls  along,  shows  some  new  duuin. 
The  fioher's  lustre^,  and  the  mother's  bloom. 
Then  infent  reason  grows  apace,  and  calb 
For  the  kind  hand  of  an  asdduoui  care.. 
Delightful  task !  to  rear  the  tendec  thought,. 
To  teach  the  young  idea  how  to  shoot. 
To  pour  the  firesh  instruction  o'ec  the  mind». 
To  breathe  th*  enlivening  spirit  and  to  fix 
The  generous  purpose  in  the  glowing  breasts 
Oh,  speak  the  joy !  ye  whom  the  sudden  tear 
Surprises  often,  while  you  look  around, 
And  nothing  strikes  your  eye  but  sights  of  bliss, 
All  various  nature  pressing  on  iSb»  heart: 
An  degant  suffidency,  content, 
Retirement,  rurd  quiet,  friendship,  booki^ 
£ase  and  dtemate  labour,  useful  life, 
Fhigressive  virtue,  and  approving  Heaven. 
These  are  the  matchless  joys  of  virtuous  love ; 
And  thus  dieir  moments  fly.     llie  seasons  thus. 
As  ceaseless  round  a  jarring  world  they  roll. 
Still  find  them  happy ;  and  consenting  Spring 
Sheds  her  own  rosy  garland  on  their  beads : 
Till  evening  comes  at  last,  serene  and  mild ; 
When,  after  the  long  vemd  day  of  life, 
£iuanour*d  more,  as  more  remembrance  swells 
VOth  many  a  proof  of  recollected  love. 
Together  down  th^  sink  m  sodd  sleep ; 
Together  fi'eed,  theu*  gentle  spirits  fly 
To  scenes  whore  love  and  blias  immortd  rrigiu 
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ArgitmefU, 

The  mliject  propoeed.  Intocatioii.  AddrtM  to 
Mr.  Doddington.  An  introductory  reflection 
on  the  motion  of  tlie  hea:venly  bodies ;  whence 
the  fucoeanon  of  the  Seasons.  As  Ihs  ftce  <^ 
Natnre  in  this  season  is  almost  uniform,  the  pro- 
sreM  of  the  poem  is  a  description  of  a  summer's 
day.  The  dawn.  Sun-rising.  Hymn  to  the 
Sun.  Forenoon.  Summer  insects  described. 
Hay-making.  Sheep-shearing.  Noon-day.  A 
woodland  retreat.  Groupe  c?  herds  and  flocks. 
A  soleom  grove :  how  it  affects  a  contemplative 
mind.  A  cataract,  and  rude  scene.  \^ew  of 
Summer  in  the  toirid  sone.  Storm  of  thunder 
and  lightning.  A  tale.  The  storm  over,  a 
serene  afternoon.  Bathing.  Hour  of  walking. 
TVansition  to  the  prospect  of  a  rich  well-culti- 
vated country;  which  introduces  a  panegyric 
on  Great  Britain.  Sun-set  Evening.  Night 
SnmmfT  meteors.  A  comet  Hie  whole  con- 
cluding with  the  praise  of  philosophy. 

From  brightening  fields  of  ether  fiiir  disdos'd, 

Child  of  &6  Sun,  refulgent  Summer  comes, 

In  pride  of  youth,  and  felt  through  Nature's  depth : 

He  comes  attended  by  ^  sultry  howt, 

And  ever-fanning  hreexeSf  on  his  way ; 

While  Ikxnn  his  wdent  look,  ihe  turning  Spring 

Averts  her  blushfUl  &ce ;  and  earth  and  skies, 

All  smiling,  to  his  hot  dominion  leaves. 

Hence,  let  me  haste  into  the  mid-wood  shade, 
Where  scarce  a  sun-beam  wanders  through  the 


And  on  the  dark  green  grass,  beside  the  brink 
Of  haunted  stream,  that  by  the  roots  of  oak 
Bolls  o'er  the  rocky  channel,  Ue  at  large, 
And  sing  the  glories  of  the  circling  year. 

Come^  InspUBtion !  from  thy  horoit  seat. 
By  mortal  seldom  found :  may  fimcy  dare, 
From  thy  fix'd  serious  eye,  and  raptur'd  glance 
Shot  on  surrounding  Heaven,  to  steal  one  look 
Creative  of  the  poet,  every  power 
Exalting  to  an  ecstasy  of  souL 

And  thou,  my  youthful  Muse's  early  friend. 
In  whom  the  human  graces  all  unite : 
Pure  light  of  mind,  and  tenderness  of  heart ; 
Genius,  and  wisdom ;  the  gay  social  sense, 
By  decency  chasds'd ;  goodness  and  wit, 
In  seldom^mecting  harmony  combin'd ; 
Unblemish'd  honour,  and  an  active  zeal 
For  Britain's  glory,  liberty,  and  man : 
O  Doddington !  attend  my  rural  song. 
Stoop  to  my  theme,  inspirit  every  line, 
And  teadi  me  to  deserve  thy  just  applause. 

Vl^th  what  an  aweful  world-revolving  power 
Were  first  tb'  unwieldy  planets  lanch'd  along 
Th'  illimitable  void !     llius  to  remain. 
Amid  the  flux  of  many  thousand  years, 
That  oft  has  swept  the  toiling  race  of  men. 
And  all  thdr  labour'd  monuments  away. 
Fbm,  unremitting,  matchless,  in  their  course ; 
To  die  kind-temper'd  change  of  m'ght  and  day, 
And  of  the  seasons  ever  stealing  round, 
Mbutely  foithful :  such  th'  all-perfect  Hand ! 
That  poit'd,  impels,  and  rules  the  steady  whole. 


When  now  no  moielfa'  alteinate  Twins  are  ir'd, 
And  Cancer  reddens  with  the  solar  Uaie^ 
Short  is  the  doubtful  empire  of  the  night; 
And  soon,  observant  of  approaching  £iy. 
The  medt-ey'd  mom  appears,  mother  of  dews, 
At  first  fhint-glcaming  in  the  dappled  east : 
Till  far  o*er  odier  sprnds  the  vridening  glow ; 
And,  firom  before  the  lustre  of  her  free. 
White  break  the  clouds  away.  With  quicken'd  step, 
Brown  night  retires :  young  day  pours  in  apace. 
And  opens  all  the  lawny  prospect  wide. 
Hie  dripping  rock,  the  mountain's  misty  top. 
Swell  on  the  sight,  and  brighten  with  this  dawn. 
Blue,  through  the  dusk,    the  smoking  oirrents 

shine; 
And  fhxn  the  bhided  Add  the  fearful  hare 
Limps,  awkward ;  while  along  the  fbrest-glade 
The  wild-deer  trip,  and  often  turning  gaze 
At  eariy  passenger.     Music  awakes 
The  native  voice  cf  undiasembled  joy  { 
And  thick  around  the  woodland  hymns  arise. 
Rous'd  by  the  cock,  the  soon-dad  shepherd  leaves 
His  mossy  cottage,  where  with  Peace  he  dwells ; 
And  from  the  crowded  fbld,  in  order,  drives 
His  flock  to  taste  the  verdure  of  the  mom. 

Falsely  luxurious,  will  not  man  awake ; 
And,  springing  firom  the  bed  of  sloth,  enjoy 
The  cool,  the  fragrant,  and  the  silent  hour, 
To  meditation  due  and  sacred  song  ? 
For  is  there  aught  in  sleep  can  charm  the  vrise  ? 
To  lie  in  dead  oblivion,  losing  half 
The  fleeting  moments  of  too  short  a  lif^ ; 
Totd  extinction  cf  the  enlighten'd  soul ! 
Or  else  to  feveridi  vanity  ahve, 
Wilder'd,  and  tossing  tinough  distemper'd  dreama? 
Who  would  in  sudi  a  gloomy  state  remain 
Longer  than  nature  craves ;  when  every  Muse 
And  eveiy  blooming  pleasure  wait  without. 
To  bless  the  vrikDy  devious  morning  vralk  ? 

But  yonder  comes  the  powerful  lung  of  day» 
Rejoidnff  in  the  east     Tlie  lessening  doud. 
The  kincUing  azure,  and  the  mountam's  brow 
Illum'd  with  fluid  gold,  his  near  approach 
Betoken  glad.     Lo !  now,  apparent  all. 
Aslant  the  dew-brifht  Earth,  and  colour'd  air. 
He  looks  in  boundless  migesty  abroad ; 
And  sheds  the  shining  day,  that  bumish'd  pUya 
On  rocks,  and  tnlls,  and  towers,  and  wandenqg 

streams. 
High  gleamins  from  afar.     Prime  checrer  Light ! 
Of  all  materiaJ  beings  first,  and  best! 
Efflux  divine !  Nature's  resplendent  robe  ! 
Without  whose  vesting  beauty  all  were  wrapt 
In  unessential  gloom;  and  thou,  O  Sun ! 
Soul  of  surrounding  worids !  in  whom  best  socm 
Shines  out  thy  Maker !  may  I  sing  of  thee  ? 

*T!s  by  thy  secret,  stronff,  attractive  force. 
As  with  a  chain  indissolume  bound, 
Tliy  system  rolls  entire :  from  the  fiur  boutne 
Of  utmost  Satura,  wheeling  wide  his  round 
Of  thirty  years;  to  Mercury,  whose  disk 
Can  scarce  be  caught  by  phJlo8<q;ihic  eye. 
Lost  in  the  near  effulgence  of  tl^  bla»e. 

Informer  of  the  planetary  train ! 
Without  whose  quickening  glanoe  their  cttmlitvm 

oibs 
Were  brute  unlovdy  mass,  inert  and  dead. 
And  not,  as  now,  the  green  abodes  of  life ! 
How  many  forms  <^  being  wait  on  thee ! 
Inhaling  spirit ;  from  th*  unfrttinr^d  mind» 
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By  thee  sublim'da  dowo  to  tho  daily  nee, 
lie  mfadng  myriads  of  tby  setting  beam. 

Hie  vegetable  world  is  also  thine, 
Fmtnt  of  Seasons :  who  the  pomp  precede 
Tliat  waits  tlij  throne^  as  tbrougfa  tl^  vast  domain, 
Aomialy  aloo^  ]&e  bright  edi]^  road, 
la  world-r^oictng  stats,  it  mores  sublime. 
Mwntnne  &'  expecting  nations,  circled  gay 
With  an  the  Tarioiis  tribes  of  foodful  eartib, 
Lqilore  thy  bounty,  or  send  grateful  up 
A  eonmooa  hymn :  while,  round  thy  beuning  car, 
H^ji  seen,  the  Seasons  lead,  in  sprightly  dance 
Hannonious  knit,  the  rosy-finger*d  Hours, 
Hie  Zephyrs  floating  loose,  the  timely  Rains, 
Of  bloom  ethereal  the  light-footed  Dews, 
And  aoftni'd  into  joy  the  surly  storms. 
ncse,  in  successive  turn,  with  lavish  hand. 
Shower  every  beauty,  every  fragrance  shower, 
Herbs,  flowers,  and  fhiits ;  till  kindling  at  thy  toud^ 
Aom  land  to  land  is  flushed  the  vemiu  year. 

Nor  to  the  surface  of  enlivenM  Earth, 
Gnoeful  vrith  hills  and  dales,  and  leafy  woods. 
Her  libetBl  tresses,  is  thy  force  confin*d : 
But  to  the  boweird  cavern  darting  deep, 
TTie  mineral  kinds  confess  thy  mighty  power. 
JBfiiilgent,  hence  the  veiny  marble  shines ; 
Hence  Labour  draws  his  tools ;  hence  burnished  War 
Gleams  on  the  day ;  the  nobler  works  of  Peace 
Hence  bless  maidund,    and   generous  Commerce 

binds 
The  Toand  of  nations  in  a  golden  chain. 

Tb*  nnfruitful  rock  itself,  impregn'd  by  thee. 
In  dark  retirement  forms  the  lucid  stone. 
Ibe  lively  ^^mtmA  drinks  thy  purest  rays, 
CoBectsd  light,  compact ;  that,  polish'd  bright. 
And  all  its  native  lustre  let  abroad, 
Dares^  as  it  sparkles  on  the  fair-one*s  breast. 
With  vain  andxtion  emulate  her  eyes. 
Aft  iStMBt  the  ruby  li^ts  its  deepening  glow, 
And  Willi  a  waving  radiance  inward  flames. 
From  tfaee  the  sapphire,  solid  ether,  takes 
Its  Ink  cerulean;  and,  of  evening  tinct, 
Hie  purple-streaming  am^yst  is  thine. 
Wiifa  thy  own  smile  the  yellow  topaz  bums, 
lior  dnqicr  verdure  dyes  the  robe  of  ^ring, 
Wben  first  she  gives  it  to  the  southern  gale, 
Has  tiie  green  emerald  shows.    But,  all  combin'd, 
Hiick  through  the  whitening  opal  play  tby  beams ; 
Or,  fl jin|(  several  lirom  its  sur&ce,  form 
A  tianbling  variance  of  revolving  hues. 
As  die  site  varies  in  the  gazer's  hand. 

Has  very  dead  creation,  from  thy  touch, 
AsiimHi  a  mimic  life.     By  thee  refined, 
bk  IrtrgMrr  maaes  the  relucent  stream 
Flsys  <i'er  the  mead.     The  precipice  abrupt, 
ftuyntiiig  horrour  on  tiie  bladien*d  flood. 
Bull  Ml"  at  thy  return.     The  desert  joys 
WiUlj,  llirough  all  his  meUncholy  bounds. 
Bade  nnns  natter ;  and  the  briny  deep. 
Sees  fiom  some  pointed  promontory's  top, 
Viar  to  the  bhie  horizon's  utmost  verge, 
]beadeM»  reflects  a  floating  gleam.     But  thisi^ 
Amd  aJl  Ibe  much-transported  Muse  can  sin^ 
Ave  tD  lliy  beauty,  dignity,  and  use, 
Onosal  6r ;  great  del^jated  source 
OfB^ittf  and  fife,  and  grace,  and  joy  below  f 
Bivirihall  I  then  attempt  to  sinf  of  Him ! 
U|^  himself,  in  uncreated  Ught 
60d  deep,  dwells  awefully  retir'd 
I  mortal  eye,  or  ai^el's  purer  ken ; 


Whose  single  smile  has,  from  the  first  of  time, 
Fiird  overflowing,  all  those  lamps  of  Heaven, 
That  beam  for  ever  through  tlie  boundless  sky : 
But,  should  he  hide  his  &ce,  th*  astonish'd  Sun, 
And  all  the  extinguish'd  stars,  would  loosening  red 
Wide  frcnn  their  spheres,  and  Chaos  come  again. 

And  yet  was  every  fiuxltering  tongue  of  man» 
Almigh^  Father !  silent  in  thypraise. 
Thy  works  themselves  would  raise  a  general  voice, 
Ev'n  in  the  depth  of  solitary  woods 
By  human  foot  untrod ;  proclaim  thy  power. 
And  to  the  quire  ffflestial  thee  resound, 
Th'  eternal  cause,  support,  and  end  of  all ! 

To  me  be  Nature's  volume  broad  di^lay'd ; 
And  to  peruse  its  all-instructinff  page, 
Or,  haply  catching  inspiration  £ence. 
Some  easy  passage,  raptur'd  to  translate ; 
My  sole  delight,  as  through  the  falling  glooms 
Pensive  I  stray,  or  with  the  rising  dawn 
On  fancy's  eagle-wing  excursive  soar. 

Now  flaming  up  the  Heavens,  the  potent  Sun 
Melts  into  limpid  air  the  high-rais'd  clouds. 
And  morning  fogs  that  hover'd  round  the  hills 
In  party-colmir'd  bands ;  till  wide  unveil'd 
The  face  of  Nature  shines,  from  where  Earth  seems, 
Far  stretch'd  around,  to  meet  the  bending  sphere. 

Half  in  a  blush  of  clustering  roses  lost, 
Dew-dropping  Coolness  to  the  shade  retires ; 
There,  on  the  verdant  turf,  or  flowery  bed. 
By  gelid  founts  and  careless  rills  to  muse ; 
While  tyrant  Heat,  dispreading  through  the  sky. 
With  rapid  sway,  his  burning  influence  darts 
On  man,  and  b^ist,  and  herb,  and  tepid  stream. 

Who  can  unpitying  see  the  flowery  race, 
Shed  by  the  mom,  their  new-flusli'd  bloom  resign. 
Before  the  parching  beam  ?     So  fade  the  fair, 
When  fevers  revel  through  their  azure  veins. 
But  one,  the  lo%  follower  o£  the  Sun, 
Sad  when  he  sits,  shuts  up  her  yellow  leaves. 
Drooping  all  night ;  and,  when  he  warm  returns. 
Points  her  enamour'd  bosom  to  his  ray. 

Home,  from  his  rooming  task,  the  swain  retreats ; 
His  flock  before  him  stepping  to  the  fold  : 
While  the  full-udder'd  mother  lows  around 
Hie  cheerful  cottage,  then  expecting  food. 
The  food  of  innocence  and  health !     The  daw, 
TTie  rook  and  magpie,  to  the  grey-grown  oaks 
That  the  calm  vilhige  in  their  verdant  arms. 
Sheltering,  embrace,  direct  their  lazy  flight ; 
Where  on  the  mingling  boughs  they  sit  embowcr'd.  . 
All  the  hot  noon,  till  cooler  hours  arise. 
Faint,  underneath,  the  household  fowls  convene ; 
And,  in  a  comer  of  the  buzzing  shade. 
The  house-dog,  with  the  vacant  greyhound,  lies, 
Out-stretch'd,  and  sleepy.     In  his  slumbers,  one 
Attacks  the  nightiy  thief,  and  one  exults 
O'er  hill  and  £de ;  till,  waken'd  by  the  wasp, 
They  starting  snap.     Nor  shall  the  Muse  dii>dain 
To  let  the  littie  noisy  summer-race 
Live  in  her  lay,  and  flutter  through  her  song : 
Not  mean,  though  simple ;  to  the  Sun  ally'd. 
From  him  they  draw  thdr  animating  fire. 

Wak'd  by  his  warmer  ray,  the  reptile  young 
Come  wing'd  abroad ;  by  the  light  air  upborn. 
Lighter,  and  full  of  soul.     From  every  chink, 
And  secret  comer,  where  they  slept  away 
The  wintery  storms ;  or  rising  from  their  tombs. 
To  higher  life ;  by  myriads,  forth  at  once. 
Swarming  they  pour ;  of  all  the  vary'd  hues 
Their  beauty-beaming  parent  con  ^sclosc. 
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TmthouflwidfeiiM!  ten  tfaouauid  difi^fent  tiftes ! 
People  the  blaie.     To  niniij  waters  some 
By  Iktal  iiutiiict  Hj ;  where  od  the  pool 
Tbej,  sportive,  wheel;  or,  auling  down  the  strcun, 
Are  tnatch*d  imroediete  by  the  quick-ey'd  trout, 
Or  darting  nlmon.  Through  the  green-wood  gbule 
Some  lore  to  itray ;  there  lodg*d»  amu8*d  and  fed, 
In  the  fresh  leaH     Luxurious,  others  make 
The  nieads  their  choice,  and  visit  every  ilower, 
And  every  latent  herb :  for  the  sweet  task. 
To  propagate  their  kinds,  and  where  to  wrap, 
In  what  Mft  beds,  their  young  yet  undisdos'd. 
Employs  their  tender  carew     Some  to  the  house, 
The  fold,  and  dairy,  hungry,  bend  their  flight; 
Sip  round  the  pail,  or  taste  the  curdling  dwese : 
Oft,  inadvertent,  from  the  milky  stream 
Ihey  meet  their  firte ;  or,  weltering  in  the  bowl, 
With  powerless  wines  around  them  wrapt,  expira 

But  chief  to  heedless  flies  the  window  proves 
A  constant  death ;  where,  gloomily  retir*d. 
The  villain  spider  lives,  cunning,  and  flerce, 
Bfixture  abhorr'd !  Ainid  a  mangled  heap 
Of  carcases,  in  eager  watch  he  sits, 
O'eiiooking  all  his  waving  snares  around. 
Near  the  &e  cell  the  drmdless  wanderer  oft 
Fssses,  as  oft  the  rufllan  shows  his  front ; 
The  prey  at  last  ensnar*d,.he  dreadfril  darts, 
With  rapid  j^lide,  along  the  leaning  line ; 
And,  flzing  in  the  wretch  his  cruel  fluigs. 
Strikes  backward  nimly  pleas*d :  the  fluttering  wing 
And  shriller  sound  dedare  extreme  distress. 
And  ask  the  helping  hospitable  hand. 

Resounds  the  living  surface  of  the  ground : 
Nor  undelightftil  is  the  ceaseless  hum, 
To  him  who  muses  through  the  woods  at  noon : 
Or  drow^  shepherd,  as  he  lies  reclin*d. 
With  halMiut  eyes,  beneath  the  floating  shade 
Of  willows  grey,  dose-crowding  o*er  the  brook. 

Gradual,  from  these  what  numerous  kinds  de- 
scend, 
Evading  ev*n  the  microscopic  eye ! 
Full  Nature  swarms  with  life ;  one  wondrous  mass 
Of  animals,  or  atoms  organiz*d. 
Waiting  the  vital  Breath,  when  Pkrent-Heaven 
Shall  bid  his  spirit  blow.     The  hoary  fen. 
In  putrid  steams,  emits  the  living  cloud 
Of  pestilence.     Through  subterranean  cells. 
Where  searching  sun-beams  scarce  can  find  away. 
Earth  anhnated  heaves.     The  flowery  leaf 
Wants  not  its  soft  inhabitants.     Secure^ 
Within  its  winding  dtadel,  the  stone 
Holds  multitudes.     But  chief  the  forest-boughs, 
That  dance  unnumber*d  to  the  playful  breeze, 
The  downy  orchard,  and  the  melting  pulp 
Of  mellow  fruit,  the  nameless  nations  feed 
Of  evanescent  insects.     Where  the  pool 
Stands  mantled  o*er  with  green,  invisible. 
Amid  the  floating  verdure  millions  stray. 
Each  liquid  too,  whether  it  pierces,  soothes. 
Inflames,  refi«shes,  or  exalts  the  taste, 
With  various  forms  abounds.     Nor  is  the  stream 
Of  purest  ctystal,  nor  the  ludd  air, 
HMugh  one  transparent  vacancy  it  seems. 
Void  of  their  unseen  people.     These,  conceal*d 
By  the  kind  art  of  forming  Heaven,  escape 
The  grosser  eye  of  man :  for,  if  the  worlds 
In  worlds  endos*d  should  on  his  senses  burrt, 
From  cates  ambrosial,  and  die  nectar'd  bowl, 
He  would  abhorrent  turn ;  and  in  dead  night. 
When  siknco  sleeps  o'er  all,  be  stunnM  with  noise. 


Lict  no  pffcsuniBg  impiows  railcf  fax 
Creative  Wisdom,  as  if  angfat  was  form*d 
In  vain,  or  not  for  admirable  ends. 
Shall  little  haughty  Icnorance  pronounce 
His  works  unwise,  of  which  the  smaH<>st  part 
Exceeds  the  narrow  vision  of  her  mind  ? 
As  if  upon  a  futt-ptoportioo'd  dome. 
On  swdling  columns  heav*d,  the  pride  of  art! 
A  critic  fly,  whose  feeble  ray  scarce  spreads 
An  inch  around,  with  blind  presumption  bold. 
Should  dare  to  tax  the  structure  of  the  whole. 
And  Ures  the  man,  whose  universal  eye 
Has  iwfpt  at  once  th*  unbounded  sdiane  of  things; 
BIark*d  their  dependence  so,  and  firm  acoord. 
As  with  unfiuiltering  accent  to  condnde 
Thatlfttf  availedin^ight?    Has  any  seen 
The  mighty  chain  of  beings,  lessening  down 
FVom  Infinite  Perfection  to  the  brink 
Of  dreaiy  fwthmg,  desolate  abyss ! 
Trotn  winch  astomsfa'd  though^  recoiling,  turns? 
TUl  then  alone  let  aealous  praise  ascend. 
And  hynms  of  hdy  wonder,  to  that  Pdwcr 
Whose  wisdom  dunes  as  lovdy  on  our  minds^ 
As  on  our  nniling  ejres  his  servant  Sun. 

Thick  in  yon  stream  of  light,  a  thousand  wajrs. 
Upward,  and  downward,  thwarting,  and  oonvoSv*!)^ 
The  quivering  nations  sport;  till,  tempest-wing'd, 
Fierce  Winter  sweeps  them  fWxn  the  ha  of  day. 
Ev*n  so  luxurious  men,  unheeding,  pass 
An  idle  summer  life  in  fortune's  shine, 
A  season's  glitter !  Thus  they  flutter  on 
FhNn  toy  to  toy,  from  vanity  to  vice ; 
Till,  blown  away  by  Death,  Oblivion  comes 
Behind,  and  strikes  them  from  the  book  of  liAu 

Now  swarms  the  village  o*er  the  tovial  mead : 
The  rustic  youth,  brown  with  meridian  toil, 
Healtfafy  and  strong;  full  as  the  sunomer  rote 
Blown  by  prevailing  suns,  the  ruddy  maid. 
Half  naked,  swelling  on  tiie  sight,  and  all 
Her  kindled  graces,  burning  o'er  her  check. 
Ev*n  stoofiing  age  is  here :  and  infantJiands 
Tkail  the  long  rake,  or,  Y^th  the  fhigrant  K»d 
O'ercfaarg'd,  amid  the  kind  oppression  rolL 
Wide  flies  the  tedded  grain  ;  all  in  a  row 
Advancing  broad,  or  wheeling  round  the  fidd, 
Ihey  spread  their  breathing  harvest  to  the  Sun, 
That  throws  refreshful  round  a  rural  smell : 
Or,  as  they  rake  the  green-appearing  ground. 
And  drive  the  dusky  wave  along  the  mead. 
The  russet  hay-cock  rises  thick  behind. 
In  Older  gay.     While,  heard  from  dale  to  dal^ 
Waking  &e  brecte,  resounds  the  blended  voice 
Of  luq^  labour,  love,  and  social  slee. 

Or  rushing  thence,  in  one  difl\isive  band. 
They  drive  the  troubled  flocks,  by  many  a  6og 
Compell'd,  to  where  the  mazy-running  brook 
Forms  a  deep  pool ;  this  bank  abrupt  and  higjl^ 
And  that  fair  spreading  in  a  pebbled  sboraw 
Urg'd  to  the  giddy  brink,  much  is  the  toil. 
The  clamour  mudi,  of  men,  and  boys,  and  < 
Ere  die  soft  fearfUl  people  to  the  flood 
Commit  their  woolly  sides.     And  oft  die  i 
On  some  impatient  seising,  huris  them  in  ; 
Embcdden'd  then,  nor  hesitating  more. 
Fast,  fiMt,  thev  plunge  amid  the  flashing  ^ 
And  pantimr  labour  to  die  farthest  shore. 
Repeated  this,  till  deep  die  wdl-wash'd  f 
Has  drunk  the  flood,  and  fhm  his  livdy  I 
The  trout  is  banish'd  by  die  sordid  8tn«m  ^ 
Heavy,  and  dripping,  to  the  breety  bnyw 
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8bw  move  the  huinleis  nee ;  where,  as  tliej  iprced 
llieir  swelliiiff  trewurei  to  the  sunny  ray. 
Inly  disturb'^  and  wondering  what  this  wild 
Ootn^eous  tnmult  means,  thor  loud  complaints 
The  country  fill ;  and,  toss'd  from  rock  to  rock, 
inceasant  bleatings  run  around  the  hills. 
At  iaal,  of  snowy  white,  the  gather*d  flocks 
Are  in  the  wattled  pen  innumerous  press'd. 
Head  above  head :  and,  rang*d  in  lusty  rows, 
The  shepherds  sit,  and  whet  the  sounding  shears. 
TIk  housewife  waits  to  roll  her  fleecy  stores, 
With  all  her  gay  drest  maids  attending  round. 
One,  chief  in  gracious  dignity  enthron*d, 
Shines  o'er  the  rest,  the  pastoral  queen,  and  rays 
Her  smiles,  sweet-beaming,  on  her  shepherd-Ung ; 
While  the  glad  circle  round  them  yield  their  soub 
To  festive  mirth,  and  wit  that  knows  no  galL 
Mfanfiine,  thdr  joyous  task  goes  on  apace : 
Some  mingling  stir  the  melt«i  tar,  and  some, 
Dcepoo  the  new-shom  vagrant's  heaving  aide, 
Tojtamp  hu  master's  cypher  ready  stand  ; 
Olfaefs  A*  unwilling  wether  drag  tdong ; 
And,  ^orying  in  hu  might,  the  sturdy  boy 
Holds  by  the  twisted  horns  th'  indignant  ram. 
Behold  where  bound,  and  of  its  rote  bereft. 
By  needy  man,  that  all-depending  lord, 
^iw  meek,  horw  patient,  die  mild  creature  lies ! 
What  softness  in  its  melancholy  &ce. 
What  dumb  complaining  innocence  appears ! 
For  nol^  je  gentle  tribes,  'tb  not  the  knife 
Of  horrid  slaughter  that  is  o'er  you  wav'd ; 
No^  'tie  the  temkr  swain's  well-^ded  shears^ 
Who  faavtng  now,  to  pay  his  annual  care, 
Bonow*d  your  fleece,  to  you  a  cumbrous  load, 
WiB  send  you  bounding  to  your  hills  again* 

A  ample  scene !     Tet  hence  Britannia  sees 
Her  solid  mndeur  rise :  hence  she  commands 
111'  exalted  stores  of  every  brighter  clime, 
The  treasures  of  the  Sun  without  his  rage : 
Hnwe^  fervent  all,  with  culture,  toil,  and  arts, 
Wide  ^owB  her  land :  her  dreadful  thunder  hence 
Rides  o'er  the  waves  sublime,  and  now,  ev'n  now. 
Impending  hangs  o'er  Galb'a's  humbled  coast ; 
HoKe  rules  the  circling  deep,  and  awes  the  world. 

"Hs  raging  noon ;  and,  vertical,  the  Sun 
Darta  on  the  head  dhect  his  forceful  rays. 
0*cr  Heaven  and  Earth,  &r  as  the  ranging  eye 
Csn  sweep,  a  danling  deluffe  reigns ;  and  all 
Vnm  pole  to  pole  is  undistmguish'd  blase. 
In  vain  the  sidbt^  directed  to  the  ground. 
Sloops  lor  rdief;  thence  hot-ascending  steams 
And  keen  reflection  pain.     Deep  to  the  root 
Of  vegetation  parch'd,  the  deavmg  fields 
And  slippery  lawn  an  arid  hue  disclose, 
Blast  Fancy's  bloom,  and  wither  ev'n  the  souL 
Edw  no  more  returns  the  cheerftil  sound 
Of  sharpening  scythe :  the  mower  sinking,  heaps 
O'er  him  the  hnxnid  hay,  with  flowers  perfum'd ; 
And  aearoe  a  chirinng  grasshopper  is  heard 
Ihrough  the  dumb  mead.    Distressful  Nature  pants. 
The  very  streams  look  lai^id  firom  afar ; 
Oif  through  th*  unshelter'd  glade,  impatient  seem 
To  hori  into  the  covert  of  the  grove. 

AQ-conquering  Heat,  oh,  intermit  thy  wrath ! 
And  on  my  throbbing  temples  potent  thus 
Bean  not  so  fierce  !     Incessant  still  you  flow. 
And  still  another  fervent  flood  succeeds, 
Fsor^d  on  the  head  profuse.     In  vain  I  sigh. 
And  icadesa  turn,  and  look  around  for  ni^t ; 
Nigkft  is  far  ofl*,  and  hotter  hours  approach. 


Thrica  happy  ha4  who^  on  tiw  i 
Of  a  romantic  mountain,  fbrest-crown'd, 
Beneadi  the  whole  collected  slade  radfaies: 
Or  in  the  gelid  caverns,  woodbine-wrought. 
And  fresh  bedew'd  with  ever-spouting  stremns^ 
Sits  coolly  calm ;  while  all  the  world  without. 
Unsatisfied  and  sick,  tosses  in  noon : 
Emblem  instructive  cf  the  virtuous  man, 
Who  keeps  his  temper'd  mind  serene  and  pui^ 
And  every  passion  aptly  harmonis'd. 
Amid  a  jarring  world  with  vice  inflam'd. 

Welcome,  ye  shades !  ye  bowery  thickets,  hafl  I 
Ye  lofty  pines  !  ye  venerable  oaks ! 
Ye  ashes  vrild,  resounding  o'er  the  steep ! 
Delicious  is  your  shelter  to  the  soul. 
As  to  the  hunted  hart  the  sallying  springs 
Or  stream  full-flowing,  that  his  swelling  sides 
Laves,  as  he  floata  akmg  the  herfaag'd  brink. 
Cool,  through  the  nerves,  your  pleaaing  comfbvt 


Hie  heart  beats  glad;  the  fresh-expanded  eye 
And  ear  resume  their  vratch ;  die  sinews  knit ; 
And  Ufe  shoots  swift  through  all  the  lighten'd  limba. 

Around  th'  adjoining  brook,  that  purls  along 
The  vocal  grove,  now  fretting  o'er  a  rock. 
Now  scarcely  moving  throu^  a  reedy  pool. 
Now  starting  to  a  sudden  stream,  and  now 
Gently  diff\is'd  into  a  limpid  plain ; 
A  various  groupe  the  herds  and  flodts  compose^ 
Rural  conmsion !  on  the  grassy  bank 
Some  ruminating  lie ;  wlule  others  stand 
Half  in  the  flooc^  and,  often  bending,  sip 
The  circling  surfiu^.     In  the  middle  droops 
The  strong  laborious  oz,  of  honest  front. 
Which  inoompos'd  he  shakes ;  and  from  his  sides 
The  troublous  insects  lashes  vrith  his  tail. 
Returning  stilL     Amid  his  subjects  safe. 
Slumbers  the  monarch-swain ;  his  careless  arm 
Thrown  round  his  head,  on  <k>wny  moos  sustain'd  ; 
Here  laid  his  scrip,  with  wholesome  viands  fiird ; 
Hiere,  listening  eveiy  noise,  his  watchful  dog. 

Light  fly  his  slumbers,  if  perchance  a  flight 
Of  angry  gad-flies  fasten  on  the  herd ; 
That  startling  scatters  from  the  shallow  brook,^ 
In  search  of  lavish  stream.     Tossing  the  foam. 
They  scorn  the  keqper's  voice,  and  scour  the  plain. 
Through  all  the  hr^ght  severi^  of  noon ; 
While,  from  theirliSMniring  breasts,  a  hollow  moan 
Proceeding  runs  low-bellowing  round  the  hills. 

Oft  in  this  season  too  die  horse,  provok'd, 
While  his  big  sinews  fbll  of  spirits  swell, 
TVembling  vrith  vigour,  in  the  heat  of  blood. 
Springs  the  high  fence ;  and,  o'er  die  field  efi^is'dy 
Ihurts  on  the  gloomy  flood,  vrith  stedfast  eye. 
And  heart  estrang'd  to  fear  :  his  nervous  chest. 
Luxuriant,  and  orect !  the  seat  of  strength! 
Bears  down  th'  opposing  stream:    quenchless  las 

thirst; 
He  takes  the  river  at  redoubled  draughts* 
And  vrith  wide  nostrils,  snorting,  skims  the  wave. 

Still  let  me  pierce  into  the  midnight  depth 
Of  yonder  grove,  of  vrildest  largest  growth : 
That,  forming  high  in  air  a  woodland  quire, 
Nods  o'er  the  mount  beneath.     At  every  step. 
Solemn,  and  slow,  the  shadovrs  blacker  lall, 
And  all  is  awefiil  listening  gloom  around. 

These  are  the  haunts  of  Meditadon,  these 
The  scenes  where  ancient  bards  th'  inspiring  breath. 
Ecstatic,  felt;  and,  from  this  world  retir*d, 
Convcrs'd  vrith  angels  and  immortal  forms» 
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On  gmcMM  etnAdi  hMit }  to  Mure  tfat  fiUl 

Of  Virtuo  struggling  OB tbe  bnnk  of  Vice; 

In  waking  wfaitpen,  and  repeated  dreams, 

To  hint  pure  tiiought,  and  warn  tha  &voiir'd  soul 

For  future  triab  fiMcd  to  prefiaie ; 

To  prompt  die  poet,  who  devoted  gives 

His  Muse  to  better  themes ;  to  soothe  the  pangs 

Of  dying  worth,  and  from  die  patriot's  breast 

(Backward  to  mii^^  in  detested  war, 

But  foremost  when  engagM)  to  turn  the  death ; 

And  numberless  such  offices  of  love 

Daily,  and  nightly,  sealous  to  perform. 

Shook  sud£n  from  the  bosom  of  the  sky, 
A  thousand  shapes  or  glide  athwart  the  dusk. 
Or  stalk  migestic  on.     Deep-rous*d,  I  feel 
A  sacred  terrour,  a  severe  delight,  [methinka, 

Creep    through    my  mortal    frame  ;    and    thus, 
A  voice,  than  human  more,  th'  abstracted  ear 
Of  fkncy  strikes.     «  Be  not  of  us  afiraid. 
Poor  kindred  man  !  thy  fellow-creatures,  we 
From  the  same  Parent- Power  our  beings  drew. 
Hie  same  our  Lord,  and  laws,  and  great  pursuit 
Once  some  of  us,  like  thee,  through  stormy  life, 
Toil*d,  tempesubeaten,  ere  we  could  attain 
Thu  holy  calm,  this  harmony  of  mind. 
Where  purity  and  peace  immingle  charms. 
Then  fear  not  us ;  but  with  responsive  song. 
Amid  these  dim  recesses,  undistuib^d 
By  noisy  folly-  and  discordant  vice, 
(^  Nature  sing  with  us,  and  Nature's  God. 
Here  fluent,  at  the  visionary  hour, 
When  musing  midnight  reigns  or  silent  noon. 
Angelic  harps  are  in  full  concert  heard  ; 
And  voices  chanting  from  the  wood-crown*d  hQl, 
'Hie  deepening  dale,  or  inmost  sylvan  glade : 
A  privil^e  bestow'd  by  us,  alone^ 
On  Contemplation,  or  the  hallow*d  ear 
Of  poet,  swelling  to  seraphic  strain." 

And  art  thou,  Stanley  •,  of  that  sacred  band? 
Alas,  for  us  too  soon !     Though  nis'd  above 
The  reach  of  human  pain,  above  the  flight 
Of  human  joy ;  yet,  with  a  mingled  ray 
Of  sadly-pleas*d  remembrance,  must  thou  fed 
A  mother's  love,  a  mother's  tender  woe : 
Who  seeks  thee  still,  in  many  a  former  scene ; 
Seeks  thy  fidr  fbrm,  thy  lovely  beaming  eyes. 
Thy  pleasing  converse,  by  gay  li^^  sense 
Inspir*d :  where  moral  wisdom  mndly  shone. 
Without  the  toil  of  art ;  and  virtue  glow'd. 
In  all  her  smiles,  without  forbidding  pride. 
But,  O  thou  best  of  parents!  wipe  diy  tears ; 
Or  rather  to  Parental  Nature  pay 
Hie  tean  of  gratcAil  joy,  who  for  a  while 
Lent  thee  this  younger  self,  this  opening  bloom 
Of  thy  enlightened  mind  and  gentle  worth. 
ASelieve  the  Muse :  the  wintery  blast  of  Death 
Kills  not  the  buds  of  virtue ;  no,  they  spread. 
Beneath  the  heavenly  beam  of  brighter  suns, 
Through  endless  ages,  into  higher  powers. 

Tlnis  up  the  mount,  in  ai^ry  vision  rapt, 
I  stray,  regardless  whither ;  till  the  sound 
Of  a  near  fall  of  water  every  sense 
Wakes  from  die  charm  of  thought :  swift-shrinking 

back, 
I  check  my  steps,  and  view  the  broken  scene. 

Smooth  to  the  shelving  brink  a  copious  flood 
Rolls  fair,  and  placid ;  where  collected  all, 

*  A  young  lady  who  died  at  the  age  of  eighteen, 
in  the  year  17S8. 


In  one  impetuous  tomnl^  down  die  steep 

It  thundering  shoots,  and  shakes  tbe  country  rouiuL 

At  first,  an  anire  sheet,  it  rushes  broad ; 

Than  whitening  by  degrees,  as  prone  it  falls, 

And  fWxn  the  loud-resounding  rocks  below 

Dash*d  in  a  doud  of  foam,  it  sends  aloft 

A  hoary  mist,  and  forms  a  ceasdess  shower. 

Nor  can  the  tortur*d  wave  here  find  repose : 

But,  raging  still  amid  the  shaggy  rocks. 

Now  flashes  o*er  the  scatter'd  fragments,  now 

Aslant  the  hollow  channd  rapid  darts ; 

And,  fidling  fast  fhim  gradual  slope  to  slope. 

With  wild  infracted  course,  and  lessen'd  roar. 

It  gains  a  safer  bed,  and  steals,  at  last. 

Along  the  mases  of  the  quiet  vale. 

Invited  from  the  cliff,  to  whose  dark  brow 
He  clings,  the  steep-ascending  eagle  soars. 
With  upward  pinions  through  the  flood  of  d^ ; 
And,  giving  full  his  bosom  to  the  blaze. 
Gains  on  the  Sun ;  while  all  the  tuneful  nce^ 
Smit  by  afflictive  noon,  disorder*d  droop. 
Deep  in  the  thicket ;  or,  from  bower  to  bower 
Responsive,  force  an  interrupted  strain. 
Tlie  stock-dove  only  through  tbe  forest  cooes. 
Mournfully  hoarse ;  oft  ceasing  from  his  plaii^ 
Short  intervd  of  weary  woe  !  again 
The  sad  idea  of  his  murder'd  mate. 
Struck  from  his  side  by  savage  fowler*s  guik^ 
Across  hu  fkncy  comes ;  and  then  resounds 
A  louder  song  of  sorrow  through  the  grove. 

Beside  the  dewy  border  let  me  sit. 
All  in  the  fireshness  of  die  humid  air ; 
Tliere  in  that  hoUow'd  rock,  grotes^ie  and  wi]4 
An  ample  chair  mo88-lin*d,  and  over  head 
By  flowering  umbrage  shaded ;  where  tbe  bee 
S^ys  dOigent,  and  with  th'  extracted  balm 
Of  fVagrant  woodbine  loads  his  little  thigh. 
'     Now,  while  I  taste  the  sweetness  of  tbe  shade. 
While  Nature  lies  around  deep-luU*d  in  Noon, 
Now  come  bold  Fancy,  spread  a  daring  fligfatv 
And  view  the  wonders  of  the  tonii  vme  : 
Climes  unrelenting !  with  whose  rage  oooqiar'd^ 
Yon  blase  is  fedde,  snd  yon  skies  are  cooL 

See,  how  at  once  the  bris^  effulgent  Sun, 
Rising  direct,  swift  chases  from  the  sky 
Hie  short-Uv'd  twilight ;  and  with  ardent  blaae 
Looks  gaily  fierce  through  all  the  daiiling  air ; 
He  mounts  his  throne ;  but  kind  before  him  aends, 
Issuing  fhim  out  the  portals  of  the  mom. 
The  general  breeae\i  to  mitigate  his  fire. 
And  breathe  refreshment  oo  a  fiynting  woeld. 
Great  are  the  scenes,  with  dreadful  beanty  ctowbM 
And  barbarous  wealth,  that  see  each  drduag  ycac» 
Returning  sum  and  dovbU  fenipni  \  pass :  ^ 
Rocks  ridi  in  gems,  and  mountains  big  wMi  ouoes, 
Tliat  on  the  high  eq[uatar  ridgy  riae. 
Whence  many  a  buniiqg  stream  aurifierous  plagra 
Majestic  woods,  of  every  vigorous  green, 
Stage  above  stage,  high  wmviitf  o'er  the  hills  ; 
Or  to  the  fiw  horixon  wide  di&s'd, 
A  boundless  deep  immensity  of  shade. 

f  Which  blows  constandy  between  the  tropic 
from  the  east,  or  the  coUaterd  points,  the  Dord». 
and  south-east;  caused  by  the  pressure  of  ^ 
rarefied  air  on  diat  before  it,  accordin|(  to  tl 
diumd  modon  of  the  Sun  finom  east  to  west. 

\  In  all  climates  between  the  tropics,  tbe  SKIl^ 
he  passes  and  repasses  in  his  aimual  mocios^  i«  twij 
a  year  vertical,  which  produ^^  thu  dTect. 
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H«re  lofty  trees,  to  andent  tong  uakoowii. 

The  Doble  sons  of  potent  heat  and  floods 

Prone  mshing  fWm  the  clouds,  rear  high  to  Hei^vai 

Their  thorny  stems,  and  broad  around  them  tfaroir 

Meridian  gloom.     Here,  in  eternal  prime, 

Unottmber'd  finiits  cf  keen  delicious  taste 

And  vital  spirit,  drink  amid  the  cliA, 

And  bominff  sands  that  bank  the  shrubby  vales, 

Bedoubled  qmj,  yet  in  their  rugged  coats 

A  friendly  juice  to  cool  its  rage  contain. 

Bear  me,  Pomona !  to  thy  citron  groves ; 
To  where  the  lemon  and  the  piercing  lime. 
With  the  deep  oruige,  glowing  through  the  green, 
thm  lighter  glories  blend.     Lay  me  reclined 
Beneath  the  spreading  tamarind  that  shakes, 
Fann*d  by  the  breese,  its  fever-cooling  firuit 
JDeep  in  tfte  night  the  massy  locust  sheds,      [miK, 
Qooich   my  hot  limbs ;   or  lead  me  through  the 
Emboveriiig  endless,  of  the  Indian  fig; 
Or^  itirown  at  gayer  ease,  on  some  ftir  brow, 
Let  nw  behold,  by  breexy  murmurs  cool'd, 
Broad  o'er  my  head  the  verdant  cedar  wave. 
And  high  palmetoa  lift  their  graceful  shade. 
Or,  streccfa'd  amid  tiiese  orchards  of  the  Sun, 
Give  me  to  drain  the  cocoa's  milky  bowl, 
ilnd  from  the  palm  to  draw  its  frohening  wine ! 
More  bouBteons  fiur  than  all  the  frantic  juice 
WUcfa  Bacchus  pours.     Nor,  on  its  slender  twigs 
Low4ieiidiiig,  be  the  full  pomemnate  scom'd  ; 
Nor,  creeping  through  the  woods,  the  gelid  race 
Of  berries.     Oft  in  humble  station  dwells 
faboartftil  wortii,  above  ftstkHous  pomp. 
Witaeas,  tfaoo  best  An&na,  thou  die  pride      • 
Of  vegetable  )Ue,  beyond  whate'er 
Hie  poets  imag'd  in  the  golden  age : 
Qnick  let  me  strip  thee  of  thy  tu%  coat, 
Spread  tliy  ambraoal  stores,  and  feast  vrith  Jove ! 

Ann  these  the  prospect  varies.     Plains  immense 
Lie  stretcfa'd  below,  interminable  meads. 
And  vast  savannahs,  where  the  wandering  eye^ 
Uafix'dy  is  in  a  verdant  ocean  lost. 
Another  Flora  there,  of  bolder  hues. 
And  richer  sweets,  beyond  our  garden's  pride. 
Plays  o'er  the  fidds,  uid  showers  with  sudden  hand 
EjMibeiaut  Spring ;  for  oft  these  valleys  shift 
Their  grcen-embroider'd  robe  to  fiery  brown. 
And  airift  to  green  again,  as  scordiing  suns. 
Or  streaming  dews  and  torrent  rains,  prevaiL 
Along  thMe  lonely  regions,  where  retir'd. 
From  little  scenes  of  art,  great  Nature  dwells 
la  awcliil  solitndc,  and  nought  is  seen 
Bm.  Ike  wild  herds  that  own  no  master's  stall, 
ftuJyooa  rivers  roll  their  fattening  seas ; 
Oa  whose  luxuriant  herbage,  half-conceal'd, 
like  a  fisfl'n  cedar,  frr  difTus'd  his  train, 
Cw'd  ia  crAn  scales,  the  crocodile  extends. 
The  flooa  disparts :  bdiold !  in  plaited  mail, 
Miami  nil  *  rears  his  head,     danc'd  fh)m  his  side, 
Tht  darted  steel  in  idle  shivers  flies  : 

.  walks  the  plain,  or  seeks  the  hills ; 
( he  crops  his  varfed  &re,  the  herds, 
Jm  MH^rM^g  circle  round,  forget  their  fbod, 
4M  aft  tise  harmless  stranger  wondering  gase. 

yfar*^"',  beneath  primeval  trees,  that  cast 
Bbir  anopk  shade  o'er  Niger's  yellow  stream, 
blvi^eane  the  Ganges  rolU  his  sacred  wave ; 
Exaid  tlae  central  depth  of  blackening  woods, 
ll^.niaM  fai  solemn  theaini  around, 

•   TIm  hippopotamus,  or  liver^iorse. 


Leana  the fattga  elephant:  wisest  of  bmm  1 
O  truly  wise !  with  gentle  might  endow'd. 
Though  powcrfU,  not  destructive !     Here  he  saet 
Rev<^vinff  ages  sweep  the  changefbl  eard^ 
And  empires  rise  and  fhll ;  regardless  he 
Of  what  the  never-resdng  race  of  men 
Project :  thrice  happy !  oonld  he  'scape  their  guiles 
Who  mine,  fhim  cruel  avarice,  hb  steps ; 
Or  with  his  towery  grandeur  swdl  their  states 
The  pride  of  kings  [  or  else  his  strength  pervert. 
And  bid  him  rage  amid  die  mortal  fray, 
Astonish'd  at  the  madness  of  mankind. 

Wide  o'er  the  winding  umbrage  of  the  floods^ 
Like  vivid  blossoms  glowing  flnom  aftr,  [hand. 

Thick  swarm  the  brighter  birds.     For   Nature's 
That  with  a  sportive  vanity  has  deck'd 
The  plumy  nations,  there  her  gayest  hues 
Profusely  pours.     But,  if  she  bids  them  shine, 
Array'd  in  all  the  beauteous  beams  of  day. 
Yet,  ihigal  still,  she  humbles  them  in  song,  f 
Nor  envy  we  the  gaudy  robes  they  lent 
Piroud  Montesuma*s  realm,  whose  legions  cast 
A  boundless  radiance  waving  on  the  Sun, 
While  Philomdi  is  ours ;  while  in  our  shades, 
Tlirough  the  soft  silence  of  the  listening  night, 
The  sober-suited  songstress  trilb  her  ]m. 

But  come,  my  Muse,  the  desert4)amer  burst, 
A  wild  expanse  of  lifeless  sand  and  sky : 
And,  swifter  than  the  toiling  caravan. 
Shoot  o'er  the  vale  of  Sennar ;  ardent  dimb 
llie  Nubian  mountains,  and  the  secret  bounds 
Of  jealous  Abyssinia  boldly  pierce. 
Thou  art  no  ruflian,  who  beneath  the  mask 
Of  social  commerce  com'st  to  rob  their  weahh ; 
No  hofy  Fury  thou,  blaqjiheming  Heaven, 
With  consecrated  steel  to  stab  their  peace. 
And  through  the  kmd,  yet  red  from  dvil  wounds. 
To  spread  the  purple  tyranny  of  Rome. 
TIkhi,  like  the  harmless  bee,  may'st  freely  range, 
From  mead  to  mead  bright  with  exalted  flowers. 
From  jasmine  grove  to  grove,  may'st  wander  gay. 
Through  palmy  shades  and  aromatic  vroods, 
That  grace  the  plains,  invest  the  peopled  hills. 
And  up  the  more  than  Alpine  mountains  wave. 
Tliere  on  the  breezy  summit,  spreading  faur. 
For  many  a  league ;  or  on  stupendous  rocks. 
That  from  the  sun-redoubling  valley  lift. 
Cool  to  the  middle  air  their  lawny  tops ; 
Where  palaces,  and  fanes,  and  villas  rise ; 
And  gaidens  smile  around,  and  cuUur'd  fields ; 
And  fountains  gusli ;  and  careless  herds  and  flocka 
Securely  stray ;  a  world  withm  itself. 
Disdaining  all  assault :  there  let  me  draw 
£thereal  soul,  there  drink  reviving  gales. 
Profusely  breathing  from  the  spicy  groves. 
And  vales  of  fragrance ;  there  at  distance  hear 
The  roaring  floods,  and  cataracts,  that  sweep 
From  disembowell'd  Earth  the  virgin  gold ; 
And  o'er  the  varied  landscape,  recess,  rove. 
Fervent  with  life  of  every  frirer  kind ; 
A  kmd  of  wooden!  vrhtch  the  Sun  still  eyes 
With  ray  direct,  as  <^  the  lovely  realm 
Enamour'd,  and  delighting  there  to  dwell,     [noon. 
How  dumg'd  the  scene  1     In  blazing  height  of 
TTie  Sun,  oppress'd,  is  plung'd  in  thickest  gloom. 
Still  Horrour  reigns,  a  dreary  twiKght  round, 

f  In  aU  the  regions  of  the  torrid  zone,  the  birds, 
though  more  beautiful  in  their  plumage,  are  ob- 
served  to  be  less  melodious  than  ^urs. 
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Of  lifuggling  niglit  9tti  day  maHgnuic  iniz'd. 
For  to  the  hot  equator  crowding  hatf 
Whtri^  highly  rarafy'd,  the  yielding  air 
Admits  their  stream,  incessant  vapours  roll, 
Amasing  clouds  on  douds  continual  beap*d ! 
Or  whiri'd  tempestuous  by  the  gusty  wind. 
Or  silent  borne  along,  heavy,  and  slow. 
With  the  big  stores  df  steaming  oceans  chaig'd. 
Meantime^  amid  these  upper  seas,  condens*d 
Around  the  cold  aerial  mountain's  brow. 
And  by  conflicting  winds  together  dashed. 
The  Tliunder  holds  his  black  tremendous  throne : 
Vnok  cloud  to  cloud  the  rending  Lightnings  rage ; 
mi,  in  Uie  furious  elemental  war 
DissolT*d,  tlie  whole  predpitated  mass. 
Unbroken  floods  and  solid  torrents  pours. 

The  treasures  these,  hid  from  the  bounded  search 
Of  ancient  knowledge ;  whence,  with  annual  pomp, 
Rich  king  of  floods !  overflows  the  swelling  Nile. 
From  his  two  springs,  in  Oojam*s  sunny  reahn. 
Pure  welling  out,  he  through  the  ludd  lake 
Of  fiur  Dambea  rolls  his  inflmt  stream. 
There,  by  tiie  Nslads  nurs'd,  he  sports  away 
His  playful  youtfi,  amid  the  ftagrant  isles, 
That  with  un£Mling  verdure  smile  around. 
Ambitious,  thence  the  manly  river  breaks ; 
And,  gathering  many  a  flood,  and  copious  fed 
With  2l  the  mdlowM  treasures  of  ^  sky. 
Winds  in  progressive  mijjesty  along : 
Through  spl^did  kingdoms  now  £volves  his  mase^ 
Now  wanders  wild  o'er  solitary  tracts 
Of  liie-deserted  sand :  till,  glad  to  quit 
Hie  joyless  desert,  down  the  Nubian  rocks 
From  thundering  steep  to  steep,  he  pours  his  urn. 
And  Egypt  joys  ben«Uh  the  spreading  wave. 

His  brother  Niger,  too,  and  all  the  floods 
In  which  the  fuU-form'd  nuuds  of  AfKc  lave 
Tlieir  jetty  limbs;  and  all  that  form  the  trsct 
Of  woody  mountains  stretch'd  through  gorgeous  Ind 
Fall  on  Cormandel's  coast,  or  Mali£ar ; 
Fkom  Menam's  orient  stream  *,  that  nightly  Ainet 
With  insect-lamps,  to  where  Aurora  sheds 
On  Indus*  smiling  banks  the  rosy  shower : 
All,  at  this  bounteous  season,  ope  their  urns, 
And  pour  untoiling  harvest  o'er  the  land. 

Nor  less  thy  world,  Columbus,  drinks,  refinesh'd, 
Hie  lavish'd  moisture  of  the  melting  year. 
Wide  o'er  his  isles,  the  branching  Oronoque 
Rolls  a  brown  deluge ;  and  the  native  dnves 
To  dwell  aloft  on  life^uffidng  trees, 
At  once  his  dome,  his  robe,  his  food,  and  arms. 
Swell'd  by  a  thousand  streams,  impetuous  huri'd 
From  all  the  loaring  Andes,  huge  descends 
Hie  mighty  OreUana.  f     Scarce  the  Muse 
Dares  stretch  her  wing  o'er  this  enormous  mass 
Of  rushing  water ;  scarce  she  dares  attempt 
The  sea-like  Plata ;  to  wbose  dread  expanse, 
Continuous  depth,  and  wondrous  length  of  course, 
Our  floods  are  rills.     With  unabated  force. 
In  silent  dignity  they  sweep  along. 
And  traverse  realms  unknown,  and  blooming  wilds, 
And  fruitful  deserts,  worids  of  solitude. 
Where  the  Sun  smiles  and  Seasons  teem  in  vain, 
Unseen  and  unenjoy'd.     Forsaking  these, 
0*er  peopled  plains  they  fair-difiusive  flow, 

*  The  river  that  runs  through  Siam ;  on  whose 
banks  a  vast  number  of  those  insects  called  flre-fl^ 
wake  a  beaotiftil  appearance  in  the  night 

f  Hie  river  of  the  Amaxons. 


I  And  many  a  nation  feed,  and  dide  safe, 
I  In  their  soft  bosom,  many  a  happy  isle; 
The  seat  of  blameless  Pan,  yet  undistuib'd 
By  Christian  crimes  and  Europe's  cruel  sons. 
Thus  pouring  on  they  proudly  sedc  the  deep, 
Whose  vanquish'd  tide,  recoiling  from  the  shock, 
Yields  to  the  liquid  weight  of  half  the  globe ; 
And  Ocean  trembles  for  his  green  domain. 

But  what  avails  this  wondrous  waste  of  wcakfa? 
This  gay  profusbn  of  luxurious  bliss  ? 
This  pomp  of  Nature?  what  their  balmy  mcad% 
Their  powerful  herbs,  and  Ceres  void  of  pain  ? 
By  vagrant  birds  dispers'd,  and  wafting  winds, 
What  thdr  unplanted  fruits  ?  what  the  cool  drsnglits 
Th'  ambrosial  food,  rich  gums,  and  spicy  heahh. 
Their  forests  yield  ?  thdr  toUing  insects  what, 
Thdr  silky  pride,  and  v^^etable  robes? 
Ah !  what  avail  their  fatal  treasures,  hid 
Deep  in  the  bowels  of  the  pitying  Earth, 
Golconda's  gems,  and  sad  Potosi's  minea ; 
Where  dwdt  the  gentlest  children  of  the  Sun? 
What  all  that  Aflnc's  golden  rivers  ndl, 
Her  odorous  woods,  and  shining  ivory  stores? 
nUfeted  race !  the  sof^ing  arts  of  peace, 
Wliate'er  Ihs  humanising  Muses  teach; 
The  godlike  wisdom  of  the  temper'd  breast; 
Ph)gressive  truth,  the  patient  force  of  tiiougfat; 
Investigation  calm,  whose  silent  powers 
Command  the  world ;  the  light  that  leads  to  Heafto; 
Kind  equal  rule,  the  government  of  lawa^ 
And  all-protecting  freedom,  which  akme 
Sustains  the  name  and  dignity  of  man : 
These  are  not  theirs.     The  parent  Sun  himself 
Seems  o'er  this  world  of  slaves  to  tyranniae ; 
And,  with  oppreaave  ray,  the  roscat  bloom 
Of  beauty  blasting,  gives  the  gloomy  hne^ 
And  feature  gross :  or  worse,  to  rutfdcas  deeds, 
Mad  jealousy,  blind  rage,  and  fell  revenge. 
Their  ferrid  spirit  fires.     Love  dwells  not  thcr^ 
The  soft  regards,  the  tenderness  of  hit. 
The  heart-shed  tear,  th'  ineflOOile  delight 
Of  sweet  humanity :  these  court  the  hem 
Of  milder  climes;  in  sdfish  fierce  desire^ 
And  the  wikl  fury  of  voluptuous  senses 
There  lost.     The  very  brute  creation  there 
This  rage  partakes,  and  bums  with  horrid  fiics. 
ho !  the  green  serpent,  from  his  dark  abode. 
Which  ev'n  imagination  fears  to  tread. 
At  noon  forth  issuing,  gathers  up  his  tnan 
In  oibs  immense,  then,  darting  out  anew. 
Seeks  the  refreshing  fount ;  by  which  dfiffua'd. 
He  throws  his  foldb :  and  wMl^  with  thrcailcw^ 

tongue. 
And  deathful  jaws  erect,  tiie  monster  curls 
His  flaming  crest,  all  other  thirst  appall*d. 
Or  shivering  flies,  or  check'd  at  di^anoe  —^ntt^ 
Nor  dares  approach.     But  still  more  direful  Im, 
The  small  dose-luridng  minister  of  Fate» 
Whose  high-concocted  venom  through  the  ^lins 
A  rapid  lightning  darts,  arresting  swift 
The  vital  current     Form'd  to  hiimble  masw. 
This  child  of  vengeful  nature !  There,  rTiiliin*H 
To  fearless  lust  of  blood,  the  savage  laoe 
Roam,  licens'd  by  the  shading  hour  of  giailtv 
And  foul  misdeed,  when  the  pure  day  has  absat 
His  sacred  eye.     Hie  tiger  darting  ficrcs 
Impetuous  on  the  prey  ms  glance  has  donnrij  i 
The  livdy-shining  leopard,  speckled  o'er 
With  many  a  spot,  the  beauty  of  the  w 
And,  scorning  all  the  laming  arts  of  a 
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Hie  keen  hyena,  fidleet  of  the  IbU. 
These,  nditng  from  th*  inhospitable  woods 
Of  Mauritania,  or  the  tufted  isles, 
"Diat  verdant  rise  amid  the  Libyan  wild, 
Inmnnenms  glare  around  their  shaggy  king, 
Majestic,  staUdne  o*er  the  printed  sand ; 
And,  witfi  imperious  and  repeated  roars, 
Donand  their  &ted  food.     The  fearful  flocks 
Crowd  near  the  guardian  swain ;  the  nobler  herds, 
Whwe  round  their  lordly  bull,  in  rural  ease, 
Thcj  ruminating  Ue,  with  horrour  hear 
The  coming  rage.     Th*  awaken*d  village  smarts ; 
And  to  her  fluttering  breast  the  mother  strains 
Her  tfaooghtleas  infiiat     Fh>m  the  puvte's  den. 
Or  stem  Morocco's  tyrant-fang  escap*d, 
The  wretch  half-wishes  for  his  bonds  again : 
Whiles  iqiroar  all,  the  wilderness  resounds, 
Fhim  Atltts  eastward  to  the  frighted  Nile. 
Unhappy  he !  who  from  the  first  of  joys, 
Sodely,  cutoff;  is  left  alone 
Amid  this  world  of  death.     Day  after  day, 
8ai  OB  tbe  jutting  eminence  he  sits, 
And  viewa  the  main  that  ever  toDs  below ; 
Still  §oodiy  forming  in  the  ftrthest  verge, 
Whva  tbe  round  ether  mixes  with  the  wave, 
9i^  dim  cKscover'd,  dropping  from  the  clouds ; 
At  evening  to  the  setting  Sun  he  turns 
A  moornAil  eye,  and  down  his  dying  heart 
Saks  helpleas ;  while  the  wonted  roar  is  up. 
And  hsas  continual  through  the  tedious  night. 
Yet  here,  ev'n  here,  into  these  bkck  abodes 
Of  mooaters  unappall'd,  from  stooping  Rome, 
And  guilty  Cssar,  Liberty  retur'd. 
Her  Gato  following  through  Numidian  wilds : 
Pisdainful  of  Campania's  pntle  pUuns, 
And  all  the  green  delights  Ausonia  pours ; 
When  fer  them  she  must  bend  the  servile  knee. 
And  AnRming  take  the  splendid  robber's  boon. 
Nor  atop  the  terrours  of  these  regions  here : 
GooamiaBion'd  demons  oft,  angels  of  wrath, 
LKlooee  the  raging  elements.     Breath'd  hot, 
Roaa  an  the  bounSeas  ftimace  of  the  sky. 
And  the  wide  glittering  waste  of  burning  sand, 
A  MiBbc Bring  wind  the  pilgrim  smites 
Widi  aatant  death.     Fuient  of  thirst  and  toil. 
Son  of  die  desert !  even  the  camel  feels, 
Asa  through  his  wither'd  heart,  the  fiery  blast. 
Or  ftioan  tbe  bhKk-red  ether,  bursting  broad, 

I  tbe  sodden  whirlwind.     Straight  the  sands, 
t  around,  in  gathering  eddies  play : 
I  ncanr  still  they  daricening  come ; 
TBI,  with  the  general  all-involving  storm 
•■■J*  op,  the  whole  continuous  wilds  arise ; 
Ajid  by  their  noon-day  fount  dejected  thrown. 
Of  tmak,  at  niglit  in  sad  disastrous  sleep, 
Beaaalli  deaeending  hills,  the  caravan 
Is  buried  deep.     In  Cauro's  crowded  streets 
IV  ianfMliim  merduuit,  wondering,  waits  in  vain, 
Aad  Mcoca  saddens  at  the  long  delay. 

But  d^i^m.  sea,  whose  every  flexile  wave 
a^fB  «be  blast,  th'  atrial  tumult  swells. 
fm  tfce  dread  Ocean,  undulating  wide, 
MametA  die  raifiant  line  that  girts  the  globe, 

s  <Mii^  Typhon*,  whirl'd  from  point  to  point, 
^  an  the  rage  of  all  fhe  sky, 

~  rdgn.     Amid  the  heavens, 

*  Typhon  and   EcnepUa,  names  of  particular 
Imv   or  hurricanes,  known   only  hetuven  the 
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FaMy  sereaa^  deep  in  a  cloudy  spcek  ^ 
Compress'd,  the  mighty  tempest  brooding  dwells ; 
Of  no  regard,  save  to  the  skilful  eye. 
Fiery  and  foul,  the  small  prognostic  hangs 
Aloft,  or  on  the  promontory's  brow 
l^i^sters  its  force.     A  faint  deceitful  calm, 
A  fluttering  gale  the  demon  sends  before, 
To  tempt  the  spreading  sail#     Then  down  at  once. 
Precipitant,  descends  a  mingled  mass  ' 
Of  roaring  winds,  and  flame,  and  rushing  flooda. 
In  wild  amasement  fix'd  the  sailor  stands. 
Art  is  too  slow :  by  rapid  Fate  oppress'd. 
His  broad-wing'd  vessel  drinks  the  whelming  tide, 
Hid  in  the  bosom  of  the  black  abyss. 
With  such  nuid  seas  the  daring  Gama  \  fought. 
For  many  a  day,  and  many  a  dreadful  night. 
Incessant,  labouring  round  the  stormy  CajiCi 
By  bold  ambition  led,  and  bolder  thirst 
Of  gold.     For  then  from  ancient  gloom  emerg'd 
The  rising  world  of  trade :  the  genius,  then, 
Of  navigation,  that,  in  hopeless  sloth. 
Had  slumber'd  on  the  vast  Atlantic  deep, 
For  idle  ages,  starting,  heard  at  last 
The  Lusitanian  prince  §  ;  who,  Heavcn-inspir'd, 
To  love  of  useful  glory  rous'd  mankind. 
And  in  unbounded  conunerce  mix'd  the  worid. 
Increasing  still  the  terrours  of  these  storms, 
His  jaws  horrific  arm'd  with  threefold  fate. 
Here  dwells  the  direftil  shark.     Lur'd  by  the  scent 
Of  steaming  crowds,  of  rank  disease,  and  death. 
Behold !  he  rushing  cuts  the  briny  flood. 
Swift  as  tbe  gale  can  bear  the  ship  along ; 
And,  fnm  the  partners  of  that  cruel  trade^ 
Which  spoils  unhappy  Guinea  of  her  sons, 
Demands  his  share  of  prey ;  demands  themselves. 
The  stormy  Fates  descend:  one  death  involves 
Tyrants  and  slaves ;  when  straight,  their  mangled 

limbs 
Crashing  at  once,  he  dyes  the  purple  seas 
With  gore,  and  riots  in  the  ven^ul  meaL 

When  o'er  this  world,  by  equmoctial  rains 
Flooded  immense,  looks  out  the  joyless  Sun, 
And  draws  the  copious  steam  :  from  swampy  fens, 
Where  putrefaction  into  life  ferments. 
And  breathes  destructive  myriads :  or  from  wood% 
Impenetrable  shades,  recesses  foul. 
In  vapours  rank  and  blue  corruption  wrapt. 
Whose  gloomy  horrours  yet  no  desi)erate  foot 
Has  ever  dar'd  to  pierce ;  then,  wasteful,  fortli 
Walks  the  dire  power  of  pestilent  Disease. 
A  thousand  hideous  fiends  her  course  attend. 
Sick  Nature  bb»ting,  and  to  heartless  woe. 
And  feeble  desolation,  casting  down 
Tlie  towering  hopes  and  all  the  pride  of  man: 
Such  as,  of  late,  at  Carthagena  quench'd 
The  British  fire.     You,  gallant  Vernon,  saw 
The  miserable  scene;  you,  pitying,  saw 
To  infimt  weakness  sunk  die  warrior's  arm ; 
Saw  tbe  deep-racking  pang,  the  ghasUy  form. 
The  lip  pale  quivering,  ai^  the  beamless  eye 

f  Called  by  sailors  the  ox-eye,  being  in  appear- 
ance  at  first  no  bigger. 

1  Vasco  de  G«na,  die  first  who  aailed  round 
Africa,  by  die  Cape  %d  Good  Hope,  to  die  Eaat 
Indies. 

§  Don  Henry,  third  son  to  John  die  First,  king 
of  Portugal.  His  strong  genius  to  the  discovery 
of  new  countries  was  the  chief  source  of  all  the 
modem  improvements  m.nari^«|^^g  J  ^ 
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No  more  with  ardour  bright :  you  heard  the  groans 
Of  agonizing  ships  from  shore  to  shore ; 
Heard,  nightly  plung*d  amid  the  sullen  waves, 
The  frequent  corse  ;  while,  on  each  other  fix*d, 
In  sad  presage,  the  blank  assistants  seem*d. 
Silent,  to  ask,  whom  Fate  would  next  demand. 
What  need  I  mention  those  inclement  skies. 
Where,  frequent  o*er  the  sickening  city,  Plague, 
The  fiercest  child  of  Nemesis  divine. 
Descends  •  ?     From  Ethiopia's  poison 'd  woods, 
From  stifled  Cairo's  filth,  and  fetid  fields 
With  locust-armies  putrefying  hei^*d. 
This  great  destroyer  sprung.     Her  aweful  rage 
The  brutes  escape :  man  is  her  desdn'd  prey. 
Intemperate  man !  and,  o'er  his  guilty  domes. 
She  draws  a  close  incumbent  cloud  of  d«ith ; 
Uninterrupted  by  the  living  winds, 
Forbid  to  blow  a  wholesome  breeze ;  and  stain'd 
With  many  a  mixture  by  the  Sun,  suflflis'd. 
Of  angry  aspect.     Princely  wisdom,  then. 
Dejects  his  watchful  eye ;  and  flrom  the  hand 
Of  feeble  lustice,  ineffectual,  drop 
'  ^The  sword  and  balance :  mute  the  voice  of  joy. 
And  hush'd  the  clamour  of  the  busy  world. 
Empty  the  streets,  with  uncouth  verdure  clad ; 
Into  the  worst  of  deserts  sudden  tum*d 
The  cheerful  haunt  of  men,  unless  escap'd  [reigns, 
From  the  doom'd  house,  where  matchless  horrour 
Shut  up  by  barbarous  fear,  the  smitten  wretch. 
With  frensy  wild,  breaks  loose ;  and,  loud  to  Heaven 
Screaming,  the  dreadful  policy  arraigns. 
Inhuman,  and  unwise.     The  sullen  door, 
Yet  uninfected,  on  its  cautious  hinge 
Fearinff  to  turn,  abhors  society : 
Dependants,  fViends,  relations.  Love  himself, 
Savag'd  by  woe,  forget  the  tender  tie, 
TTje  sweet  engagement  of  the  feeling  heart. 
But  vain  their  selfish  care:  the  drcling  sky, 
The  wide  enlivening  air,  is  full  of  fate; 
And,  struck  by  turns,  in  solitary  pangs 
They  fall,  unUest,  untended,  and  unmoum'd* 
Thus  o'er  the  prostrate  dty  black  Despair 
Extends  her  raven  wing;  while,  to  complete 
The  scene  of  desolation,  stretch'd  around. 
The  grim  guards  stand,  denying  all  retreat. 
And  give  the  flying  wretch  a  b^ter  death. 

Much  yet  remains  unsung :  the  rage  interna 
Of  brazen-vaulted  skies,  of  iron  fields. 
Where  drought  and  famine  starve  the  blasted  year : 
Fir'd  by  the  torch  of  noon  to  tenfold  raffe, 
Th'  mfuriate  hill  that  shoots  the  pillar*d  flame ; 
And,  rous'd  within  the  subterranean  world, 
Th'  expanding  earthquake,  that  resistless  shakea 
Aspiring  cities  flrom  their  solid  base. 
And  buries  mountains  in  the  flaming  gulph. 
But  'tis  enough ;  return,  my  vagrant  Muae : 
A  nearer  scene  of  horrour  calls  thee  home. 

Behold,  slow-aettling  o'er  the  lurid  grove 
Unusual  darkness  bro(^;  and  growing  gains 
The  full  poesession  'cf  die  sky,  surcfaarg'd 
With  wrathful  vapour,  firom  the  secret  beds. 
Where  sleep  the  mineral  generations,  drawn. 
Thence  nitre,  sulphur,  and  the  fiery  spume 
Of  hx  bitumen,  steaming  on  the  day. 
With  various-tinctur'd  trains  of  latent 
Pollute  the  sky,  and  in  yon  baleful  cloud, 

*  These  are  the  causes  supposed  to  be  the  first 
origin  of  the  plague,  in  Dr.  Mead's  elegant  book 
on  that  subject. 


A  reddening  gloom,  a  magasine  of  Ate, 
Ferment ;  tlU  by  the  tou<£  ethereal  roos'd, 
Hie  dash  cf  clouds,  or  irritating  war 
Of  fighting  winds,  while  all  b  aim  bdow. 
They  furious  spring.     A  boding  silence  reigns, 
Dread  through  the  dun  expanse ;  save  the  dull  soui 
That  from  the  mountain,  previous  to  the  slorm. 
Rolls  o'er  the  muttering  earth,  disturbs  the  flocM^ 
And  shakes  the  forest-leaf  without  a  breath. 
Phine,  to  the  lowest  vale,  th'  aerial  trfiws 
Descend :  the  tempest-loving  raven  scarce 
Dares  wing  the  dubious  dusL     In  rueful  gaae 
llie  cattle  stand,  and  on  the  scowling  Hesvens 
Cast  a  deploring  eye,  by  man  forsook. 
Who  to  the  crowded  cottsge  hies  him  flMt, 
Or  seeks  the  shelter  of  the  downward  cavcu 

'Tis  listening  fear  and  dumb  amaseneat  aU : 
When  to  the  stertled  eye  the  sudden  glance 
Appears  far  south,  eruptive  through  £e  ckmd  ; 
And  following  slower,  in  explosion  vast, 
llie  thunder  rsises  his  tremendous  Toiceb 
At  first,  heard  solemn  o'er  iSbtt  verge  of  1 
The  tempest  growls ;  but  as  it  nearsr  i 
And  rolls  its  aweful  burden  on  the  wind. 
The  lightnings  flash  a  larger  curve^  and  nan 
The  noise  astounds :  till  over  bead  a  sheet 
Of  livid  flame  discloses  wide ;  thenshuti^ 
And  opens  wider ;  shuts  and  opens  still 
Expansive,  wrapping  ether  in  a  blase. 
Follows  die  loosen'd  aggravated  roar. 
Enlarging,  deepening,  mingling;  peal  on  peal 
CrushVl  horrible,  convulsing  Heaven  and  EaitiL 

Down  comes  a  deluge  of  sonorous  hail. 
Or  prone  descending  rain.     Wide  rent,  die  douis 
Pour  a  whole  flood ;  and  yet,  its  flane  unqnmA^ 
Th'  uncomnierable  lightninc  stnigglea  tiirnng^ 
Ragged  and  fierce,  or  in  red  whirlinff  baU% 
And  fires  tlie  mountains  with  redoubEed  rage. 
Black  firom  the  stroke,  above,  the  smouldering  | 
Stands  a  sad  shatter'd  trunk  ;  and,  stretch'd  1 
A  lifeless  groupe  the  blasted  cattle  lie : 
Here  the  Mft  flocks,  with  that  same  hannlcas  look 
They  wore  alive,  and  ruminating  still 
In  Fancy's  eye ;  and  there  the  frowning  buU« 
An  ox  half-rsis'd.     Struck  on  the  caadcd  dii; 
The  venersble  tower  and  spiry  fiine 
Resign  their  aged  pride.     The  ^oomy  ^ 
Start  at  die  flash,  and  fhim  their  deep  re 
Wide-flaming  out,  their  trembling  inmates  1 
Amid  Carnarvon's  mountains  rages  loud 
The  repercusaive  roar :  with  mi^ty  cnisfay 
Into  the  flashing  deep^  from  the  rude  rocks 
Of  Ptenmanmaur  hei^'d  hideous  to  the  sky. 
Tumble  the  smitten  diffs ;  and  Snowden's  ] 
Dissolving,  instant  yields  his  wintery  load. 
Far-scen,  the  heights  of  heathy  Cheviot  blaae^ 
And  Thul^  bellows  throu^  her  utmoa  islca. 
Guilt  hears  appall'd,  with  deeply  troubled  t' 
And  yet  not  always  on  the  guilty  head 
Descends  the  fated  flash.     Young  Celadon 
And  his  Amelia  were  a  matchless  pair ; 
With  equal  virtue  form'd,  and  equal  graoc^ 
The  same,  distinguish'd  by  their  sex  alone : 
Hers  the  mild  lustre  of  the  blooming  vkotn. 
And  his  the  radiance  of  the  risen  day. 

They  lov'd :  but  such  their  guileless  paasac 
As  in  the  dawn  of  time  inform'd  the  heart 
Of  innocence  and  undissembling  truth. 
*Twas  friendship  heightcn'd  by  the  mutual  ^ 
Th'  enchanting  hope,  and  sympa^etic  gknnr^ 
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n'd  fitmi  the  mutual  eye.  Deroting  al) 
To  love*  each  was  to  each  a  dearer  self; 
Supfemely  bapi>7  >°  ^*  awaken'd  power 
Of  giTing  joj.  Alone,  amid  the  slmdes, 
Slill  in  hannonious  intercourse  they  lir'd 
Vae  rural  day,  and  talk*d  the  flowing  heart. 
Or  agh*d  and  look'd  unuttend>le  things. 

So  pasi'd  their  life,  a  dear  united  stream, 
By  care  unrufRed ;  till,  in  eril  hour, 
The  tempest  caught  them  on  the  tender  walk. 
Heedless  how  fur,  and  where  its  mazes  stray'd, 
Wfaik^  with  each  other  blest,  creatiTe  love 
Still  bode  eternal  Eden  smile  around. 
Ftcaaging  instant  &te,  her  bosom  heav*d 
Unwonted  sighs,  and  stealing  oft  a  look 
Of  thd  big  gloom,  on  Celadon  her  eye 
FcH  tearful,  wetting  her  disorder*d  dieek. 
Id  vain  assuring  lore,  and  confidence 
In  Heaven,  repress'd  her  fear ;  it  grew,  and  shook 
Her  frame  near  dissolution.     He  perceiv*d 
Th'  unequal  conflict ;  and  as  angels  look 
On  dying  saints,  his  eyes  compassion  shed. 
With  love  iUumin'd  high.     «<  Fear  not,*'  he  said, 
*  Sweet  innocence !  thou  stranger  to  offence, 
And  inward  storm !     He,  who  yon  skies  involves 
In  frowns  of  darkness,  ever  smiles  on  thee 
With  kind  regard.     0*cr  thee  the  secret  shaft 
Thttt  wastes  at  midnight,  or  th*  undreaded  hour 
Of  noon,  flies  harmless :  and  that  very  vrace 
Which  thunders  terrour  through  the  guilty  heart. 
With  tongues  of  seraphs  whispers  peace  to  thine. 
*Tis  safety  to  be  near  thee  sure,  and  thus 
To  da^  perfection  !**     From  his  void  embrace,  • 
If  yaierioiis  Heaven !  that  moment,  to  the  ground, 
A  Uadcen'd  corse,  was  struck  the  beauteous  maid. 
But  who  can  paint  the  lover,  as  he  stood, 
Kcrc*d  by  severe  amazement,  hating  life, 
Speechleas,  and  fiz*d  in  all  the  death  of  woe  ? 
Sob  fiunt  resemblance !  on  the  marble  tomb. 
The  well  disaembled  mourner  stooping  stands, 
For  ever  silent,  and  for  ever  sad. 

Aa  from  the  &ce  of  Heaven  the  shatter*d  clouds 
Tumultuous  rove,  th'  interminable  sky 
ftiHhnfr  swells,  and  o'er  the  world  expands 
A  porcr  asure.     Through  the  h'ghten'd  air 
A  hi^ier  lustre  and  a  clearer  calm, 
DiinMive,  tremble ;  while,  as  if  in  sign 
Of  danger  past,  a  glittering  robe  of  joy. 
Set  olT  abundant  by  the  yellow  ray, 
Invests  the  fields ;  and  Nature  smiles  reviv'd. 

'Tis  beauty  all,  and  gratefbl  song  around, 
Joia*d  to  the  low  of  kine,  and  numerous  bleat 
Of  flodu  thick-nibbling  through  the  clover'd  vale. 
And  shall  the  hymn  be  marr'd  by  thankless  man, 
Most  &vour*d ;  who  with  voice  articulate 
Should  lead  the  chorus  of  this  lower  world  ? 
Shall  be,  ao  soon  forgetful  of  the  hand 
Tkat  huah'd  the  thunder,  and  serenes  the  sky, 
Eitinguish'd  feel  that  spark  the  tempest  wak'd, 
That  aesiae  of  powers  exceeding  far  his  own, 
Xie  yet  hn  feeble  heart  has  lost  its  fears  ? 

Cheered  by  the  milder  beam,  the  sprightly  youth 
Speeds  to  the  well-known  pool,  whose  oystal  depth 
A  sandy  bottom  shows.     Awhile  he  stands 
Gating  tii*  inverted  landsoipe,  half  afraid 
To  BMditate  the  blue  profound  below  ; 
TWn  plunges  headlong  down  the  circling  flood. 
His  ebon  tresses  and  Us  rosy  cheek 
lastaat  emerge;  and  through  th*  obedient  wave, 
-At  cMfa  short  breathing  by  hb  lip  repell'd, 


\  With  arms  and  legs  accoiding  welf,  he  makes, 
As  humour  leads,  an  easy-winding  path : 
While,  fVom  his  polish*d  sides,  a  £wy  light 
Effbses  on  the  pleas'd  spectators  h>und. 

Hiis  is  the  purest  exercise  of  health. 
The  kind  refresher  of  the  sununer  heats ; 
Nor,  when  cold  Tenter  keens  the  brightoiing  flo«4i 
Would  I,  weak-shivering,  Unger  on  the  brink. 
Tlius  life  redoubles,  and  is  oft  preserv*d, 
By  the  bold  swimmer,  in  the  swift  iUapse 
Of  accident  disastnms.     Hence  the  limbs 
Knit  into  force ;  and  the  same  Roman  arm, 
That  rose  victorious  o'er  the  conquer'd  Earth, 
First  leam'd,  while  tender,  to  subdue  the  wave. 
Even  firom  the  body's  purity,  the  mind 
Receives  a  secret  sympathetic  aid. 

Close  in  the  covert  cf  an  hazel  copse^ 
Where  winded  into  pleasing  solitudes 
Runs  out  the  rambling  dde^  young  Damdft  sat 
Ftosive,  and  pierc*d  with  love's  delightful  pangs. 
There  to  the  stream  that  down  the  dtttant  rocks 
Hoarse-murmuring  fell,  and  plaintive  breeze  that 

pUy*d 
Among  the  bending  willows,  falsely  he 
Of  Musidora's  cruelty  complain'd. 
She  felt  his  flame;  but  deep  within  her  breast^ 
In  bashful  coyness,  or  in  maiden  pride, 
The  soft  return  conceal'd ;  save  when  it  stole 
In  side-long  glances  fWmi  her  downcast  eye. 
Or  firom  her  swelling  soul  in  stifled  sighs. 
Touch'd  by  the  scene^  no  stranger  to  his  vows, 
He  fram'd  a  melting  lay,  to  try  her  heart; 
And,  if  an  infant  passion  struggled  there. 
To  all  that  passion  for^     Thrice  happy  swain ! 
A  lucky  chance,  that  oft  deddes  the  fiite 
Of  mighty  monarchs,  then  dedded  thine. 
For,  lo !  conducted  by  the  laughing  Loves, 
Hiis  cool  retreat  his  Musidora  sought : 
Warm  in  her  cheek  the  sultry  season  ^ow'd; 
And,  rob'd  in  loose  array,  she  came  to  bathe 
Her  fisrvent  limbs  in  the  refreshing  stream. 
What  shall  he  do  ?     In  sweet  confusion  lost, 
And  dubious  flutterings,  he  awhile  renoain'd : 
A  pure  ingenuous  elegance  of  soul, 
A  delicate  refinement,  known  to  few, 
Perplex'd  his  breast,  and  urg'd  him  to  retire : 
But  love  forbade.     Ye  prudes  in  virtue,  say. 
Say,  ye  severest,  what  would  you  have  done  ? 
Meantime,  this  fairer  nymph  than  ever  blest 
Arcadian  stream,  with  timid  eye  around 
The  banks  surveying,  stripp'd  her  beauteous  Bmb^ 
To  taste  the  ludd  coolness  of  the  flood. 
Ah,  then !  n<it  Paris  on  the  piny  top 
Of  Ida  panted  stronger,  when  aside 
The  rival  goddesses  the  veil  divine 
Cast  uncoinfin'd,  and  gave  fahn  all  thehr  charms, 
Than,  Damon,  thou ;  as  from  the  snowy  leg, 
And  slender  fboC,  th'  inverted  silk  she  drew ; 
As  the  soft  touch  diseolv'd  the  virgin  zone ; 
And,  through  the  parting  robe,  the  alternate  breast. 
With  youth  wild-duvbbmg,  on  thy  lawless  gaze 
In  full  luxuriance  rose.     But,  t^esperate  youth. 
How  durst  thou  risk  the  soul-distracting  view ; 
As  fkxnn  her  naked  limbs,  of  glowing  white. 
Harmonious  swell'd  by  Nature's  finest  hand. 
In  folds  loose-floating  fdl  the  fidnter  lawn ; 
And  fiur-expos'd  she  stiood,  shrunk  firom  horselfy 
With  fkncy  blushing,  at  the  doubtftil  breeze 
Ahirm'4  u>d  starting  like  tlie  fearful  fiiwn  ? 
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Tlien  to  tlM  flood  tbe  nnhM ;  Cho  panod  flood 
Its  lovely  guest  with  closing  waves  receiT'd ; 
And  erery  beauty  loftening,  every  grace 
Flushing  anew,  a  mellow  lustre  shed : 
As  shines  the  lily  through  the  crystal  mild ; 
Qr  as  the  rose  amid  the  morning  dew, 
Fresh  from  Aurora's  hand,  more  sweetly  glows. 
While  thus  she  wanlon'd,  now  beneath  the  wave 
But  ill-conceal*d ;  and  now  with  streaming  locks, 
That  half-embrac'd  her  in  a  humid  veil, 
Rising  again,  the  ktent  Damon  drew 
Such  maddening  draughts  of  beauty  to  the  soul, 
As  for  awhile  o'erwhelm'd  his  raptur'd  thought 
With  luxury  too  daring.     Check*d,  at  last. 
By  love's  respectful  nuMesty,  he  deem*d 
The  theft  pro&ne,  if  aught  profane  to  love 
Can  e*er  be  (jteem'd ;  and,  struggling  from  the  shade, 
With  headlong  hurry  fled :  but  first  these  lines, 
Trac'd  by  his  ready  pencil,  on  the  bank  t^^* 

Wjth  trembling  hand  he  threw.     **  Bathe  on,  my 
Tet  unbeheld,  save  by  the  sacred  eye 
Of  faithful  love :  I  go  to  guard  thy  haunt, 
To  keep  ftom  thy  recess  each  vagrant  foot. 
And  each  licentious  eye.*'    With  wild  surprise, 
As  if  to  marble  struck,  devoid  of  sense, 
A  stupid  moment  motionless  she  stood : 
So  stands  the  statue  *  that  enchants  the  world, 
So  bending  tries  to  veil  the  matchless  boast. 
Hie  mingled  beauties  of  exulting  Greece. 
Recovering,  swift  she  flew  to  find  those  robes 
Which  bli^ful  Eden  knew  not ;  and,  array*d 
In  careless  haste,  th*  ahurming  paper  snatch'd. 
But,  when  her  Damon's  welUknown  hand  she  saw, 
Her  tenours  vanish'd,  and  a  sof^r  train 
Of  mixt  emotions,  hard  to  be  described. 
Her  sudden  bosom  seis'd :  shame  void  of  guilt. 
The  charminft  blush  of  innocence,  esteem 
And  admiration  of  her  lover's  flame, 
By  modesty  exalted :  even  a  sense 
Of  self.«pproving  beauty  stole  across 
Her  busy  thought.     At  length,  a  tender  calm 
Hush'd  by  degrees  the  tumult  of  her  soul ; 
And  on  the  spreading  beech,  that  o'er  the  stream 
Incumbent  hung,  she  with  the  sylvan  pen 
Of  rural  lovers  this  confession  carv'd. 
Which  soon  her  Damon  kiss'd  with  weeping  joy: 
**  Desr  youth !  sob  judge  of  what  these  verses  mean. 
By  fortune  too  much  &vour'd,  but  by  love, 
AUs !  not  fiivour'd  less,  be  still  as  now 
Discreet :  ^  time  may  come  you  need  not  fly. " 
The  Sun  has  lost  his  rage :  his  downward  orli 
Shoots  nothing  now  but  animating  warmth. 
And  vital  lustre;  that  with  various  ray     [Heaven, 
lights  up  the  clouds,   those  beauteous  robes  of 
Incessant  roll'd  into  romantic  shapes, 
llie  dream  of  waking  fiuicy !     Broad  below, 
Cover'd  with  ripening  fruits,  and  swelling  fast 
Into  the  perfect  year,  the  pregnant  Earth 
And  all  her  tribes  rejoice.     Now  the  soft  hour 
Of  walking  comes :  for  him  who  lonely  loves 
To  sedL  the  distant  hills,  and  there  converse 
With  Nature ;  there  to  harmonize  his  heart. 
And  in  pathetic  song  to  breathe  around 
The  harmony  to  others.     Social  friends, 
Attun'd  to  happy  unison  of  soul ; 
To  whose  exalting  eye  a  fairer  world, 
Of  w^ich  ^  vul^  never  had  a  glimpse,    [fraught 
Displays    its    charms;     whose    minds   are  richly 
With  philosophic  stores,  superior  light ;       ^ 

•  Hie  Venus  of  Medici. 


And  in  whose  breast,  enthusiastic,  bums 

Virtue,  the  sons  of  interest  deem  ronumce ; 

Now  caird  abroad  enjoy  the  falling  day  : 

Now  to  the  verdant  Portico  of  woods, 

To  Natiuv's  vast  Lyceum,  forth  they  walk  ; 

By  that  kind  school  where  no  proud  master  reigns, 

Tlie  full  free  converse  of  the  fiiendly  heart. 

Improving  and  improved.     Now  from  the  worid, 

Saored  to  sweet  retirement,  lovers  steal. 

And  pour  their  souls  in  transport  which  the  Sire 

Of  love  approving  hears,  and  caBs  it  good. 

Which  way,  Amanda,  shall  we  bend  our  course? 

Tlie  dioice  perplexes.  Wheref<ve  should  we  cfause? 

All  is  the  same  with  thee.     Say,  shall  we  wind 

Along  the  streams?  or  walk  the  smiling  mead  ? 

Or  court  the  forest-glades?  or  wander  wild    • 

Among  the  waving  harvests?  or  ascend. 

While  radiant  Sununer  opens  all  its  pride. 

Thy  hill,  delightful  Shene  f  ?  Here  let  us  sweep 

Hie  boundless  landscape :  now  the  raptur'd  eye. 

Exulting  swifl,  to  huge  Augusta  send. 

Now  to  the  sister4iills  |  that  skirt  her  plain. 

To  lofty  Harrow  now,  and  now  to  where 

Majestic  Windsor  lifts  his  princely  brow. 

In  lovely  contrast  to  this  glorious  view 

Calmly  magnificent,  then  vrill  we  turn 

To  where  the  silver  Thames  first  rural  grows. 

There  let  the  feasted  eye  unwearied  stray ; 

Luxurious,  there,  rove  through  the  pendant  woods 

That  nodding  hang  o'er  Harrington's  retreat ; 

And  stooping  thence  to  Ham's  embowering  walk% 

Beneath  whose  shades,  in  spotless  peace  retir'd. 

With  her  the  pleasing  partner  of  his  heart, 

The  worthy  Queensbury  yet  laments  his  Gay, 

And  polish'd  Combury  wooes  the  willing  Muse. 

Slow  let  us  trace  the  matchless  vale  of  Thames: 

Fair  winding  up  to  where  the  Muses  haunt 

In  Twit'nam's  bowers,  and  for  their  Pope  impkve 

The  healing  god  § ;  to  royal  Hampton's  pile. 

To  Clermont's  terrac'd  height,  and  Esher's  grovai. 

Where,  in  the  sweetest  solitude,  embrac'd 

By  the  soft  windings  of  die  silent  Mole, 

From  courts  and  senates  Pelham  finds  repose: 

Inchanting  vale !  beyond  whate'er  the  Muse 

Has  of  Achaia  or  Hesperia  sung ! 

Ovale  of  bliss!  O  sofUy-swelling  hills ! 

On  which  the  Potper  of  CuUivaiwn  lies. 

And  joys  to  see  the  wonden  of  his  toiL 

Heavens!  what  a  goodly  prospect  spread  around. 
Of  hills,  and  dales,  and  woods,  and  lawns,  and  spira^ 
And  glittering  towns,  and  gilded  streams,  tiU  all 
The  stretching  landsci^  into  smoke  decays ! 
Happy  Britannia !  where  the  queen  of  arts, 
Inspiring  vigour,  liberty  abroad 
Walks,  unconfin'd,  ev'n  to  thy  farthest  cots^ 
And  scatters  plenty  with  unsparing  hand. 

Rich  is  thy  soil,  and  mercUul  thy  clime ; 
Thy  streams  unfailing  in  the  summer's  drought; 
Unmatch'd  thy  guardian  oaks ;  thy  valWs  float 
With  golden  waves :  and  on  thy  mountains  flocks 
Bleat  numberless ;  while,  roving  round  their  sadea^ 
Bellow  the  blackening  herds  in  lusty  droves. 
Beneath  thy  meadows  glow,  and  rise  unquell'd 
Against  tlic  jnower's  scythe.     On  every  hand 
Thy  villas  shine.     Thy  country  teems  with  weahb  • 

f  The  old  name  of  Richmond,  signifying    oa 
Saxon  shining  or  sjtltndowr. 
\  Highgatc  and  Hampstead. 
§   In  his  last  sickness. 
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And  propertj  assures  it  to  tbe  strain, 
Fleas'd,  and  unwearied,  in  his  guarded  toiL 

Full  are  thy  cities  with  the  sons  of  art ; 
And  trade  and  joj,  in  every  busy  street, 
Mingling  are  heard :  ey'n  Drudgery  himself, 
As  at  the  car  be  sweats,  or  dusty  hews 
Tlie  palace-stone,  looks  gay.     Thy  crowded  ports, 
Where  rising  masts  an  endless  prospect  jrield. 
With  labour  bum,  and  echo  to  the  shouts 
Of  hurried  sailor,  as  he  hearty  waves 
fits  hut  adieu,  and,  loosening  every  sheet, 
Bcsigns  the  qyreading  vessel  to  the  wind. 

Bold,  firm,  and  graceful,  are  thy  generous  youth, 
By  hardship  sinew'd,  and  by  danger  fir*d, 
Scattering  the  nations  where  they  go ;  and  firrt 
Or  on  tbe  listed  plain,  or  stormy  seas. 
Mild  are  thy  glories  too,  as  o'er  the  plans 
Of  thriving  peace  thy  thoughtful  sires  preside ; 
In  genius,  and  substantial  learning,  high ; 
For  every  virtue,  every  worth  renown*d ; 
Siiicere,  plain4iearted,  hospitable,  kind ; 
Yet,  like  the  mustering  thunder,  when  provc^'d^ 
The  dread  of  tyrants,  and  the  sole  resource 
Of  dwse  that  under  grim  oppression  groan. 

Hiy  sons  of  glory  many !  Alfred  thine. 
In  whom  the  splendour  of  heroic  war. 
And  more  heroic  peace,  when  govem'd  well, 
Combine;  whose  hallow*d  names  the  virtuous  saint, 
And  Air  own  Muses  love ;  the  best  of  kingg! 
Widi  him  thy  Edwards  and  thy  Henries  shine, 
Kames  dear  to  fiune ;  the  first  who  deep  impress'd 
On  haughty  Gaul  the  terrour  of  thy  arms, 
Tliat  awes  her  genius  stilL     In  ttatetmen  thou. 
And  patriots,  fertile.     Thine  a  steady  More, 
Wbt^  with  a  generous,  though  mistaken  zeal, 
WItlHtood  a  brutal  tyrant's  useful  rage, 
like  Cato  firm,  like  Aristides  just. 
Like  rigid  Dndnnatus  nobly  poor, 
A  dauntless  soul  erect,  who  smil'd  on  death. 
Fhigal  and  wise,  a  Walsingham  is  thine ; 
A  Drake,  who  made  thee  mistress  of  the  deep, 
And  bote  thy  name  in  thunder  round  the  world. 
Then  fiam'd  thy  spirit  high :  but  who  can  speak 
Hie  numerous  worthies  of  the  maiden  reign  ? 
In  Raleigh  mark  their  every  glory  mix'd ; 
Baleigfa,  the  scourge  of  Spain  !  whose  breast  with  all 
Tbe  sage,  the  patriot,  and  the  hero,  bum'd. 
Nor  sunk  his  vigour,  when  a  coward-rdgn 
Tbe  warrior  fetter'd,  and  at  last  resign'd. 
To  glut  the  vengeance  of  a  vanquish'd  foe. 
HiflDy  active  still  and  unrestrain'd,  his  mind 
ExploPd  the  vast  extent  of  ages  past, 
And  with  his  prison-houn  enrich'd  the  world ; 
Jtt  found  no  times,  in  all  the  long  research, 
80  glanoua,  or  so  base,  as  those  he  prov'd, 
In  nincfa  be  conquer'd,  and  in  which  he  bled. 
Nor  can  the  Muse  the  gallant  Sidney  pass, 
The  pbmie  of  war !  with  early  laurels  crown'd. 
The  lover's  myrtle,  and  the  poet's  bay. 
A  Hampden  too  is  thine,  illustrious  land. 
Wise,  strenuous,  firm,  of  unsubmitting  soul, 
Who  stemm'd  the  torrent  of  a  downward  age 
To  shivery  prone,  and  bade  thee  rise  asain. 
In  an  thy  native  pomp  of  fireedom  bold. 
Bright  at  his  call,  thy  a^  of  mm  effblg'd. 
Of  men  on  whom  bte  tune  a  kindling  eye 
Shall  turn,  and  tyrants  trenaUe  while  th^  read. 
Bring  every  sweetest  flower,  and  let  me  strew 
Hk  grave  where  Rusaell  lies ;  whose  temper'd  blood, 
Widi  calmeet  cheerfulness  for  thee  redgn'd, 


Stain'd  the  sad  mnala  of  a  gid^  reign ; 

Aiming  at  lawless  power,  tfaougfa  UManlysunk 

In  loose  inglorious  luxury.     With  him 

His  friend,  the  British  Cassms*,  fearless  blad ; 

Of  high-determin'd  sfHrtt,  roughly  brave. 

By  ancient  learning,  to  th'  enh^^en'd  love 

Of  ancient  freedom  warm'd.     Fair  thy  renown 

In  awefbl  sages  and  in  noble  bards. 

Soon  as  the  Sgfat  of  dawning  Sdenoe  spfcad 

Her  orient  ray,  and  wak'd  the  Muses*  seog. 

TUne  is  a  Bacon ;  hapless  in  his  choice, 

Unfit  to  stand  the  civil  storm  of  state. 

And  through  the  smooth  bariiarity  of  courts^ 

With  firm,  but  pliant  virtue,  forward  still 

To  urge  his  course ;  him  for  the  studious  shade 

Kind  Nature  form'd,  deep,  comprehensive,  clear. 

Exact,  and  elegant ;  in  one  rich  soul, 

Plato,  the  Sta^rrite,  and  Tully  join'd. 

Hie  great  deliverer  he !  who  finmi  the  gloom 

Of  cloister'd  monks,  and  jargon-teaching  schools. 

Led  forth  the  true  Philosophy,  there  long 

Held  in  the  magic  chain  <^  words  and  Imtos, 

And  definitions  void :  be  led  her  Ibrth, 

Daughter  of  Heaven !  that,  slow-ascending  still. 

Investigating  sure  the  chain  of  things, 

With  radiant  finger  points  to  Heaven  again. 

Hie  generous  Ashley  f  thine,  the  fUend  of  man ; 

Who  scann'd  his  nature  with  a  brother's  eye, 

His  weakness  prompt  to  shade  to  raise  his  aim. 

To  touch  tbe  finer  movements  of  the  mind. 

And  with  the  moral  beauty  charm  the  heart. 

Why  need  I  name  thy  Boyle,  whose  pious  search 

Amid  the  dark  recesses  of  his  works, 

Tbe  great  Creator  souj^?     And  why  thy  Locke, 

Who  made  the  whole  internal  worid  Us  own  ? 

Let  Newton,  pure  IfUdHgencey  whom  God 

To  mortals  lent,  to  trace  his  boundless  works 

From  laws  sublimely  shnple,  speak  thy  fiune 

In  all  philosophy.     For  lofty  sense. 

Creative  fancy,  and  inspection  keen 

Through  the  deep  wmdings  of  the  human  heart. 

Is  not  wild  Shakspeare  thine  and  .Nature's  boast  ? 

Is  not  each  great,  each  amiable  Muse 

Of  classic  ages  in  thy  Milton  met  ? 

A  genius  universal  as  his  theme ; 

Astonishing  as  Chaos,  as  the  bloom 

Of  blowing  Eden  lair,  as  Heaven  sublime. 

Nor  shall  my  verse  that  elder  bard  forget, 

Tbe  gentle  Spenser,  Fancy's  pleasing  son ; 

Who,  like  a  copious  river,  pour'd  his  song 

O'er  all  the  mazes  of  enchanted  ground : 

Nor  thee,  his  ancient  master,  Uugfaing  sage, 

Chaucer,  whose  native  manners-painting  verse, 

Well-moraliz'd,  shines  through  the  gothic  cloud 

Of  time  and  language  o'er  &f  genius  thrown. 

Biay  my  song  soften,  as  thy  daughten  I, 
Britannia,  hail !  foft  beauty  is  theu-  own. 
Hie  feeling  heart,  simplicity  of  life, 
And  elegance,  and  taste :  the  fiuiltless  form, 
Shi^'d  by  the  hand  of  harmony ;  the  cheek. 
Where  the  live  crimson,  through  the  native  white 
Sofl-shooting,  o'er  the  fiK»  difnises  bloom. 
And  every  nameless  erace ;  the  parted  lip, 
like  the  red  rose-bud  moist  with  morning-dew. 
Breathing  delight ;  and,  under  flowing  jet. 
Or  sunny  ringlets,  or  of  droling  brown. 
Hie  neck  slight-shaded,  and  the  swelling  Ueasi ; 

*  Algernon  Sidney. 

f  Anthony  Asliley  Cooper,  Earl  of  Shaftesbuiy. 
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Hie  look  rwiideM,  piemng  to  the  soul, 
And  by  tlie  loul  infonn'd,  when  diest  in  love 
She  sits  high-cmiling  in  the  conacioiu  eye. 

Island  o[  bliss !  amid  the  sul:gect  seas, 
That  thunder  round  thy  rocky  coasts,  set  up, 
At  once  the  wonder,  terrour,  and  delight. 
Of  distant  nations ;  whose  remotest  shores 
Can  soon  be  shaken  by  thy  naval  arm ; 
Not  to  be  shook  thyself,  but  all  assaults 
Baffling,  as  thy  hoar  cliffs  the  loud  sea-wave. 

O  Tbiou  !  by  whose  almighty  nod  the  scale 
Of  Empire  rises,  or  alternate  &]ls, 
Send  forth  the  saying  Virtues  round  the  land. 
In  bright  patrol :  white  Peace,  and  social  Love ; 
llie  tender-looking  Charity,  intent 
On  centle  deeds,  and  shedding  tears  through  smiles ; 
Un(uuinted  Truth,  and  dignity  of  mind ; 
Courage  compos'd,  and  keen ;  sound  Temperance, 
Healthftd  in  heart  and  look :  clear  Chastity, 
With  blushes  reddening  as  she  moves  along, 
Disorder'd  at  the  deep  regard  she  draws ; 
Rough  Industry ;  Activity  untir*d, 
With  copious  life  inform*d,  and  all  awake : 
While  in  the  radiant  front  superior  shines 
That  first  paternal  virtue,  pubUc  xtal ; 
Who  throws  o'er  all  an  «qual  wide  survey, 
And,  ever  musing  on  the  common  weal, 
Still  labours  glorious  with  some  great  design. 

Low  walks  the  Sun,  and  broa^ns  by  degrees. 
Just  o'er  the  verge  of  day.     The  shifting  clouds 
Assembled  gay,  a  richly<-gorgeous  train, 
In  all  their  pomp  attend  his  setting  throne. 
Air,  Earth,  and  Ocean  smile  immense.     And  now, 
As  if  his  weary  chariot  sought  the  bowers 
Of  Amphitriti,  and  her  tending  nymphs. 
So  Grecian  fiible  sung,)  he  dips  lus  orb; 
'ow  half-inmiers'd ;  and  now  a  golden  curve 
Gives  one  bright  glance,  then  total  disappears. 

For  ever  running  an  enchanted  round, 
Passes  the  day,  deceitful,  vain,  and  void ; 
As  fleets  the  vision  o'er  the  formful  brain. 
This  moment  hurrying  wild  the  im  passion  *d  soul, 
The  next  in  nothing  lost     'Tis  so  to  him. 
The  dreamer  of  this  Earth,  an  idle  blank : 
A  sight  of  horrour  to  the  cruel  wretch. 
Who,  all  day  long  in  sordid  pleasure  roll'd, 
Himself  an  useless  load,  has  squander'd  vile, 
Upon  his  scoundrel  tram,  what  might  have  cheer'd 
A  drooping  fiunily  of  modest  worth. 
But  to  the  generous  still4mproving  mind, 
That  gives  the  hopeless  heart  to  sing  for  joy, 
DiflFusing  kind  beneficence  around, 
Boastless,  as  now  descends  the  silent  dew ; 
To  him  the  long  review  of  order'd  life 
Is  inward  rapture,  only  to  be  felt 

Confess'd  from  yonder  slow..extingui6h'd  clouds, 
All  ether  softening,  sober  Evening  tokea 
Her  wonted  station  in  the  middle  air; 
A  thousand  tiuuiow*  at  her  beck.     First  this 
She  sends  on  Earth ;  then  that  of  deeper  dye 
Steals  soft  behind ;  and  then  a  deeper  still. 
In  circle  following  circle,  gathers  round. 
To  close  the  face  of  things.     A  fresher  gale 
Begins  to  wave  the  wood,  and  stir  the  stream. 
Sweeping  with  shadowy  gust  the  fields  of  com ; 
While  the  quail  clamours  for  his  nmning  mate. 
Wide  o'er  the  thistly  lawn,  as  swells  the  breeze, 
A  whitening  shower  of  vegetable  down 
Amusive  floats.     Tht  kind  impartial  rare 
Of  Nature  nought  disdains :  thoughtful  to  feed 


^^ 


Her  lowest  sons,  and  dodw  Ae  coning  year. 
From  field  to  fidd  the  feather'd  seeds  she  wings. 

His  folded  flo(^  secure,  the  shepherd  home 
Hies,  merry-hearted ;  and  by  turns  relieves 
The  ruddy  milk-maid  of  her  brimming  pafl ; 
The  beauty  whom  perhaps  his  widess  heart. 
Unknowing  what  the  joy-mizt  anguish  means, 
Sincerely  loves,  by  that  best  language  shown 
Of  cordial  glances,  and  obliging  d^ds. 
Onward  they  pass,  o'er  many  a  panting  height 
And  valley  sunk,  and  unfrequented ;  where 
At  fidl  of  eve  the  Fairy  people  throng, 
In  various  game,  and  revelry,  to  {wss 
The  summer  night,  as  village-stories  tell. 
But  far  about  they  wander  from  the  grave 
Of  him,  whom  his  ungentle  fortune  urg'd 
Against  his  own  sad  breast  to  lift  the  lund 
Of  impious  violence.  *  The  lonely  tower 
Is  also  shunn'd ;  whose  mournful  chambers  hold, 
So  nighustruck  fancy  dreams,  the  ydling  ghost 

Among  the  crooked  lanes,  on  every  hedge. 
The  glow-worm  lights  his  gem ;  and  through  the 

dark, 
A  moving  radiance  twinkles.     Evening  yieldai 
Tlie  world  to  Night;  not  in  her  winter-robe 
Of  massy  Stjrgian  woof,  but  loose  array'd 
In  mantle  dun.     A  faint  erroneous  ray, 
Glanc'd  from  th*  imperfect  sur&ces  of  things. 
Flings  half  an  image  on  the  straining  eye  : 
While  wavering  woods,  and  villages,  and  streams, 
And  rocks,  ana  mountain-tops,  thu  long  retain'd 
Th'  ascending  gleam,  are  all  one  swimming  scenes 
Uncertain  if  beheld.     Sudden  to  Heaven 
Thence  weary  vision  turns ;  where,  leading  soft 
The  silent  hours  of  love,  wkh  purest  ray 
Sweet  Venus  shines ;  and  hoax  her  genial  rise. 
When  day-ligfat  sickens  till  it  ^rings  afresh, 
Unrivall'd  reigns,  the  fairest  lamp  of  nigfat 
As  thus  th'  effulgence  tremulous  I  drink. 
With  cherish'd  gaze,  the  lambent  lightningt  aiioot 
Across  the  sky ;  or  horizontal  dart 
In  wondrous  shapes  :  by  fearful  murmuring  crowds 
Portentous  deem'd.     Amid  the  radiant  orbs. 
That  more  than  deck,  that  animate  the  sky. 
The  life-infbsing  suns  of  other  worids ; 
Lo !  from  the  dread  immensity  of  space 
Returning  vrith  accelerated  course, 
Tlie  rushing  comet  to  the  .Sun  descends ; 
And  as  he  sinks  below  the  shading  Earth, 
With  awefril  train  projected  o'er  the  Heavens, 
The  guilty  nations  tremble.     But,  above 
Hiose  superstitious  horrours  that  enslave 
Tlie  fond  sequacious  herd,  to  mystic  faith 
And  blind  amazement  prone,  the  enlighten'd  few. 
Whose  godlike  minds  philosophy  exalts. 
Tie  glorious  stranger  hail,     lliey  feel  a  joy 
Divinely  great ;  they  in  their  powers  exult. 
That  wondrous  fbrce  of  thought,  which  mountiDg 

iq>urns 
This  dusky  spot,  and  measures  all  the  sky  ; 
While,  from  his  far  excursion  through  the  wilda 
Of  barren  ether,  faithful  to  his  time, 
They  see  the  blazing  wonder  rise  anew, 
In  seeming  terrour  clad,  but  kindly  bent 
To  work  the  will  of  all-sustaining  Love  : 
From  his  huge  vapoury  train  perhaps  to  shsdte 
Reviving  moisture  on  the  numerous  oriM, 
Through  which  his  long  ellipsis  winds ;  perhapa 
To  lend  new  fuel  to  declining  suns, 
To  light  up  worlds,  and  feed  th'  eternal  firew 
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With  thee,  ferene  FbikMopfaj^  with  th«e» 
And  %  bright  garUod,  let  me  crown  my  Mug ! 
Effusive  iource  of  evidoice,  and  truth ! 
A  liutre  «hwiding  o*er  th'  ennobled  miiid. 
Stronger  than  summer-noon ;  and  pure  as  that. 
Whose  mild  vibrations  soothe  the  parted  soul, 
New  to  the  dawning  of  celestial  day.  [thee, 

Hence  tfarcugh  her  nourish'd  powers,  enlarg'd  by 
She  springs  doft,  with  elevated  pride, 
Above  the  tangling  mass  of  low  denres, 
Hist  bind  the  fluttering  crowd :  and,  angel-wii)g*d. 
The  heights  of  science  and  of  virtue  gains. 
Where  all  is  calm  and  clear ;  with  Nature  round, 
Or  in  the  stany  regions,  or  th*  abyss, 
To  Beason's  and  to  Fancy's  eye  display'd  t 
Thejbrst  up-tracing,  from  the  dreary  void, 
Tbtt  chain  of  causes  and  effects  to  Him, 
The  world-producing  Essence,  who  alone 
FoiRSBes  being ;  while  the  last  receives 
Tbtt  whole  magnificence  of  Heaven  and  Earth, 
And  every  beauty,  delicate  or  bold. 
Obvious  or  more  remote,  with  livelier  sense, 
IKflbsive  painted  on  the  n4>id  mind. 

TVttor*d  by  thee^  hence  Poetry  exalts 
Her  voice  to  ages ;  and  informs  the  page 
Wttfa  music,  image,  sentiment,  and  tfamight, 
Kever  to  die !  the  treasure  of  mankind ! 
Uwir  highest  honour,  and  their  truest  joy ! 

Without  thee,  what  were  unenlighten'd  man  ? 
AsBvage  roaming  through  the  womls  and  wilds, 
Jm  guest  of  prey ;  and  with  th'  unfashion'd  fur 
fi4xigb-clad ;  dievoid  of  every  finer  art, 
And  elegance  of  life.     Nor  happiness 
Domestic,  mix*d  of  tenderness  aiid  care, 
Nor  moral  excellence,  nor  social  bliss. 
Nor  guardian  Uw  were  his ;  nor  various  skill 
To  turn  the  furrow,  or  to  guide  the  tool 
Hccfaanic;  nor  the  heaven-conducted  prow 
Of  navigation  bold,  that  fearless  braves 
The  burning  Line,  or  dares  the  wintery  Pole ; 
Mother  severe  of  infinite  delights ! 
Nothing,  save  nqpine,  indolence,  and  guile. 
And  woes  on  woes,  a  still-revolving  train ! 
Whose  horTi4  circle  had  made  human  life 
Hiaa  noD-existence  worse :  but,  taught  by  thee^ 
Ours  are  the  plans  of  policy  and  peace ; 
To  live  like  brothers,  and  conjunctive  all 
Embellish  life.      While  thus  laborious  crowds 
Ply  the  tough  oar.  Philosophy  directs 
Tht  ruling  hdm  ;  or  like  the  liberal  breath 
Of  potent  Heaven,  invisible,  the  sail 
SweUs  oot^  and  bears  th'  inferior  world  along. 

Nor  to  this  eronescent  speck  of  Earth 
Pborly  confin'dy  the  radiant  tracts  on  high 
Are  bar  exalted  range ;  intent  to  gaxe 
Creadon  through  ;  and,  firom  that  full  complex 
Of  never-ending  wonders,  to  conceive 
Of  the  Sole  Being  right,  who  spoke  the  wordy 
And  Nature  mov*d  complete.     With  inward  view, 
Thence  on  th*  ideal  kingdom  swift  she  turns 
Her  eye;  and  instant,  at  her  powerful  glance^ 
Th*  obeiUent  phantoms  vanish  or  appear ; 
Compound,  divide,  and  into  order  shift, 
Etch  to  fats  rank,  from  plain  perception  up 
To  the  fair  forma  of  Fancy's  fleeting  train : 
To  waaon  then,  deducing  truth  from  truth ; 
Aad  nodon  quite  abstract ;  where  first  begins 
Theworld  of  spirits,  action  all,  and  life 
Uafettcr*d,  and  unmixt     But  here  the  cloud, 
Se  wiUs  Eternal  Phmdence,  sits  deep. 


Enough  for  us  to  know  that  this  daik  state, 

In  wayward  passions  loot,  and  vain  pursuite, 

This  infancy  of  Being,  cannot  prove 

The  final  issue  of  the  works  of  God, 

By  boundless  love  and  perfect  wisdom  form'd. 

And  ever  rising  vrith  the  rising  mind. 


Autumn.     1730. 

Argument, 

The  sulject  proposed.  Addressed  to  Mr.  Onslow. 
A  prospect  of  the  fields  ready  for  harvest.  Re- 
flections  in  praise  of  industry  raised  by  that  view. 
Reaping.  A  tale  relative  to  it.  A  harvest^^torm. 
Shooting  and  hunting,  their  barbarity.  A  lu- 
dicrous account  of  fox-hunting.  A  view  of  an 
orchard.  Wall-fruit.  A  vineyard.  A  description 
of  fogs,  frequent  in  the  latter  part  of  Autumn : 
whence  a  digression,  enquiring  into  the  rise  of 
fountains  and  rivers.  Biids  of  season  considered, 
that  now  shift  their  habitation.  The  prodigious 
number  of  them  that  cover  the  noithero  and 
western  isles  of  Scotland.  Hence  a  view  of  the 
country.  A  proq>ect  of  the  discoloured,  fading 
woods.  After  a  gentle  dusky  day,  moon-light. 
Autunmal  meteors.  Morning:  to  which  succeeds 
a  calm,  pure,  sun-shiny  day,  such  as  usually 
shuts  up  the  season.  The  harvest  being  gathered 
in,  the  country  dissolved  in  joy.  The  whole 
concludes  with  a  panegyric  on  a  philosophical 
country  life. 

Caowv*D  with  the  sickle  and  the  wheaten  sheaf. 
While  Autumn,  nodding  o'er  the  yellow  plain. 
Comes  jovial  on ;  the  Dbric  reed  once  more, 
Well  pfeas'd,  I  tune.     Whate'er  the  Wintery  firost. 
Nitrous  prepared ;  the  various4>lossom'd  Spring 
Put  in  white  promise  forth ;  and  Summer  suns 
Concocted  strong,  rush  boundless  now  to  view. 
Full,  perfect  all,  and  swell  my  glorious  theme. 

Onslow !  the  Muse,  ambitious  of  thy  i 
To  grace,  inspire,  and  dignify  her  song, 
Would  from  the  public  voice  thy  gentle  ear 
Awhile  engage.     Thy  noble  care  she  knows, 
The  patriot  virtues  that  distend  thy  thought, 
Spread  on  thy  fiont,  and  in  thy  bosom  glow ; 
While  listening  senates  hang  upon  thy  tongue 
Devolving  through  the  maxe  of  eloquence 
A  roll  of  periods  sweeter  than  her  song. 
But  she  too  pants  for  public  virtue ;  she, 
Though  weak  of  power,  yet  strong  in  ardent  will. 
Whene'er  her  country  rushes  on  her  heart, 
Assumes  a  bolder  note,  and  fondly  tries 
To  mix  the  patriot's  with  the  poet's  fUune. 

When  the  bright  Virgin  gives  the  beauteous  days, 
And  Libra  weighs  in  equal  scales  the  year ; 
From  Heaven's  high   cope  tlie    fierce  effulgence 

shook 
Of  parting  Summer,  a  serener  blue, 
With  golden  light  enliven'd,  wide  invests 
The  happy  world.     Attemper'd  suns  arise, 
Sweet-bcam'd,    and  shedding  oft    through    lucid 

clouds 
A  pleasing  calm ;  while  broad,  and  brown,  below. 
Extensive  harvests  ]^ang  the  heavy  head. 
Rich,  silent,  deep,  they  stand ;  for  not  a  gale 
Rolls  its  light  billows  o'er  the  bending  plain : 
A  calm  of  plenty  !  till  tlie  ruffled  air 
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Falls  fttm  itt  poiie^  and  givfs  the  braeM  to  blow. 
Rent  it  the  ieenr  mande  of  the  Ay ; 
The  clouds  flyduRnent ;  and  the  sudden  Sun 
By  fits  efl\ilgent  gilds  th'  flhunin*d  field, 
And  Mack  1^  fits  the  shadows  sweep  akmg. 
A  gaily-cfaequer'd  heart-expanding  view, 
Far  as  the  arcUng  eye  can  shoot  around. 
Unbounded  tossing  in  a  flood  of  com. 

These  are  thy  blessings,  Industry !  rough  power ; 
Whom  labour  still  attei^  and  sweat,  and  pain : 
Tet  the  kind  source  of  etcry  gentte  art. 
And  all  the  soft  civility  of  life : 
Raiser  of  human-kind !  by  Nature  cast. 
Naked,  and  helpless,  out  amid  the  woods 
And  wilds,  to  rude  inclement  elements ; 
With  various  seeds  of  art  deep  in  the  mind 
Implanted,  and  proAiselT  poured  around 
Materials  infinite ;  but  idle  all. 
Scill  unezerted,  in  th'  unconscious  breast. 
Slept  the  lediargic  powers ;  corruption  sdll. 
Voracious,  swallow'd  what  the  liberal  hand 
Of  bounty  scatter'd  o*er  the  savage  year : 
And  still  the  sad  barbarian,  roving,  mix*d 
With  beasts  of  prey ;  or  for  his  acom-meal 
Fought  the  fierce  tusky  boar ;  a  shivering  wretch ! 
Aghast,  and  comfortless,  when  the  bleak  north. 
With  Winter  chaig'd,  let  the  mix*d  tempest  fly 
Hail,  rain,  and  snow,  and  bitter-breathing  frost : 
Then  to  the  shelter  of  the  hut  he  fled  ; 
And  the  wild  season,  sordid,  pin*d  away. 
For  home  he  had  not ;  home  is  the  resort 
Of  love,  of  joy,  of  peace  and  plenty,  where. 
Supported  and  supporting,  poUsh'd  friends. 
And  dear  rdations,  mingle  into  blissi 
But  this  the  rugged  savage  never  felt, 
EVn  desolate  in  crowds ;  and  thus  his  days 
Roll*d  heavy,  dark,  and  unei^*d  along : 
A  waste  of  time:  till  Industry  approach'd. 
And  rous*d  him  flrom  his  miserable  sloth : 
His  feculties  unjblded ;  pointed  out 
Where  lavish  Nature  the  directing  hand 
Of  Art  demanded ;  show'd  him  how  to  raise 
His  feeble  force  by  the  mechanic  powers. 
To  dig  tiie  mineral  from  the  vaulted  Earth, 
On  what  to  turn  the  piercing  rage  of  fire. 
On  what  the  torrent,  and  the  gatfier'd  blast ; 
Gave  the  tall  ancient  forest  to  his  aze ; 
Taught  hun  to  chip  the  wood,  and  hew  the  stone. 
Till  by  d^;rees  the  finishM  febric  rose ; 
Tore  from  his  limbs  the  blood-polluted  for. 
And  wrapt  them  in  the  woolly  vestment  warm. 
Or  bright  in  glossy  silk,  and  flowing  lawn ; 
With  wholesome  viands  fill*d  his  table,  pour*d 
Hie  generous  glass  around,  inspir*d  to  wake 
The  life-refining  soul  of  decent  vrit : 
Nor  stopp*d  at  barren  bare  necessity ; 
But,  still  advancing  bolder,  led  him  on 
To  pomp,  to  pleasure,  ele^uice,  and  grace ; 
And,  breathing  high  ambition  through  his  soul, 
Set  science,  wisdom,  glory,  in  his  view. 
And  bade  him  be  the  Lord  of  all  below. 

Then  gathering  men  their  natural  powers  combin'd. 
And  forro'd  a  public;  to  the  general  good 
Submitting,  aiming,  and  conducting  all. 
For  this  the  patriot-council  met,  the  full. 
The  firee,  and  feirly  represented  whoU ; 
For  this  they  plann'd  the  holy  guardian  laws. 
Distinguished  orders,  animated  arts, 
And,  with  joint  force  Oppression  chaining,  set 
Imperial  Justice  at  the  helm ;  yet  still 


To  them  accountable;  nor  slavirii  ihesm'd 
That  toiling  miflioiiB  must  resign  their  wcsl, 
And  all  the  honey  of  their  search,  to  such 
As  for  themselvcB  akme  themsdves  have  nus'd. 

Hence  every  form  of  cultivated  life 
In  order  set,  protected,  and  inspir'd, 
Into  perfection  wrought     Unidng  all, 
Society  grew  numerous,  high,  poltee, 
And  happy.     Nurseoffrt!  the  dty  reared 
In  beauteous  pride  her  tower-endrded  bead; 
And,  stretching  street  on  street,  by  thouMUids  drew, 
Firom  twining  vroody  haunts,  or  the  toogb  yew 
To  bows  strong-^training,  her  aspiring  sons. 

Then  Commerce  brought  into  the  public  walk 
The  busy  merchant ;  the  big  warehouse  boik; 
Rais'd  the  strong  crane ;  choak'd  up  the  loaM 

street 
^th  foreign  plenty ;  and  thy  stresm,  0  TIisom^ 
Large,  gentle,  deep,  mijestic,  king  of  floods! 
Chose  for  his  ^pmnd  resort.     On  eidier  head, 
Like  a  long  wmtery  forest,  groves  of  masts 
Shot  up  their  spires;  the  bellying  sheet  between 
Posses8*d  the  breesy  void ;  the  sooty  bulk 
Steer*d  sluggish  on ;  the  splendid  baige  along 
Row*d,  regular,  to  harmony ;  around, 
The  boat,  light  skimming,  stretch'd  its  oary  wiagi; 
While  deep  the  various  voice  of  fervent  toil  ^  [osk 
From  bank  to  bank  increas*d ;  whence  fibb'd  with 
To  bear  the  British  thunder.  Mack,  and  bold, 
The  roaring  vessel  rush*d  into  the  main. 

Then  too  the  piUared  dome,  magnific,  heaved 
Its  ample  roof;  and  Luxury  within 
Pour*d  out  her  glittering  stores ;  the  canvasiflnooth, 
With  glowing  life  protuberant,  to  the  view 
Embodied  rose;  the  statue  seem*d  to  breadie, 
And  soften  into  fiesh,  beneath  the  touch 
Of  forming  art,  imagination-flush'd. 

All  is  the  gift  of  Industry  ;  whate*er 
Exalts,  embellishes,  and  renders  life 
Deh'gfatfol.     Pensive  ^THnter  cheer'd  by  bnn 
Sits  at  the  social  fire,  and  happy  bears 
Th'  excluded  tempest  idly  rave  along ; 
His  harden'd  fingers  deck  the  gaudy  Spring ; 
Without  him  Summer  were  an  arid  waste; 
Nor  to  th*  Autumnal  months  eould  thustruMfliC 
Those  foil,  mature,  immeasureable  stores, 
That,  waving  round,  recall  my  wandering  soo^ 

Soon  as  the  morning  trembles  o*er  the  sky, 
And,  unpercdv'd,  unfolds  the  qireading  day ; 
Before  the  ripen*d  field  the  reapers  stand. 
In  feir  array ;  each  by' the  laaa  he  loves, 
To  bear  the  rougher  part,  and  mitigate 
By  nameless  gentle  offices  her  toiL 
At  once  they  stoop  and  swell  the  lualj  sheaves; 
While  through  their  cheerftil  band  the  mnd  talk, 
The  rural  scandal,  and  the  rural  jest^ 
Fly  harmless,  to  deceive  the  tedious  time^ 
And  steal  unfelt  the  sultry  hours  sway. 
Behind  the  master  walks,  builda  up  the  shocks; 
And,  conscious,  glancing  oft  od  every  side 
His  sated  eye,  feds  his  heart  beave  with  joy. 
Hie  gleaners  spivad  around,  and  here  and  tfaer% 
Spike  after  spike,  their  soan^  harvest  pick. 
Be  not  too  narrow,  husbandmen ;  but  fling 
FVom  the  ftiU  sheaf,  vrith  charttnble  stealth. 
The  liberal  handfoL     lUnk,  oh,  gratelbl  think ! 
How  good  the  Ood  of  Harvoei  ia  to  yoa ; 
Who  pours  abundance  o*er  your  flowing  fields ; 
While  these  unhappy  partners  of  your  koid 
Wide-hover  round  you  like  th^  ftywls  of  Heave% 
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And  ask  their  buniblc  dole.     The  rarioits  torm 
Of  fortune  ponda-;  that  your  sons  may  want 
What  now,  with  hund  reluctance,  faint,  ye  ghre. 
The  kwely  young  Lavinia  once  had  friends ; 
And  Fortune  noil'd,  deceitful,  on  her  birth. 
For,  in  her  helpless  years  depriT*d  of  all. 
Of  every  stiy,  save  Innocence  and  Heaven, 
She,  widi  her  widow'd  mother,  feeble,  old. 
And  poor,  liv*d  in  a  cottage,  fiur  retir'd 
AmoBg  the  windings  of  a  woody  vale ; 
By  sohtude  and  deqp  surrounding  shades^ 
But  more  by  bashfVil  modesty,  conceal'd. 
Tcjgetber  thus  they  shunn'd  the  cruel  scorn 
WUch  virtue,  sunk  to  poverty,  would  meet 
FVom  giddy  passion  and  low-minded  pride : 
Almost  on  Nature's  common  bounty  fed ; 
like  the  gay  birds  that  sung  them  to  repose. 
Content,  and  careless  of  t6-morrow*s  fare. 
Her  form  was  fresher  than  the  morning  rose. 
When  the  dew  wets  its  leaves ;  unstain'd  and  pure, 
As  b  the  lily,  or  the  mountain  snow. 
The  modest  virtues  mingled  in  her  eyes, 
Still  on  the  ground  dejected,  darting  all 
Their  humid  beams  into  the  blooming  flowers ; 
Or  when  the  mournful  tale  her  mother  told. 
Of  what  her  faithless  fortune  promisM  once, 
ThrillM  in  her  thought,  they,  like  the  dewy  star 
Of  evenmg,  shone  in  tears.     A  native  grace 
Sat  fair-proportion'd  on  her  polish'd  limbs, 
y&TA  in  a  simple  robe,  their  best  attire, 
Beyond  the  pomp  of  dress ;  for  loveliness 
Needs  not  the  foreign  aid  of  ornament. 
But  is  when  unadomM  adom*d  the  most 
Hioughtless  of  beauty,  she  was  Beauty's  self, 
Rcclioe  amid  the  close-embowering  woods. 
As  in  the  hollow  breast  of  Appenine, 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  encircling  hills 
A  myrde  rises,  far  from  human  eye, 
And  breathes  its  bahny  fragrance  o*er  the  wild ; 
So  flourished  blooming,  and  unseen  by  all, 
The  sweet  Lavinia;  till,  at  length,  compeOM 
By  strong  Necessity's  supreme  command, 
^tlh  smHing  patience  in  her  looks,  she  went 
To  glean  Pidemon's  fields.     The  pride  of  swains 
Pslemon  was,  the  generous,  and  the  rich ; 
^^  led  the  rural  life  in  all  its  joy 
And  el^ance,  such  as  Arcadian  song 
l^^^nsmits  from  ancient  uncomipted  times ; 
^^ben  tyrant  custom  had  not  shackled  man. 
But  free  to  follow  nature  was  the  nx>de. 
He  then,  his  fancy  with  autumnal  scenes 
Annising,  chanc'd  beside  his  reaper-train 
To  walk,  when  poor  Lavinia  drew  his  eye ; 
Unconscious  of  her  power,  and  turning  quick 
Widi  tmaffected  blushes  from  his  gase  : 
He  saw  her*  charming,  but  he  saw  not  half 
The  charms  her  downcast  modesty  conceal'd. 
Tliat  very  moment  love  and  chaste  desire 
%>rung  in  his  bosom,  to  himself  unknown ; 
I^^  the  world  prevail'd,  and  its  dread  laugh, 
^^Uch  scarce  the  firm  philosopher  can  scorn, 
Aould  his  heart  own  a  gleaner  in  the  field ; 
And  thus  in  secret  to  his  soul  he  sigh'd. 
**  What  pity !  that  so  delicate  a  form. 
By  beau^  kindled,  where  enlivening  sense 
And  more  than  Tulgar  goodness  seem  to  dwell, 
Sttold  be  devoted  to  the  rude  embrace 
Of  some  indecent  clown  !  She  looks,  methinks, 
Of  old  Acasto's  line ;  and  to  my  mind 
^«ccatb  that  patron  of  my  happy  life. 


FVom  whom  my  hbaml  fortunt  took  its  rise ; 
Now  to  the  dust  gone  down ;  his  houses,  lands, 
And  once  fiur-spraading  fiumly,  dissdv'd. 
*Tb  said  that  in  some  lone  obscure  retreat, 
Urg'd  by  remembrance  sad,  and  decent  pride. 
Far  from  those  scenes  which  knew  their  better  days, 
His  aged  widow  and  his  daughter  live^ 
Whom  yet  my  fruitless  search  could  never  find. 
Romantic  wish !  would  this  the  daughter  were  !'* 

When,  strict  enquiring,  firom  herself  he  fbund 
She  was  the  same,  the  daughter  of  his  friend, 
Of  bountiful  Acasto ;  who  can  speak 
The  mingled  passions  that  surpris'd  his  heart. 
And  through  his  nerves  in  shivering  transport  ran  i 
Then  blas'd  his  smother'd  flame,  avow'd,  and  bold  ; 
And,  as  he  viewM  her,  ardent,  o'er  and  o'er. 
Love,  gratitude,  and  pity,  wept  at  once. 
Confus'd,  and  frighten'd  at  his  sudden  tears, 
Her  rising  beauties  flush'd  a  higher  bloom, 
As  thus  Balemon,  passionate  and  hist, 
Pour'd  out  the  pious  rapture  of  his  souL 

"  And  art  thou  then  Acasto's  dear  renudns  ? 
She,  whom  my  resdess  gratitude  has  sought 
$o  long  in  vain  ?     O,  Heavens !  the  very  same, 
The  soften'd  image  of  my  noble  friend, 
Alive  his  every  look,  his  every  feature^ 
More  el^antly  toudi'd.     Sweeter  thui  Spring ! 
Thou  sole  surviving  blossom  from  the  toot 
That  nourish'd  up  my  fortune !  say,  ah  wh^ 
In  what  sequester'd  desert,  hast  thou  drawn 
Hie  kindest  aspect  of  delighted  Heaven  ? 
Into  such  beauty  ^read,  and  blown  so  fair ; 
Hiough  poverty's  cold  wind,  and  crushing  ndn, 
Beat  keen,  and  heavy,  on  thy  tender  years? 
O  let  me  now,  into  a  richer  soil,  [showen^ 

TVansplant    thee    safe!    where  vernal   suns,  and 
Diffbse  their  warmest,  largest  influence ; 
And  of  my  garden  be  the  pride  and  joy ! 
lU  it  befits  thee,  oh !  it  iU  befits 
Acasto's  daughter,  his  whose  open  stores. 
Though  vast,  were  little  to  his  ampler  heart, 
The  firther  of  a  country,  thus  to  pick 
Hie  very  reflise  of  those  harvest-fields^ 
Which  from  his  bounteous  friendship  1  enjoy 
Hien  throw  that  shameful  pittance  from  diy  hand. 
But  ill  apply'd  to  such  a  rugged  task ; 
The  fields,  the  master,  all,  my  fair,  are  thine; 
If  to  the  various  blessings  wliich  thy  house 
Has  on  me  lavish'd,  thou  wilt  add  that  bliss, 
That  dearest  bliss,  the  power  of  blessing  thee !" 

Here  ceas'd  the  youUi,  yet  still, his  speaking  eye 
Expresis'd  the  sacred  triumph  of  his  soul. 
With  conscious  virtue,  gratitude,  and  love. 
Above  the  vulgar  joy  divinely  mis'd. 
Nor  waited  he  reply.     Won  by  the  charm 
Of  goodness  irresistible,  and  all 
In  sweet  disorder  lost,  she  blush'd  consent 
The  news  immediate  to  her  mother  brought, 
While,  pierc'd  with  anxious  thought,  she  pin'daway 
llie  lonely  moments  for  Lavinia's  fSiite ; 
Amaz'd,  and  scarce  believing  what  she  heard, 
Joy  seized  her  wither'd  veins,  and  one  bright  gleam 
Of  setting  life  shone  on  her  evening  hours : 
Not  less  enraptur'd  than  the  happy  pair ; 
Who  flourish'd  long  in  tender  bliss,  and  rear'd 
A  numerous  offspring,  lovely  like  themselves, 
And  good,  the  grace  of  all  the  country  round. 

Defeating  oft  the  labours  of  the  year. 
The  sultry  south  coUecU  a  potent  blast. 
At  first,  the  groves  are  scarcely^ seen  to  stir 
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But  as  th*  a&ul  tempett  ftilkr  nriUiy 
And  in  one  miglitj  ttraam,  inviiibla^ 
InunenM,  the  wMt  excited  atmoephere, 
Impetuous  rusheao'cr  the  sounding  world : 
StrainM  to  the  root,  the  stooping  forest  pours 
A  rastHng  shower  of  yet  untimdy  leavesy 
High4>eat,  the  drding  mountains  eddy  in, 
mm  the  bare  wild,  the  dissipated  storm, 
And  send  it  in  a  torrent  down  the  vale. 
£xpos*d,  and  naked,  to  its  utmost  rugc, 
Tlirouch  all  the  sea  of  hanrest  rolling  round. 
The  biuowy  plain  floats  wide ;  nor  can  erade, 
Tliough  pliant  to  the  blast,  its  seising  force ; 
Or  wUrrd  in  air,  or  into  facant  chaff 
Shook  waste.     And  sometimes  too  a  burst  of  rain, 
Swept  from  the  black  borison,  broad,  descends 
In  one  continuous  flood.     Still  oyer  bead 
The  mingling  tempest  weayes  its  gloom,  and  still 
The  deluge  deepens ;  till  the  fields  around 
Lie  sunk  and  flatted,  in  the  sordid  wavew 
Sudden,  the  ditches  swell ;  the  meadows  swim. 
Red,  from  the  hills,  innumenble  streams 
Tumultuous  roar ;  and  high  above  its  banks 
Tlie  river  lift;  before  whwe  rushing  tide. 
Herds,  flocks^  and  harvest,  cottages,  and  swains. 
Roll  minffled  down ;  all  that  the  winds  had  spar'd 
In  one  wild  moment  ruin*d ;  the  big  hopes^ 
And  weU-eam*d  treasures  of  the  painful  year. 
Fled  to  some  eminence,  the  husbandman 
Helpless  bdwlds  the  miserable  wreck 
Driving  along :  his  drowning  ox  at  once 
Descending,  with  his  labours  scatter'd  round. 
He  sees ;  and  instant  o'er  his  shivering  thought 
Comes  Winter  unprovided,  and  a  train 
Of  clainumt  children  dear.     Ye  masters,  then. 
Be  mindful  of  the  rough  laborious  band. 
That  sinks  you  soft  in  elegance  and  ease ; 
Be  mindful  of  those  limbs  in  russet  clad. 
Whose  toil  to  yours  is  warmth,  and  graceful  pride : 
And,  oh !  be  mindful  of  that  sparing  board, 
VThich  covers  yours  with  luxury  profuse, 
Makes  your  glass  sparkle,  and  your  sense  rejoice  J 
Nor  cruelly  demand  what  the  deep  rains 
And  all-involving  winds  have  swept  away. 

Here  the  rude  clamour  of  the  sportsman's  joy, 
The  sun  fiut-thundering,  and  the  winded  horn. 
Would  tempt  the  Muse  to  sing  the  rural  game : 
How,  in  his  mid-career,  the  spaniel  struck, 
Stiff,  by  the  tainted  gale,  vritfa  open  nose, 
Out-stretch'd,  and  £iely  sensible,  dram  full, 
Fearful,  and  cautious^  on  the  latent  prey  ; 
As  in  dbe  sun  the  drding  covey  bask 
Their  varied  plumes,  and  watchful  every  vray, 
Tlirougfa  the  rough  stubble  turn  the  secret  eye. 
Cau|^t  in  the  m«hy  snare,  in  vain  they  beat 
Their  idle  wings,  entangled  more  and  more : 
Nor  on  the  surges  of  the  boundless  air. 
Though  borne  triumphant,  are  they  safe ;  the  gun, 
Glanc'd  just,  and  sudden,  from  the  fowler's  eye, 
O'ertakes  tiwir  sounding  pinions  ;  and  again. 
Immediate,  brings  them  fhmi  the  towering  vring^ 
Dead  to  the  ground :  or  drives  them  wide-dispers'd. 
Wounded,  and  wheeling  various,  down  the  wind. 

These  are  not  subjects  fbr  the  peaceful  Muse, 
Nor  will  she  stain  with  such  her  spotless  song ; 
Tlien  most  deliffbted,  when  she  social  sees 
The  whole  mix'd  animal  creation  round 
Alive,  and  hq>py.    'Tis  not  joy  to  her. 


Thb  fUsely.«faaeiiyi  bail— us  gsM  of  kA ; 
This  ny  of  plisurt,  whidi  the  rssdsss  yeutfa 
Awakes,  impatient,  with  the  gkaning  mam ; 
When  beasts  of  prey  retire,  that  all  n^  loo^ 
Uig'd  by  necessity,  had  rang'd  the  dark, 
As  if  their  conscious  ravage  ihunn'd  the  Mght, 
Asham'd.     Not  so  the  steady  tyrant  man, 
Who  with  the  thoughtless  imolenoe  of  poivsr 
Inflam'd,  beyond  the  most  infuriate  wrsdi 
Of  the  wont  monster  that  e'er  roam'd  Ihe  wsM^ 
For  sport  alone  pursues  the  cruel  chase, 
Amid  the  beamings  of  the  gentle  days. 
Upbraid,  ye  ravening  tribes,  our  wanton  rsge. 
For  hunger  kindles  you,  and  lawless  want; 
But  lavish  fed,  in  Nature's  bounty  roU'd, 
To  joy  at  anguish,  and  delight  in  blood. 
Is  what  your  horrid  bosoms  never  knew. 

Poor  is  the  triumph  o*er  the  timid  bsre! 
Scar'd  from  the  com,  and  now  to  some  kme  m/k 
Retir'd  :  the  rushy  fen ;  the  ragged  fiirae, 
Stretch'd  o'er  the  stony  heath;  the  stubble  cfaipl; 
The  thistly  lawn ;  the  thick-entangled  broom ; 
Of  the  same  friendly  hue,  the  wither'dfon; 
Tliefidlow  ground  laid  open  to  the  Sua, 
Concoctive ;  and  the  nodding  sandy  bank, 
Hung  o'er  the  mases  of  the  mountain  brooL 
Vain  is  her  best  precaution  ;  though  dwats 
Conceal'd,  with  folded  ears ;  unsleeping  eyes, 
By  Nature  rais'd  to  take  th'  borison  in ; 
And  head  couch'd  close  betwixt  her  hairy  fetti 
In  act  to  spring  away.     Hie  scented  dew 
Betrays  her  early  lal^rrinth ;  and  deep, 
In  scatter'd  sullen  openings,  ftr  behind, 
¥^th  every  breeie  she  hears  the  coming  storob 
But  nearer,  and  more  fkvquent,  as  it  lads 
The  sighing  gale,  she  springs  amas'd,  and  all 
The  savage  soul  of  game  is  up  at  once: 
The  pack  fuU-opening,  various ;  the  shrill  horn 
Resounded  from  the  hiUs ;  the  neighing  steed, 
Wild  for  the  chase :  and  the  kmd  hunter's  ibottt; 
O'er  a  weak,  harmless,  flying  creature,  all 
Mix'd  in  mad  tumult,  anid  £scordaiit  joy. 

The  stag  too,  angled  fh>m  the  herd,  where  loaf 
He  rang'dthe  branching  monarch  of  the  afasdcf, 
Before  the  tempest  drives.     At  first,  in  speed 
He,  sprightly,  puts  his  fiuth ;  and,  rous'd  by  iai» 
Gives  all  his  swift  aerid  soul  to  flight ; 
Against  the  breese  he  darts,  that  way  the  more 
To  leave  the  lessening  murderous  cry  behind : 
Deception  short;  though  fleeter  than  the  winds 
Blown  o'er  the  keen-air'd  mountains  by  the  nortts 
He  bursts  the  thickets,  glances  tlirougli  tiie  glBde% 
And  plunges  deep  into  the  wildest  wood ; 
If  slow,  yet  sure,  adhesive  to  the  track 
Hot-steaming,  up  bdund  him  come  again 
Th'  inhuman  rout,  and  from  the  ahady  depth 
Expd  him,  circling  through  hia  every  shift 
He  sweeps  tiie  fbrnt  oft ;  and  sobbing  tecs 
Tlie  ghdies,  mild  opening  to  the  golden  day ; 
Where,  in  kind  contest,  vritfa  his  butting  fiksds 
He  wont  to  struggle,  or  his  loves  eijo^i 
Oft  in  the  friU-descending  flood  he  tries 
To  lose  tiie  scent,  and  lave  hb  buniing  sides : 
Oft  seeks  the  herd ;  the  vratcfafbl  bod,  alarm'dp 
With  selfish  care  avoid  a  brother's  woa 
Whatshdlhedo?    His  onoe  so  virid  nerves, 
SofhU  of  buoyant  qiirit,  nownomive 
Inspire  the  coune;  but  ftinliog  brcntfaleas  toil, 
Sick,  seises  on  hb  heart :  he  atands  at  bay ; 
And  puts  hb  last  weak  refiige  in  deapdor. 
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Hm  big  vBuad  iMft  nu  4own  hit  difipled  ftee ; 
He  gRMBi  in  angiiMh  ;  while  the  growling  peck* 
JBloodJuppyy  heag  at  Im  lUr  Jtittiiig  cheit, 
And  mark  fait  beauteous  cbeqaer*d  aides  with  gon. 

Of  this  enough.     But  if  the  sylvan  youth, 
Whose  ftrvent  blood  boib  into  violence, 
If  nst  have  tiie  chase ;  behold,  despising  flight, 
Ibe  roas'd-up  lion,  lesolote,  and  slow, 
Advancing  Ml  on  the  proteiided  spear. 
Aid  oowaid.4MUid,  that  circling  wheel  alooH 
53snk  from  the  cavern,  and  the  troubled  wood, 
See  the  grim  wolf;  on  him  his  shaggy  foe     . 
Vindictive  fix,  and  let  the  ruffian  die: 
Or,  growling  horrid,  m  the  brindled  boar 
Grins  fell  destruction,  to  the  monster's  heart 
Let  the  dart  lighten  from  the  nervous  arm. 

llHse  Britain  knows  not ;  give,  ye  Britons,  then 
Tour  ipoftive  ftuy,  pitiless,  to  pour 
Looae  on  the  nightly  robber  of  the  ibid : 
Hon,  from  his  craggy  viinding  haunts  unearth'd. 
Let  all  the  thunder  of  the  chase  pursue. 
Throw  the  broad  ditch  behind  you ;  o*er  the  hedge 
High  botind,  resistless ;  nor  the  deep  morass 
Rd^iae,  bat  through  the  shaking  wilderness 
Pick  your  nice  way ;  into  the  perilous  flood 
Bear  fearleaa^  of  the  raging  instinct  full ; 
And  as  you  ride  the  tofient,  to  the  banks 
Your  triumph  sound  sonorous,  running  round, 
¥nm  rock  to  rock,  in  circling  echoes  tost ; 
Then  scale  the  mountains  to  their  woody  tops ; 
Rush  down  the  dangerous  steep ;  and  o'er  the  lawn, 
la  batcj  swallowiitt  up  the  space  between, 
BtRur  idl  your  speed  into  the  rapid  ^ame. 
For  hqipy  he !  who  tops  the  wheebng  chase ; 
Hss  evcfy  maae  evolv'd,  and  every  guile 
Disdos'd;  who  knows  the  merits  of  the  pack*; 
Who  saw  the  villain  seis'd,  and  dying  hard, 
WilixNit  complaint,  though  by  an  hundred  mouths 
Wfimtleai  torn :  O  glonous  he,  beyond 
ISs  daring  peers !  when  the  retreating  horn 
CUls  them  to  ghostly  halls  of  my  renown, 
Witii  woodland  honours  grac'd ;  the  fox's  ftu*, 
Depending  decent  from  the  roof;  and  spread 
fionad  the  drear  walls,  with  antic  figures  fierce, 
The  slag's  large  frxmt :  he  then  is  loudest  heard, 
When  die  night  staggers  vrith  severer  toils, 
With  ftats  Thessalian  Centaurs  never  knew, 
And  tbeir  repeated  wonders  shake  the  dome. 
Bvt  fint  the  fuel'd  chimney  biases  wide ; 
The  Inalsids  foam ;  and  the  strong  table  groans 
Hhh  isfti  the  smoking  surioin,  stretch'd  immense 
FWhi  side  to  side ;  m  which,  with  desperate  knife, 
They  deep  incision  make,  and  talk  the  while 
or  Faghnd's  i^ory,  ne'er  to  be  de&c'd 
Vhflo  faenee  dxy  borrow  vigour :  or  amain 
fm*  d»  pasty  plung'd,  at  intervals, 
Ef  aiosBaeh  keen  can  intervals  allow, 
Rdadsig  an  the  glories  of  the  chase. 

I  aafeed  Hanger  bids  his  brother  Thirst 
■ce  the  mighty  bowl ;  the  mighty  bowl, 
|MeB*d  high  with  fiery  juice,  steams  Kberd  round 
X  potetit  gale,  ddickras  as  the  breath 
IT  Maas  to  the  love..aick  shepherdess, 
Jta  Tsoleto  (fiiRts'd,  while  soft  she  bean 

;  shepherd  stealing  to  her  arms, 
J  is  the  brown  October,  drawn, 
'  fluperftct,  from  his  danc  retreat 
If  tfarty  years;  and  now  his  honest  front 


To  cheat  the  thirsty  moments.  Whist  awhile 
Walks  his  dull  round,  beneath  a  cloud  of  smoke, 
Wreath'd  fragrant  from  the  pipe ;  or  the  quick  cUce, 
In  thunder  leaping  from  the  box,  awake 
Tlie  sounding  gammon :  while  romp-Ioring  Miss 
Is  haul'd  about,  in  gallantry  robust 

At  last  these  puling  idlenesses  laid 
Aside,  frequent  and  fiill,  the  dry  divan 
Close  in  firm  circle ;  and  set,  ardent,  in 
For  serious  drinking.     Nor  evasion  sly, 
Nor  sober  shift,  is  to  the  puking  wretch 
Indulg'd  apart ;  but  earnest,  brimming  bowls 
Lave  every  soul,  the  table  floating  round. 
And  pavement,  faithless  to  the  iiiddled  foot. 
Hius  as  they  swim  in  mutual  swill,  the  talk, 
j  Vociferous  at  once  from  twenty  tongues, 
B«oi.    fast  fttnn  theme  to  theme;    from  hats/en, 
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ea  ia  the  Kgfat  refulgent,  not  afraid 
with  the  vineyard's  best  produce  to 


To  church  or  mistress,  politics  at  ghost. 
In  endless  mases,  intricate,  perplex'd. 
Meantime,  with  sudden  interruption,  loud, 
Th'  impatient  catch  bursts  from  the  joyous  heart ; 
That  moment  touch'd  is  every  kindred  soul ; 
And,  opening  in  a  full-mouth'd  cry  of  joy. 
The  laugh,  the  slap,  the  jbcund  curse,  go  round ; 
While,  from  their  slumbers  shook,  the  kennel  I'd 

hounds 
Mix  in  the  music  of  the  day  again. 
As  when  the  tempest,  that  has  vex'd  the  dec>p 
The  dark  ni^ht  long,  with  fainter  murmurs  falls ; 
So  gradual  sinks  their  mirth.     Their  feeble  tongues, 
Unable  to  take  up  the  cumbrous  word. 
Lie  quite  dissolv'd.     Before  their  maudlin  cyes^ 
Seen  dim,  and  blue,  the  double  tapers  dance, 
Like  the  Sun  wading  through  the  misty  sky. 
Then  sliding  soft,  tlwy  dn^     Confus'd  abovc^ 
Glasses  and  bottles,  pipes  and  gasetteers. 
As  if  the  table  ev'n  itself  was  drunk, 
Lie  a  wet  broken  scene ;  and  wide,  below, 
Is  heap'd  the  social  ahuighter ;  where  astride 
Hie  lubber  power  in  filthy  triumph  sits, 
Slumberous,  inclining  sdll  from  side  to  side. 
And  steeps  them  drench'd  in  potent  sleep  till  mom. 
Perhaps  some  doctor,  of  tremendous  paunch, 
Awefui  and  deep,  a  black  abyss  of  drink, 
Out-lives  them  all ;  and  from  his  buiy'd  flock 
Retiring,  frill  of  rumination  sad. 
Laments  the  weakness  of  these  latter  times. 
But  if  the  rougher  sex  by  this  fierce  sport 
Is  hurried  wild,  let  not  such  horrid  joy 
E'er  stain  the  bosom  of  the  British  fror. 
Far  be  the  spirit  of  the  chase  from  them ! 
Uncomely  courage,  unbeseeming  skill ; 
To  spring  the  fence,  to  rein  the  prancing  steed ; 
Hie  cap,  the  whip,  the  masculine  attire ; 
In  which  they  roughen  to  the  sense,  and  all 
The  winning  softness  of  their  sex  is  lost 
In  them  'tis  graceftil  to  dissolve  at  woe; 
With  every  motion,  eveiy  word,  to  wave 
•Quidt  o'er  the  kindling  cheek  the  ready  blush ; 
And  troro  the  smallest  violence  to  shrink 
Unequal,  then  the  loveliest  in  their  fears ; 
And  by  this  silent  adulation,  soit. 
To  tbor  protection  more  engaging  man. 
O  may  their  eyes  no  miserable  sight. 
Save  weeping  lovers,  see  I  a  nobler  game, 
Through  Love's  enchanting  wiles  pursued,  yet  fled. 
In  duise  ambiguous.     May  their  tender  limba 
Float  in  the  loose  simplicity  of  dress ! 
And,  fSuhion'd  all  to  harmony,  alone 
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Know  they  to  fcixe  the  capdvated  toul, 

In  rmpture  warbled  from  lore-breathing  lips; 

To  teach  the  lute  to  languish  ;  with  amoodi  step. 

Disclosing  motion  in  its  every  charm. 

To  swim  along,  and  swell  the  masy  dance; 

To  train  the  foliage  o'er  the  snowy  lawn ; 

To  guide  the  pencil,  turn  the  tuneful  page ; 

To  lend  new  flavour  to  the  fruitful  year, 

And  heighten  Nature's  dainties :  in  their  race 

To  rear  their  graces  into  second  life ;  '"^ 

To  give  society  its  highest  taste ; 

WelUorder'd  home  man's  best  delij^  to  make ; 

And  by  submissiTe  wisdom,  modest  skill, 

With  erery  gentle  care-eluding  art. 

To  raise  the  virtues,  animate  £e  bliss, 

And  sweeten  all  the  toils  of  human  life : 

This  be  the  female  dignity  and  praise. 

Ye  swains,  now  harten  to  the  basel  bank ; 
Where,  down  yon  dale,  the  wildly-winding  brook 
Falls  lioarse  from  steep  to  steep.     In  dose  array, 
Fit  for  the  thickets  and  the  tangling  shrub, 
Ye  virgins  come.     For  you  theb  l^est  song 
The  woodlands  raise ;  the  clustering  nuts  for  you 
Hie  lover  finds  amid  the  secret  Amm  ; 
And,  where  they  burnish  on  the  topmost  bough| 
With  active  vigour  crushes  down  the  tree ; 
Or  shakes  them  ripe  from  the  resigning  husk, 
A  glossy  shower,  and  of  an  ardent  brown. 
As  are  the  ringlets  of  Melinda's  hair : 
MeHnda !  form'd  with  every  grace  complete. 
Yet  these  neglecting,  above  beauty  %rise, 
And  fitf  transcending  such  a  vul^  praise. 

Hence  from  the  busy  joy-resounding  fields, 
In  cheerful  errour,  let  us  tread  the  mase 
Of  Autumn,  unconfin'd ;  and  taste,  reviv'd, 
The  breath  of  orchard  big  with  bending  fhiit 
Obedient  to  the  breeze  and  beating  ray. 
From  the  deep-loaded  bough  a  mellow  shower 
Incessant  melts  away.     The  juicy  year 
Lies,  in  a  soft  profiuion,  scatter'd  round. 
A  various  sweetness  swells  the  gentle  race ; 
By  Nature's  all-refining  hand  prepar'd ; 
Of  temper'd  sun,  and  water,  earth,  and  air. 
In  ever-changing  composition  mixt 
Such,  falling  frequent  through  the  chiller  ni^it, 
'Die  fragrant  stores,  the  wide  projected  heaps 
Of  apples,  which  the  lusty-handed  Year, 
Innumerous,  o'er  the  blushing  orchard  shakes. 
A  various  spirit,  fresh,  delicious,  keen, 
Dwells  in  their  gelid  pores ;  and,  active,  points 
The  piercing  cyder  for  the  Uiirsty  tongue : 
'Diy  native  theme,  and  boon-inspirer  too, 
Phillips,  Pomona's  bard,  the  second  thou 
Who  nobly  durst,  in  rhyme-unfetter'd  verse, 
With  Bridsh  freedom  sing  the  British  song : 
How,  fWmi  8Uurian  vats,  high-sparkling  wines 
Foam  in  transparent  floods ;  some  strong,  to  cheer 
The  wintery  revels  of  the  labouring  hind ; 
And  tasteful  some,  to  cool  the  summer  hours. 

In  this  glad  season,  while  his  sweetest  beams 
The  Sun  sheds  equal  o'er  the  meeken'd  day  ; 
Oh,  lose  me  in  the  green  delightful  walks 
Of,  Doddington,  thy  seat,  serene,  and  plain ; 
Where  simple  Nature  reigns ;  and  every  view, 
Diffuave,  spreads  the  pure  Dorsetian  downs, 
In  boundless  prospect :  yonder  shagg'd  with  wood. 
Here  rich  vrith  harvest,  and  there  white  with  flocks ! 
Meantime  the  giindeur  of  thy  loftv  dome, 
Far  splendid,  seises  on  the  ravish'd  eye. 
New  beauties  rise  with  each  revolving  day ; 


New  ootunina  tweU ;  and  sdli  the  fireA  flpfisg  M 
New  plants  to  quicken,  and  new  gioMs  to  gran. 
Full  of  thy  genius  all !  the  Moses'  Kit! 
Where,  in  the  secret  bower,  and  vindiBg  viUl, 
For  virtuous  Young  and  thee  they  tviae  the  bijr. 
Here  wandering  oft,  fir'd  with  the  restlesitlint 
Of  thy  apphune,  I  solitary  cooit 
I*  inspiring  breeae :  and  medits 


Hi*  inspiring 
Of  Nature  ef 
Warm  fiwn  the  heart,  to  learn  ^  monl  soog. 

Here,  as  I  steal  along  the  sunny  wall, 
Where  Autumn  basks,  with  fruit  cmpufplcd  deip, 
My  pleasing  theme  oontinttal  pnnpls  my  flm^ 
Presents  the  downy  peach ;  the  duning  phn ; 
The  ruddy,  fh^^rant  nectarine ;  and  dark, 
Beneath  his  ample  leaf,  the  luscious  iig. 
TTie  vine,  too,  here  her  curling  tendrils  Aosli; 
Hangs  out  her  duaters,  glowing  to  the  tomb; 
And  scarcely  wishes  for  a  wanner  sky. 

Turn  we  a  moment  Fancy's  rapid  H^ 
To  vigorous  soils,  and  dimes  of  fior  otcflt; 
Where,  by  the  potent  Sun  elated  high, 
The  vineyard  s%vdla  refulgent  on  the  day ; 
Spreads  o'er  the  vale ;  or  up  the  moontaiB  dnsWi 
Profuse;  and  drinks  amid  the  sunny  roAi, 
From  cUff  to  diflT  increas'd,  the  heighten'd  U» 
Low  bend  the  weighty  bouj^     The  cliKendnf. 
Half  through  the  foliage  seen,  or  ardent  to^ 
Or  shine  transparent ;  while  perfection  \jnmM 
White  o'er  t^  turgent  fifan  the  living  dew. 
As  thus  they  brighten  with  exalted  juice, 
Touch 'd  into  flavour  by  the  mingHng  rsy ; 
ITie  rural  youth  and  virgins  o'er  the  field, 
F^ch  fond  for  each  to  cuU  th*  autumnsl  pnoe, 
Exulting  rove,  and  speak  the  vintage  niglk 
Then*comes  the  crushing  twain ;  the  coiwy  "■* 
And  foams  unbounded  with  the  maifay  flood; 
'Iliat  by  degrees  fermented  and  refin'd, 
Round  the  rais'd  nationa  pours  the  cop  otjffj- 
The  claret  smooth,  red  aa  the  lip  we  pictti 
In  sparkling  fisncy,  while  we  dnin  tbebovl; 
The  mellow-tasted  Burgundy ;  and  quickf 
As  is  the  wit  it  gives,  tlw  gay  Champagne. 

Now,  by  the  cool  declimng  year  oondem'a, 
Descend  the  copious  eThalations,  check'd 
As  up  the  middle  sky  unseen  they  stok, 
And  roll  the  doubling  fogs  around  the  bilL 
No  more  the  mountain,  horrid,  vast,  soUia^ 
Who  pours  a  sweep  of  rivers  from  Us  adMi 
And  high  between  contending  kingdoos  r«n 
The  rod^y  long  division,  fills  the  view 
With  great  variety ;  but  in  a  night 
Of  gathering  vapour,  from  the  baffled  sense 
Sinks  dark  and  dreary.     Hiaiica  expanding  Vi 
"Die  huge  dusk,  gradual,  swallows  up  tlie |l>** 
Vanish  the  woods ;  the  dim  err  n  river  seeae 
Sullen,  and  slow,  to  roll  the  misty  wava 
Ev'n  in  the  height  of  nooa  oppreit,  the  Son 
Sheds  weak,  and  blunt,  hia  wide-icfracted  f^; 
Whence  ghuing  oft,  vrith  many  a  broadcn'do^ 
He  frights  the  nations.      Indi^inct  on  Etftki 
Seen  through  the  turbid  air,  beyond  the  Uh 
Objects  appear ;  and,  wildcar'dt  o'er  the  warte 
The  shepherd  stalks  gigantic.     TiUatkat 
Wreath'd  dun  around^  in  deeper  didcs  sifll 
Succeisive  dosing,  sits  the  gcnetal  fog 
Unbounded  o'er  the  world ;  and,  mingjling  ^ 
A  formless  grey  oonftision  covers  alL 
As  when  of  old  (so  sung  the  Hcbrvw  bard) 
Light,  uncollected,  thnough  the  Chaos  urg'd 
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hi'w&aimyi  nar  Ovdcr  Jit  hid  «lfMni 
Hit  lovdy  tnin  from  out  the  dubious  gloonii 

Hkm  roving  mifCay  that  coiMteiit  now  b^m 
Tb  moke  aloi^  the  hilly  country,  theie, 
With  weighty  rains,  and  mdted  Alpine  aiow% 
UK  mountain-cisterns  fill,  those  ample  stores 
Of  water,  acoop'd  among  the  hollow  rocks ;    [pky, 
Whence  guah  the  streams,  the  ceaselesB  Ibuntains 
And  their  unfiuling  wealth  the  rivers  draw. 
SooM  sages  ujf  tlut,  where  the  numerous  wave 
For  ever  lashes  the  reseuncBng  shore, 
Drill'd  tfaonoogh  the  sandy  stratum,  every  way, 
The  waters  with  the  sandy  stratum  rise ; 
Amid  whose  angles  infinitely  strain'd, 
They  joyftd  leave  their  jaggy  salts  behind. 
And  dear  and  sweeten,  as  they  soak  alone. 
Nor  stops  the  restleas  fluid,  mounting  still, 
Tboogh  oft  amidst  th*  irriguous  vale  it  springs ; 
But  to  the  mountain  courted  by  the  sand, 
That  leads  it  darkling  on  in  fidthftil  maie. 
Far  ftom  ^tut  perent  main,  it  boils  again 
Fredi  into  day ;  and  all  the  glittering  hill 
Is  bright  with  spouting  rills.     But  hence  this  vain 
Anniflve  dream !  why  should  the  waters  love 
To  take  so  fior  a  journey  to  the  hills, 
When  the  sweet  valleys  offer  to  their  toil 
loriting  quiet,  and  a  nearer  bed? 
Or  if^  1^  Mind  ambition  led  astray, 
Hiey  must  aspire ;  why  should  th^  sudden  stop 
Among  the  broken  mountain's  rushy  dells, 
And,  ere  they  gain  its  highest  peak,  desert 
Th'  atiractive  sand  that  clSurm*d  their  course  so  long  ? 
Besidea,  the  hard  agglomerating  salts. 
The  spod  of  ages,  would  impenrious  choke 
Heir  secret  channels ;  or,  l^  slow  degrees, 
ffigh  as  the  hills  protrude  the  swelling  vales : 
OU  Oeean  too^  suck'd  tiut>ugh  the  porous  globes 
Had  long  ere  now  forsook  his  horrid  bed. 
And  brought  Deucalion's  watery  times  again. 

Say  then,  where  lurk  the  vast  eternal  springs, 
net,  fike  Creating  Nature,  lie  conceal'd 
Flam  mortal  eye,  jret  with  their  lavish  stores 
Bcficah  the  globe,  and  all  its  joyous  tribes  ? 
O,  thou  perroding  Genius,  given  to  man. 
To  trace  the  secrets  of  the  dark  abyss, 
O,  lay  the  mountains  bare !  and  wide  display 
Tbeir  hidden  structure  to  th'  astonish'd  view ! 
iDip  from  the  brandling  Alps  their  piny  load ; 
IW  fange  encumbrance  of  horrific  woods 
Aom  Aden  Taurus,  from  Imaus  stretch*d 
Athwart  the  roving  Tartar's  sullen  bounds ! 
6iv«  opening  Hemus  to  my  searching  eye, 
Amd  M^  oSympus  pouring  many  a  stream ! 
Of  from  the  sounding  summits  of  the  north, 
IW  Dofrine  hills,  through  Scandinavia  roU'd 
Ci»  ifardiest  Tiapland  and  the  Froxen  Main ; 
hoas  lofty  Caucasus,  far-seen  by  those 
^ha  in  the  Caspian  and  black  Euxine  toil ; 
I  cold  Ripbean  rocks,  which  the  wild  Ruse 

( the  stony  girdle  *  of  the  world ; 
1  aD  the  dreadful  mountains,  wrapt  in  storm, 
eaoe  wide  Siberia  draws  her  lonely  floods ; 
K  awuLp  th'  eternal  snows !  Hui^  o'er  the  deep, 

EVlHit  ew  works  beneath  his  sounmng  base. 
Atlas,  propping  Heaven,  as  poets  fogn, 
aobiuianean  wonden  spread !  unveil 

Thtt  Unaoovilcs  call  the  Riphean  mountains 

^  I  Cameuypoja,  that  is,  the  great  ston^f  girdle ; 

'  they  suppose  them  to  encompass  the  whole 


Hie  miny  caverns,  hhohig  on  the  day, 

Of  Abyssinia's  cloud-compelling  cliffs, 

And  of  the  bending  Mountains  of  the  Moon !  f 

O'ertopping  all  thne  giant  sons  of  Earth, 

Let  the  dire  Andes,  fh>m  the  radiant  line 

Stretch'd  to  the  stormy  seas  that  thunder  round 

The  southern  Fdle,  their  hideous  deeps  unlbid ! 

Amasing  scene!     Behold!  the  glooms  disclose, 

I  see  the  riven  in  their  infant  b«ds ! 

Deep,  deep  I  bear  them,  labouring  to  get  free ! 

I  see  the  leaning  strata,  artful  rang'd ; 

Hie  gaping  fissures  to  recdve  the  rains, 

The  melting  snows,  and  ever-dripping  flogs. 

Strow'd  bilnilous  above  I  see  the  sands. 

The  pebbly  gravel  next,  the  layen  theh 

Of  mingled  moulds,  of  more  retentive  earths^ 

The  gutter'd  rocks,  and  masy-running  defts ; 

Tliat,  while  the  stealing  moisture  they  transmit. 

Retard  its  motion,  and  forbid  its  vraste. 

Beneath  th'  incessant  weeping  of  these  drains, 

I  see  the  rocky  syphons  stretch'd  immense. 

Hie  mighty  reservoirs,  of  harden'd  chalk, 

Or  stiff  compacted  clay,  capadous  flonn'd. 

O'erfiowiiiff  thence,  the  congregated  stores, 

The  crystal  treasures  of  the  Uquid  worid, 

Hmnigh  the  stirr'd  sands  a  bubbling  passage  burst , 

And  swelling  out,  around  the  middle  steep, 

Or  from  the  bottoms  of  the  bosom'd  hills. 

In  pure  eflfVision  flow.     United,  thus, 

Th'  exhaling  Sun,  the  vapour-burden'd  air. 

Hie  gelid  mountains,  that  to  rain  condens'd 

Hiese  vapours  in  continual  current  draw, 

And  send  them,  o'er  the  fair  divided  earth. 

In  bounteous  rivers  to  the  deep  again, 

A  social  commerce  hold,  and  firm  support 

The  full-adjusted  harmony  of  things. 

When  Autumn  scatters  his  departing  gleams, 
Wam'd  of  approaching  Winter,  gather'd,  play 
The  swallow-people ;  and  toss'd  wide  around. 
O'er  the  calm  sky,  in  convolution  swift, 
Hie  feather'd  eddy  floats :  rejoidng  once. 
Ere  to  their  wintery  slumbers  they  retire ; 
In  clusters  dung,  beneath  the  mouldering  bank. 
And  where,  unpierc'd  by  frost,  the  cavern  sweats, 
Or  rather  into  wanner  climes  convey'd, 
With  other  kindred  birds  of  season,  there 
They  twitter  cheerf\il,  till  the  vernal  months 
Inrite  them  welcome  bisick  :  for,  thronging,  now 
Innumerous  wings  are  in  commotion  all. 

Where  the  Rhine  loses  his  majestic  force 
In  Belgian  plains,  won  from  the  raging  deep. 
By  diligence  amaring,  and  the  strong 
Unconquerable  hand  of  Liberty, 
The  stork-assembly  meets ;  for  many  a  day, 
Consulting  deep,  and  various,  ere  they  take 
Their  arduous  voyage  through  the  liquid  sky. 
And  now  their  route  design'd,  their  leaden  chose, 
Their  tribes  adjusted,  dean'd  thdr  vigorous  wings ; 
And  many  a  arcle,  many  a  short  essay, 
Wbeel'd  round  and  rounid,  in  congregation  full 
The  figur'd  flight  ascends ;  and,  nding  high 
Hi*  a&ial  billows,  mixes  with  the  clouds. 

Or  where  the  Northern  Ocean,  in  vast  whirls 
Boils  round  the  naked  melancholy  isles 
Of  farthest  Thuld,  and  th'  Atkntic  surge 
Poun  in  among  the  stormy  Hebrides ; 
Who  can  recount  what  transmigrations  there 

f  A  range  of  mountains  in  Africa,  that  surrouud 
ahnost  all  Monomotai|^g.^.^^^  ^^  GoOglC 
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Are  annual  made?  what  nadoas  come  and  go? 
And  how  the  Uving  clouds  on  donds  ariie  ? 
Infinite  wings !  tili  all  the  plume-dark  air 
And  rude  refunding  shore  are  one  wild  cry. 

Here  the  plain  harmless  natire  his  small  ilock. 
And  herd  dfaninutive  of  man  j  hues. 
Tends  on  the  little  island's  rerdant  swell. 
Hie  shepherd's  sea-girt  reign ;  or,  to  the  rocks 
Dire-cUnging,  gathers  his  ovarious  food ; 
Or  sweeps  the  fishy  shore ;  or  treasures  up 
The  plumage,  rising  fuU,  to  form  the  bed 
Of  luxury.     And  here  awhile  the  Muse, 
High  horering  o'er  the  broad  cerulean  scene, 
Sees  Caledonia,  in  ronaantic  view : 
Her  airy  mountains,  from  the  waving  main, 
Inre^ied  with  a  keen  dififUsiTe  sky. 
Breathing  the  soul  acute  $  her  forests  huge, 
Incult,  robust,  and  tall,  by  Nature's  hand 
Planted  of  old ;  her  asure  bkes  between, 
Pour'd  out  extensive,  and  of  watery  wealth 
F^ ;  winding  deep,  and  green,  her  fertile  vales ; 
With  many  a  cool  translucent  brimming  flood 
Wash'd  lovely  from  the  Tweed  {^wn  parent  tirtamf 
Whose  pastoral  banks  first  beard  my  Doric  reed. 
With  sylvan  Jed,  thy  tributary  brook) 
To  where  the  north-inflated  tempest  foams 
O'er  Orca's  or  Betubium's  highest  peak : 
Nurse  of  a  people,  in  misfortune's  school 
IVain'd  up  to  hardy  deeds ;  soon  visited 
By  Learning,  when  before  the  Gothic  tage 
She  took  her  western  flight.     A  manly  race, 
Of  unsubmitting  spirit,  wise,  and  brave ; 
Who  still  through  bleeding  ages  struggled  hard, 
(As  well  unhappy  Wallace  can  attest. 
Great  patriouhero !  ill-requited  chief !) 
To  hold  a  senerous  undiminish'd  state ; 
Too  much  m  vain !     Hence  of  unequal  bounds 
Impatient,  and  by  tempting  glory  borne 
O'er  every  land,  for  every  bind  their  lifo 
Has  flow'd  proAise,  their  piercing  genius  plann'd 
And  swell'd  the  pomp  of  peace  ^mt  faithAil  toil. 
As  from  their  own  clear  north,  in  radiant  streams. 
Bright  over  Europe  bursts  the  Boreal  room. 

Oh,  is  there  not  some  patriot,  in  whose  power 
That  best,  that  godlike  luxury  is  pkur'd, 
Of  blessing  thousands,  thousands  yet  unborn, 
Through  late  posterity  ?  some,  large  of  soul, 
To  cheer  dejected  industry?  to  give 
A  double  harvest  to  the  jjning  swain  ? 
And  teach  the  labouring  hind  the  sweets  of  toil  ? 
How,  by  the  finest  art,  the  native  robe 
To  weave ;  how,  white  as  Hyperborean  snow. 
To  form  the  ludd  lawn ;  wiUi  venturous  oar 
How  to  dash  wide  die  billow ;  nor  look  on, 
ShameftiUy  passive,  while  Batavian  fleets 
Defraud  us  of  the  glittering  finny  swarms. 
That  heave  our  friUis,  and  crowd  upon  our  shores ; 
How  all-enlivening  trade  to  rouse,  and  wing 
The  prosperous  sail,  from  every  growing  port, 
Uninjur'd,  round  the  sea-encircled  globe ; 
And  thus,  in  soul  united  as  in  name, 
Bid  Britain  reign  the  mistress  of  the  deep  ? 

Yes,  there  are  such.     And  frill  on  thee,  Aigyll, 
Her  hope,  her  sUy,  her  darling,  and  her  boast, 
FVom  her  first  padiots  and  her  heroes  sprung. 
Thy  fond  imploring  country  turns  her  eye ; 
In  thee,  with  all  a  mother's  triumph,  sees 
Her  every  virtue,  every  grace  combin'd. 
Her  genius,  wisdom,  her  engaging  turn. 
Her  pride  of  honour,  and  h^  courage  try'd. 


Cahn,  and  intrepid,  in  the  very  throst 
Of  sulphnmis  war,  on  Tcnicr's  dresdAil  ML 
Nor  less  the  pafan  of  peace  inwreatbes  thy  brmr: 
For,  powerftil  as  thy  sword,  from  tby  rich  taogM 
Persuasioa  flows,  and  wins  the  high  debste ; 
While  mix'd  m  thee  combine  the  cfasnn  of  jmitK 
The  force  of  noanhood,  and  the  depth  of  sge. 
Tliee,  Foriies,  too,  whom  every  worth  sttaid% 
As  truth  sincere,  as  weeping  friendship  kind, 
Thee,  truly  generous,  and  m  silence  grcol, 
Thy  coun^  fo^  through  bar  reviving  art^ 
Plann'd  by  thy  wisdom,  by  thy  soul  infbrm'd; 
And  seldom  has  she  known  a  friend  tike  thcc. 
But  see  the  fittiing  many-colour'd  woods, 
Shade  deepening  over  shade,  the  country  roeod 
Imbrown ;  a  crowded  umbrage,  dusk,  sod  don, 
Of  eveiy  hue,  from  wan-dedining  green 
To  sooty  dark.     These  now  the  lonesome  Mwe,      , 
Low-wbispering,  lead  into  their  teif^tTowiiviI^ 
And  give  the  season  in  its  latest  view. 
Meantime,  light  shadowing  all,  a  sober  cdB 

Fleeces  unbounded  ether ;  whose  let*  wsw 
Stands  tremulous,  uncertain  where  to  tun 
The  gentle  current :  while  illumin'd  wide, 
The  dewy-sklrted  clouds  unbibe  the  Sun, 
And  through  their  ludd  vale  his  soften'dfcwe 
Shed  o'er  the  peaceful  world.     Then  is  the  tnne, 
For  those  whom  Wisdom  and  whom  NstwedBi^ 
To  steal  themselves  from  the  degenerste  cnM 
And  soar  above  this  little  scene  of  things; 
To  tread  low-thougfated  ^^ce  beneath  their fcrt; 
To  soothe  the  throbbing  passions  into  pescc; 
And  woo  lone  Quiet  in  her  silent  walks. 

Thus  solitary,  and  in  pensive  guise,  ^^ 

Ofr  let  me  wander  o'er  the  russet  meMl,      ^ 
And  through  the  sadden'd  grove^  where  «csre«u 
One  dying  strain,  to  cheer  the  woodman's  toiL 
Haplv  some  widow'd  songster  pours  his  pbiK, 
Far,  m  foint  warblings,  through  the  jtawn;  cop«; 
While  congregated  thrushes,  linnets,  larks, 
And  each  wUd  throat,  whose  artless  strains  so  »« 
SweU'd  all  the  music  of  the  swanning  shsdo, 
Robb'd  of  their  tunefril  souls,  now  sfaitcriDgflt 
On  the  dead  tree,  a  dull  despondent  flock ; 
With  not  a  brightness  waving  o'er  their  phones, 
And  nought  save  chattering  discord  in  their  oot^ 
O,  let  not,  aim'd  fitxn  some  inhimisn  eye, 
The  gun  the  music  of  the  coming  year 
Deatroy ;  and  hannless,  unsuspecting  hanUi 
Lay  the  weak  tribes  a  miserable  prey. 
In  mingled  murder,  fluttering  on  the  ground ! 

The  pale  descending  year,  yet  plcasmg  ^S^^ 
A  gentler  mood  inspirea ;  for  now  the  leaf 
Incessant  rustles  from  the  mournful  grove, 
Oft  startling  such  as,  studious,  walk  bekm, 
And  slowly  drdes  through  the  waring  air. 
But  ahould  a  quicker  breeze  amid  the  boughs 
Sob,  o'er  the  sky  the  \eafy  deluge  streams ; 
Till  chok'd,  and  matted  with  the  dreary  shower, 
The  forest-walks,  at  every  rising  gak. 
Roll  wide  the  wither'd  waste,  uid  wfaiaadt  bkak. 
Fled  ia  the  blasted  verdure  of  the  fields ; 
And,  shrunk  into  their  beds,  the  flowery  rsce 
Their  sunny  robes  resign.     £Vn  what  remsin'd 
Of  stronger  fruits  fiUIa  tnxm  the  naked  tree; 
And  wo(3s,  fields,  gardens,  orchards,  all  around 
The  desolated  prospect  thriUa  tiie  aoul. 

He  comes !  he  comes !  in  every  brecae  the  po* 
Of  philosophic  Mehmcfaoly  oomes  ! 
His  near  approach  the  amlden-starting  tear. 
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The  giowing  ched^  the  mild  dejected  atr, 

The  mften'd  feature,  and  the  batting  heart, 

Fierc*d  deep  with  many  a  virtuous  pang,  declare. 

O'er  all  the  soul  his  sacred  influence  breathes ! 

Inflames  imagination ;  through  the  breast 

Inftises  every  tenderness ;  and  far 

Beyond  dim  Earth  exalts  the  swelling  thought 

Ten  thousand  thousand  fleet  ideas,  such 

Af  never  mingled  with  the  vulgar  dream. 

Crowd  fiist  into  the  mind's  creative  eye. 

As  last  the  correspondent  passions  rise, 

As  varied,  and  as  high :  devotion  rais'd 

To  nptore,  and  divine  astonishment ; 

The  love  of  Nature  unconfln'd,  and,  chief. 

Of  human  race ;  the  large  ambitious  wish. 

To  make  them  blest ;  the  sigh  for  suflTering  worth 

Lost  in  obscurity ;  the  noble  scorn 

Of  tyrant-^Mide ;  the  fearless  great  resolve ; 

The  wonder  which  the  dying  patriot  draws, 

Inepiiing  glory  through  remotest  time ; 

Th'  awmLen'd  throb  for  virtue,  and  for  fame ; 

Hie  sympathies  of  love,  and  friendship  dear ; 

With  all  the  $ocial  offqning  of  the  heart, 

Ohv  bear  me  then  to  vast  embowering  sliade>. 
To  twili^it  groves,  and  visionary  vales ; 
To  weepmg  grottoes,  and  prophetic  glooms ; 
Where  angel  forms  athwart  the  solemn  dusk 
IVemendotts  sweep,  ex  seem  to  sweep  along ; 
And  voices  mote  than  human,  through  the  void 
Prep  aonnding,  seise  th*  enthusiastic  ear ! 

Oir  is  this  gloom  too  much  ?  Then  lead,  ye  powers, 
Thst  o*er  the  garden  and  the  rural  seat 
Fireside^  which  shining  through  the  cheerful  land 
In  oooBtleas  numbers  blest  Britannia  sees ; 
O,  lead  m^  to  the  wid»-extended  walks, 
The  fiur  majestic  paradise  of  Stowe!  * 
Mot  Ferdan  Cyrus  on  Ionia's  shore 
JE'cr  asnr  aocfa  sylvan  scenes ;  such  various  art 
Bygeniits  fir'd,  such  ardent  genius  tam'd 
By  eool  judicious  art ;  that,  in  the  strife, 
Amwnteous  Nature  fears  to  be  outdone. 
And  tbere,  O  Pitt,  thy  country's  early  boast. 
Then  k«  me  sit  beneath  the  shelter'd  slopes. 
Or  kk  that  temple  f  where,  in  future  times, 
Hun  well  shalt  merit  a  distinguish*d  name ; 
And,  with  thy  converse  blest,  catch  the  last  smiles 
Of  Autumn  beaming  o*er  the  yellow  woods. 
WfaOe  there  vrith  thee  th'  enchanted  round  I  walk 
The  regulated  wild,  gay  Fancy  then 
Wjll  tread  in  thought  the  groves  of  Attic  Und ; 
wm  from  thy  standard  taste  refine  her  own, 
Cerract  her  pencil  to  the  purest  truth 
Of  Xatnre,  or,  the  unimpsssion'd  shades 
Fonakiiig,  raise  it  to  the  human  mind. 
Or  if  bereafker  she,  with  jioter  hand, 
Aatt  draw  the  tragic  scene,  instruct  her  thou. 
To  ■Hvk  the  varied  movements  of  the  heart, 
Vkat  cv«(y  decent  character  requires, 
Aad  every  paasion  speaks :  O,  through  her  strain 
Bbraadse  thy  pathetic  eloquence  !  that  moulds 
TV  aifeative  senate,  charms,  persuades,  exalts, 
Of  hottaal  seal  the  indignant  lightning  throws, 
Corruption  on  her  venal  throne, 
we  talk,  and  through  Elysian  vales 
_         >  rove^  pertiaps  a  sigh  esc^>es : 
Wim  fitf,  CobiMm,  thou  tl^  verdant  files 
Df  ovdcr'd  trees  shouldst  hoe  inglorious  ranges 

•  Tbe  seat  of  the  Lord  VisoountCobham. 
f  Tbe  temple  of  Virtue  in  Stowe-gardens. 


Instead  of  squadrons  fbumng  o'er  tbe  field. 
And  longi«mbattled  hosts !  when  the  proud  foe^ 
The  faitUess  vain  disturber  of  mankind. 
Insulting  Gaul,  has  rous'd  the  world  to  war; 
When  keen,  once  more,  within  their  bounds  to  prees 
Those  polish'd  robbers,  those  ambitious  slaves, 
I  Tlie  British  youth  would  hail  thy  wise  command^ 
Thy  temper'd  ardour,  and  thy  veteran  skill. 

Hie  western  Sun  withdraws  the  shorten'd  day ; 
And  humid  Evening,  gliding  o'er  the  sky. 
In  her  chill  progress,  to  the  ground  condens'd 
The  vapours  throws.     Where  creeping  waters  ooae, 
Where  marshes  stagnate,  and  where  nvers  wind. 
Cluster  the  rolling  fogs,  and  swim  along 
The  dusky-mantled  lawn.     Meanwhile  the  Moon, 
Full-orb'd,   and   breaking   through   tbe   scatter'd 

clouds. 
Shows  her  broad  visage  in  the  crimson'd  east 
Tum'd  to  the  Sun  direct,  her  spotted  disk, 
Where  moimtains  rise,  umbrageous  dales  descend, 
And  caverns  deep,  as  optic  tube  descries, 
A  smaller  Earth,  gives  us  his  blaze  again, 
Vdd  of  its  flame,  and  sheds  a  softer  day. 
Now  through  the  passing  cloud  she  seems  to  stoop» 
Now  up  the  pure  cerulean  rides  sublime. 
Wide  the  pale  deluge  floats,  and  streaming  mild 
O'er  the  sky'd  mountain  to  the  shadowy  vale, 
While  rocks  and  floods  reflect  the  quivering  gleam, 
The  whole  air  whitens  with  a  boundless  tide 
Of  silver  radiance,  trembling  round  the  world. 

But  when  half-blotted  from  the  sky  her  light. 
Fainting,  permits  the  starry  fires  to  burn 
With  keener  lustre  through  the  depth  of  Heaven ; 
Or  near  extinct  her  deaden'd  orb  appears. 
And  scarce  appears,  of  sickly  beamless  white ; 
Oft  in  this  season,  silent  from  the  north 
A  blase  of  meteors  shoots:  ensweeping  first 
Hie  lower  skies,  they  all  at  once  converge 
High  to  the  crown  of  Heaven,  and  all  at  once 
K^psing  quick,  as  quickly  re-ascewl. 
And  mix,  and  thwart,  extinguisli,  and  renew, 
All  ether  coursing  in  a  maze  of  light. 

From  look  to  look,  contagious  through  the  crowd, 
Tlie  panic  runs,  and  into  wondrous  Ae^es 
Th'  appearance  throws :  armies  in  meet  array, 
Throng'd  with  a&ial  qpears  and  steeds  of  fire ; 
Till  the  long  lines  of  full-extended  war 
In  bleeding  fight  commix'd,  the  sanguine  flood 
Rolls  a  broad  slaughter  o'er  the  plains  of  Heaven. 
As  thus  they  scan  the  visionary  scene, 
On  all  sides  swells  the  superstitious  din. 
Incontinent ;  and  busy  Fhrenzy  talks 
Of  blood  and  battlb ;  cities  overtum'd, 
And  Ute  at  night  in  swallowing  earthquake  sunk. 
Or  hideous  wrapt  in  fierce  ascending  flame ; 
Of  sallow  famine,  inundation,  storm .; 
Of  pesdlence,  and  every  great  distress ; 
Empires  subvers'd,  when  ruling  Fate  has  struck 
Hi'  unalterable  hour :  ev'n  Nature's  self 
Is  deem'd  to  totter  on  the  brink  of  time. 
Not  so  the  man  of  philosophic  eye. 
And  inspect  sage ;  the  waving  brightness  he 
Curious  surveys,  inquisitive  to  know 
The  causes,  and  materials,  yet  unfix'd. 
Of  this  appearance  beautiful  and  new. 

Now  black,  and  deep,  the  night  begins  to  fall, 
A  shade  immense.     Sunk  in  the  quenching  gloom. 
Magnificent  and  vast,  are  Heaven  and  Earth. 
Order  confounded  lies ;  all  beauty  void ; 
Distinction  lobt ;  and  gay  variety 
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One  unifenal  blot :'  such  tfie  fur  power 
Of  ligbt,  to  kindle  and  create  the  whole. 
Drear  is  the  state  of  the  benighted  wretch, 
Who  then,  bewilder*d,  wanden  through  the  dark. 
Full  of  pale  fancies,  and  chimeras  huge ; 
Nor  visited  by  one  directive  raj, 
FVom  cottage  streaming,  or  from  airy  haU. 
Ptehaps,  impatient  as  he  stumbles  on, 
Struck  iWmi  the  root  of  slimy  rushes,  blue. 
The  wild-fire  scatters  round,  or  gather*d  trails 
A  length  of  flame  deceitful  o*er  tbe  moss : 
Whither  decov'd  by  the  fantastic  blase. 
Now  lost,  and  now  renew'd,  he  sinks  absorpt, 
Rider  and  horse,  amid  the  miry  gulph : 
While  stiU,  from  day  to  day,  his  pining  wife 
And  plaintive  children  his  return  await. 
In  wild  conjecture  lost     At  other  times. 
Sent  by  the  better  gntnu  of  the  night, 
Innoxious,  gleaming  on  the  horse  s  mane, 
The  meteor  sits ;  and  shows  the  narrow  path. 
That  winding  Irads  through  pits  of  death,  or  else 
Instructs  him  how  to  take  the  dangerous  ford. 

Tlie  lengthened  night  elaps'd,  the  Morning  shines 
Serene,  in  all  her  dewy  beauty  brisht. 
Unfolding  fair  the  last  autumnal  day. 
And  now  the  mounting  Sun  dispels  the  fog ; 
The  rigid  hoar-frost  melts  before  his  beam ; 
And  hung  on  every  spray,  on  every  blade 
Of  grass,  the  myriad  dew-drops  twinkle  round. 

jSi,  see,  vrhere  robb'd,  and  murder'd,  in  that  pit 
Lies  the  still  heaving  hive !  at  evening  snatch*d, 
Beneath  the  cloud  of  guilt-concealins  night. 
And  fix*d  o*er  sulphur :  while,  not  maming  ill. 
The  happy  people,  in  their  waxen  cells. 
Sat  tending  public  cares,  and  planning  schemes 
Of  temperance,  for  Winter  poor ;  rejoic'd 
To  mark,  full  flowing  round,  their  copious  stores. 
Sudden  the  dark  expressive  steam  ascends ; 
And,  us'd  to  mildo-  scents,  the  tender  race, 
By  tliousands,  tumble  from  their  honey*d  domes, 
Convolv'd,  and  agonizing  in  the  dust 
And  was  it  then  for  this  you  roam*d  the  Spring, 
Intent  from  flower  to  flower?  for  this  you  toil'd 
Ceaseless  the  burning  Summer-heats  away? 
For  this  in  Autumn  searchM  the  blooming  waste, 
Nor  lost  one  sunny  gleam?  for  this  sad  fiue? 
O,  man !  tyrannic  \md !  how  long,  how  long, 
Shall  prostrate  Nature  groan  benouh  vour  rage, 
Awaiting  renovation  ?     When  oblig'd. 
Must  you  destroy  ?    Of  their  ambrosial  food 
Can  you  not  borrow ;  and,  in  just  return, 
AflTord  them  shelter  fhmi  the  wintery  winds  ? 
Or,  as  the  sharp  year  pinches,  with  their  own 
Again  regale  them  on  some  smiling  day  ? 
Sm  where  tiie  stony  bottom  of  their  town 
Looks  desolate,  and  wild ;  with  here  and  there 
A  helpless  number,  who  the  ruin*d  state 
Survive,  lamenting  weak,  cast  out  to  death. 
Tims  a  proud  dty,  populous  and  ridi. 
Full  of  the  works  of  peace,  and  high  in  joy. 
At  theatre  or  hut,  or  sunk  in  sleep, 
(As  hOe,  Falermo,  was  thy  fate !)  is  seis*d 
By  some  dread  earthquake,  and  convulsive  huri'd 
Sheer  tnm  the  black  foundation,  stendi-involv'd. 
Into  a  gulph  of  blue  sulphureous  flame. 

Hence  every  harsher  siffht !  for  now  the  day. 
O'er  Heaven  and  Earth  diffVis*d,  grows  warm,  and 

high, 
Infinite  splendour !  wide  investing  all. 
How  still  the  breese !  save  what  the  filmy  threads 


Of  dew  evqponle  braibes  from  the  pyn. 
How  deur  the  cloudless  sky  I  how  deeply  tinged 
ITitfa  a  peculiar  blue !  th' etheresl  srch 
How  sweU'd  famnense!  smid  whose  siure  throoM 
The  rMliaBt  Sun  how  gay !  how  cshn  below 
The  gUded  Earth !  the  harvesUtreasures  sU 
Now  gathered  in,  beyond  the  rage  of  itonns, 
Sure  to  the  swain ;  the  drding  fence  drat  up ; 
And  instant  Wmta^s  utmost  rage  ddy'd  ^ 
While,  loose  to  fiesttve  joy,  the  country  iwrnd 
Laughs  with  the  loud  sincerity  of  mirth, 
Sbooktothewindtheircares.  ITie toa-stmngywift, 
By  the  quick  sense  of  music  tsug^  slone, 
Leaps  wildly  graceful  in  tiie  Uvely  dsDce. 
Her  every  charm  abroad,  the  viUage4osst, 
Toung,  buxom,  warm,  in  native  bMM^M»°'» 
Darts  not  unmeaning  looks ;  and,  where  her  c^e 
Points  an  approving  smile,  with  douWe  fcwe 
The  cudgel  rattles,  and  the  wrestler  twines. 
Age,  too,  shines  out;  and,  garrulous,  recoaate 
The  feats  of  youth.  Thus  they  rgoicc ;  n«  ttak 
TTiat,  with  to-morrow's  Sun,  their  snnusl  m 
Begins  again  the  never-ceasing  round. 

Oh,  knew  he  but  his  happiness,  of  men 
The  happiest  he !  who,  far  from  pubtic  rsge 
Deep  in  the  vale,  with  a  choice  few  retired, 
Drinks  the  pure  pleasures  of  the  rural  life.    ^ 
What  though  the  dome  be  wanting,  ^^P*^ 
Each  morning,  vomits  out  the  sneaking  crow 
Of  flatterers  fUse,  and  in  their  turn  sbwM? 
Vile  intercourse!   Whaithough  the  glitieniigw«» 
Of  every  hue  reflected  light  can  give^ 
Or  floating  loose,  or  stiff  with  mazy  gold,      ^ 
The  pride  and  gaie  of  fools!  oppress  Irim  no*. 
What  though,  from  utmost  land  and  sea  poney  <»i 

For  him  e^h  rarer  tributary  life 
Bleeds  not,  and  his  insatiate  table  heap* 
With  luxury  and  death?  What  though hiiNjrt 
Flames  not  wiA  costly  juice :  nor  sunk  in  beds, 
Oft  of  gay  care,  he  tosses  out  ^  night, 
Or  melts  the  thoughtless  hours  in  kUe  tfste? 
What  though  he  knows  not  those  frntastic  J07<» 
That  still  amuse  the  wanton,  stiU  deceive; 
A  face  of  pleasure,  but  a  heart  of  psin ; 
Thdr  hollow  moments  undelighted  all  ? 
Sure  peace  is  his ;  a  aolid  Ufe,  estrang'd 
To  disappointment,  and  fidladoos  hope: 
Rich  in  content,  in  Nature's  bounty  rich,^  ^^ 
In  heibs  and  fruits;  whatever  greens  flie  W^. 
When  Heaven  descends  in  showen ;  or  bends  w 

bough 
When  Summer  reddens,  and  when  Autumn b««»>l 
Or  in  the  wintery  glebe  whatever  lies 
Conceal'd,  and  fiutens  with  the  richest  sap*. 
These  are  not  wanting ;  nor  tiie  milky  drove, 

Luxuriant,  spread  o'er  all  the  lowins  vsle; ^ 

Nor  bleating  mountaiDs ;  nor  the  chide  of  Ui€S«>i 
And  hum  3t  bees,  inrit^ig  sleep  sincere 
Into  the  guiltless  breast,  beneath  the  shades 
Or  thrown  at  large  amid  tbe  fragrant  hay; 
Noc  aught  besides  of  prospect,  grove,  or  "J"** 
Dfan  grottoes,  gleaming  lakes,  and  fbunlsiwdc 
Here,  too,  dwds  simple  truth ;  plain  hmoccDd 
Unsullied  beauty ;  sound  unbroken  you^ 
Patient  of  labour,  widi  a  little  pleas'd ; 
Health  ever  blooming ;  unambitious  tdl ; 
Calm  contemplation,  and  poetic  ease. 

Let  others  brave  the  flood  in  quest  of  gsin, 
And  beat,  for  joyless  mcmths,  the  gloomy  wsvc. 
Let  such  as  deem  it  ^fitiy  to  deatroy. 
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Riuh  imo  blood,  the  sack  of  cities  seek ; 

Unpififc'd,  ezulUng  in  the  widow*t  wail. 

Hie  nigin's  shridi,  and  infimt's  tremblinff  cry. 

Let  some,  ftr  distant  from  their  native  sou, 

Urg'd  or  by  want  or  harden*d  avarice, 

Flui  other  huids  beneath  another  Sun. 

Let  tkk  through  cities  work  his  eager  way. 

By  regal  outrage  and  establish'd  guile, 

lie  social  sense  extinct ;  and  that  ferment 

Mad  into  tumult  the  seditious  herd, 

Or  melt  them  down  to  slavery.     Let  these 

losasre  the  wretched  in  the  toils  of  law. 

Fomenting  discord,  and  perplexing  right. 

An  iron  moe !  and  those  of  fairer  front. 

Bat  equal  inhumanity,  in  courts, 

Delusive  pomp,  and  dark  cabals  delight ; 

Wreathe  the  deep  bow,  diffuse  the  lying  smile, 

And  tread  the  weary  labyrinth  of  state. 

While  be,  frxxn  all  the  stormy  passions  free 

That  resdeaa  men  involve,  hours,  and  but  hears, 

At  distance  safe,  the  human  tempest  roar. 

Wrapt  dose  in  conscious  peace.     The  fall  of  kings, 

The  rage  of  nations,  and  the  crush  of  states. 

Move  not  the  man,  who,  from  the  world  escaped. 

In  still  retreats,  and  flowery  solitudes, 

To  Nature's  voice  attends,  from  month  to  month. 

And  day  to  day,  through  the  revolving  year ; 

Admiring  sees  her  in  her  every  shape ; 

Fceb  all  her  sweet  emotions  at  his  heart ; 

Takea  what  she  liberal  gives,  nor  thinks  of  more. 

He,  when   young    Spnng  protrudes  the  bursting 

g«na, 
Marks  the  first  bod,  and  sucks  the  healthful  gale 
Into  Us  fteshen*d  soul ;  her  genial  hours 
He  full  enjoys ;  and  not  a  beauty  blows. 
And  not  an  opening  blossom  breathes  in  vain. 
In  Summer  he,  beneath  the  living  shade, 
Suchaa  o*er  fiisid«Temp^  wont  to  wave. 
Or  Hcmita  coo^  reads  what  the  Muse,  of  these, 
Perfaaps,  has  in  immortal  numbers  sung ; 
Or  what  she  dictates  writes :  and  ofr,  an  eye 
Shot  round,  rejmces  in  the  vigorous  year. 
When  Autumn's  yellow  lustre  gilds  the  world. 
And  tcnapts  the  sickled  swain  into  the  field, 
Sets'd  by  the  genenl  joy,  his  heart  distends 
Widi  goitle  throws ;  and  through  the  tepid  gleams 
Deep  musings  then  he  best  exerts  his  song. 
£*«!  Winter,  wild  to  Idm,  is  full  of  bliss. 
The  Bugfaty  tempest,  and  the  hoary  waste, 
AbmpC,  aiMl  deq>,  stretch'd  o*er  the  buried  earth. 
Awake  to  solenm  thought.     At  night  the  skies, 
Diadoa'd,  and  kindled,  by  refining  frost, 
Poors  every  lustre  on  th*  exalted  eye. 
A  friend,  a  book,  the  stealing  hours  secure. 
And  aiark  them  down  f(Mr  wisdom.  With  svrifl  wing, 
(yer  land  and  sea  imagination  roams ; 
Or  tradi,  divinely  brealung  on  his  mind, 
FllffB  his  being,  and  unfdds  his  powers ; 
Or  us  his  breast  heroic  virtue  burns. 
The  toocfa  of  kindred  too  and  love  he  feels ; 
TVe  Msodest  eyc^  whose  beams  on  his  alone 
XcMBtic  shine;  the  little  strong  embrace 
Of  ■gtfling  children,  twin'd  around  his  neck, 
Aaa  csraloos  to  please  him,  calling  forth 
Tl^  ^Mid  paftemal  aouL     Not  purpose  gay, 
Aaeixeanettt,  dance^  or  song,  he  sternly  scorns ; 
War  hnyniimai  and  true  philosophy 
Ate  cm  Hat  social  still,  and  smiling  kind. 
nim  i»  the  life  which  dioae  who  firet  in  guilt, 
Aad.  gmikf  cittei,  never  knew;  the  life, 


Led  by  primeval  ages,  unoomipt. 

When  angels  dwelt,  and  God  himself,  wiUi  man  > 

Oh,  Nature !  alUufiicient !  over  all ! 
Enrich  me  with  the  knowledge  of  thy  works ! 
Snatch  me  to  Heaven ;  thy  rolling  wonder  there, ' 
World  beyond  world,  in  infinite  extent. 
Profusely  scatter*d  o*er  the  blue  immense. 
Show  me ;  their  motions,  periods,  and  thdr  lawi^ 
Give  me  to  scan ;  through  the  disclosing  deep 
Light  my  blind  way ;  the  mineral  strata  there ; 
Huust,  blooming,  thence  the  vegetable  world; 
0*er  that  the  rising  system,  more  complex. 
Of  animals ;  and  higher  sdll,  the  mind. 
Hie  varied  scene  of  quick-compounded  thought, 
And  wliere  the  mixing  passions  endless  shifl ; 
These  ever  open  to  my  ravished  eye ; 
A  search,  tlie  flight  of  time  can  ne*er  exhaust ! 
But  if  to  that  unequal ;  if  the  blood. 
In  sluggish  streams  about  my  heart,  forbid 
That  bea  ambition ;  under  closing  sluides 
Inglorious,  lay  me  by  the  lowly  brook. 
And  whisper  to  my  dreams.     From  tliee  begin. 
Dwell  all  on  thee,  with  tliee  conclude  luy  song ; 
And  let  me  never,  never  stray  frx>m  tliee  ! 


Winter.     1726. 

Argument* 

The  subject  proposed.  Address  to  the  Earl  of 
Wilmington.  First  approach  of  Winter.  Ac- 
cording to  the  natural  course  of  the  Season, 
various  storms  described.  Rain.  Wind.  Snow. 
Tlie  driving  of  the  snows:  a  roan  perishing 
among  them;  whence  reflections  on  the  wants 
and  miseries  of  human  life.  Tlie  wolves  dfr. 
scciiding  from  the  Alps  and  Appenines.  A 
winter  evening  described:  as  spent  by  philo- 
sophers; by  the  country  people;  in  the  city. 
Frost  A  view  of  Winter  viitliin  the  polar  circle. 
A  thaw.  The  whole  concluding  with  moral  re« 
flections  on  a  future  state. 

Ski,  Winter  comes,  to  rule  tlie  varied  year. 
Sullen  and  sad,  with  all  his  rising  train,      [theme  1 
Vapours,  and  clouds,  and  storms.    Be  tlurse  my 
These  !  that  exalt  the  soul  to  solemn  thought. 
And  heavenly  musing.   Welcome,  kindred  glooms ! 
Congenial  horrours,  hail !  with  frequent  foot, 
Pleas'd  have  I,  in  my  cheerful  mom  of  life 
When  nurs'd  by  careless  solitude  I  liv'd. 
And  sung  of  Nature  with  unceasing  joy, 
Pleas*d  have  I  wandcr*d  tlirough  your  rough  domain ; 
Trod  the  pure  virgin-snow%  myself  as  pure ; 
Heard  the  winds  roar,  and  the  big  torrent  burst ; 
Or  seen  tlie  deep  fermenting  tempest  brew'd 
In  the  grim  evening  sky.     Thus  pass'd  the  time. 
Till  through  the  ludd  chambers  of  the  soutli 
Look'd  out  the  joyous  Spring,  look*d  out,  and  smil'd. 

To  thee,  the  patron  of  her  first  essay. 
The  Muse,  O  Wilmington !  renews  her  song. 
Since  has  she  rounded  the  revolving  year : 
Skimm*d  the  gay  Spring ;  on  eagle-pinions  bomc^ 
Attempted  through  the  Summer4>Uize  to  rise ; 
Then  swept  o*er  Autumn  with  the  shadowy  gale ; 
And  now  among  the  Wintery  clouds  again, 
Roird  in  the  doubling  storm,  she  tries  to  soar; 
To  swell  her  note  with  all  the  rushing  winds ; 
To  smt  her  sounding  cadence  to  the  floods; 
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As  is  her  theme,  her  numbers  wildlv  great : 
Thrice  happy !  could  she  fill  thy  judging  ear 
With  bold  description,  and  with  manly  thought 
Nor  art  thou  skill'd  in  aweful  schemes  alone, 
And  how  to  make  a  mighty  people  thrive : 
But  equal  goodness,  sound  integrity, 
A  firm,  unshaken,  unoomipted  soul 
Amid  a  sliding  age,  and  burning  strong, 
Not  vainly  blazing  for  thy  country's  wral, 
A  steady  ^irit  regularly  iiree ; 
These,  each  exalting  each,  the  statesman  Kght 
Into  the  patriot ;  t^sse,  the  public  hope 
And  eye  to  thee  converting,  bid  the  Muse 
Record  what  envy  dares  not  flattery  caU. 

Now  when  the  cheerless  empire  of  the  sky 
To  Capricorn  the  Centaur  Archer  yields, 
And  fierce  Aquariiis  stains  th*  inverted  year ; 
Hung  o*er  the  farthest  verge  of  Heaven,  the  Sun 
Scarce  spreads  through  ether  the  dgected  day. 
Faint  are  hb  gleams,  and  ineffectual  shoot 
His  struggling  rays,  in  horisontal  lines. 
Through  the  thick  air;  as,  cloCh*d  in  cloudy  storm. 
Weak,  wan,  and  broad,  he  skirts  the  southern  sky ; 
And,  soon  descending,  to  the  long  dark  night. 
Wide-shading  all,  the  prostrate  world  resigns. 
Nor  is  the  night  unwish*d ;  while  vital  hetA, 
Light,  life,  and  joy,  the  dubious  day  forsake. 
Meantime,  in  sable  cincture,  shadows  vast, 
Deep.ting*d  and  damp,  and  congregated  clouds, 
And  all  the  vapoury  turbulence  of  Heaven, 
Involve  the  lace  of  things.     Tlius  Winter  falls 
A  heavy  gloom  oppressive  o*er  the  world, 
Hmm^  Nature  shedding  influence  malign. 
And  rouses  up  the  seeds  of  dark  disease. 
The  soul  of  man  dies  in  him,  loathing  life. 
And  black  with  more  than  melancholy  views. 
The  cattle  droop ;  and  o*er  the  furrow'd  land, 
FVesh  from  the  plough,  the  dun  discolour'd  flock^^ 
Untended  ^yreading,  crop  the  wholesome  root. 
Along  the  woods,  along  the  moorish  fens. 
Sighs  the  sad  Genius  of  the  coming  storm ; 
And  up  among  the  loose  disjointed  diffk. 
And  fiactur*d  mountains  vnld,  the  brawling  brook 
And  cave,  presigeful,  send  a  hollow  moan. 
Resounding  long  in  listening  Fancy's  ear. 

Then  comes  the  &ther  of  the  tempest  forth, 
TfTrapt  in  bUu^L  glooms.    First  joyless  rains  obscure 
Drive  through  the  ndngling  skies  with  vapour  foul ; 
Dash  on  the  mountain's  brow,  and  shake  the  woods, 
That  grumbling  wave  below.     Th*  unsightly  plain 
Lies  a  brown  £luge,  as  the  low-bent  clouds 
Pour  flood  on  flood,  yet  unexhausted  still 
Combine,  and  deepening  into  night,  shut  up 
The  day's  fair  face.     The  wanderers  of  Heaven, 
Each  to  his  home,  retire ;  save  those  that  love 
To  take  their  pastime  in  the  troubled  air. 
Or  skimming  flutter  round  the  dimply  pooL 
The  cattle  firom  th'  untasted  fiddA  return. 
And  ask,  with  meaning  low,  their  wonted  stalls, 
Or  ruminate  in  the  contiguous  shade. 
Thither  the  household  feathery  people  crowd. 
The  crested  cock,  with  all  his  female  train, 
Ftosive,  and  dripping ;  while  the  cottage  hind 
Hangs  o'er  th'  enlivening  blase,  and  taleful  there 
Recounts  his  simple  frolic :  much  he  talks. 
And  much  he  laughs,  nor  recks  the  storm  that  blows 
Without,  and  rattles  on  his  humble  roof. 

Wide  o'er  the  brim,  with  many  a  torrent  swell'd, 
And  the  mix'd  ruin  of  its  banks  o'erspread, 
At  last  the  rous'd^up  river  pours  along : 


Resistless^  roaring,  dreadfiil,  down  it  oomea, 
Fhnn  the  rude  mountain,  and  the  mosiy  wild, 
Tumbling  through  rocks  abrnpt,  andsoundiiigfir; 
Hien  o'er  the  sanded  valley  floating  spradi, 
Cahn,  sluggish,  silent ;  tiU  again,  eonstruo'd 
Between  two  meeting  hills,  it  bursts  away, 
Where  rocks  and  woods  o'erfaang  the  tmfaiditraD; 
There,  gathering  triple  forces  n^  and  ^eept 
It  boil^    and  wheels,  and  foams,  snd  tfanndai 
through. 

Nature!  great  parent!  whose  unceaang Isuid 
Rolls  round  the  seasons  of  the  chsngeful  yeir, 
How  mighty,  how  mijestic,  are  thy  wodu ! 
With  what  a  pleasing  dread  they  swell  the  soul! 
That  sees  aatonish'd!  and  astonish'd  sings! 
Ye  too,  ye  winds !  that  now  begin  to  Mow, 
With  boisterous  sweep,  I  raise  my  voice  to  yon. 
Where  are  your  stores,  ye  powerful  beings!  taj, 
Where  vour  atrial  magaainas  reaerv'd, 
To  sweU  the  brooding  terrours  of  the  stoni? 
In  what  fitf  distent  region  of  the  sky, 
Hush'd  in  deep  silence,  sleep  ye  when  'tis  cafas? 

When  from  the  pallid  sky  the  Sun  desconH 
With  many  a  spot,  that  o'er  his  gUtfing  orb 
Uncertain  wanders,  stain'd ;  red  fiery  itreab 
Begin  to  flush  around.     The  reeling  doodt 
Stagger  with  diny  poise,  as  doubting  yet 
Which  master  to  obey :  while  riflng  dow, 
Bhwk,  in  the  leaden-oJour'd  east,  the  Moa 
Wears  a  wan  circle  round  her  blunted  bomi. 
Seen  through  the  tuibid  fluctuating  air, 
The  stars  obtuse  emit  a  shiver'd  ray ; 
Or  fkvquent  seen  to  shoot  athwart  the  ffctoo, 
And  long  behind  them  trail  the  whitemng  bhae. 
Snatch'd  in  short  eddies,  plays  the  witfaer'd  leaf ; 
And  on  the  flood  the  dancing  feather  fiosls. 
With  broaden'd  nostrils  to  the  sky  up-tura'd, 
The  conscious  heifer  snuflb  the  stormy  gsk. 
Ev'n  as  the  matron,  at  her  nightly  task, 
With  pensive  labour  diwws  the  flaxen  tfaicaA, 
The  wasted  taper  and  the  crackling  flame 
Foretell  the  blasL     But  chief  the  phmiy  latti 
The  tenants  of  the  sky,  ita  dumges  speak. 
Retiring  ftom  the  downs,  where  all  day  long  , 
They  pick'd  their  scanty  fiare,  a  bladcemng  tnin 
Of  damorous  rooka  thick  urge  their  weary  fig^ 
And  seek  the  dosing  afaelter  of  the  grote; 
Assiduous,  in  his  bower,  the  wailing  owl  ^ 
Plies  his  sad  song.     The  cormorant  on  hi^ 
Wheda  flrom  the  deep,  and  scf«ams  along  the  hod. 

Loud  shrieks  the  soaring  hem ;  and  with  wiklvvi 
Hie  drding  sea^fbwl  cleave  the  flaky  donda. 
Ocean,  un^ud  preas'd,  with  brokoi  tide 
And  blind  commotion  heaves ;  while  from  tbsibsc* 
Eat  into  caverns  by  the  reatleaa  wave. 
And  forest-rustling  mountains,  conies  a  voke, 
That  solenm  sounding  bicb  the  worid  prepare. 
Then  issues  forth  the  storm  with  sudden  bunt, 
And  hurls  the  whole  predpitated  air, 
Down,  in  a  torrent     On  the  paaaive  main 
Descends  th*  ethered  force,  and  vrith  strong  p^ 
Turns  from  its  bottom  the  discolour'd  decpu 
Throuffh  the  black  night  that  sits  immense  aMBsd, 
Lash'd  into  foam,  the  fierce  conllicdiig  briiw 
Seems  o'er  a  thousand  raging  vraves  tobona* 
Meantime  the  mountain-lnlkyws  to  the  doeds 
In  dreadfU  tumult  swell'd,  surge  above  fBtg** 
Burst  into  diaos  with  tremendous  roar, 
And  anchor'd  navies  fitnn  their  stetions  dritt, 
Wild  as  the  winds  acron  the  bowling 
edbvLnOOQle^ 
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Of  m^ty  wittert :  now  tfa*  inflated  wivt 
Straining  thej  scale,  and  now  impetuous  shoot 
Into  the  secret  chambers  of  the  deep, 
The  winterj  Baltic  thundering  o*er  their  head. 
Emerging  thence  again,  before  the  breath 
Of  fiiU-exerted  Heaven  they  wing  their  course, 
And  dart  on  distant  coasts ;  if  some  sharp  rode. 
Or  shoal  insidious  break  not  their  career, 
And  in  loose  fragments  fling  them  floating  round. 
Nor  less  at  land  the  loosened  tempest  reigns. 
The  naountain  thunders ;  and  its  sturdy  sons 
Stoop  to  the  bottom  of  the  rocks  they  shade. 
Lone  on  the  midnight  steep,  and  all  aghast, 
Hie  dark  way.&ring  stranger  breathless  toils. 
And,  often  fiilling^  dimbs  against  the  blast 
Low  waves  the  rooted  forest,  vex*d,  and  sheds 
What  of  its  tamish*d  honours  jret  remain ; 
Dash*d  down,  and  8catter*d,  by  the  tearing  wind^a 
Assiduons  fury,  its  gigantic  limbs. 
Thus  strolling  through  the  dissipated  grove, 
Hie  whirling  tempest  raves  along  the  plain ; 
And  oo  the  cottage  thatch'd,  or  lordly  roof, 
Keen.fiutening,  shakes  them  to  the  solid  base. 
Skcp  flighted  flies ;  and  round  the  rocking  douie^ 
For  entnuice  eager,  howls  the  savage  blast 
Hien  too,  they  say,  through  all  the  burden*d  air. 
Long  groans  are  heard,  shrill  sounds,  and  distant 

inat,  titter'd  by  the  demon  of  the  night. 
Warn  the  devoted  wretch  of  woe  and  death. 

Hoge  uproar  lords  it  wide.    The  clouds,  oommizt 
With  stars  swift  gliding,  sweep  along  the  sky. 
AH  Nature  reds:  till  Nature's  King,  who  oft 
Andd  tempestuous  darkness  dwdls  alone, 
And  on  the  wings  of  the  careering  wind 
Walks  dreadfully  serene,  commands  a  calm ; 
Hien  strait,  air,  sea,  and  earth,  are  hu8h*d  at  once. 

As  yet  'tis  midnight  deep.     The  weary  clouds 
8k>w..aaceting,  mingle  into  solid  gloom. 
Now,  while  the  drowsy  world  lies  lost  in  sleep, 
Let  me  a^ociate  with  the  serious  Night, 
And  Contemplation,  her  sedate  compeer; 
Let  me  shake  off  th*  intrusive  cares  of  day. 
And  lay  the  meddling  senses  all  aside. 

Where  now,  ye  lying  vanities  of  life ! 
Te  ever-tempting,  ever-cheating  train ! 
Where  are  you  now  ?  and  what  is  your  amount? 
Vexatioii,  disappointment,  and  remorse. 
Sbd,  sirtentng  thought !  and  yet  deluded  man, 
A  »ene  of  cnide  disjointed  visions  past. 
And  broken  slumbers,  rises  still  resolv'd. 
With  new.flush*d  hopes,  to  run  the  giddy  round. 

Father  of  light  and  life !  thou  good  Supreme ! 
O,  teach  me  what  is  good!  teach  me  Thyself  1 
Save  me  troA  folly,  vanity,  and  vice, 
Frooi  every  low  pursuit !  and  feed  my  soul 
With  knowledge,  conscious  peace,  and  virtue  pure; 
Sacred,  aobeCutial,  never-fading  bliss ! 

The  keener  tempests  rise :  and,  fuming  dun 
Vnm  an  the  livid  east,  or  piercing  north, 
lUck  douda  ascend ;  in  whose  capacious  womb 
A  vapoory  dduge  lies,  to  snow  congealed. 
Heavy  they  roll  their  fleecy  world  dong; 
And  the  sky  saddens  with  the  gather'd  storm. 
Ttnuf^  the    hush*d    air  the  whitening  shower 


At  fleet  thin  wavering ;  till  at  last  tlie  flakes 
FbB  bvcud,  and  wide,  and  fast,  dimming  the  day 
With  a  continud  flow.     The  cherished  fields 
Aie  en  dbdr  winler-robe  of  purest  white. 


'Tb  brightness  all ;  save  where  the  new  snow  meks 
Along  the  mazy  current     Low  the  woods 
Bow  their  hoar  head  ;  and,  ere  tlio  languid  Sun 
Fdnt  from  the  west  emits  his  evening  ray. 
Earth's  universd  fiure,  deep  hid,  and  dull, 
Is  one  wide  daiiiling  waste,  that  buries  wide 
llie  works  of  man.     Drooping,  the  labourer-oz 
Stands  cover*d  o*er  with  snow,  and  then-demanda 
The  fruit  of  all  his  toil.     The  fowls  of  Heaven, 
Tam'd  by  the  crud  season,  crowd  around 
The  winnowing  store,  and  claim  the  little  boon 
Which  Providence  assigns  them.     One  alone. 
The  red4>reast,  sacred  to  the  household  gods^ 
Wisely  regardful  of  th*  embroiling  sky. 
In  joyless  Adds,  and  thorny  thickets,  leaves 
His  shivering  mates,  and  pays  to  trusted  man 
His  annud  visit     Hdf-afhud,  be  first 
Against  the  window  be^ts ;  tiien,  brisk,  alights 
On  the  warm  hearth ;  then,  hopping  o'er  ^  floor. 
Eyes  dl  the  smiling  family  askance, 
And  pecks,  and  starts,  and  wonders  where  h^  is: 
Till  more  familiar  grown,  the  table-crumba 
Attract  his  dender  feet     The  foodless  wilds 
Pour  forth  their  brown  inhabitants.     Tie  hare, 
Though  timorous  of  heart,  and  hard  beset 
By  death  in  various  forms,  dark  snares,  and  dogs, 
And  more  unpitying  men,  the  garden  seeks, 
Urg*d  on  by  fearless  want     The  bleating  kind 
Eye  the  bleak   Heaven,  and  next  the  glistening 

Earth, 
With  looks  of  dumb  despdr ;  then,  sad-dispers'd, 
Dig  for  the  withered  herb  through  heaps  of  snow. 

Now,  shepherds,  to  your  helpless  charge  be  kind  t 
Baffle  tfie  raging  year,  and  fill  thdr  penns 
With  food  at  will ;  lodge  tliem  below  the  storm. 
And  watch  them  strict :  for  from  the  bellowing  East, 
In  this  dire  season,  oft  the  whirlwind's  wing 
Sweeps  up  the  burthen  of  whole  wintery  plains 
At  one  wide  waft,  and  o'er  the  hapless  flocks. 
Hid  in  the  hollow  of  two  neighbouring  hills. 
Hie  billowy  tempest  whelms ;  till,  upward  uig'd, 
The  vdley  to  a  shining  mountain  swells, 
Tipt  with  a  wreath  high-curlinff  in  the  sJcy. 

As  thus  the  snows  arise ;  and  foul,  and  fierce, 
All  Winter  drives  dong  the  darken'd  dr ; 
In  his  own  loose-revolring  fields,  the  swain 
Disaster'd  ttands;  sees  other  hills  ascend. 
Of  unknown  joyless  brow;  and  other  scenes, 
Of  horrid  prospect,  shag  the  trackless  phtin  : 
Nor  finds  the  river,  nor  the  forest,  hid 
Beneath  the  formless  wild ;  but  wanders  on 
From  hill  to  dde,  still  more  and  more  astray ; 
Impatient  flouncing  through  the  drifted  hei^ 
Stung  with  the  thouglits  of  home ;  the  thougfati  of 

home 
Rush  on  his  nerves,  and  cdl  their  vigour  forth 
In  many  a  vdn  attempt     How  sinks  his  soul! 
What  black  despair,  what  horrour,  fills  his  heart! 
When  for  the  dusky  spot,  which  fancy  feign'd 
His  tufted  cottage  rising  through  the  snow, 
He  meets  the  roughness  of  the  middle  waste. 
Far  from  the  track,  and  blest  abode  of  man ; 
While  round  him  night  resistless  closes  fast, 
And  every  tempest,  howling  o'er  liis  head. 
Renders  the  savage  wilderness  more  wild. 
Hien  throng  the  busy  shapes  into  his  mind. 
Of  cover'd  pits,  unfathomably  deep^ 
A  dire  descent !  beyond  the  power  of  fi^^f 
Of  fdthless  hogs;  of  precipices  hiig^         [known, 
Smooth'd  up  with  snow ;  and,  what  is  land,  un- 
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What  w»ter  of  tb«  ttfll  unftOMn  spring 
]n  the  loose  maxA  or  solitary  lake. 
Where  the  fresh  fountain  from  the  bottom  boils. 
Hiese  check  his  fearful  steps  ;  and  down  be  sinks 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  the  shiqpeless  drif^ 
lliinking  o'er  all  the  bitterness  of  death, 
Miz'd  with  the  tender  anguish  Nature  shoots 
Hirough  the  wrung  bosom  of  the  dying  man. 
His  w^  his  children,  and  his  friends  unseen. 
In  vain  for  him  th*  officious  wifis  prepares 
Tlie  fire  fair-biasing,  and  the  TestmeBt  warm; 
Li  tain  his  little  children,  peeping  out 
Into  the  mingling  storm,  demand  their  sirc^ 
With  tears  of  artless  innocence.     Aha ! 
Nor  wif^  nor  children,  more  shall  he  behold, 
Nor  firiends,  nor  sacred  home.     On  every  nenre 
ITie  deadly  "Venter  seises ;  shuts  up  sense ; 
And,  o'er  his  inmost  vitals  creeping  cold. 
Lays  him  akmg  the  snows,  a  stiffen'd  corse, 
Sti^tch'd  out,  and  bleaching  in  the  northern  blast. 

Ah !  little  think  the  gay  licentious  proud. 
Whom  pleasure,  power,  and  affluence  surround ; 
They,  who  their  thoughtless  hours  in  giddy  mirth, 
And  wanton,  often  cruel,  riot  waste ; 
Ah !  little  ttdnk  they,  while  they  dance  along, 
How  many  feel,  this  very  moment,  death 
And  all  the  sad  variety  of  pain. 
How  manv  sink  in  the  devouring  flood, 
Or  more  devouring  flame.     How  many  bleed, 
By  shameful  variance  betwixt  man  and  man. 
How  many  pine  in  vrant,  and  dungeon  glooms ; 
Shut  from  the  common  air,  and  common  use 
Of  their  own  limbs.     How  many  drink  the  cup 
Of  baleful  grief,  or  eat  the  bitter  bread 
Of  misery.     Sore  pierc'd  by  wintery  winds. 
How  many  shrink  into  the  sordid  hut 
Of  cheerless  poverty.     How  many  shake 
With  all  the  fiercer  tortures  of  the  mind. 
Unbounded  passion,  madness,  guilt,  remorse ; 
Whence  tumbled  headlong  from  the  height  of  lifle, 
They  furnish  matter  for  the  tragic  Muse. 
Ev'n  in  the  vale,  where  Wisdcmi  loves  to  dwell 
With  FHendship,  Peace,  and  Contemplation  join*dy 
How  many,  rack'd  with  honest  passions,  droop 
In  deep  retir'd  distress.     How  many  stand 
Around  tfie  death-bed  of  thdr  dearest  friends. 
And  point  the  parting  anguish.  Thought  fond  man 
Of  these,  and  idl  the  thousand  nameless  ills, 
That  one  incessant  struggle  render  lifb. 
One  scene  of  toil,  of  suffering,  and  of  fote^ 
Vice  in  his  high  career  would  stand  appall'd, 
And  heedless  rambling  Impulse  learn  to  think ; 
I%e  conscious  heart  of  Charity  would  vrarm, 
And  her  wide  wish  Benevolence  dilate ; 
The  social  tear  would  rise,  the  social  sigh; 
And  into  clear  perfection,  grsdual  bliss, 
Refining  stfll,  the  social  passions  work. 

And  here  can  I  forget  the  generous  band  *, 
Who^  toudi'd  with  human  woe,  redressive  search'd 
Into  the  horrours  of  the  ^oomy  jail  ? 
Unpitied,  and  unheard,  where  misery  moans ; 
Where  sickness  (nnes;  where  thirst  and  hunger  bum. 
And  poor  misfortune  feels  the  lash  of  vice. 
While  in  the  land  of  liberty,  the  land 
Whose  every  street  and  public  meeting  glow 
With  open  flreedom,  little  tyrants  rag'd; 
Snatch'd  the  lean  morsel  from  the  starving  mouth ; 
Tore  from  cold  wintery  limbs  the  tatter*d  weed ; 

*  The  JaU  Committee,  in  the  year  I7S9. 


Ev'n  zobb*d  titfm  of  the  last  of  oonrfbrta,  sleep ; 
The  fri^fe-bom  Briton  to  the  dungeon  chain'd. 
Or,  as  the  lust  of  cruelty  prevail'd. 
At  pleasure  mark'd  him  with  inglorious  stripa : 
And  cruflh'd  out  lives,  by  secret  barbarous  ways, 
That  for  their  country  vnmld  have  tdl'd,  or  faicd. 
O,  great  design !  if  executed  wdl. 
With  patient  care^  and  wisdom-temper'd  aeaL 
Ye  sons  of  mercy !  yet  resume  the  search ; 
Drag  forth  the  lend  monsters  into  li^bt. 
Wrench  fVom  their  hands  oppression's  iron  rod. 
And  bid  the  cruel  feel  the  pains  tiiey  give. 
Much  still  untouch'd  remains  ;  in  this  rank  agt^ 
Much  u  tfie  patriot's  vreeding  hand  requir'd. 
The  toils  of  law,  (what  dark  insidious  men 
Have  cumberous  added  to  perplex  die  truth. 
And  lengthen  simple  justice  into  trade,) 
How  glorious  were  the  day  that  saw  these  hnke, 
And  every  man  vrithin  the  read)  of  right ! 

By  wintery  famine  rous'd,  from  all  die  tract 
Of  horrid  mountains,  which  the  shining  Alps, 
And  wavy  Appenine,  and  I^renees, 
Branch  out  stupendous  into  distant  lands  ; 
Cruel  as  Death,  and  hungry  as  the  Grave ! 
Burning  for  blood !  bony,  and  gaunt,  and  grim! 
Assembling  vrolves  in  raging  troops  descend ; 
And,  pouring  o'er  the  country,  bear  along, 
Keen  as  the  north  wind  sweeps  the  glossy  snow. 
All  b  their  prise.     They  fiuten  on  die  steed. 
Press  him  to  earth,  and  pierce  his  mighty  heart. 
Nor  can  the  bull  his  aweful  front  defend, 
Or  shake  the  murdering  savages  away. 
Rapacious,  at  the  mother's  throat  they  ily^ 
And  tear  die  screaming  infant  from  her  breast 
The  godlike  face  of  man  avails  him  nought. 
Ev'n  Beauty,  force  divine !  at  whose  bngbt  glaaca 
The  generous  lion  stands  in  soften'd  gaae^ 
Here  bleeds,  a  hapless  undistinguish'd  prey. 
But  if,  appris'd  of  the  severe  atttttk. 
The  countoy  be  shut  up,  lur'd  by  the  scent, 
On  church-yards  drear  (inhuman  to  rdate !) 
The  disappointed  prowlers  hH,  and  dig 
The  shrouded  body  from  the  grave ;  o'er  wfaidi, 
Mix'd  with  foul  shades,  and  frighted  gfaosli^  4facy 
howL 

Among  those  hilly  regions,  where  cmbrac*d 
In  peacefril  vales  the  happy  Orisons  dvrell. 
Oft,  rushing  sudden  from  the  loaded  clifib, 
Mountains  of  snow  their  gathering  temun  inIL 
FnaD.  steep  to  steep,  loud-thundering  downtlMj 


A  wintery  vrsste  in  dire  commotian  all ; 

And  herds,  and  flocks,  and  travellers,  and  i 

And  sometimes  whole  brigades  of  i 

Or  hamlets  sleeping  in  the  dead  of  nigfat. 

Are  deep  beneath  &e  smothering  ruhi  wbalm'dL 

Now  all  amid  the  rigours  of  the  year, 
In  the  wild  depth  of  Winter,  vrfaile  widmit 
Hie  ceaseless  winds  Uow  ice,  be  my  retteat. 
Between  the  groaning  fiorest  and  the  sbora 
Beat  by  the  boundless  multitude  of  wave^^ 
A  rural,  shelter*d,  solitary  scene ; 
Where  ruddy  fire  and  beaming  tapers  join, 
To  cheer  the  gloom.     There  stu^ous  let  me  ott 
And  hold  high  converse  with  the  mighty  dead; 
Sages  of  ancient  tune^  as  gods  rever'd. 
As  gods  beneficent,  who  Uest  mankind 
WiSi  arts,  with  arms,  and  hnmanfs'd  a  worid. 
Rous'd  at  th'  inspiring  thought^  I  throw  aside 
The  kmg-liv'd  vohime ;  and»  deep  nosingf  htS^ 
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Hw  ncred  ifaadety  tliat  ilowlj  riiiiig  past 
Before  my  wondering  eyes.     First  Socrates, 
Who,  firmly  good  in  a  corrupted  state, 
Against  the  raee  of  tyrants  dn^  stood, 
Imindble !  cabn  reason's  holy  law. 
Hut  voice  of  God  within  th*  attentive  mind, 
Obeying,  feariess,  or  in  life,  or  death : 
Great  moral  teacher !  wisest  of  mankind  f 
Sokn  tiie  next,  who  built  his  common-¥real 
Ob  equips  wide  base ;  by  tender  taws 
A  lively  people  curbing,  yet  undamp*d, 
IVesenring  ^ill  that  quick  peculiar  fire. 
Whence  in  the  laurell*d  field  of  finer  arts. 
And  of  bold  fireedom,  they  unequalFd  shone. 
Hie  pride  of  smiling  Greece,  and  human-kind. 
Lycoigus  dten,  who  bow*d  beneath  the  force 
Of  strictest  discipline,  teverefy  wise. 
All  human  passions.     Following  him  I  see, 
As  at  Tbennopyhe  he  glorious  fell, 
The  firm  devoted  chief*  who  prov'd  by  deeds 
The  hardest  lesson  whidi  the  other  taught 
Ibea  Aristides  lifts  lus  honest  front ; 
fl^wtieaa  of  heart,  to  whom  th*  unflattering  voice 
<>f  fieedom  gave  the  noblest  name  of  just ; 
In  pure  mdestic  poverty  rever'd ; 
WliOy  ev'n  his  ^ory  to  his  country's  weal 
flnbBoitting,  swelFd  a  haughty  rttnTs  f  fame. 
Bear'd  by  hu  care,  of  softer  ray  appears 
GmoDy  fweet-8oul*d ;  whose  genius,  rising  strong, 
Shook  off  the  load  of  young  debauch ;  abroad 
The  aoourge  of  Persian  pride,  at  home  the  fHend 
Of  every  worth  and  every  splendid  art ; 
KndfBt  and  simple  in  the  pomp  of  we^th. 
Then  the  last  worthies  of  declining  GreeOe, 
Lale  call'd  to  glory,  in  unequal  times, 
Feswre^  appear.     The  fair  Corinthian  boast, 
l^mofaMHi,  h^ypy  temper !  mild  and  firm. 
Who  vrept  the  brother  while  the  tyrant  bled. 
Aad,  equal  to  the  best,  the  Tbeban  pair  ^ 
Whose  virtues,  in  heroic  concord  join*d, 
Tbar  country  rais'd  to  freedom,  empire,  fiune. 
He  too,  with  whom  Athenian  honour  sunk, 
Amd  left  a  mass  of  sordid  lees  behind : 
Fhoc^fln  the  good ;  in  public  life  severe. 
To  vtrtue  sdU  inexorably  firm ; 
But  when,  beneath  his  low  illustrious  roof, 
ISwtm  peace  and  happy  wisdom  smooth*d  his  br^w, 
KaC  friendship  softer  was,  nor  love  more  kind. 
And  he^  ihslastcfdid  Lycurgus*  sons. 
The  i^eoeroua  victim  to  t^  vain  attempt 
Jb  joBtf  a  rotten  state^  Agis,  who  saw 
£v*B  Sparta's  self  to  servile  avarice  sunk. 
Hie  two  AdnZan  heroes  close  the  train : 
^— ti**i  who  awhile  rehim'd  the  soul 
or  fondly  lingering  liberty  in  Greece : 
Amd.  be  her  darling,  as  her  latest  hope, 
The  g^OasA  Fhilo^Bmen ;  who  to  arms 
Tam'd  tiie  luxurious  pomp  he  could  not  cure ; 
Ok*  ftoOlBg  in  his  fimn  a  simple  swain ; 
Or  bold  and  skilful,  thundering  in  the  field. 
Of  mogber  hcfoa,  a  mighty  people  come ! 
A  tmot  €tihfexoe»  I  in  those  virtuous  times, 

1  knew  no  stain,  save  that  with  partial  flame 
.  dearest  country  they  toofondlu  lov'd : 
r  htU^r/ounder  first,  the  li^ht  of  Rome, 
tfiimaj  «rho  soften'd  her  rapacious  sons : 


Pelopidas  and  fipaminondas. 


Servius  the  king^  who  laid  the  solid  base 

On  which  o'er  Earth  the  vast  reptMic  spread. 

Hien  the  great  consuls  venerable  rise. 

The  public  father  §,  who  the  private  quell'd, 

As  on  the  dread  tribunal  sternly  sad. 

He,  whom  his  thankless  country  cottld  not  lose, 

Camillus,  only  vengeful  to  his  foes. 

Fabridus,  scorner  of  all-conquering  gold ; 

And  Cindnnatus,  aweful  from  the  plough. 

Tliy  willing  victim  p,  Carthage,  bursting  loose 

From  all  tlwt  pleading  Nature  could  oppose. 

From  a  whole  dty's  tears,  by  rigid  faith 

Imperious  call'd,  and  honour's  dire  command. 

Sdpio,  tbm  gentle  chief,  humandy  brave. 

Who  soon  the  race  of  spotless  glory  ran. 

And  warm  in  youtli,  to  the  poetic  shade 

Witli  Friendship  and  Philosophy  retir'd. 

TuUy,  whose  powerful  eloquence  awhile 

Restrain'd  the  rapid  fate  of  rushing  Rome. 

Uncon^er'd  Cato,  virtuous  in  extreme. 

And  thou,  unhappy  Brutus,  kind  of  heart. 

Whose  steedy  arm,  by  aweful  virtue  urg'd. 

Lifted  the  Roman  stoef  against  thyjriend. 

Thousands  besides  the  tiwute  of  a  verse 

Demand ;  but  who  can  count  the  stars  of  Heaven  ? 

Who  sinff  their  influence  on  this  lower  world  ? 

Behol^  who  yonder  comes !  in  sober  state. 
Fair,  mild,  and  strong,  as  is  a  vernal  sun : 
'Tis  Phoebus'  self,  or  else  the  Mantuan  Swain  I 
Great  Homer  too  appears,  of  daring  wing. 
Parent  of  song  !  and  equal  by  his  side. 
The  British  Muse ;  join'd  hand  in  hand  they  walk. 
Darkling,  full  up  the  middle  steep  to  Fame. 
Nor  absent  are  those  shades,  whose'  skilful  touch 
Patfietic  drew  th'  impassion'd  heart,  and  charm'd 
Transported  Athens  with  the  moral  scene : 
Nor  those  who,  tuneful,  wak'd  th*  enchanting  lyre. 

Fbrst  of  your  kind !  society  divine ; 
Still  visit  thus  my  m'ghts,  for  you  reserv'd. 
And  mount  my  soaring  soul  to  thoughts  like  yours. 
Silence,  thou  londy  power,!  the  door  be  thine : 
See  on  the  hallow'd  hour  that  none  intrude, 
Save  a  few  chosen  friends,  who  sometimes  deign 
To  bless  my  humble  roof,  with  sense  refin'd. 
Learning  digested  well,  exalted  fiuth, 
Unstudy'd  wit,  and  humour  ever  gay. 
Or  from  the  Muses'  hill  will  Pope  descend. 
To  raise  the  sacred  hour,  to  bid  it  smile. 
And  with  the  sodal  spirit  warm  the  heart? 
For  though  not  sweeter  his  own  Homer  sings, 
Tet  is  his  life  the  mare  endearing  song. 

Where  art  thou,  Hammond?  thou  the  darling 
pride, 
TTie  friend  and  lover  of  the  tuneful  throng ! 
Ah,  why,  dear  youth,  in  all  the  blooming  prime 
Of  vernal  genius,  where  disdosing  £eist 
Each  active  worth,  each  manly  virtue  lay. 
Why  wert  thou  ravish'd  from  our  hope  so  soon  ? 
What  now  avails  that  noble  thirst  of  fame. 
Which  stung  thy  fervent  breast  ?  that  treasur'd  store 
Of  knowledge  early  gain'd?  that  eager  zeal 
To  serve  thy  country,  glowing  in  the  band 
Of  youthful  patriots,  who  sustain  her  name  ? 
What  now,  alas!  that  life-diffusing  charm 
Of  sprightly  wit  ?  that  rapture  for  the  Muse, 
That  heart  of  friendship,  and  that  soul  of  joy, 
Which  bade  with  softest  light  thy  virtues  snule  ? 

§  Marcus  Junius  Brums. 
jj    Regulus. 
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Ah !  only  thow'dy  to  ched:  our  fond  punuits, 
And  teach  our  humbled  hopes  that  life  is  vain ! 

Thus  in  some  deep  retirement  would  I  pass 
The  Winter-glooms,  with  friends  of  pliant  soul, 
Or  blithe,  or  solemn,  as  the  theme  inspir*d :  [frame 
With  them  would  search,  if  Nature's  boundless 
Was  call*d,  late-rising  from  the  void  of  nigfat» 
Or  sprung  eternal  from  th*  Eternal  Mind ; 
Its  life,  its  laws,  its  progress,  and  its  end. 
Hence  larger  prospects  of  the  beauteous  whole 
Would,  gradual,  open  on  our  opening  minds ; 
And  each  diflusive  harmony  unite 
In  full  perfection  to  th*  astonish*d  eye. 
Then  would  we  try  to  scan  the  numtl  world. 
Which,  though  to  us  it  seems  embroil*d,  moves  on 
In  higher  order  ;  fitted,  and  irapeird. 
By  liVlsdom*s  finest  hand,  and  issuing  all 
In  general  good.     Hie  sage  historic  Muse 
Should  next  conduct  us  through  the  deeps  of  time : 
Show  us  how  empire  grew,  declin'd,  and  fell. 
In  scattered  states ;  what  makes  the  nations  smile^ 
Improves  their  soil,  and  gives  them  double  suns ; 
And  why  they  pine  beneath  the  brightest  skies, 
In  Nature's  richest  kp.     As  thus  we  talk'd. 
Our  hearts  would  bum  within  us,  would  inhale 
The  portion  of  divinity,  that  ray 
Of  purest  Heaven,  which  lights  the  public  soul 
Of  patriots,  and  of  heroes.     But  if  doom'd. 
In  powerless  humble  fortune,  to  repress 
These  ardent  risings  of  the  kindling  soul ; 
Then,  ev*n  superior  to  ambition,  we 
Would  learn  die  private  virtues  how  to  glide 
Through  shades  and  plains,  along  the  smoothest 

stream 
Of  rural  life :  or  snatch'd  away  by  hope, 
Through  the  dim  spaces  of  futurity, 
With  earnest  eye  anticipate  those  scenes 
Of  happiness,  and  wonder ;  where  the  mind, 
In  endless  growth  and  infinite  ascent, 
Rises  from  state  to  state,  and  world  to  world. 
But  when  with  these  the  serious  thought  is  foil'd. 
We,  shifting  for  relief,  would  play  the  shapes 
Of  frolic  Fancy ;  and  incessant  form 
Those  rapid  pictures,  that  assembled  train 
Of  fleet  ideas,  never  join*d  before, 
Whence  lively  Wit  excites  to  gay  surprise; 
Or  folly-paintinff  Humour,  grave  liimself. 
Galls  Laughter  forth,  deep-shaking  every  nerve 

Meantime  the  village  rouses  up  the  fire; 
MTMle  well  attested,  and  as  well  believed. 
Heard  solemn,  goes  the  goblin-story  round ; 
Till  superstitious  horrour  creeps  o*er  aU. 
Or,  frequent  in  the  sounding  hall,  they  wake 
The  rural  gambol.     Rustic  mirth  goes  round ; 
The  shnple  joke  that  takes  the  shepherd's  heart, 
EasOy  pleas'd ;  the  long  loud  laugh,  sincere ; 
The  kiss,  snatch'd  hasty  from  the  side-long  maid. 
On  purpose  guardiess,  or  pretending  sleep : 
The  Ut^  the  dap,  the  haul ;  and,  shook  to  notes 
Of  native  music,  the  respondent  dance. 
Thus  jocund  fleets  witli  them  the  winter^ight 

Tlie  city  swarms  intense.     The  public  haunt, 
Pull  of  each  theme,  and  warm  with  mixt  discourse. 
Hums  indistinct     The  sons  of  riot  flow 
Down  the  loose  stream  of  felse  enchanted  joy. 
To  swift  destruction.     On  the  rankled  soul 
The  gaming  ftiry  fells ;  and  in  one  gulpb  [ 

Of  total  ruin,  honour,  virtue,  peace, 
Friends,  femilies,  and  fortune,  headlong  sink.  I 

Up^ringt  the  dance  along  the  lighted  dome,         | 


Mix'd  and  e?olv*dy  a  thousand  sprightly  wsyi. 
The  glittering  court  effuses  every  pomp ; 
The  circle  deepens :  beain'd  from  gaudy  robes, 
Tapers,  and  sparkling  gems,  and  radisnt  eyes, 
A  soft  effidgence  o'er  the  palace  waves : 
While,  a  gay  insect  in  his  summer-shbe, 
The  fop,  light-fluttering,  spreads  fa's  mesly  wingi 

Dread  o'er  the  scene,  the  ghost  of  Hsmklitilb; 
Othello  rages ;  poor  Monimia  mourns ; 
And  Belvidera  pours  her  soul  in  love. 
Terrour  alarms  the  breast ;  the  comdy  tesr 
Steals  o'er  the  cheek  :  or  else  the  comic  Hose 
Holds  to  the  world  a  picture  of  itself, 
And  raises  sly  the  fair  impartial  laugh. 
Sometimes  she  lifts  her  strain,  and  paints  the  scewi 
Of  beauteous  life  ;  whate'er  can  deck  msnkind, 
Or  charm  the  heart,  in  generous  Bevil  •  show'd. 

O,  thou,  whose  wisdom,  solid  yet  refin  d, 
Whose  patriot-virtues,  and  consummate  dull 
To  touch  the  finer  springs  that  move  the  www, 
Join'd  to  whate'er  the  Graces  can  bestow, 
And  all  Apollo's  animating  fire, 
Give  thee,  with  pleasing  dignity,  to  sfaine 
At  once  the  guardian,  ornament,  and  joyy 
Of  polish'd  life ;  permit  the  rural  Muee, 
O  Chesterfield,  to  grace  with  thee  her  song! 
Ere  to  the  shades  again  she  humbly  flies. 
Indulge  her  fond  ambition,  in  thy  train 
(For  every  Muse  has  in  thy  train  a  place) 
To  mark  thy  various  ftill-accomplish^d  mind : 
To  mark  that  spirit,  which,  with  British  icors, 
Rejects  th*  allurements  of  corrupted  power; 
Tliat  elegant  politeness,  which  excels, 
Ev'n  in  the  judgment  of  presumptuous  Ftsecc, 
The  boasted  manners  of  her  shining  conrt ; 
TTiat  wit,  the  vivid  energy  of  sense. 
The  truth  of  Nature,  which,  with  Attic  point, 
And  kind  well-temper'd  satire,  smoothly  keen, 
Steals  through  the  soul,  and  without  pain  comcn 
Or,  rising  thence  with  yet  a  brighter  flamet 
O,  let  me  hail  thee  on  some  gUwioos  day, 
When  to  the  listening  senate,  ardent,  crowd 
Britannia's  sons  to  hear  her  pleaded  cause. 
Hien  drcst  by  thee,  more  aniiably  feir. 
Truth  the  soft  robe  of  mild  persuasion  ^••■"L^ 
lliou  to  assenting  reason  giv'st  again  P>^ 

Her  own  enlighten'd  thoughts ;   call'd  frt«  «* 
Th'  obedient  passions  on  thy  voice  attend; 
And  ev'n  reluctant  party  feels  awhile 
Thy  gracious  power :  as  dirough  the  varied  Bsxe 
Of  eloquence,  now  smoodi,  now  quick,  now  ftrong, 
Profound  and  clear,  you  roll  the  copious  flood. 

To  thy  lov'd  haunt  return,  my  happy  Muk: 
For  now,  behold,  the  joyous  Winter-days, 
Frosty,  succeed ;  and  through  the  blue  serene, 
For  sight  too  fine,  th'  etherial  nitre  flies; 
Killing  infectious  damps,  and  the  spent  dr 
Storing  afresh  with  elemental  life.  ^^ 

Close  crowds  the  shining  atnuiapbere ;  and  kiem 
Our  strengthen'd  bodies  in  ita  cold  embrace 
Constringent ;  feeds,  and  animatfa  our  blood*, 
Refines  our  spirits,  through  the  new-strung  ncf^ 
In  swifter  sallies  diarting  to  the  brain ; 
Where  sits  the  soul,  intense,  collected,  cool, 
Bright  as  the  skies,  and  as  tfie  sraiinn  keen. 
All  Nature  feels  tibe  renovating  force 
Of  Winter,  only  to  the  thougfatkaa^cye 

*  A  character  in  the  Conadous  Lovers  vn**" 
by  Sir  Richard  Steele. 
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InnimiMii.    Tbe  fititt-coiiooclsd  gkbe 
Draws  in  abundant  vegetable  soul, 
And  gathers  Tigour  for  tbe  coming  year. 
A  stronger  glow  sita  on  the  lively  cbedc 
Of  ruddy  fin:  and  luculent  along 
Hk  purer  livers  flow ;  their  sullen  deeps^ 
IVaniparent,  open  to  the  shepherd's  gaae^ 
And  murmur  hoarser  at  the  fixing  frost         [stores 
What  art  thou,  frost?  and  whence  are  thy  keen 
Deriv'd,  thou  secret  all-invading  power. 
Whom  ev'n  th'  illusive  fluid  cannot  fly  ? 
Is  not  thy  potent  energy,  unseen. 
Myriads  of  little  salts,  or  hook*d,  or  shap*d 
like  double  wedges,  and  diflus'd  immense 
Ttvoagh  water,  earth,  and  ether  ?     Hence  at  eve, 
Steam'd  eager  from  the  red  horison  round, 
Wuh  the  fierce  rage  of  Winter  deep  soffus'd. 
An  icy  gale,  oft  shifting,  o'er  the  pool 
Breathesa  blue  film,  and  in  its  mid  career 
Amsta  the  bickering  stream.     The  loosen*d  ice, 
Let  down  the  flood,  and  half  dissolv'd  by  day, 
Rnsdes  no  more ;  but  to  the  sedgy  bank 
Fastgrows^  or  gathers  round  the  pointed  stone, 
A  crystal  pavement,  by  the  breath  of  Heaven 
Cemented  firm ;  till,  seized  from  shore  to  shore, 
Tbe  whole  imprisoned  river  growls  below. 
Loud  rings  the  frozen  earth,  and  hard  reflects 
A  double  noise ;  while,  at  his  evening  watch, 
Hk  Tiiiage  dog  deters  the  nightly  thief; 
The  heifer  lows ;  tbe  distant  water-fall 
SveUs  in  tbe  breeze  ;  and,  with  the  hasty  tread 
Of  (FBveller,  the*bollow-sounding  plain 
Shakes  from  afar.     The  full  ethereal  round, 
Infinite  worlds  disclosing  to  the  view, 
Sbina  out  intensely  keen ;  and,  all  one  cope 
Of  starry  glitter,  glows  from  pole  to  pole. 
F^m  pole  to  pole  the  rigid  influence  falls, 
Hiroagh  the  still  night,  mcessant,  heavy,  strong, 
And  seizes  Nature  &st.     It  freezes  on ; 
TiU  Horn,  late-riaing  o*er  the  drooping  world, 
liAs  her  pale  eye  uujoyoua.     Then  appears 
The  various  labour  of  the  silent  Nisht : 
ftone  from  tbe  dripping  cave,  and  dumb  cascade, 
^Hioae  idle  torrents  only  seem  to  roar. 
The  pendant  icicle ;  the  frost-work  fair, 
Where  transient  hues  and  fiuicy'd  figures  rise ; 
Vide-apouted  o'er  the  hill,  the  frozen  brook, 
A  Ihrid  tract,  cold-gleaming  on  the  mom ; 
The  fijrest  bent  beneath  the  plumy  wave ; 
And  by  the  frost  refin'd  the  whiter  snow, 
Incroated  hard,  and  sounding  to  the  tread 
Of  eailjr  Aepberd,  as  he  pensive  seeks 
Hb  pimng  flod^  €>r  from  the  mountun-top, 
Fleaa'd  with  tbe  slippery  surface,  swift  descends. 

Ob  btitfasooke  frrolicks  bent,  the  youthful  swains, 
While  every  work  of  man  is  laid  at  rest, 
Fond  o'er  the  river  crowd,  in  various  sport 
Andrefdiy^aaoWd;  where  mixing  glad, 
Happseat  of  all  the  train !  the  raptur'd  boy 
Laifaca  the  wfaiiling  top.     Or,  where  the  Rhine 
Bnocfa'd  out  in  many  a  long  canal  extends, 
From  evesy  province  swarming,  void  of  care, 
Batavia  niabes  forth  ;  and  as  they  sweep. 
On  ■ending '  rrVf*^^  a  thousand  different  ways, 
Li  drding  potae,  swift  as  the  winds,  along, 
The  then,  gaxf  land  is  madden'd  all  to  joy. 
Kor  las  tbe  nortbera  courts,  wide  o*et  the  snow, 
Anr  a  new  pompb      £«ger,  on  rapid  sleds, 
IWff  vigotoits  jou^  in  bold  contention  wheel 
IW  kog  resounding  course.     Meantime,  to  raise 


Tbe  man\y  strife^  with  highly  bloommg  charms, 
Flush'd  by  the  season,  S(»ndinavia*s  dames, 
Or  Ruaaia's  buxom  daughters,  glow  around. 

Pure,  quick,  and  spordul,  is  Sie  wholesome  day ; 
But  soon  elaps'd.     The  horizontal  Sun, 
Broad  o'er  the  south,  hangs  at  his  utmost  neon : 
And,  ineffectual,  strikes  the  gelid  cliff: 
His  azure  gloss  the  mountain  still  maintains, 
Nor  feels  the  feeble  touch.     Ferh^w  the  vale 
Relents  awhile  to  the  reflected  ray ; 
Or  from  the  forest  falls  the  duster'd  snow. 
Myriads  of  gems,  that  in  tbe  waving  gleam 
Gay..twinkle  as  they  scatter.     Thidc  around 
Thunders  the  sport  of  those^  who  with  the  gu% 
And  dog  impatient  bounding  at  the  shot. 
Worse  than  the  season,  desolate  the  fields: 
And,  adding  to  the  ruins  of  the  year, 
Distress  the  footed  or  the  feather'd  game. 

But  what  is  this  ?     Our  mfant  Winter  sink^ 
Divested  of  his  grandeur,  should  our  eye 
Astonish'd  shoot  into  the  frigid  zone ; 
Where,  for  relentless  months,  continual  Night 
Holds  o'er  the  glittering  waste  her  starry  reign. 

There,  through  the  prison  of  unbounded  wilds, 
Barr'd  by  the  hand  of  Nature  from  escape, 
Wide  rooms  the  Russian  exile.     Nought  around 
Strikes  his  sad  eye,  but  deserts  lost  in  snow ; 
And  heavy-loaded  groves ;  and  solid  floods, 
That   stretch    athwart  the  solitary  vast, 
Tlieir  icy  horrours  to  the  frozen  main  ; 
And  cheerless  towns  far  distant,  never  bless'd. 
Save  when  its  annual  course  the  caravan 
Bends  to  the  golden  coast  of  rich  Cathay  *, 
With  news  of  human-kind.     Tet  tiiere  life  glows : 
Yet  cherish'd  there,  benei|th  the  shining  waste. 
The  fiirry  nations  harbour :  tipt  with  jet, 
Fair  ermines,  sportless  as  the  snows  they  press ; 
Sables,  of  glossy  black ;  and  dark-embrown'd. 
Or  beauteous  freakt  with  many  a  mingled  hue. 
Thousands  besides,  the  costly  pride  of  courts. 
There,  warm  together  press'o,  the  trooping  deer 
Sleep  on  the  new-fidl'n  snows;  and,  scarce  his  head 
Rab'd  o'er  the  heapv  wreath,  the  branching  elk 
Lies  sliunbering  sullen  in  the  white  abyss. 
The  ruthless  hunter  wants  nor  dogs  nor  toils. 
Nor  with  the  dread  of  sounding  bows  he  drives 
The  fearful  flying  race :  with  ponderous  clubs. 
As  weak  against  the  mountain-heaps  they  push 
Thdr  beating  breast  in  vain,  and  piteous  bray. 
He  lays  them  quivering  on  the  ensanguin'd  snows. 
And  with  loud  shouts  rejddng  bears  them  home. 
Hiere,  through  the  piny  forest  half-absorpt. 
Rough  tenant  of  these  shades,  the  shapeless  bear, 
V^th  ^^gling  ice  all  horrid,  stalks  forlorn ; 
Sow-plac'd,  and  sourer  as  the  storms  increase. 
He  makes  his  bed  beneath  th'  inclement  drift. 
And,  with  stern  patience,  scorning  weak  complaint, 
Hardens  his  heart  against  assailing  want 

Wide  o'er  the  spacious  r^ons  of  the  ncHth, 
That  sees  Bootes  urge  his  tardy  wain, 
A  boisterous  race,  by  frosty  Caurusf  pierc'd. 
Who  little  pleasure  know,  and  fear  no  pain. 
Prolific  swarm.     They  once  rdum'd  the  flame 
Of  lost  mankind  in  polish'd  slavery  sunk. 
Drove  martial  horde  on  horde  |,  with  dreadfUl  sweep 
Resistless  rushing  o'er  th'  enfeebled  south, 

*  The  old  name  for  China. 

f  The  north-west  wind. 

I  The  wandering  Scythian  dans. 
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And  gave  the  vanqukh'd  world  another  form. 

Not  such  the  sons  of  Lapland :  wisely  the; 

Despise  th*  insensate  barbarous  trade  of  war ; 

They  ask  no  more  than  simple  Nature  gives ; 

They  love  their  mountains,  and  enjoy  their  stormsii 

No  false  desires,  no  pride-created  wants. 

Disturb  the  peaceful  current  of  their  dme, 

And  thxough  the  restless  eyer-tortur*d  maxe 

Of  pleasure,  or  ambition,  bid  it  rage. 

Thar  rein-deer  form  their  riches.     These  their  tents, 

Hieir  ipbes,  their  beds,  and  all  their  homely  wealth 

Supply,  their  wholesome  &re,  and  cheerful  cups. 

Obsequious  at  their  call,  the  dodle  tribe 

Yield  to  the  sled  their  necks,  and  whirl  them  swift 

O'er  hill  and  dale,  heaped  into  one  expanse 

Of  marbled  snow,  as  &r  as  eye  can  sweep, 

With  a  blue  crust  of  ice  unbounded  glaz*d. 

By  dancing  meteors  then,  that  ceaseless  shake 

A  waving  blaze  refracted  o*er  the  heavens. 

And  vivid  moons,  and  stars  that  keener  play 

With  double  lustre  fhm  the  glossy  waste, 

£v*n  in  the  depth  of  polar  night,  they  find 

A  wondrous  day :  enough  to  light  the  chaste, 

Or  guide  their  daring  steps  to  Finland  fairs. 

Wish*d  Spring  returns ;  and  from  the  hazy  south* 

While  dim  Aurora  slowly  moves  before. 

Hie  welcome  Sun,  just  verging  up  at  first. 

By  small  degrees  extends  the  swelling  curve ! 

Till  seen  at  urge  for  gay  rejoicing  months. 

Still  round  and  round  his  spiral  course  he  winds, 

And  as  he  nearly  dips  Iiis  flaming  orb. 

Wheels  up  again,  and  re-ascends  th^dcy. 

In  that  glad  season  firom  the  lakes  and  floods. 

Where  pure  Niemi*s  *  fairy  mountains  rise. 

And  fHng*d  with  roses  Tenglio-f  rolls  his  stream, 

They  draw  the  copious  fry.     With  these,  at  eve, 

Hiey  cheerfbl  loaded  to  their  tents  repair ; 

Where,  all  day  Ions  in  useful  care  employ'd. 

Their  kind  unblemish'd  wives  the  fire  prepare. 

llirice  happy  race  !  by  poverty  secur*d 

fVom  legal  plunder  and  rapacious  power : 

In  whom  fell  interest  never  yet  has  sown 

The  seeds  of  vice :  whose  spotless  swains  ne'er  knew 

Injurious  deed,  nor,  blasted  by  the  breath 

Of  fii^ess  love,  their  blooming  daughters  woe. 

Still  pressing  on,  beyond  Tomea*s  lake, 
And  Heda  flaming  through  a  waste  of  snow, 
And  farthest  Greenland,  to  the  Pole  itself. 
Where,  failing  gradual,  life  at  length  goes  out. 
The  Muse  expands  her  solitary  flight ; 
And,  hovering  o'er  the  wild  stupendous  scene. 
Beholds  new  seas  beneath  another  sky.  | 
Huvn'd  in  his  palace  of  cerulean  ice, 

*  M.  de  Maupertuis,  in  his  book  on  the  Figure 
of  the  Earth,  after  having  described  the  beautiful 
lake  and  mountain  of  Niemi  in  Lapland,  says,  — 
**  From  tliis  height  we  had  opportunity  several  times 
to  see  those  vapours  rise  from  the  lake,  which  the 
people  of  the  country  call  Haltios,  and  which  they 
deem  to  be  the  guardian  spirits  of  the  mountains. 
We  had  been  frighted  with  stories  of  bears  that 
haunted  this  place,  but  saw  none.  It  seemed 
rather  a  place  of  resort  for  Fairies  and  Genii,  than 
bears.'* 

f  Hie  same  author  observes ;  ~  '*  I  was  surprised 
to  see  upon  the  banks  of  this  river  (the  Tenglio) 
roses  of  as  lively  a  red  as  any  that  are  in  our 
gardens.** 

I  The  other  hemisphere. 


Here  Winter  holds  his  unrfjoidng  court ; 
And  through  his  airy  hall  the  loud  miwulc 
Of  driving  tempest  is  for  ever  lieard : 
Here  the  grim  tyrant  meditates  his  wrsth; 
Here  arms  hb  winds  with  all-subduing  frost; 
Moulds  his  fierce  hail,  and  treasures  up  his  soows, 
With  which  he  now  oppresses  half  the  globe. 

Thence  winding  eastward  to  the  Tartar*8  cosi^ 
She  sweeps  the  howling  margin  of  the  mam; 
Where  undissolving,  firom  the  first  of  time, 
Snows  swell  on  snows  amazing  to  the  iky ; 
And  icy  mountains,  high  on  mountains  pil'd. 
Seem  to  the  shivering  sailor  fVom  afiff. 
Shapeless  and  white,  an  atmosphere  of  cknids. 
Fh>jected  huge,  and  horrid,  o'er  the  surge, 
Alps  frown  on  Alps,  or  rushing  hideous  down, 
As  if  old  Chaos  was  again  retum*d, 
Wide-rend  the  deep,  and  shake  the  solid  Fble. 
Ocean  itself  no  longer  can  resist 
The  binding  fury ;  but,  in  all  its  rage 
Of  tempest,  taken  by  the  boundless  frost, 
Is  many  a  fiithom  to  the  bottom  chain'd. 
And  bid  to  roar  no  more :  a  bleak  expanse 
Shagg'd  o'er  with  wavy  rocks,  cheerless,  and  m 
Of  every  life,  that  from  the  dreary  months 
Flies  conscious  southward.     Miserabk  they, 
Who,  here  entangled  in  the  gathering  ice, 
Take  theur  last  look  of  the  descending  Sun ; 
While,  full  of  death,  and  fierce  with  tenfold  froit, 
TTie  long  long  night,  incumbent  o'er  their  haas, 
Falls  horrible.     Such  was  the  Briton's  §  ftte, 
As  withfint  prow  (what  have  not  Britons  dar'd!) 
He  for  tne  passage  sought,  attempted  since 
So  much  in  vain,  and  seeming  to  be  shut 
By  jealous  Nature  with  eternal  bars. 
In  these  fell  regions,  in  Arzina  caught. 
And  to  the  stony  deep  his  idle  ship 
Immediate  seal'd,  he  with  his  hapless  crew, 
Each  fiill-ezerted  at  his  several  task. 
Froze  into  statues ;  to  the  onrdage  glued 
The  sailor,  and  the  pilot  to  the  hehn.  I^?" 

Hard  by  these  shores,  where  scarce  bb  neaof 
Rolls  the  wild  Oby,  live  the  last  of  men ; 
And  half-enliven'd  by  the  distant  Sun, 
That  rears  and  ripens  man,  as  weD  as  planl% 
Here  human  nature  wears  its  rudest  fonn. 
Deep  from  the  piercing  season  sunk  in  entt, 
Here  by  duU  fires,  and  with  unjoyous  cfaetfi 
They  waste  the  tedious  gloom.     Immen'd  in  ^ 
Doze  the  gross  race.     Nor  sprightly  jest,  nor  songr 
Nor  tenderness  they  know  ;  nor  aught  ot  Uk, 
Beyond  the  kindred  bears  that  stalk  without 
Till  Mom  at  length,  her  roses  drooping  all, 
Sheds  a  long  twiUgfat  brightening  o'er  their  fields, 
And  calls  iSs  quiver'd  savage  to  die  chase. 

What  cannot  active  government  perfonn. 
New-moulding  man  ?    Wide-stietdiing  from  tbese 

shores, 
A  people  savage  fhim  remotest  time, 
A  huge  neglected  empire,  one  vast  mind. 
By  Heaven  inspir'd,  from  Gothic  darknett  call*d. 
Immortal  Peter !  first  of  monarchs !  He 
His  stubborn  country  tam'd,  her  rock^,  her  fim% 
Her  floods,  her  seas,  her  m-aubmittinff  sons; 
And  while  the  fierce  barbarian  be  subdued. 
To  more  exalted  soul  he  raia'd  the  man. 
Ye  shades  of  ancient  heroes  je  who  tofl'd 

§  Sir  Hugh  WiUougfaby,  sent  by  Queen  Skibah 
to  discover  the  north-east  pMage. 
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lliroiigh  long  snceenhrtf  tges  to  Imfld  up 

A  UboimBg  plan  of  state,  heboid  at  once 

Hk  wonder  done !  heboid  the  matchless  prinee ! 

Who  left  his  natire  throne,  where  reign'd  tQl  then 

A  mi^iitf  shadow  of  unreal  power; 

Wlw  grntly  spum*d  the  slothful  pomp  of  courts; 

And,  rosming  erery  land,  in  erery  port 

flii  sceptre  Idd  aside,  with  glorious  hand 

Unwesried  plyinff  the  mech«iic  tool, 

Gsther*d  the  see£  of  trade,  of  useful  arts, 

Of  cml  wisdom,  and  of  martial  skiU. 

Chsrg'd  with  the  stores  of  Europe,  home  he  goes; 

Tlien  cities  rise  amid  th*  iUumin'd  waste : 

OV  iojiess  deserts  smiles  the  rural  reign ; 

Fsr  HuA  flood  to  flood  is  social  join*d ; 

Hi'sstonish'd  Euxine  hears  the  Baltic  roar^ 

IVood  oaries  ride  on  seas  that  never  fbam*d 

Whh  daring  keel  before  ;  and  armies  stretch 

Esch  way  their  datih'ng  files,  repressing  here 

n^  Aantic  Alexander  of  the  north, 

And  swing  there  stem  Odnnan*s  shrinking  sons. 

flotfi  flies  the  land,  and  Ignorance,  and  Vice, 

Of  old  diAooour  proud :  it  glows  around, 

Taught  by  the  rojivl  hand  that  rousM  tfie  wholes 

One  scene  of  arts,  of  arms,  of  risfaig  trade : 

For  what  his  wisdom  plann*d,  and  power  enfofcM, 

More  potent  still,  bis  mat  example  show'd. 

Muttering,  the  win£  at  ere,  with  blunted  point. 
Blow  bollow4>lu8tering  from  the  south.    Subdued, 
Tbe  frost  reaolves  into  a  trickling  thaw. 
Spotted  the  mountains  shine ;  loose  sleet  descends. 
And  floods  the  country  round.     Tlie  riren  swell, 
Of  bonds  impatient.     Sudden  from  the  hills, 
0*er  ro^  and  woods,  in  broad  brown  cataracts, 
A  thousand  snow-fed  torrents  shoot  at  once ; 
And,  where  tfaey  rush,  the  wide-resounding  plain 
Ii  l«ft  one  slimy  waste.     Hiose  suUen  seas. 
That  wasb'd  th'  ungenial  Pole,  will  rest  no  more 
Beneath  the  dieckles  of  the  mighty  north ; 
fiat,  ronang  all  their  waves,  rcnsdess  heave. 
And  hark :  the  lengthening  roar  continuous  runs 
Athwart  the  rifted  deep :  at  once  it  bursts. 
And  piles  a  thousand  mountains  to  the  clouds. 
lU  fines  the  berk  with  trembling  wretches  charg'd, 
T^  toot  amid  the  floatinff  frsgments,  moors 
Beoesth  the  shelter  of  an  icy  i3e, 
While  nigfat  o'erwhefans  the  sea,  and  horrour  looks 
More  homUe.      Can  human  force  endure 
^  assembled  miachiefr  Aat  besiege  them  round  ? 
Bavt-giiBWiiig  hunger,  fidnting  weariness, 
IW  roar  of  winds  and  waves,  the  crush  of  ice, 
Now  ceasing,  now  renew*d  with  louder  rage. 
And  hi  dne  echoea  bellowing  round  the  main. 
Moretoenibroa  the  deep.  Leviathan 
And  his  navriddy  train,  in  dreadful  sport,   [gloom, 
ToBpcst  the   loosen'd  brine,  while  through  the 
^  from  the  bleak  inhospitable  shore, 
I^Mdinc  the  wi]ul%  is  heard  tfie  hungry  howl 
Of  fiunUi'd  monaters,  there  awaiting  wrecks. 
Tct  AwideDoe,  that  ever-^pokmg  eye, 
Looks  down  with  pity  on  the  feeble  toil 
Of  nortab  lost  to  h(^  and  lights  them  safe, 
Tkniagh  all  this  dreary  labyrinth  of  fote.  [glooms, 
*lls  done!    dreed    Winter  spreads   his   Utest 
Aid  R^^  tremendous  o'er  the  oonquer'd  year. 
How  deed  the  regetable  kingdom  lies! 
Hew  dumb  the  tuneful!     Horrour  wide  extends 
Bk  desolate  domain.     Behold,  fond  man ! 
See  here  thy  pictured  life ;  pass  some  few  years, 
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ardent 


Thy   flowering   fljpring,    thy 

strength, 

niy  sober  Autunm  finding  faito  age. 
And  pale  concluding  Winter  comes  at  last, 
And  shuts  the  scene.     Ah !  whither  now  are  fled 
Those  dreams  of  greatness?  those  unsdid  hopes 
Qfhappineas?  those  longings  after  fome? 
Those  restless  cares?  those  busy  hurtling  days? 
Hiose  gay.q»ent,    feative  nigfits?   those    veering 

tilOU^ltB, 

Lost  between  good  and  ill,  that  shar'd  thy  life? 
All  now  are  vanish'd !   l^rtue  sole  survives, 
Immortal,  never-fidling  friend  of  man. 
His  guide  to  happiness  on  higli.     And  see ! 
'Tis  come,  tiie  clorious  mom !  the  second  birth 
Of  Heaven  and  Earth !  awakening  Nature  hears 
Hie  ii0iiM»n0altr^  word,  and  starts  to  life, 
In  every  heighten'd  form,  from  pain  and  death 
For  ever  flree.     The  great  eternal  echewu, 
Involving  an,  andinapifr/toialofe 
Uniting,  as  die  prospect  widerspreads. 
To  reason's  eye  refin'd  dears  up  qpaccb 
Te  vainly  wise !  ye  blind  presumptuous  I  now. 
Confounded  in  the  dust,  adore  that  Power, 
And  Wisdom  oft  arraign'd :  see  now  tlie  cause. 
Why  unassuming  Worth  in  secret  liT*d, 
Anddy'dnegle^ed:  why  the  good  man's  share 
In  life  was  ^1  and  bitterness  of  soul : 
Why  the  lone  widow  and  her  orphans  pin'd 
In  starving  solitude ;  while  Luxury, 
In  palaces,  lay  straining  her  low  thought. 
To  form  unreal  wants:  why  heaven-bom  Truth, 
And  Moderation  foir,  wore  the  red  marks 
Of  Superstition's  scourge :  why  Ucens'd  Pain, 
Hiat  crael  spofler,  that  embosom'd  foe, 
Imbitter'd  all  our  bliss.     Ye  good  distrest ! 
Te  noble  few !  who  here  unbmding  stand 
Beneath  life's  pressure,  yet  bear  up  awhOe^ 
And  what  your  bounded  view,  whidi  only  saw 
A  little  part,  deem'd  evil,  is  no  more : 
The*storms  of  Wintery  Time  will  quickly  pass^ 
And  one  unbounded  Spring  encircle  all. 


A  Htmn. 

THnB,fts  tfaey  change.  Almighty  Father,  these 
ArebuttfaetwHedOod.     The  rcdling  year 
IsfoUofthee.     Forth  in  the  pleasinc  Spring 
Thy  beauty  walks,  thy  tenderness  and  love. 
Wide  flush  the  fields;  the  softenmg  aur  is  bahn ; 
Echo  the  mountams  round ;  the  forest  smiles ; 
And  every  sense,  and  every  heart,  is  joy. 
Then  comes  ^  glory  in  the  Summer-months, 
With  Itfht  and  heat  refulgent.     Then  thy  Sun 
Shoots  mil  perfection  through  the  svrelUng  year: 
And  oft  thy  voice  in  dreadfril  thunder  speaks ; 
And  oft  at  dawn,  deep  noon,  or  filling  eve. 
By  brooks  and  groves,  in  hc^ow-whispering  gales. 
Thy  bounty  shines  in  Autumn  unconfin'd. 
And  spreads  a  common  fieast  for  all  Aat  lives. 
In  Wmter  awefiil  thou !  vrith  douda  and  storais 
Around  thee  thrown,  tempest  o'er  tempest  rolled. 
Majestic  darkness !  on  the  whiriwind's  wing, 
Riding  snbUme,  thou  bidst  the  world  adore, 
And  humblest  nature  with  tl^  northern  blast 

Mysterious  round  I  what  Aill,  what  force  divine. 
Deep  felt,  in  these  appear !  a  simple  train, ' 
Tet  so  delightlul  mix'd,  with  such  kind  art, 
Gg  4 
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Sach  beauty  and  beneftoence  combIn*d ; 
Shade,  unperceiv'd,  so  softening  into  shade; 
And  all  so  forming  an  harmonious  whole ; 
That,  as  they  still  succeed,  they  ravish  still. 
But  wandering  oft,  with  brute  unconscious  gase, 
Man  marks  not  thee,  marks  not  the  mighty  hand, 
That,  ever  busy,  wheels  the  silent  spheres ; 
Works  in  the  secret  deep ;  shoots,  steaming,  thence 
Tlie  fiur  profusion  that  o*erspreads  the  Spring : 
FUnffs  from  the  Sun  direct  the  flaming  day ; 
Fee£  every  creature ;  hurls  the  tempests  forth ; 
And,  as  on  Earth  this  grateful  change  revolves, 
With  transport  touches  all  the  springs  of  life. 

Nature,  attend  !  join  every  living  soul, 
Beneath  the  spacious  temple  of  the  sky. 
In  adoration  join ;  and,  ardent,  raise 
One  general  song !     To  him,  ye  vocal  gales, 
Breathe  soft,  whose  Spirit  in  your  freshness  breathea: 
Oh,  talk  of  him  in  solitary  glooms; 
Where,  o'er  the  rock,  the  scarcely  waving  pine 
Fills  the  brown  shade  with  a  religious  awe. 
And  ye,  whose  bolder  note  is  heard  afar. 
Who  shake  th'  astonished  world,  lift  high  to  Heaven 
Th'  impetuous  song,  and  say  firom  whom  you  rage. 
His  pn^,  ye  brooks,  attune,  ye  trembling  rills ; 
And  let  me  catch  it  as  I  muse  along. 
Ye  headlong  torrents,  rapid  and  prdbund ; 
Te  softer  floods,  that  lead  the  humid  maze 
Along  the  vale ;  and  tliou,  majestic  main, 
A  secret  worid  of  wonders  in  tfiyself, 
Sound  his  stupendous  praise ;  whose  greater  voice 
Or  bids  you  roar,  or  bids  your  roarings  fall. 
Soft  roll  your  incense,    herbs,    and  fruits,    and 

flowers. 
In  mingled  clouds  to  him ;  whose  Sun  exalts, 
Whose  breath  perfumes  you,  and  whose  pencil 

paints. 
Ye  forests  bend,  ye  harvests  wave,  to  him ; 
Breathe  your  still  song  into  the  reaper's  heut, 
As  home  he  goes  beneath  the  joyous  Moon. 
Ye  that  keep  watch  in  Heaven,  as  Earth  asleep 
Unconscious  lies,  effuse  your  mildest  beams. 
Ye  constellations,  whUe  your  angels  strike, 
Amid  the  spai^led  sky,  the  silver  lyre. 
Great  sourc*  or  day !  best  image  here  below 
Of  thy  Creator,  ever  pouring  wide, 
From  world  to  world,  the  vital  ocean  round, 
On  Nature  write  with  every  beam  his  praise. 
The  thunder  rolls :  bo  hush'd  the  prostrate  worid ; 
While  cloud  to  cloud  returns  the  solemn  hymn. 
Bleat  out  afinesb,  ye  hills :  ye  mossy  rocks. 
Retain  the  sound :  the  broad  responsive  low, 
Ye  vaUeys,  raise ;  for  the  Great  Shepherd  reigns ; 
And  his  unsuffering  kingdom  yet  will  come. 
Ye  woodlands  all,  awake :  a  boundless  song 
Burst  fWmi  the  groves  !  and  when  t|ie  restless  day, 
Exphring,  lays  the  wari>ling  world  asleep. 
Sweetest  of  birds !  sweet  Riiloraela,  chann 
The  listening  shades,  and  teach  the  night  his  praise. 
Ye  clile^  for  whom  the  whole  creation  smiles. 
At  once  the  head,  the  heart,  and  tongue  of  all. 
Crown  the  great  hymn !  in  swarming  cities  vast. 
Assembled  men,  to  the  deep  organ  join 
Hie  long-resounding  voice,  oft  breaking  clear, 
At  solemn  pauses,  through  the  swelling  base; 
And,  as  each  mingling  flame  increases  each. 
In  one  united  ardour  rise  to  Heaven. 
Or  if  you  rather  chuse  the  rural  shade, 
And  find  a  flune  in  every  secret  grove ; 
There  let  the  shephi-rd's  flute,  the  virgin's  lay. 


The  pnxnpcing  seraph,  and  the  post's  lyrc^ 
Still  sing  the  God  of  Seasons,  as  they  roll 
For  me,  when  I  forget  the  darling  theme, 
Wbetlier  the  blossom  blows,  the  Summer-ray 
Russets  the  plain,  uupiring  Autumn  gletms; 
Or  Winter  rises  in  the  blackening  east; 
Be  my  tongue  mute,  my  fancy  paint  no  more, 
And,  dead  to  joy,  forget  my  heart  to  beat 

Should  Fate  command  me  to  the  fiuihest  Tei^ge 
Of  the  green  earth,  to  distant  barbarous  climei, 
Rivers  unknown  to  song ;  where  first  the  Sun 
Gilds  Indian  mountains,  or  his  setting  besm 
Fkunes  on  th'  Atlantic  isles ;  'tis  nought  to  me; 
Since  God  is  ever  present,  ever  felt. 
In  the  void  waste,  as  in  the  dty  fiill; 
And  where  he  vital  breathes,  there  must  be  joy. 
When  ev'n  at  last  the  solemn  hour  shall  come, 
And  wing  my  mystic  flight  to  future  worlds, 
I  cheerful  will  obey :  there,  with  new  powers, 
Will  rising  wonders  sing :  I  cannot  go 
Where  Univenal  Love  not  smiles  around, 
Sustaining  all  yon  orbs,  and  all  their  suns; 
From  $eemmg  evil  still  educing  good. 
And  better  tfa«nce  again,  and  better  still, 
In  infinite  progression.     But  I  lose 
Myself  in  him,  in  Light  ineffable ; 
Come  then,  expressive  Silence,  muse  his  prsisb 


THE  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE. 

AM   ALLEOOtHCAL   tOEU. 

Advertisement, 

This  poem  being  writ  in  the  manner  of  S^i^oKft 
the  obsolete  words,  and  a  aimpUdty  of  dicboe  is 
some  of  the  lines,  which  bordera  on  the  hi&nMi| 
were  necessary,  to  make  the  imitation  wan  perftct 
And  the  style  of  that  admirable  poet,  as  wdl  as  the 
measure  in  which  he  wrote,  are,  as  it  were,  appio* 
priated  by  custom  to  allegorical  poems  writ  in  oer 
language ;  just  as  in  FVench  the  style  of  Blsroti 
who  lived  under  Fhmcia  I.,  haa  been  used  in  talOt 
and  familiar  epistles,  by  the  politeat  writos  of  (k 
age  of  Louis  XIV. 

XXrLANATION   OP  THE   OSaOLITX   WOaOi    CSXB  0 
TRta    POXM. 

Archimagk  —  tite   chief  Deftly  —  stilfltify* 
or  greatest  of  magiciaru  Depainted  — /MuUedl 
or  enchanters.  Drowsy-head  •»  drMNi- 

Apaid— poi't  ness. 

Appal  —  affrigjkt.  Eath — ea^ 

Aiyrteti^'betvoeen.  Eftaoons  — -  tmmdiatdffi 

Ay  —  alioat/s,  often  t^lcrwards. 

Bale  —  sorrouf,    troubU,   Eke  —  aim, 

misfortune.  Fays— /oineSi 

Benempt— mifn«d  Gearorgeer-^/undfv^ 

Blaxon  ^-jwinting,    dis-       e^uijtage,  dress, 

jilttying.  Glaive — sword,  (Fr.) 

Breme  »-  cold,  raw.  Glee  — joj^,  pleasure, 

Carol— to  sing  songs  of  Han  — Aove. 

Joy«  Hight  —  named,  caSd; 

Caucus  — (A«  north-eatt       and    sometimes  it  is 
tnind,  used  ^or  is  called,   Sa 

Certes  —  certainly.  stanza  vu. 

DBA'-^awordimifiudto  Idless -» uflbuvi^ 
names. 
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tnm  die  Suon  trnpan^ 

to  ptfi  or  pUnU, 
YitHt^for  ca$t, 

hui'^apieceoflttndfOr 


THE  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE. 


m 


lig-to/fe. 

iMA'-^aliMeidlefdhw. 

Loatiagm^bowmgtbend' 

lilbe— &»or,  iax. 

Moe— morr. 
UfA—toiaboun 

Muchel   or   mocfael  -» 

Ne^iwr. 

Ncedmoito— necemrtec 

Ko]fanoe — Aonn. 
Amkt — cofeimn^  odoTA- 

Rnlie(Fr.pBr2Wrtt)  — 


Frick*dtliro*thtforert^ 

rode  through  thefomU 
Scar  —  dry,  btmUvp. 
Sheen  —  Mght,  thirdng* 
Sidcer  —  turct  turefy 
Smackt  —  savoured. 
Soot  —  sweet f  or  sweetfy. 
Sooth  —  true,  or  truth, 
Sltound^misfbrtune,  pong, 
Sweltry  —  sultry,     conr 

turning  with  heat. 
Swink  —  to  labour. 
Thrall  — j/ovf. 
TnBmaew*d^trttnsformed 
VHd^vOe. 
Unkempt    (Lat  incomp- 

tus)  —  unadorned. 
Ween  — to  think,    be   of 

opinion, 
Weet — to  know  t  to  weett 

towU. 
Whilom  —  ere-whUe,  form 

merly. 
VTigfat  —  man. 
Wis,  fir  wiai^toknow, 

think,  understand, 
Wonne  (a  noun)  — dwells 

Wroke  — ivrraite. 


K.  K  The  letter  Y  is  frequently  placed  in  the 
Iwgmning  of  a  word  by  Spenser,  to  lengthen  it 
■  fjrllable,  and  m  at  the  end  of  a  word,  for  the 
■me  reason,  as  withouien,  casten,  &c. 

Yborn  —  bom,  Yfere  —  together, 

TUot,  or  Uent  —  Nend-  Ymolten  —  nulted. 

eitmatgied.  Yode   {preter   tense  of 

Ydad — dad,  yede)  ^  went. 
Idtftd^^caUedf  named. 


Cakto  L 

The  Castle  height  of  Indolence, 

Aod  its  fidac  luxury; 
Where  for  a  Uttle  time,  alas ! 

We  Uv'd  right  jollily. 

0  MoaTAL  man,  who  livest  here  by  toil. 
Do  not  'r?"^^^«"  of  this  thy  hard  estate ; 
That  Uke  ao  emmet  thou  must  ever  moil, 
Is  a  sad  sentence  of  an  ancient  date ; 
And,  certca,  there  is  for  it  reason  great ; 
Kr,  liio'  sometioies  it  makes  thee  weep  and  wail, 
Aad  cone  thy  star,  and  early  drudge  and  late, 
'Witbooten  tfaAt  would  come  an  heavier  bale, 
I<ooK  Jifi^  iinmly  paisions  and  diseases  pale. 

In  lowly  dale,  last  by  a  river's  side, 

Wjdi  WDodj  bill  o'erhill  encompaas'd  round, 

A  most  enchantiDg  wizard  did  abide. 

Than  whom  n  fiend  more  fell  is  no  where  found. 

It  WH^  I  ween,  a  lovely  tpot  of  ground ; 

And  tfanre  n  season  atween  June  and  May, 

Half  prsnkt  with  spring,  with  summer  half  em- 

bmwn  d, 
A  KslVrsi  flimati*  made,  where,  sooth  to  say, 
Ko  fiving  Wight  could  woik»  ne  cared  ev*n  for  play. 


Wat  nought  around  hot  fanaget  of  rest*. 
Sleep-soothing  groves,  and  quiet  lawns  between  ; 
And  flowery  beds  that  slumberous  influence  kest» 
From  poppies  breath'd;   and  beds  of  pleasant 

green. 
Where  never  yet  was  creeping  creature  seen. 
Meantime  unnumber*d  glittering  streamlels  play'd. 
And  hurled  every  where  their  waters  sheen ; 
That,  as  they  bicker*d  through  the  sunny  diadc^ 
Though  restless  still  themselves,  a  lulling  murmur 
made. 

Join'd  to  the  prattle  of  the  purling  rills, 
Were  heard  the  lowing  herds  along  the  vale. 
And  flocks  loud4>leating  from  the  distant  hUh, 
And  vacant  shepherds  piping  in  the  dale : 
And  now  and  then  sweet  Fbilomel  would  wail. 
Or  stock-doves  plain  amid  the  forest  deep^ 
That  drowsy  rustled  to  the  sighing  gale ; 
And  still  a  coil  the  grasshopper  did  keep ; 
Tet  aU  these  sounds  yblent  inclined  all  to  sleep. 

Fiill  in  the  passage  of  the  vale,  above, 
A  sable,  sil^t,  solemn  forest  stood ;  [move^ 

Where  nought  butt  shadowy  forms  was  seen  to 
As  Idless  fimcy*d  in  her  dreaming  mood : 
And  up  the  hills,  on  either  side,  a  wood  * 

Of  blackening  pines,  ay  waving  to  and  fro» 
Sent  forth  a  skepy  horrour  through  the  blood ; 
And  where  this  valley  winded  out,  below. 
The  murmuring  main  was  heard,  and  scarcely  heard, 
to  flow. 

A  pleasing  land  of  drowsy-head  it  was, 
Of  dreams  that  wave  before  the  half-shut  eye ; 
And  of  gay  castles  in  the  clouds  that  pass, 
For  ever  flushing  round  a  summer-sky : 
There  eke  the  scA  delights,  that  witchingly 
Instil  a  wanton  sweetness  through  the  breast, 
And  the  calm  pleasures  always  hover'd  nigh ; 
But  whatever  8mack*d  of  noyance,  or  unrest. 
Was  hi  &T  off  expell'd  from  this  delicious  i 


The  landskip  such,  inspiring  perfect  ease. 
Where  Indolence  (for  so  tlie  wizard  bight) 
Close-hid  his  castle  mid  embowering  trees, 
That  half  shut  out  tlic  beams  of  Phcebus  turight. 
And  made  a  kind  of  checker*d  day  and  night ; 
Meanwhile,  unceasing  at  the  massy  gate. 
Beneath  a  spacious  pidm,  the  wicked  wight 
Was  plac*d;  and  to  his  lute,  of  cruel  fate,  [estate. 
And  labour  hamhj   complain*d,  |awi^«Tting  man's 

Thither  continual  pilgrims  crowded  still, 
From  all  the  roads  of  Earth  that  pass  there  by : 
For,  as  they  chaunc*d  to  breathe  on  neighbouring 

hiU, 
The  freshness  of  this  valley  smote  their  eye^ 
And  drew  them  ever  and  anon  more  niffa ; 
Till  clustering   round  th'  enchanter  Sdse  they 

hun^, 
Ymolten  with  his  syren  melody ; 
While  o'er  th*  enfed>ling  lute  his  hand  he  flung. 
And  to  the  trembling  chonb  these  tempting  verses 

sung: 

«  Behold !  ye  pilgrims  of  this  Earth,  behold ! 
See  all  but  man  with  uneam*d  pleasure  gay : 
See  her  bright  robes  the  butterfly  unfold. 
Broke  from  her  wintery  tomb  in  prime  of  May ! 
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ynm  jrotthfVil  bride  cso  equol  her  vray  ? 
Who  can  with  her  for  ca&j  pleasure  m*  ? 
From  mead  to  nicad  with  gentle  wing  to  8tnqr» 
From  flower  to  flower  on  balmy  gales  to  fly. 
Is  all  she  has  to  do  beneath  the  radiant  sky. 

"  Behold  tlie  merry  minstrels  of  the  mom. 
The  swarming  songsters  of  tlie  careless  erove, 
Ten  thousand  throats !  that  from  the  lowering 

thorn 
Hymn  their  good  God,  and  carol  sweet  of  love. 
Such  grateful  kindly  raptures  tliem  emove : 
Thf>y  neither  plow,  nor  sow ;  ne,  fit  for  flail, 
E*er  to  tlie  bam  tlie  nodden  sheaTes  they  drove ; 
Yet  theira  each  harvest  dancing  in  the  gale, 
Whatever  crowns  the  hill,  or  smiles  along  the  vale. 

^  Outcast  of  Nature,  man !  the  wretched  thrall 
Of  bitter  dropping  sweat,  of  sweltry  pain, 
Of  cares  that  cat  away  thy  heart  with  gall, 
And  of  the  vices,  an  inhuman  train, 
lliat  all  proceed  from  savage  tliirst  of  gain : 
For  when  hard-hearted  Interest  first  began 
To  poison  Earth,  Astriea  left  tlie  plain ; 
Guile,  violence,  and  murder,  seiz*d  on  man. 

And,  for  soft  milky  streams,  witli  blood  the  rivers 

•  ran. 

**  Come,  ye,  who  still  tlie  cumberous  load  of  life 
Push  hard  up  hill ;  but  as  the  farthest  steep 
You  trust  to  gain,  and  put  an  end  to  strife, 
Down  tliunders  back  the  stone  witli  mishty  sweep, 
And  hurls  your  labours  to  the  valley  deep. 
For  ever  vain :  come,  and,  withouten  fee, 
I  in  oblirion  will  your  sorrows  steep. 
Your  cares,  your  toils,  will  steep  you  in  a  sea 
Of  full  delight :  O  come,  ye  weary  wights,  to  me ! 

**  With  me,  you  need  not  rise  at  early  dawn 
To  pass  the  joyless  day  in  various  stounds: 
Or,  louting  low,  on  upstart  Fortune  fawn, 
And  sell  fair  honour  for  some  paltry  pounds ; 
Or  through  the  city  take  your  dirty  rounds, 
To  cheat,  and  dun,  and  lye,  and  visit  pay, 
Now  flattering  base,  now  giving  secret  wounds : 
Or  prowl  in  courts  of  law  for  human  prey, 
In  vemd  senate  thieve,  or  rob  on  broad  highway. 

**  No  cocks,  with  me,  to  rustic  labour  call. 
From  rilUigc  on  to  rillage  sounding  clear : 
To  tardy  swain  no  shrili-voic^d  matrons  squall ; 
No  dogs,  no  babes,  no  wives,  to  stun  your  ear ; 
No  hammers  thump ;  no  horrid  blacksmith  sear, 
Ne  noisy  tradesmen  your  sMreet  slumbers  start, 
With  sounds  that  are  a  misery  to  hear : 
But  all  is  calm,  as  would  delight  the  heart 
Of  Sybarite  of  old,  all  nature,  and  all  art. 

**  Here  nought  but  candour  reigns,  indulgent  ease, 
Good.natur*d  lounging,  sauntering  up  and  down : 
They  who  are  plcas'd  themselves  must  always 


On  othere*  ways  they  never  squint  a  frown. 
Nor  heed  what  haps  in  hamlet  or  in  town : 
llius,  from  the  source  of  tender  indolence^ 
With  milky  blood  the  licart  is  overflown. 
Is  sooth*d  and  sweeten *d  by  the  social  sense; 
For  Interest,  Envy,  Pride,  and  Strife,  are  banish'd 
hence. 


*•  What,  what  is  vlitua^  but  tcpoie  of  mind, 
A  pure  ethereal  calm,  that  knows  no  lAorm} 
Above  the  reach  of  wild  ambitkm*s  wind, 
Above  tlie  passions  that  thb  world  defonn, 
And  torturo  man,  a  proud  malignant  worm? 
But  here,  instead,  soft  gales  of  passion  pby, 
And  gently  stir  the  heart,  thereby  to  fovm 
A  quicker  sense  of  joy ;  as  breeies  strsy     [giy. 
Across  th*  cnliven*d  skies,  and  make  them  idU  moit 

**  The  best  of  men  have  ever  lovM  repose: 
They  hate  to  mingle  in  the  filthy  fray ; 
Wliere  the  soul  sours,  and  gradual  rsnconrgrowi, 
Embitter'd  more  from  peevish  day  todty. 
Ev*n  tliose  wliom  Fame  has  lent  her  hinA  nj, 
The  most  renown'd  of  worthy  wigbts  of  yoR, 
From  a  base  world  at  hot  liave  rtol'n  twsy : 
So  Sdpio,  to  the  soft  Cumscan  shore 
Retiring,  tasted  joy  he  never  knew  befocK 

**  But  if  a  little  exercise  you  chuse, 
Some  sest  lor  ease,  'tis  not  forbidden  here. 
Amid  the  groves  you  may  indulge  the  Mnati 
Or  tend  the  blooms,  and  deck  the  vernslyssr; 
Or  softly  stealing,  with  your  watery  gesr, 
Along  the  brook,  the  crimson  spotted  fry 
You  may  delude :  the  whilst,  amos*d,  yw^ 
Now  the  hoame  stream,  and  now  the  ZephjfrJ 
sigh. 
Attuned  to  the  birds,  and  woodland  mek)dy. 

**  O  grievous  folly !  to  heap  up  estate, 
Losing  the  days  you  see  beneath  the  Sun ; 
When,  sudden,  comes  blind  unrelenting  Fue, 
And  gives  th*  untested  portion  you  haw  woo, 
With  ruthless  toil,  and  many  a  wretch  aodoe^ 
To  those  who  mock  you  gone  to  Pinto's  reip», 
There  with  sad  ffhosts  to  pine,  and  ahadowdon : 
But  sure  it  is  of  vanities  most  vain,  ^  ^ 

To  toil  for  what  you  here  untoih'ng  may  oUn* 

Heceas'd.  But  still  their  trembling  ears  retais'd 
The  deep  vibrations  of  his  witching  «*H5.» 
That,  by  a  kind  of  magic  power,  constrsin'd 
To  enter  m,  pell-mell,  tlie  h'stening  ^"^^ 
Heaps  pourM  on  heaps,  and  yet  they  dipt  aM»& 
In  silent  ease :  as  when  beneadi  die  beam 
Of  summer-moons,  the  distant  woods  anio^^ 
Or  by  some  flood  all  silver'd  widi  die  gl«». 
The  soft-embodicd  Fays  through  airy  poHal  ^rn0  • 

By  the  smooth  demon  so  it  order*d  was, 
And  here  hb  baneful  bounty  first  bMsn :  ]j^ 
Though  some  there  vrere  who  would  BOtfcrt» 
And  his  alluring  baits  suspected  han 
The  wise  distrust  the  too  fair-spoken  man. 
Yet  through  the  gate  they  cast  a  wishfol  eye: 
Not  to  move  on,  perdie,  is  all  they  cm  \ 
For,  do  their  very  best,  Aey  cannot  flyi 
But  often  each  way  look,  and  often  sordy  dgb. 

Wlien  this  tlie  watchful  wicked  wi«»d  *''»^^. 
Witli  sudden  spring  he  leap*d  upon  them  rtia»g»» 
And,  soon  as  toucfa'd  by  his  unhallow'd  paw, 
They  found  themselves  within  the  cuned  gate ; 
Full  hard  to  be  repassed,  like  tliat  of  Fata 
Not  stronger  were  of  old  the  giant  crew, 
Who  soufflit  to  pull  high  Jove  from  regal  statt ; 
Though  ftcble  wretch  he  seem*d,  of  sallow  hoc : 
Certcs,  who  bides  his  gnup^  wlU  tlial}enceanter  nt& 
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Far  wbooMoe'er  An  villaia  takes  in  hand, 
Ibor  joints  uiikiiit»  their  siiiews  melt  a|Nu:e ; 
As  Utbe  thqr  grow  as  any  wiUow-wand, 
And  of  their  nuuah*d  force  remains  no  trace  t 
So  wbn  a  maiden  fiur,  of  modest  grace, 
Ia  sU  her  buxom  bloaming  May  of  cfaarmsy 
Is  Mised  in  some  kMd's  h^  embrace, 
fte  wsxeCh  very  weakly  as  she  warms 
Hm  agfaing  yields  her  up  to  lore's  delickms  harms. 

Wsk*d  by  the  crowd,  slow  from  his  bench  arose 
Aoomdy  foll-qiread  porter,  swoln  with  sleep: 
Hb  cskn,  broad,   thoughtless  aqiect,   breathed 

repose; 
And  in  sweet  torpour  he  was  plunged  deep, 
Ne  eoold  himself  from  ceaseless  yawning  keep  ; 
Wldeo'er  his  eyes  the  drowsy  liquor  ran, 
Hao*  whichhishalf-wak'd  soul  would  fidntly  peep. 
IWo,  tsking  his  Uack  sta£^  he  call'd  his  man, 
iadfous'd  hiinelf  as  much  as  rouse  hunself  he  can. 

His  Isd  leap*d  lightly  at  his  master's  calL 
He  was,  to  weet,  a  little  n^pish  page, 
Ssve  sleep  and  play  who  minded  nought  at  all, 
lAe  most  the  untaught  striplings  of  his  age. 
lUs  boy  he  kept  each  band  to  disengage, 
Gsrters  and  buckles,  task  for  him  unfit. 
But  ill-becoming  his  grare  personage 
And  which  his  portly  paunch  would  not  permit, 
Sodis  ssme  limber  page  to  all  performed  it 


Mesntiine  the  maater-porter  wide  displayed 
Gfist  store  of  caps,  of  slippers,  and  of  gowns; 
Wbaiwith  he  those  that  enter'd  in,  array*d 
Loose,  as  the  breese  that  pkys  along  the  downs. 
And  waves  the   summer-woods  when   evening 

frowns. 
0  fiur  undress,  best  dress !  it  checks  no  vein. 
Bat  every  flowing  limb  in  pleasure  drowns. 
And  hei^iteiia  ease  with  greoe.     TUs  done,  right 

a-  ^^ 

V  porter  sat  him  down,  and  tum*d  to  sleep  again. 

Thus  OMy  rob'd,  they  to  the  fountain  sped, 
Thst  in  the  middle  dT  the  court  up-threw 
A  stream,  faigb-spouting  from  its  liquid  bed. 
And  fidling  back  again  in  drizsly  dew :      [drew. 
^teeeacfa  deep  draughts,  as  deep  he  thurued, 
it  was  a  feuntoin  of  Nepenthe  rare :  [grew. 

Whence,  aa  Dan  Homer  sings,  huge  plessaunce 
Aad  sweet  obtivion  of  vile  earthly  care ; 
^giadsooBo  waking  thoughts,  and  joyoij 
t  fidr. 


This  fits  perlbiin*d,  all  inly  pleas*d  and  still, 
Wiihonten  tromp,  was  proclamation  made. 
**  Te  sons  of  Indolence,  do  what  you  will ; 
And  wander  vrbere  you  list,  thro*  hall  or  glade  * 
Be  Bo  man*a  pWnaure  for  another  staid ; 
Let  each  as  likca  bun  best  his  hours  employ, 
Aad  ona'd  be  he  who  minds  his  neighbour's  trade .' 
Here  dwdla  kind  Ease  and  unreproving  Joy : 
le  hide  Boeiita  Uiaa  who  others  can  annoy.*' 

Smright   of  theae   endless  numbers,  swarming 

round. 
As  thick  aa  idle  motes  in  sunny  ray, 
Not  one  cftaoons  in  view  was  to  be  found, 
But  every  man  stroU'd  off  his  own  gkid  way, 
Widr  o*cr  this  ample  court*s  bbck  arca« 


With  all  the  lodges  that  thereto  pertain'd, 
No  living  creature  could  be  seen  to  stray ; 
While  sc^tude  and  perfect  silence  reign'd : 
So  that  to  think  vou  dreamt  you  almost  was  con- 
strain*«L 

As  when  a  shepherd  of  the  Hebrid  isles, 
Plac'd  fiu*  amid  the  inelancholy  main, 
(Whether  it  be  lone  ftncy  him  b^uiles ; 
Or  that  aerial  beings  sometimes  aagn 
To  stand  embodied,  to  our  seases  pUin,) 
Sees  on  the  naked  hill,  or  valley  low. 
Hie  whilst  in  ocean  Rioebus  dips  his  wain, 
A  vast  assembly  moving  to  and  fro : 
Hien  all  at  once  in  air  dissolves   the  wondrous 
show. 

Ye  gods  of  ouiet,  and  of  sleep  profound ! 
Whose  soft  dominion  o'er  this  castle  svrays, 
And  all  the  widely-silent  places  round. 
Forgive  me,  if  my  trembling  pen  displays 
What  never  yet  was  sung  in  mortal  lays. 
But  how  shall  I  attempt  such  arduous  string, 
I,  who  have  spent  my  nights,  and  nightly  days, 
In  this  soul-deadening  pUce,  loose-loitering  ? 
Ah !  how  shall  I  for  this  uprear  my  moulted  ning? 

Come  on,  my  Muse,  nor  stoop  to  low  despair. 
Thou  imp  of  Jove,  touch'd  by  celestial  fire ! 
Thou  yet  shalt  sing  of  war,  and  actions  fair, 
Which  the  bold  sons  of  Britain  will  inspire ; 
Of  ancient  bards  thou  yet  shalt  sweep  the  lyre; 
Ibou  yet  shalt  tread  in  tragic  pall  the  stage, 
Plaint  love*s  enchanting  woes,  the  hero's  ire, 
Hie  sage's  cahn,  the  patriot's  noble  rage, 
Dishing  corruption  down  through  every  worthless 
age. 

The  dooTi,  that  knew  no  shrill  alarming  bell, 
Ne  cursed  knocker  ply'd  by  viUain's  hand, 
Self-open'd  into  halls,  where,  who  can  tell 
What  elegance  and  grandeur  vride  expand 
The  pride  of  Turkey  and  of  Persia  land  ? 
Soft  quUts  on  quilts,  on  carpets  carpets  spread. 
And  couches  stretch'd  around  in  seemly  band  ; 
And  endless  pillows  rise  to  prop  the  head ; 
So  that  each  spacious  room  was  one  full-swelling 
bed. 

And  every  where  hujze  oover'd  tables  stood, 
ll^th    wines   high-fiiEivour'd    and    rich    viands 

crown'd; 
Whatever  sprightiy  juice  or  tasteful  food 
On  the  green  bosom  of  this  Earth  are  found, 
And  all  old  Ocean  genders  in  his  round : 
Some  hand  unseen  these  silently  display'd, 
Ev'n  undemanded  by  a  sign  or  sound ; 
You  need  but  wish,  and,  instandy  obey'd, 
Fair-rang'd  the  dishes  rose,  and  thick  the  glasses 
play'd. 

Here  freedom  reign'd,  vrithout  the  least  alloy ; 
Nor  gossip's  tale,  nor  anaent  maiden's  gall. 
Nor  saintiy  spleen,  durst  murmur  at  our  joy. 
And  with  envenom'd  tongue  our  pleasures  palL 
For  why?  there  was  but  one  great  rule  for  all ; 
To  wit,  that  each  should  work  his  own  desire. 
And  eat,  drink,  study,  sleep,  as  it  may  fall. 
Or  melt  the  time  in  love,  or  wake  the  lyre. 
And  carol  what,  unbid,  the  Musgs  nUght  iMpmr. 
igi  ize     y  ^ 
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The  rooms  witli  coKtly  tapeitry  were  huiig, 
Wliero  wfti  inwoven  nurnv  a  gentle  tale; 
Such  as  of  old  tlie  niral  pioets  siing, 
Or  of  Arcadian  or  Sicilian  vale: 
Reclining  lovers,  in  the  loia'ly  dale, 
Pour*d  forth  at  large  tlic  swectly-tortarM  heart ; 
Or,  sighing  tender  passion,  swelPd  the  sale, 
And  taught  charmed  cclio  to  resound  tlicir  smart ; 
While  flocks,  woods,  streams,  around,  repose  and 
peace  impart 

Hiose  pleas'd  the  most,  where,  by  a  cunning 


Depainted  was  die  patriarchal  age ; 
What  tune  Dan  Abraham  left  the  Chaldee  land, 
And  pastur'd  on  from  verdant  stage  to  stage, 
Where  fields  and  fountains  fresh  could  b^  en- 

Toil  was  not  then.     Of  notliing  took  they  heed. 
But  with  wild  lieasts  the  sylvan  war  to  wage, 
And  o*cr  vast  plains  tlieir  herds  and  flocks  to  feed : 
Blest  sons  of  Nature  they !  true  golden  age  indeed ! 

Sometimes  Che  pencil,  in  cool  airy  halls, 
Bade  the  gay  bloom  of  vernal  landskips  rise, 
Or  Autumn's  varied  shades  imbrown  the  walls : 
Now  the  black  tempest  strikes  th*  astonish*d  eyes, 
Now  down  the  steep  tlie  flashing  torrent  flies ; 
The  trembling  Sun  now  plays  o*er  Ocean  blue^ 
And  now  rude  mountains  fVown  amid  the  skies ; 
Whate'er  Lorraine  light-touch'd  with  softening 
hue. 
Or  savage  Rosa  dasli'd,  or  learned  Poussin  drew. 

Each  sound,  too,  here,  to  lancuishment  inclin'di 
Luird  the  weak  bosom,  and  mduccd  ease, 
Aerial  music  in  the  warbling  wind. 
At  distance  rising  oft  by  small  degrees. 
Nearer  and  nearer  came,  till  o*cr  the  trees 
It  hung,  and  breath'd  sudi  soul-dissolring  airs, 
As  did,  alas !  with  soft  perdition  please  : 
Entangled  deep  in  its  enchanting  snares, 
The  listening  heart  forgot  all  duties  and  all  cares. 

A  certain  music,  never  known  before. 
Here  luird  the  pensive  melancholy  mind ; 
Full  easily  obtain'd.     Behoves  no  more. 
But  sidelong,  to  the  gently-waving  wind, 
To  lay  the  well.tun*d  instrument  reclined ; 
FVom  which,  with  airy  flying  fingers  light, 
Beyond  each  mortal  toudi  the  most  refin'd, 
The  god  of  winds  drew  sounds  of  deep  delight : 
Whence,  with  just  cause,  the  harp  of  JEolus  it  higliL 

Ah  me !  what  hand  can  touch  the  string  so  fine? 
Who  up  the  lofty  diapason  roll 
Such  sweet,  such  sad,  such  solemn  airs  divine, 
Then  let  them  down  again  into  the  soul  ? 
Now  rising  love  they  fiuinM ;  now  pleasing  dole 
They  breathed,  in  tender  musings,  through  the 

heart; 
And  now  a  graver  sacred  strain  they  stole. 
As  when  seraphic  hands  an  hymn  import. 
Wild- warbling  Nature  all  above  the  reach  of  Art ! 

Such  the  gay  splendour,  the  luxurious  state. 
Of  cali]>hs  old,  who  on  tlic  Tigris*  sliore, 
In  mighty  Bagdat,  populous  and  great, 
Held  tlicir  bright  court,  where  was  of  ladies  store ; 
And  verse,  love,  music,  Still  the  garland  wore : 


When  sleep  was  coy,  the  bwd  in  waiting  thcre^ 
aicer*d  the  hme  nddniglit  vHth  the  Mui«*s  knt: 
Composng  music  bade  hw  dieams  be  fiur. 
And  music  lent  new  gladness  to  the  raornmg  air. 

Near  the  pavilions  where  we  slept,  still  ran 
Soft-tinkling  streams,  and  dashing  waters  IcU, 
And  sobbing  breeies  aigh*d,  and  oft  began 
(So  work'd  the  wiaard)  wintery  stonas  to  swell, 
As  Heaven  and  Earth  they  would  togetharmcU: 
At  doors  and  windows,  threatening,  seem'd  to 

call 
Hie  demons  of  the  tempest,  growling  feU, 
Yet  the  least  eBtnnce  found  they  none  at  all; 
Whence  sweeter  grew  our  sleep,  secure  in  wnrntf 

hail. 


And  hither  Morpheus  sent  his  kindert  < 
Raising  a  world  of  gayer  tinct  and  grace ; 
O'er  which  were  shadowy  cast  Elyaaa  gltini, 
That  pUiy*d,  in  vraving  Ugfata,  from  plwa  t» 

place. 
And  shed  a  roseate  smile  on  Natore*s  faoaw 
Not  Titian's  pencil  e'er  could  so  array. 
So  fierce  with  clouds  the  pure  ethereal  spaot; 
Ne  could  it  e'er  such  melting  floras  displ^. 
As  loose  on  flowery  beds  all  languishingly  liq^ 

No,  flur  illusions  !  arlftil  phantomi,  no ! 
My  Muse  will  not  attempt  your  fiuiy-landt 
She  has  no  colours  that  like  you  can  glow : 
To  catch  your  vivid  scenes  too  grom  her  hind 
But  sure  it  is,  vras  ne'er  a  subtler  band 
Than  these  same  guileful  angd-aeeming  sprilH^ 
Who  thus  in  dreams,  voluptuous,  soft,  and  Mead, 
Pour'd  aU  th*  Arsbian  Heaven  upon  her  niglitii 
And  bless'd  them  oft  besides  with  more  lAa^'d 
delights. 

Tbey  were  in  sooth  a  moat  enchanting  trail^ 
EVn  feigning  virtue ;  skilftil  to  unite 
With  evu,  good,  and  strew  vnth  pleaame,  pain. 
But  fortfaose  fiends,  whom  blood  andbrailadeigh^ 
Who  huri  the  wretch,  as  if  to  Hell  outrigfat, 
Down,  down  black  gulphs,  where  sullen  walcB 

sleep. 
Or  hold  him  clambering  all  the  fcarftil  nigfat 
On  beetling  cliflk,  or  pent  in  ruins  deep ; 
Tbey,  till  due  time  should  serve,  were  bid  fitf 
hence  to  keep. 

Te  goardian  spirits,  to  irliom  man  is  dear, 
Fhmi  these  foul  demons  shield  the  iiiiihii§fci 

gloom: 
Anffeb  of  fancy  and  of  love,  be  near. 
And  o'er  the  Uank  of  sleep  diflfiise  a  bloom: 
Evoke  the  sacred  shades  of  Greece  and  Roaa% 
And  let  them  virtue  vrith  a  look  impart: 
But  chief,  awhile,  O !  lend  us  from  the  toosb 
These  long-lost  fiiends   for  whom  in  lowe  w« 

smart, 
And  fill  vrith  pious  aire  and  joy-mixt  wne  (be 

heart. 

Or  are  you  sportive  —  Bid  the  mom  of  youA 
Rise  to  new  light,  and  beam  aftcsh  the  da|i 
Of  innocence,  simplidtv,  and  truth ; 
To  cares  estrang'd,  and  manhood's  thorny 
What  transport,  to  retrace  oor  boyish  plays» 
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Our  easy  Uias,  when  each  thing  joy  snpply'd'; 
The  woods,  the  mountaina,  and  the  wai1>Ihig 

maxe 
Of  the  wild  brooks !— 'But  fondly  wandering  wide, 
My  Muse,  resume  the  task  that  yet  doth  thee  abide. 

One  great  amusement  of  oar  household  was, 
In  a  huge  crystal  magic  globe  to  spy. 
Still  as  you  tum*d  it,  all  things  that  do  pass 
Upon  this  ant-hUl  Earth ;  where  constantly 
Of  idly4>usy  men  the  restless  fry 
Bun  bustling  to  and  fro  with  foolish  haste, 
In  search  of  pleasure  vain  that  from  them  fly, 
Or  which  obtain'd,  the  caitiifs  dare  not  taste : 
When  nothing  is  enjoy'd,   can  there  be  greater 


*  Of  vanity  the  mirrour"  this  was  call'd. 
Here  you  a  muckworm  of  the  town  might  see, 
At  his  dull  desk,  amid  his  legers  stalKd, 
Eat  up  with  carlung  care  and  penurie : 
Most  like  to  carcase  parch*d  on  gallow-tree. 
**  A  penny  saved  is  a  penny  got ;" 
Firm  to  this  scoundrel  maxim  keepeth  he, 
Ne  of  its  rigour  wiU  he  bate  a  jot,     * 
m  it  has  quench'd  his  fire,  and  banished  his  pot 


'.  finom  the  fiMi  of  this  low  grub,  behold! 
Comes  fluttering  forth  a  gaudy  spendthrift  heir, 
Ail  l^ossy  gay,  enamelled  all  wiUi  gold. 
The  silly  tenant  of  the  summer-air, 
la  folly  lost,  of  nothing  takes  he  care ; 
Pimpa,  lawyers,  stewar^H  harlots,  flatterers  vile. 
And  thieving  tradesmen  him  among  tliem  share : 
His  Cither's  i^iost  from  limbo-lake,  the  while, 
lees  tfata,  which  more  damnation  doth  upon  him  pile. 

This  globe  pourtray'd  the  race  of  learned  men. 
Still  at  their  books,  and  turning  o*er  the  page 
Backwards  and  forwards:  oft  they  snatch  the  pen, 
As  if  inspir*d,  and  in  a  Tliespian  nge ; 
Then  write,  and  blot,  as  would  your  ruth  engage. 
Why,  authors,  all  this  scrawl  and  scribbling  sore  ? 
To  lose  die  present,  gain  the  future  age, 
ftraised  to  be  when  you  can  hear  no  more, 
Aad  much  enrich'd  with  fhme,  when  useless  worldly  \ 


Then  would  a  splendid  city  rise  to  view. 
With  carts,  and  cars,  and  coaches,  roaring  all : 
Wide  ponr*d  abroad  behold  the  giddy  prew ; 
See  how  they  dash  along  from  wall  to  wall ! 
At  every  door,  hark  how  they  thundering  call ! 
Good  Lord !  ^bat  can  this  giddy  rout  excite  ? 
Why,  on  each  other  with  feu  tooth  to  fidl ; 
A  neigbbour's  fortune,  fSnne,  or  peace  to  blight, 
And  make  new  tiresome  parties  for  tlie  coming 
night. 

Hie  puzzfing  SOBS  of  party  next  ^ipear'd, 
Ib  dburk  cabals  and  nightly  juntos  met ;     [rear*d 
And  now  they  whisper*d  dose,  now  shrugging 
Th'  important  shoulder ;  then,  as  if  to  get 
Hew  light,  their  twinkling  eyes  were  inward  set. 
Mb  aooner  Lucifer  recalls  affairs. 
Than  Ibrth  they  various  rush  in  mighty  fret ; 
When,  lo!  pu^'d  up  to  power,  and  crown'd 
their  cares,  [stairs. 

la  conaa   another  sett,  and  kicketh  them  down 
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But  wiMt  most  show*d  the  vanity  of  Mfo, 
Was  to  behold  the  nations  all  on  fire. 
In  cruel  broHs  engag'd,  and  deadly  strife : 
Most  Christian  kings,  inflamed  by  bladi  desire^ 
With  honourable  ruffians  in  their  hire, 
Cause  war  to  rage,  and  blood  around  to  pour : 
Of  this  nd  work  when  each  Ix^ns  to  tire. 
They  sit  them  down  just  where  they  were  before. 
Till  for  new  scenes  of  woe  peace  shall  their  force 
restore. 

To  number  up  the  thousands  dwelling  here. 
An  useless  were,  and  eke  an  endless  task ; 
From  kings,  and  those  who  at  the  helm  appear. 
To  gypsies  brown  in  summer-glades  who  bask. 
Yea,  many  a  man,  perdie,  I  c^d  unmask. 
Whose  d«k  and  table  make  a  solemn  show. 
With  tape-ty'd  trash,  and  suits  of  fools  that  ask 
For  phue  or  pension  laid  in  decent  row; 
But  these  I  passen  by,  with  nameless  numbers  moe* 

Of  all  the  gentle  tenants  of  the  place, 
There  was  a  man  of  special  grave  remark  : 
A  certain  tender  gloom  overspread  his  face. 
Pensive,  not  sad,  in  thought  involved,  not  dark; 
As  soot  this  man  could  sing  as  morning-lark, 
And  teach  the  noblest  morab  of  the  heart : 
But.these  his  talents  were  yburied  stark ; 
Of  ihe  fine  stores  he  nothing  would  impart, 
Which  or  boon  l^ature  gave,  or   Nature-painting 
Art 

To  noontide  shades  incontinent  he  ran. 
Where  purls  the  brook  with  sleep-inviting  sound ; 
Or  when  Dan  Sol  to  slope  his  wheels  b^;an, 
Amid  the  broom  he  bask*d  him  on  the  ground, 
Where  the  wild  thyme  and  camomoil  are  found : 
There  would  he  linger,  till  the  Utest  ray 
Of  light  sat  trembling  on  the  welkin's  bound  ; 
Then  homeward,  through  the  twilight  shadows 
stray, 
Sauntering  and  slow.  So  had  he  passed  many  a  day  ! 

Yet  not  in  thoughtless  slumber  were  they  past : 
For  oft  the  heavenly  fire,  that  lay  conoeal'd 
Beneath  the  sleeping  embers,  mounted  &st, 
And  all  its  native  light  anew  reveal'd : 
Oft  as  he  traversed  the  cerulean  field. 
And  markt  the  clouds  that  drove  before  the  wind. 
Ten  thousand  glorious  systems  would  he  build. 
Ten  thousand  great  ideas  fill*d  his  mind ; 
But  with  the  clouds  they  fled,  and  left  no  trace 
behind. 

With  him  was  sometimes  join*d,  in  silent  walk, 
(Profoundly  silent,  for  they  never  spoke,) 
One  shyer  still,  who  quite  detested  talk : 
Oft,  stung  by  spleen,  at  once  away  he  broke. 
To  groves  of  pine,  and  broad  overshadowing  oak ; 
There,  inly  thriU'd,  he  wander'd  all  alone. 
And  on  himself  his  pensive  fury  wroke, 
Ne  ever  utter*d  word,  save  when  first  shone 
The  glittering  star  of  eve  —  «  Thank  Heaven !  the 
day  is  done.*' 

Here  lurk*d  a  wretch,  who  had  not  crept  abroad 
For  forty  years,  ne  £M:e  of  mortal  seen ; 
In  duunber  brooding  like  a  loathly  toad : 
And  sure  his  linen  was  not  very  dean. 
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Canto  L 


Tfaitmgh  lerrec  loop-holea,  tiart  had  praecb'd  been 
Near  to  his  bed,  hu  dinner  vde  be  took ; 
Unkempt,  end  rousb,  of  squalid  fkce  and  mien. 
Our  castle*s  shame]  whence,  from  his  filth j  nook. 
We  drove  the  Tillain  out  tor  fitter  lair  to  look. 

One  day  there  chaunc*d  into  these  halls  to  rore 
A  joyous  youth,  who  took  you  at  first  sight ; 
Him  the  wild  wave  of  pleasure  hither  drove, 
Before  the  sprightly  tempest-tossing  light : 
Certes,  he  was  a  most  engaging  wight. 
Of  sodal  glee^  and  wit  humane,  tiwugh  keen, 
Tunung  the  night  to  day,  and  day  to  nij^: 
For  him  the  merry  beUs  had  rung,  I  ween, 
If  in  this  nook  of  quiet  bells  liad  ever  been. 

But  not  er'n  pleasure  to  excess  is  good : 
What  most  elates  then  sinks  the  soul  as  low : 
When  spring-tide  joy  pours  in  with  copious  flood. 
Hie  hig^  still  th^  exulting  billows  flow. 
The  &rther  back  again  th^  flagging  go. 
And  leave  us  grovelling  on  the  dreary  shore : 
Taught  by  this  son  of  joy,  we  found  it  so : 
Who,  whilst  he  staid,  kept  in  a  gay  uproar 
Our  madden'd  castle  all,  th'  abode  of  sleep  no  more. 

As  when  in  prime  of  June  a  bumish*d  fly, 
Sprung  firom  the  meads,  o*er  which  he  sweeps 

along, 
Caieer'd  by  the  breathing  bloom  and  vital  sky, 
Tunes  up  amid  these  airy  halls  his  song, 
Soothing  at  first  the  gay  reposing  throng : 
And  oft  he  sips  their  bowl :  or,  nearly  drown*d, 
He,  thence  recovering,  drives  their  beds  among, 
And  scares  their  tender  sleep,  with  trunkp  pro- 
found; 
Then  out  again  he  flies,  to  wing  his  masy  round. 

Andther  guest  there  was,  of  sense  refin'd. 
Who  felt  each  worth,  for  every  worth  he  had ; 
Serene,  yet  warm,  humane,  yet  firm  hb  mind, 
As  little  touch*d  as  any  man's  with  bad  • 
Him  through  their  inmost  walks  the  Muses  lad. 
To  him  the  sacred  love  of  Nature  lent. 
And  sometimes  would  he  make  our  valley  glad ; 
When  as  we  found  he  would  not  here  be  pent. 
To  him  the  better  sort  this  friendly  mesMge  sent 

*<  Come,  dwell  with  us !  true  son  of  virtue,  oome! 
But  if,  aks !  we  cannot  thee  persuade. 
To  lie  content  beneath  our  peaceful  dome^ 
Ne  ever  more  to  quit  our  quiet  glade ; 
Yet  when  at  last  thy  toils  but  ill  apaid 
Shall  dead  thy  fire,  and  damp  its  heavenly  spark, 
Tliou  wilt  be  ghui  to  seek  the  rural  shade. 
There  to  indulge  the  Muse,  and  Nature  mark  : 
We  then  a  lodge  for  thee  will  rear  in  Hagley-Fbrk. " 

Here  whOom  ligg*d  th'  Esopus  •  of  the  age ; 
But  call*d  by  Fame,  in  soul  ypricked  deep, 
A  noble  pride  restored  him  to  the  stage. 
And  rous*d  hun  like  a  giant  from  his  sleep. 
Ev'n  firom  his  slumbers  we  advantage  reap : 
With  double  force  th'  enliven'd  scene  he  wakes^ 
Tet  quits  not  Nature's  bounds.  He  knows  to  keep 
Each  due  decorum :  now  the  heart  he  shakes, 
And  now  with  well-urg'd  sense  th'  enlighten'd  judg- 
ment takes. 

*  Mr.  Qjuin. 


A  bard  hare  dwd^  more  ftit  flian  bard  beseena; 
f  Who,  void  of  envy,  goik^  and  lust  of  gain, 
On  vhtue  still,  and  Nature's  plearing  tfaemei, 
Pour'd  forth  his  unpremeditated  stndn : 
The  world  forsaking  with  a  calm  diidsiii, 
Here  laugh'd  he  careless  in  his  easy  seat; 
Here  quaff"d  encircled  widi  the  joyous  tnin, 
Oft  moralising  sage ;  his  ditty  sweet 
He  loathed  much  to  write,  ne  cared  to  repcst 

Full  oft  by  holy  fieet  our  ground  was  trod, 
Of  clerks  good  plenty  here  you  mote  etpj. 
A  little,  round,  lat,  oily  man  of  God, 
Was  one  I  chiefly  mark'd  among  the  fiy: 
He  had  a  rosuish  twinkle  in  his  eya, 
And  shone  aU  glittering  widi  ungodly  dew, 
If  a  tight  damsel  chaunc'd  to  trippen  by ; 
Wliich,  when  obeerv'd,  he  shrunk  into  bii  nevi 
And  strai^  would  recollect  his  piety  anew. 

Nor  be  forgot  a  tribe,  who  minded  nought 
(Old  inmates  of  the  place)  but  state-affaiit : 
They  look'd,  perdie,  as  if  they  deeply  though; 
And  on  their  brow  sat  every  nation's  cares. 
TTie  worW  l^  them  is  parcell'd  out  in  shsi». 
When  in  the  hall  of  smoke  they  congreailMM, 
And  the  aage  berry  sun-burnt  Mocha  bears 
Has  dear'd  their  inward  eye :  then,  8inok^»- 
roU'd, 
Their  oracles  break  forth  mysterious,  asof  otd^ 

Here  kmguid  Beauty  kept  her  pale^K'd  court: 
Bevies  of  dainty  dames,  of  high  di^gree, 
From  every  quarter  hitliar  made  resort;    ^^ 
Where,  ftim  gross  mortal  care  and  buBa(» 

ftee. 
They  lay,  pour'd  out  in  ease  and  luxmy. 
Or  should  they  a  vain  show  of  woik  assume 
Alas!  and  well-a^^y !  what  can  it  be? 
To  knot,  to  twist,  to  range  the  venud  W«*"-   , 
But  far  is  cast  the  distaff,  spinning-wbed,  and 

loom. 

Their  hnly  labour  was  to  kill  the  time; 
And  labour  dire  it  ia,  and  weary  woe.    ^ 
They  sit,  they  loll,  turn  o'er  some  idle  ihywj 
Hien,  risuig  sudden,  to  the  glass  they  go, 
Or  saunter  forth,  with  tottering  step  andskm: 
Hiis  soon  too  rude  an  exercise  they  find ; 
Straight  on  the  couch   their  limbs  agua  dvy 


Where  hours  on  hours  they  sighing  lie  redui  d. 

And  court  the  vapoury  god  aoft-breadang  '^^ 
wind. 

Now  must  I  mark  the  villainy  we  found, 
But,  ah  I  too  late,  as  shall  eftaoons  be  ibown. 
A  place  here  was,  deep»  dreary,  under  groood; 
Where  still  our  inmates,  when  unpleasinggN>**» 
Diaeas'd  and  loathsome,  privily  were  throws. 
Farfromthe  light  of  Hesven,  tbtjUagai^^ 

there, 
Unpity'd  uttwing  many  a  bitter  groan ; 
For  of  theae  wr^ches  taken  vraa  no  care : 
Fierce  fiends,  and  hags  of  Hell,  their  only  nam* 


f  This  character  of  Mr.  Tbomaon  was  writt** 
by  Lord  Lyttelton. 
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A]it!tfat<dMBgtl  froBteflDetoCjojrtndKii, 
To  tfab  dark  den,  where  Sickneae  toatM  Alway. 
Here  Lethargy,  with  deadly  sleep  opprest, 
Siretch'd  on  his  back,  a  mighty  lubbard,  lay, 
Heamg  his  side^  and  snored  night  and  day; 
To  stir  him  from  his  traunce  it  was  not  eath, 
And  bis  hal£.open'd  eyne  he  shut  straightway  c 
He  led,  I  wot,  the  softest  way  to  death, 
And  taught  withouten  pain  and  strife  to  yield  the 
breath* 

Of  limbs  enormous,  but  widial  unsound. 
Soft-swob  and  pale,  here  lay  the  Hydropay : 
Unwieldy  man;  with  belly  monstrous  round. 
For  ever  fed  with  watery  supply ; 
For  stiD  he  drank,  and  yet  be  still  was  dry. 
And  mopmg  here  did  Hypochondria  sit. 
If  other  of  Spleen,  in  robes  of  various  dye. 
Who  Tex*d  was  full  oft  with  ugly  fit ;        [a  wit 
And  some  her  firantic  deem'd,  and  some  her  deem'd 

A  lady  proud  she  was,  of  ancient  blood, 
Tetoft  her  fear  her  pride  made  crouchen  low : 
file  felt,  or  fiucy'd  in  her  fluttering  mood, 
An  the  diseases  which  the  spittles  luow. 
And  sought  all  physic  which  the  shops  bestow. 
And  still  new  leedies  and  new  drugs  would  try. 
Her  humour  ever  wavering  to  and  fino ; 
For  sometimes   she  would  laugh,    and  some- 

times  cry. 
Then  sudden  waxed  wroth,   and  all  she  knew  not 

why. 

Fast  by  her  side  a  listless  maiden  pin*d, 
With  aching  head^  and  squeamish  heart-burnings; 
Ptlt,  bloated,  cold,  she  seem*d  to  hate  mankind, 
Yet  lor'd  in  secret  all  forbidden  things. 
And  here  the  Tertian  shakes  his  chillinff  wings ; 
The  sleepless  Gout  here  counts  the  crowmg  cocks, 
A  wolf  now  gnaws  him,  now  a  serpent  stings ; 
Whilst  Apoplexy  cramm'd  Intemperance  knocks 
J^ornn  to  the  ground  at  once,  as  butcher  felleth  ox. 


CAlfTO  IL 

The  knigfat  of  arts  and  industry. 

And  his  achievements  fair ; 
That  by  Us  castle*s  overthrow. 

Secured,  and  crowned  were. 

EacAv*D  the  castle  of  the  sune  of  sin, 
Ah!  where  shall  I  so  sweet  a  dwelling  find? 
For  an  around,  without,  and  all  within, 
^lodBng  aave  what  delightful  was  and  kind, 
Of  goodness  aaTOuring  and  a  tender  mind, 
E*cr  rase  to  view.     But  now  another  strain, 
Of  dole&l  note,  alas !  remains  behind : 
I  BOW  most  sing  of  pleasure  tum*d  to  pain. 
And  of  the  frlse  eocbanter.  Indolence,  complain. 

I*  there  no  patron  to  protect  the  Muse, 
Aad  fence  for  ber  Ftniassus*  berren  soil? 
To  every  labour  its  rewsrd  accrues, 
And  th^  are  sure  of  bread  who  svdnk  and  moil; 
Bnt  a  lU  tribe  tfi'  Aonian  hive  despoil, 
Asntfaless  vrai^ps  oft  rob  the  painful  bee : 
Ihni  utile  tbe  lacws  not  guard  that  noblest  toil, 
Me  fiv  tiie  odicr  Muses  meed  decree, 
^  praised  are  alone,  and  starve  right  merrily. 


I  care  not.  Fortune,  what  yan  aae  desy : 
You  cannot  rob  me  of  f^  Nature's  grace ; 
Tou  cannot  shut  the  windows  of  the  sky,    [lace  ; 
Through  which  Aurora  shows  her  brightlNing 
You  cannot  bar  my  constant  feet  to  trace 
The  woods  and  lawns,  by  living  stream,  at  eve : 
Let  health  my  nerves  and  finer  fibres  brace^ 
And  I  their  toys  to  the  great  children  leave : 
Of  fimcy,  reason,  virtue,  nought  can  me  bersava. 

Come  then,  my  Muse,  and  raise  a  bolder  soeg ; 
Come,  lig  no  more  upon  the  bed  of  sloth, 
Dragging  the  lazy  languid  line  along. 
Fondto  begin,  but  still  to  finish  loth, 
Thy  half-writ  scrolls  all  eaten  by  die  modi: 
Arise,  and  sing  that  generous  imp  of  Fame, 
Who  with  the  sons  of  softness  nobly  wroth. 
To  sweep  away  this  human  lumber  came. 
Or  in  a  chosen  f^  to  rouse  the  slumbering  fbunaii 

In  Fairy-land  there  Iiv*d  a  knight  of  old, 
Of  featuro  stem,  Selvaggio  wdl  ydep'd, 
A  rough  unpolish*d  man,  robust  and  bold. 
But  wondrous  poor :  he  neither  sow*d  nor  reap'd, 
Ne  stores  in  summer  for  cdd  winter  heqp'd ; 
In  hunting  all  his  days  away  he  wore ; 
Now  scorcb'd  by  June,  now  in  November  steep'd. 
Now  pinch'd  by  biting  January  sore^ 
He  still  in  woods  pursued  the  libbard  and  the  boar. 

As  he  one  morning,  long  before  the  dawn, 
Prick*d  through  the  foretrt  to  dislodge  his  prey. 
Deep  in  the  winding  bosom  of  a  lawn. 
With  wood  wild.fring*d,  he  mark*d  a  Uper*8  ray. 
That  from  the  beating  rain,  and  wintery  fray. 
Did  to  a  lonely  cot  his  steps  decoy ; 
There,  up  to  earn  the  needments  of  the  day. 
He  found  dame  Poverty,  nor  fair  nor  coy : 
Her  he  compress'd,  and  fill*d  her  with  a  lusty  boy. 

Amid  the  green-wood  shade  this  boy  was  bred. 
And  grew  at  last  a  knight  of  muchel  fame. 
Of  active  mind  and  vigorous  lustybed. 
The  Knight  of  Arts  and  Industry  by  name. 
Earth  was  hb  bed,  the  boughs  his  roof  did  frame; 
He  knew  no  beverage  but  tbe  flowing  stream  ; 
His  tasteful  wcU-eam'd  food  the  sylvan  game. 
Or  the  brown  fruit  with  which  the  woodlands  teem : 
Tbe  same  to  him  glad  summer,  or  the  winter  breme. 

So  pass*d  his  youthly  morning,  void  of  care, 
Wild  as  tfie  colts  that  thro*  the  conunons  run  : 
For  him  no  tender  parents  troubled  were. 
He  of  the  forest  seem'd  to  be  tbe  son, 
And  oertes  had  been  utterly  undone ; 
But  that  Biinerva  pity  of  him  took, 
With  all  tfie  gods  that  love  the  rural  wonne, 
That  teach  to  tame  the  soil  and  rule  tfie  crook ; 
Ne  did  the  sacred  Nine  disdain  a  gentle  look. 

Of  fertile  genius  him  they  nurtur*d  well. 
In  every  science,  and  in  every  art, 
By  which  mankind  the  thou^less  brutes  eicel. 
That  can  or  use,  or  joy,  or  mce  hnpart. 
Disclosing  all  the  powers  of  head  and  heart : 
Ne  were  the  gopdly  exercises  spar'd, 
TTrnt  brace  the  nerves,  or  make  the  limbs  skrt. 
And  mix  ebstic  fbrce  with  firmness  hard : 
Was  never  knidit  on  ground  mote  be  with  him 
eompard. 
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Soinetinici.  widi  mAy  morn,  be  mounted  gty 
The  bonttF-stecd,  exulting  o*er  the  dale. 
And  drew  the  roseat  breath  of  orient  day; 
Sometimes,  retiring  to  the  secret  vale, 
Tdad  in  steel,  and  bright  with  bumish'd  mail. 
He  strain*d  the  bow,  or  toss'd  the  sounding  spear, 
Or  darting  on  the  goal  outstripp*d  the  gale, 
Or  wheelM  the  chariot  in  its  mid  career,     [peer. 
Or  strenuous  wrestled  hard  with  many  a  tough  com- 

At  other  times  he  pry*d  through  Nature*s  store, 
Whatever  she  in  th*  ethereal  round  contains, 
Whate*er  she  hides  beneath  her  verdant  floor. 
The  vegetable  and  the  mineral  reigns :      [mains. 
Or  else  he  scann*d  the  globe,  those  small  do- 
Where  restless  mortals  such  a  turmoil  keep. 
Its  seas,  its  floods,  its  mountains,  and  its  plains ; 
But  more  he  seaich*d  the  mind,  and  rous*d  from 
sleep 
Those  moral  seeds  whence  we  heroic  actions  reap. 

Nor  would  he  scorn  to  stoop  fVom  high  pursuits 
Of  heavenly  Truth,  and  practise  what  she  taught. 
Vain  is  the  tree  of  knowledge  without  fruits. 
Sometimes  in  hand  the  spade  or  plough  he  caught, 
Forth-calling  all  with  which  boon  Earth  is  frau^t ; 
Sometimes  he  ply'd  the  strong  mechanic  tool. 
Or  rear*d  the  fiibric  fVom  the  finest  draught ; 
And  oft  he  put  himself  to  Neptune's  sclwol. 
Fighting  with  winds  and  vraves  on  the  vext  ocean 
pooL 

To  solace  then  these  rougher  toils,  he  try*d 
To  touch  the  kindling  canvass  into  life  ; 
With  Nature  his  creating  pencil  vy*d, 
With  Nature  joyous  at  the  mimic  strife : 
Or,  to  such  shapes  as  grac*d  Pygmalion's  wife. 
He  hew*d  the  marble ;  or,  with  varied  fire. 
He  rous*d  the  trumpet  and  the  martial  fife. 
Or  bade  the  lute  sweet  tenderness  inspire,    [lyre. 
Qr  verses  fiam*d  that  well  might  wake  ApoUo*s 

Accomplish'd  thus  he  from  the  woods  issued. 
Full  of  great  aims,  and  bent  on  bold  emprizo ; 
The  work,  which  long  be  in  his  breast  had  brew*d. 
Now  to  perform  he  ardent  did  derise ; 
To  wit,  a  iMubarous  world  to  dvilise. 
Earth  was  till  then  a  boundless  forest  wild ; 
Nought  to  be  seen  but  savage  wood,  and  skies ; 
No  cities  nourish*d  arts,  no  culture  smiPd, 
No  government,  no  laws,  no  gentle  manners  mild. 

A  rugged  wight,  the  worst  of  brutes,  was  mau ; 
On  his  own  wretched  kind  he,  ruthless,  prey*d : 
The  strongest  still  the  weakest  over-ran ; 
In  every  country  mighty  robbers  sway'd. 
And  guile  and  ruffian  force  were  all  their  trade. 
Life  was  a  scene  of  rapine,  want,  and  woe ; 
Which  this  brave  knight,  in  noble  anger,  noade 
To  swear,  he  would  the  rascal  rout  o*erthrow, 
For,  by  the  powers  divine,  it  should  no  more  be  to ! 

It  would  exceed  the  purport  of  my  song. 
To  say  how  this  best  Sun  from  orient  climes 
Came  beaming  life  and  beauty  all  along. 
Before  him  chasing  indolence  and  crimes. 
Still  as  he  pass*d,  the  nations  he  sublimes, 
And  calls  forth  arts  and  vurtues  with  his  ray : 
Tlien  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Rome,  theur  golden 


Sucoenvefaad;  but  now  in  ruins  grey 
Hiey  lie,  to  slavish  sloth  and  tyruuij  t  prey. 

To  crown  his  toils,  sir  Industry  then  spresd 
The  swelling  sail,  and  made  for  Britain'i  omL 
A  sylvan  life  till  then  the  natives  led, 
In  the  brown  shades  and  green-wood  (breit  lot, 
All  careless  rambling  where  it  likM  them  moit: 
Their  wealth  die  wild-deer  bouncing  thiwigb  Ae 

glade; 
•Diey  l<Sg*d  at  Urge,  and  liv*d  at  Natuie'i  coil; 
Save  spear,  and  bow,  withouten  odier  sid ; 
Tet  not  the  Roman  steel  their  naked  bresit  dk- 
may*dl 

He  lik*d  the  soH,  be  lik*d  the  dement  ikies, 
He  lik'd  the  verdant  hills  and  flowery  pWn^ 
'  Be  this  my  great,  my  chosen  isle,"  be  cries, 


'  This,  whilst  my  labours  Liber^  surtuw, 
This  queen  of  Ocean  all  assault  ddsdsios." 
Nor  lik'd  he  less  the  genius  of  the  land, 
To  fVecdom  apt  and  persevering  P«™» 
Mild  to  obey,  and  generous  to  command,  ^    ^ 
Tempered  by  forming  Heaven  with  kindeal,  fimrt 


Here,  by  degrees,  bis  master-woik  aros^ 
Whatever  arts  and  industry  can  fttroe : 
Whatever  finished  Agriculture  knows, 
Fair  queen  of  arts!  firom  Heaven  itself  who  c«k 
When  Eden  flourished  in  unspotted  ftme  s 
And  still  with  her  sweet  Innocence  we  fiidt 
And  tender  Pteace,  and  joys  without  a  mib^ 
Tl»t,  while  they  ravisli,  tranquilliie  the  ffliw  - 
Nature  and  Art,  at  once,  deUght  and  use  cob- 
bm'd. 

The  towns  he  quickenM  by  mechanic  arts, 
And  bade  the  fervent  city  glow  with  toil ; 
Bade  social  Commerce  raise  renowned  marts, 
Join  land  to  land,  and  marry  soil  to  soil, 
Unite  the  Poles,  and,  without  bloody  spo»l» 
Bring  home  of  either  Ind  the  gorgeous^; 
Or,  should  despotic  rage  the  worid  embroil, 
Bade  tyrants  tremble  on  remotest  shores,  [loj^ 
While  o*er  th*  encircling  deep  Britannia's  ilniw» 

The  drooping  Muses  then  he  westward  cslTd, 
From  the  fam*d  city  by  Propontic  aea, 
What   time    the   Turk  th'  enfeebled   Owf« 

tiiraird;  ^ 

Thence  from  their  cloiater'd  walks  he  set  iw» 

free. 
And  brought  them  to  another  Castali^^^ 
Where  Isis  many  a  famous  noursling  bree*; 
Or  where  old  Cam  soft^paces  o*er  the  l«« 
In  pensive  mood,  and  tunes  his  Doric  '***'ji 
The  whUst  his  flocks  at  large  the  loody  »w|«" 

feeds. 

Yet  die  fine  arts  were  what  he  finished  !<•<• 
For  why?     They  are  the  yiintessence of^^ 
The  growth  of  labouring  tm^e,  and  slow  mffea»t 
Unless,  as  seldom  chances,  it  should  fallt 
TTiat  mighty  patrons  the  coy  sisters  call 
Up  to  the  sun-shine  of  uncumber'd  «•*»  J;*\*: 
Where  no  rude  care  the  mounting  thougMJJ 
And  where  Uiey  nodiing  have  to  do  but  PK^ ' 
li!  gradousGod:  thou  know'st  they  ask  aoot* 


Ah 


gracious  < 
fees. 
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But  noW|  alas !  we  lire  too  late  in  time  : 
Our  patrons  now  ev*n  grudge  that  little  claim. 
Except  to  such  as  sleek  the  soothing  rhyme ; 
And  yet,  forsooth,  they  wear  Maecenas*  name, 
Poor  sons  of  pufi-up  vanity,  not  fame. 
Unbroken  spirits,  cheer !  still,  still  remains 
Til'  eternal  patron.  Liberty ;  whose  flame^ 
WIdie  she  protects,  inspires  the  noblest  strains. 
Hie  best,  and  sweetest  far,  are  toil-created  gains. 

When  as  the  knight  had  fVam'd,  in  Britain-land 
A  matchless  form  of  glorious  government. 
In  irfuch  the  sovereign  laws  alone  conmumd, 
laws  *8tablish'd  by  the  public  tree  consent. 
Whose  majesty  is  to  the  sceptre  lent ; 
When  this  great  plan,  with  each  dependent  ar^ 
Was  settled  firm,  and  to  his  heart's  content, 
llien  sought  he  from  the  toilsome  scene  to  part, 
And  let  lif<^8  vacant  eve  breathe  quiet  through  the 
heart 

For  this  he  dioie  a  &nn  in  Deva*s  vale, 
Where  his  long  alleys  peep*d  upon  the  main. 
In  this  calm  seat  he  drew  the  healthful  gale. 
Here  mix*d  the  chief,  ^  patriot,  and  &e  swain, 
lie  happy  monarch  of  his  sylvan  train. 
Here,  sided  by  the  guardians  of  the  fold. 
He  walk'd  his  rounds,  and  cheer'd  his  blest 

domain ! 
His  days,  the  dsys  of  unstain'd  nature,  roll'd, 
Replete  wiUi  peace  and  joy,  like  patriarchs  of  old» 

Witness,  ye  lowing  herds,  who  gave  him  milk ; 
Witness,  ye  flocks,  whose  woolly  vestments  £» 
JSzoeed  soft  India's  cotton,  or  her  silk ; 
Witness^  with  autumn  charg'd,  the  nodding  car, 
That  homeward  came  beneath  sweet  evening's 

star. 
Or  of  September  moons  the  radiance  mild. 
0,  hide  thy  bead,  abominable  War ! 
Of  crimes  and  ruffian-idleness  the  child 
FroiB  Heaven  this  life  ysprung,  from  Hell  thy  glories 
vfld! 

Nor  from  this  deep  retirement  banish'd  was 
TV  amwing  care  of  rural  industry. 
9dSl  m  with  grateful  change  the  seasons  pass. 
New  scenes  arise,  new  landskips  strike  the  eye. 
And  all  th*  enliren'd  country  beautify : 
Gay  plaina  extend  where  marshes  slept  before ; 
O'er  recent  meads  th'  exulting  streandets  fly ; 
Dsfk  frowning  heaths  grow  bright  with  Cares' 
storey  [shore. 

And  woods  imbrovm  the  steep,  or  wave  along  the 

As  nearer  to  his  Cum  you  made  approach, 
He  poUafa'd  nature  with  a  finer  hand : 
Yet  on  ber  beauties  durst  not  art  incroach ; 
*Tk  art's  alone  these  beauties  to  expand. 
la  graceful  dance  imminglcd,  o'er  the  land, 
Fsl^  Bateaa,  Flora,  and  Pomona  play'd : 
Hoe  too  brisk  gales  the  rude  wild  conmionfann'd 
An  hippy  place  ;  where  free,  an#  unafraid, 
Anid  the  flowering  brakes  each  coyer   creature 
straj'd. 

Bat  in  prime  vigour  what  can  last  for  ay  ? 
Hat  sooL-enfeebling  wizard  IndoleaoL 
I  whilom  sung,  wrought  in  his  worics  a^cay  : 
Spread  far  ana  wide  was  his  curs'd  influence ; 


Of  public  virtue  much  he  dnll'd  the  i 
£v*n  much  of  private  ;  ate  our  spirit  oat, 
And  fed  our  raiak  luxurious  vices :  whence 
The  land  was  overlaid  with  numy  a  lout ; 
Not  as  old  Fame  reports,  wise,  generous,  boVl,  and 
stout. 

A  nge  of  pleasure  madden'd  every  himitf 
Down  to  the  lowest  lees  the  ferment  ran : 
To  his  licentious  wish  each  must  be  blest, 
With  joy  be  fever'd  ;  snatch  it  as  he  can.- 
Thus  Vice  the  standard  rear'd ;  her  airier4)an 
Corruption  call'd,  and  loud  she  gave  the  word, 
'*  Minid,  mind  yoiuielves !  why  should  the  vulgar 


Tlie  lacquey,  be  more  virtuous  than  his  lord? 
Enjoy  this  span  of  life!  'tis  all  the  gods  afibrd.'* 

Hie  tidings  reach'd  to  where,  in  quiet  haU, 
The  good  old  knight  enjoy'd  well-eam'd  repose. 
**  OxDB,  come,  sir  Knight !  thy  children  on  thee 

call*. 
Come,,  save  us  yet,  ere  ruin  round  us  close ! 
The  demon  Indolence  thy  toils  o'erthrows." 
On  this  the  noble  colour  stain'd  his  chedis. 
Indignant,  glowing  through  the  whitening  snows 
Of  venerable  eld ;  his  eye  full  speaks 
His  ardent  soul,  and  fhim  lus  couch  at  once  he 

breaks. 

«*  I  will,"  he  cry'd,  «•  so  help  me  God !  destroy 
That    villain   Ardumage."  ^  His  page  then 

straight 
He  to  him  call'd,  a  fiery-footed  boy, 
Benempt  Dispatch.    "  My  steed  be  at  the  gate ; 
My  banl  attend ;  quick,  bring  the  net  of  Fate.** 
Tliis  net  was  twisted  by  the  sisters  three ;       [late 
Which  when  once  cast  o'er  harden'd  wretch,  too 
Repentance  comes ;  replevy  cannot  be 
F^rom  the  strong  iron  gnsp  of  vengefbl  Destiny. 

He  came,  the  bard,  a  little  druid-wight. 
Of  witho-'d  aspect ;  but  his  eye  was  keen. 
With  sweetness  mix'd.     In  russet  brown  bedight, 

.   As  is  his  sister  *  of  the  copses  green. 
He  crept  along,  unpromising  of  mien. 
Gross  he  who  judges  so.     His  soul  was  fair. 
Bright  as  the  children  of  yon  azure  sheen. 
IVue  comeliness,  which  nothing  can  impair, 

Dwells  in  the  mind :  all  else  is  vanity  and  glare. 

"  Come,"  quoth  the  knight,  <'  a  voice  has  reach'd 

mine  ear : 
The  demon  Indolence  threats  overtlirow 
To  all  that  to  mankind  is  good  and  dear : 
Come,  Fhilomelus ;  let  us  instant  go, 
O'ertum  his  bowers,  and  lay  his  castle  low. 
Those  men,  those  wretched  men !  who  unil  be 

slaves. 
Must  drink  a  bitter  wrathful  cup  of  woe : 
But  some  there  be,  thy  song,  as  from  their  graves. 
Shall  raise.     Thrice  happy  he !  who  without  rigour 


Issuinc  forth,  the  knight  bestrode  his  steed, 
Of  ar£nit  bay,  and  on  whose  front  a  star   [breed 
Shone  blazing  bright :  sprung  from  the  generous 
That  whirl  of  active  day  the  rapid  car, 


•  The  nightingale.  . 
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lie  pnnc*d  mlong,  cUadaining  gate  or  bar. 
Meantime^  the  biuxl  on  milk-whke  palfrey  rode ; 
An  honest  tober  beast,  that  did  not  mar 
His  naeditations,  but  fbU  softly  trode ; 
And  much  they  moralis*d  as  thus  yfere  they  yode. 

Tliey  talk*d  of  Tirtue,  and  of  human  bliss. 
What  else  so  fit  for  man  to  settle  well  ? 
And  still  their  long  researches  met  in  this, 
This  truth  <f  truths,  which  nothing  can  refel : 
«  Fhnn  virtue's  fount  the  purest  joys  out- well. 
Sweet  rills  of  thought  that  cheer  the  conscious 
soul;  *   [Hell, 

While  Tice.  pours  forth  the  troubled  streams  of 
The  which,  howe*er  disguised,  at  last  widi  dole 
Will,  through  the  tortur*d  breast,  their  fiery  torrent 
roU." 

At  length  it  dawn*d,  that  iatal  valley  gay,    [rear. 
0*er  which  high  wood-crown*d  hills  their  summits 
On  the  cool  height  awhile  our  palmers  stay, 
And  spite  ev*n  of  themselves  their  senses  cheer ; 
Then  to  the  wixard*s  wonne  their  steps  they  steer, 
like  a  green  isle,  it  broad  beneath  them  spred, 
With  gardens  round,  and  wandering  currents  clear. 
And  tufted  groves  to  shade  the  meadow  bed, 
Sweet  airs  and  song ;  and  without  hurry  all  seem'd 
glad. 

"  As  God  shall  judge  mc^  knight,  we  must  for- 
give" 
(The  half.enraptur*d  Fhilomelus  cry'd) 
"  Tlie  firail  good  man  deluded  here  to  live,- 
And  in  these  groves  his  musing  fancy  hide. 
Ah !  nought  is  pure.     It  cannot  be  deny*d, 
Hiat  virtue  still  some  tincture  has  of  vice, 
And  vice  of  virtue.     What  should  then  betide 
But  that  our  charity  be  not  too  nice  ? 
Come^  let  us  those  we  can  to  real  bliss  entice.** 

**  Ay,  sicker,**  quoth  the  knisht,  «  all  flesh  is  frail. 
To  pleasant  sin  and  joyous  £dliance  bent ; 
But  let  not  brutish  vice  of  this  avail. 
And  tiiink  to  *8cape  deserved  punishment. 
Justice  were  cruel  weakly  to  relent ; 
From  Mercy's  self  she  got  her  sacred  glaive ; 
Grace  be  to  those  who  can,  and  will,  repent ; 
But  penance  long,  and  dreary,  to  the  slave, 
Who  must  in  floods  of  fire  his  gross  foul  spuitrlave.** 

Tims,  holding  high  discourse,  they  came  to  where 
The  cursed  carle  was  at  his  wonted  trade ; 
Still  tempting  lieedless  men  into  his  snare. 
In  witching  wise,  as  I  before  have  said. 
But  when  he  saw,  in  goodly  geer  array'd. 
The  grave  majestic  kmght  approaching  nigh, 
And  by  his  side  the  bard  so  sage  and  staic^ 
His  countenance  fell ;  yet  oft  his  anxious  eye 
Mark*d  them,  like  wily  fox  who  roosted  cock  doth 
spy. 

Nathless,  with  feign'd  respect,  he  bade  give  back 
The  rabble-rout,  and  welcom'd  them  full  kind ; 
Struck  with  the  noble  twain,  they  were  not  slack 
His  orders  to  obey,  and  fall  behind. 
Then  he  resum*d  his  song ;  and  unconfin*d, 
Pbur'd  all  his  music,  ran  tlirough  all  his  strings : 
With  magic  dust  thcdr  eyne  he  tries  to  blind. 
And  virtue's  tender  airs  o'er  weakness  flings. 
Wliat  pity  base  his  song  who  so  divinely  sings ! 


Elate  in  thought,  he  countad  them  his  own, 
They  listen'd  so  intent  widi  fix*d  delight : 
But  they  instead,  as  if  transmew'd  to  stone, 
M arveli'd  he  could  with  sudi  sweet  art  unite 
Tlie  lights  and  shades  of  manners,  wrong  sod 

right 
Meantime,  die  silly  crowd  the  charm  devoor. 
Wide  pressing  to  die  gate.     Swift  on  the  knigiit 
He  darted  fierce,  to  £ag  him  to  his  bower. 
Who  hackening  shunn'd  his  touch,  for  w^  he  knev 
its  power. 

As  in  throng'd  amphitheatre,  of  old. 
The  wary  Retiarius  trapp'd  his  ibe ; 
£v'n  so  the  knight,  returning  on  him  bold. 
At  once  involv'd  him  in  the  n^  (fwott 
Whereof  I  mention  made  not  long  aga 
Inrag'd  at  first,  he  scom'd  so  weak  a  jail, 
And  leapt,  and  flew,  and  flounced  to  and  fit) ; 
But  when  he  found  that  nothing  could  avail, 
He  set  him  fielly  down  and  gnaw'd  his  Inttcr  nsiL 

Alarm'd,  di*  inferior  demons  of  the  place 
Rais'd  rueful  shrieks  and  hideous  yells  aroimd; 
Black  stormy  clouds  deform'd  the  welkili's  &ce^ 
And  from  beneath  was  heard  a  wailing  sound. 
As  of  infernal  sprites  in  cavern  bound  ; 
A  solemn  sadness  every  creature  strook. 
And  lightnines  flaah'd,  and  borrour  rock'dtbe 
ground:  [look. 

Huge  crowds  on  crowds  out-pour'd,  with  Memidb'd 
As  if  on  time's  last  verge  this  frame  of  things  had 


Soon  as  the  short-liv'd  tempest  was  yspent, 
Steam'd  from  the  jaws  of  vex'd  Avemus'  hole. 
And  hush'd  the  hubbub  of  the  rabblement, 
Sir  Industry  the  first  calm  moment  stole. 
"  There  must,"  hecry'd,  **  amidst  so  vast  a  shoal. 
Be  some  who  are  not  tainted  at  the  heart. 
Not  poison'd  quite  by  this  same  villain's  bowl: 
Come  then,  my  bard,  thy  heavenly  fire  impart; 
Touch  soul  with  soul,  till  fcnth  the  latent  spirit  start " 

Tlie  bard  obey'd ;  and  taking  from  his  side. 
Where  it  in  seemly  sort  depending  hung. 
His  Britisli  harp,  its  speaking  strings  he  try'4 
The  which  with  skilful  touch  he  dcnly  strung. 
Till  dnkling  in  clear  symphony  they  rung. 
Then,  as  he  felt  the  Muses  come  along. 
Light  o'er  the  chords  his  raptur'd  hand  he  flung, 
And  play'd  a  prelude  to  his  rising  song : 
The  whilst,  like  midnight  mute,  ten  thousands  nwnd 
him  thrcmg. 

Thus,  ardent,  burst  his  strain,— 

•*  Te  helpless  race, 
Dire-labouring  here  to  smother  reason's  ray. 
That  lights  our  Maker's  image  in  our  lace. 
And  gives  us  wide  o'er  Earth  unquestioa'd  trntg ; 
What  is  th'  ador'd  Supreme  Perrection,  ai^  ? 
What,  but  eternal  nevcr-resting  soul. 
Almighty  powr,  and  all-direcdng  day  ; 
By  whom  eacn  atom  stirs,  the  planets  roll ; 
Who  fills,  surrounds,  informs,  and  agitates  the  whole. 

**  Come,  to  the  beaming  God  your  hearts  unfold  I 
Draw  from  its  fountain  life !  'tis  thence,  alooe, 
We  can  excel.     Up  from  unfeeling  mould, 
To.serapks  burning  round  th*  Almighty *a  throne* 
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liferiang  stOl  on  life,  in  higher  tone, 
Vmhedaa  toanM,  ttad  with  perfection  bliv. 
Id  uiuTtrHl  nature  thb  deer  shown, 
Nior  oeedeth  proof;  to  prove  it  were,  I  wii. 
To  prove   the  beeuteoiu  world  excels  the  brute 
abjM. 

**  U  not  the  field,  with  lively  culture  green, 
Aflgfat  more  joyous  than  the  dead  morass? 
Do  not  the  slues,  with  active  ether  clean. 
And  fann'd  by  sprightly  sephyrs,  far  surpass 
Hie  foul  November  fogs,  and  slumberous  mass, 
With  which  sad  Nature  veils  her  drooping  &ce? 
Does  not  the  mountain-stream,  as  clear  as  glass. 
Gay  dancing  ta,  the  putrid  pool  disgrace  ? 
His  same  in  all  holds  true,  but  chief  in  hunum 


**  It  was  not  by  vile  loitering  in  ease 
Thst  Greece  obtained  the  brighter  palm  of  art, 
That  soft  yet  ardent  Athens  learnt  to  please^ 
To  keen  the  wit,  and  to  sublime  the  heart. 
In  all  supreme !  complete  in  every  part  f 
It  was  not  thence  majestic  Rome  arose. 
And  o*er  the  nations  shook  her  conquering  dart : 
For  sluggard's  brow  the  laurel  never  grows  ; 
Renown  is  not  the  chDd  of  indolent  repose. 

«  Had  unambitious  mortals  minded  nought. 
Bat  in  loose  joy  their  time  to  wear  away ; 
Hsd  they  alone  die  lap  of  dalliance  sought, 
Pleas'd  on  her  pillow  their  dull  heads  to  lay. 
Rude  Nature's  state  had  been  our  state  to-day ; 
No  cities  e'er  their  towery  fronts  had  rais'd. 
No  arts  had  made  us  opulent  and  gay ; 
With  brother4>rutes  the  human  race  had  gras'd ; 
None  e'er  had  soar*d  to  fiime,  none  honour'd  been, 
none  prais'd. 

**  Great  Homer's  song  had  never  fir'd  the  breast 
To  thirrt  of  glory,  and  heroic  deeds ; 
Sweet  Bfaro's  Muse,  sunk  in  inglorious  rest, 
Had  silent  slept  amid  the  Mindan  reeds : 
The  wits  of  modem  time  had  told  their  beads, 
And  monkish  legions  been  their  only  strains ; 
Oar  Milton's  £den  had  lain  wrapt  m  weeds. 
Our  Shakapeare  stroll'd  and  laugh'd  with  War- 
wick swains, 
Ne  hKl  my  master  Spenser  charm'd  his  Mulla's 
plains. 

"  Dumb  too  bad  been  the  sage  historic  Muse, 
And  perisfa'd  all  the  sons  of  ancient  fame; 
Tlnse  starry  lights  of  virtue,  that  diffuse 
Tbtoatjb  the  dark  depth  of  time  their  vivid  flame, 
Had  aU  been  lost  with  such  as  have  no  name. 
Who  tfien  had  scom'd  his  ease  for  others*  good  ? 
Who  then  had  toil*d  rapacious  men  to  tame? 
Who  in  the  public  breach  devoted  stood, 
And  tog  hb  country's  cause  been  prodigal  of  blood? 

**  But  should  your  hearts  to  fiiidfckinfeeling  be. 
If  right  I  read,  your  pleasure  ul  require : 
Then  hear  how  best  may  be  obtain'd  this  fec^ 
How  best  enjoy'd  this  nature's  vride  desire. 
Toil,  and  be  glad  !   let  Industry  inspire 
Into  your  quicken'd  limbs  her  buojrant  breath ! 
Who  does  not  act  is  dead ;  absorpt  entire 
In  mify  sloth,  no  pride,  no  joy  he  hatli : 
0  ktdcs-heartcd  meny  to  be  in  love  with  death ! 


**  Ah !  what  avail  the  largest  gifts  of  Heaven, 
When  drooping  health  aM  spirits  go  amiss? 
How  tasteless  then  whatever  can  be  given ! 
Healdi  is  the  vital  principle  of  bliss, 
And  exercise  of  hnlth.     In  proof  of  this. 
Behold  the  wretch,  who  slugs  his  lif^  away, 
Soon  svrallow'd  in  disease's  sad  abyss ; 
While  he  whom  toil  has  brac'd,  or  manly  phiy. 
Has  li(^t  as  air  each  limb^  each  thought  as  dear  as 
day. 

**  O,  who  can  speak  the  vigorous  joy  of  health? 
Unclogg'd  the  body,  unobscur'd  the  mind : 
The  morning  rises  gay,  widi  pleasing  stealth. 
The  temperate  evening  falls  serene  and  kind. 
In  health  the  wiser  brutes  true  gladness  find. 
See !  how  the  3reuiiglingB  frisk  along  the  meads^ 
As  Mmj  comes  on,  and  vrakes  the  balmy  wind; 
Rampant  with  life,  their  joy  all  joy  exceeds : 
Yet  what  but  high-strung  health  this  dancing  pica. 
saunoe  breeds? 

*'  But  here,  instead,  is  foeter*d  every  ill. 
Which  or  distemper'd  minds  or  bodies  know. 
Come  then,  my  kindred  spirits !  do  not  spill 
Tour  talents  here.     This  pbce  is  but  a  show. 
Whose  charms  delude  you  to  the  den  of  woe : 
Come,  follow  me,  I  will  direct  you  right, 
Mliere  pleasura's  roses,  void  of  serpents,  grow. 
Sincere  as  sweet ;  come,  follow  this  good  knight, 

And  you  will  bless  the  day  that  brought  him  to  your 
sight. 

[camps; 
"  Some  he  will  lead   to  courts,   and  some  to 
To  senates  some,  and  public  sage  debates, 
Where,  by  the  solemn  gleam  of  midnigfat-lamps^ 
The  worid  is  pob'd,  and  manag'd  mighty  states ; 
To  high  discovery  some,  that  aew-creates 
The  fiice  of  Earth ;  some  to  the  thriving  mart ; 
Some  to  the  rural  reign,  and  softer  &tes ; 
To  the  sweet  Muses  some,  who  raise  the  heart ; 

All  glory  shall  be  yours,  all  nature,  and  all  art. 

"  There  ar^  I  see,  who  listen  to  mr  lay. 
Who  wretched  sigh  for  virtue,  but  despair. 
*  All  may  be  done,'  methinks  I  hear  them  say, 
<  Ev'n  death  despis'd  by  generous  actions  fiur ;  . 
All,  but  for  those  who  to  these  bowen  repair. 
Their  every  power  dissolv'd  in  luxury. 
To  quit  of  torpid  sluggishness  the  Udr, 
And  fVom  the  powerful  arms  of  sloth  get  firee. 
'Tu  rising  firom  the  dead  :^ Alas  !^t  cannot  be  V 

**  Would  you  then  learn  to  dissipate  the  band 
Of  these  huge  threatening  difficulties  dire. 
That  in  the  weak  man's  way  like  lions  standy 
His  soul  appall,  and  damp  his  risins  fire  ? 
Resolve,  resolve,  and  to  be  men  nspae. 
Exert  that  noblest  privil^e,  alone, 
Here  to  mankind  indulg'd :  oontrool  desire ; 
Let  godlike  Reason,  frmn  her  sovereign  throne. 
Speak  the  commanding  word — Ivriii — and  it  is 
done. 


'*  Heavens !  can  you  then  thus  waste^  in  i 

fill  wise. 

Your  few  important  days  of  tryal  here  ? 
Heirs  of  eternity  !  yborn  to  rise 
Through  endless  states  of  being,  still  more  near 
To  bliss  approaching,  and  perfection  clear, 
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Can  you  rmoimce  m  forttme  so  sublime, 
Such  glorious  hopes,  your  backward  steps  to 
And  roll,  wSdi  Tilest  brutes,  thro'  mud  and  slime? 
No !  no !  —  Your  heaven-toucfa'd  heart  disdains  the 
sordid  crime  !** 

«  Enough !  enough  !*'  they  cry'd— straight  from 

the  crowd 
Use  better  sort  on  wings  of  transport  fly : 
As  when  amid  the  lifeless  summits  proud 
Of  Alpine  cliffs,  where  to  the  gelid  sky 
Snows  pil*d  on  snows  in  wintery  torpour  lie, 
The  rays  divine  of  remal  Fho^us  play ; 
111*  awaken*d  heaps,  in  streamlets  from  on  high, 
Rous'd  into  action,  lively  leap  away,  [gaj. 

Glad  warbling  through  the  vales,  in  thdr  new  being 

Not  less  the  life,  the  vivid  joy  serene, 
Xliat  lighted  up  these  new..created  men, 
Than  that  which  wings  th'  exulting  spirit  clean. 
When,  just  deliver*d  from  his  fleshly  den. 
It  soaring  seeks  its  native  skies  agen : 
How  light  its  essence  !  how  unclogg*d  its  poweri^ 
Bevond  the  blazon  of  my  mortal  pen ! 
£v  n  so  we  glad  forsook  the  sinful  bowers, 
£v*n  such  enraptur*d  life,  such  energy  was  ours. 

But  far  the  greater  part,  with  rage  inflamed, 
I>ire.mutter*d  curses,  and  blasphem'd  high  Jove. 
<<  Te  sons  of  hate  !**  they  bitterly  exclaim'd, 
*' What  brought  you  to  this  seat  of  peace  and  love  ? 
While  wiA  kind  nature,  here  amid  the  grove. 
We  pass'd  the  harmless  sabbath  of  our  time, 
What  to  disturb  it  could,  fell  men,  emove 
Your  barbarous  hearts  ?  Is  happiness  a  crime  ? 
Then  do  the  fiends  of  Hell  rule  in  yon  Heaven 
sublime.** 

«  Ye  impious  wretches,**    quoth  the  knight  in 

wrath, 
*'  Your  happiness  behold !  *'  Then  straight  a  wand 
He  wav*d,  an  anti-magic  power  that  lutth, 
Trudi  from  illusive  fiilsehood  to  command. 
jSudden  the  landskip  sinks  on  every  hand ; 
The  pure  quick  streams  are  marshy  puddles  found ; 
On  baleful  heaths  the  groves  all  blacken*d  stand; 
And,  o*er  the  weedy  foul  abhorred  ground. 
Snakes,  adders,    toads,    each    loathsome  creature 

crawls  around. 

And  here  and  there,  on  trees  by  lightning  scath'd. 
Unhappy  wights  who  loathed  life  yhung ; 
Or,  in  fresh  gore  and  recent  murder  bath*d. 
They  weltering  lay ;  or  else,  infuriate  flung 
Into  the  gloomy  flood,  while  ravens  sung 
The  ftmeral  dii^,  they  down  the  torrent  roird : 
Thes&  by  distemper*d  blood  to  madness  stung. 
Had  doom*d  themselves;  whence  oft,  when  night 
controird 
Ibe  world,  returning  hither  their  sad  spirits  howPd. 

Meantime  a  moving  scene  was  open  laid ; 
Hiat  lazar-house,  I  whilom  in  my  lay 
Depainted  have,  its  horrours  deep.display*d. 
And  gave  unnumiier'd  wretches  to  the  day. 
Who  tossing  there  in  squalid  misery  lay. 
Soon  as  of  sacred  light  th*  unwonted  smile 
Pour*d  on  these  living  catacombs  ito  ray, 
Tlnrough  the  drear  caverns  stretching  many  a  mile. 
The  sick  up-nus'd  their  heads,  and  dropp'd  tlieir 
1  awhile. 


"  O,  Heaven!"  they  cry'd,  «  and  do   we  once 


Yon  blessed  Sun,  and  this  green  Earth  ao  fiur? 
Are  we  from  noisome  damps  of  pest-house  free? 
And  drink  our  souls  the  sweet  ediereai  air? 
O,  thou !  or  knight,  or  god !  who  boldest  Cfacre 
Tliat  fiend,  oh,  keep  bun  in  eternal  chains! 
But  what  for  us,  the  children  of  despair. 
Brought  to  the  brink  of  Hell,  what  hope  remains? 
Repentance  does  itsdf  but  aggravate  our  pains.'* 

The  gentle  knight,  who  saw  their  ruefril  caae^ 
Let  &11  adown  his  silver  beard  some  tears. 
"  Certes,"  quoth  he,  "his  not ev*n  in  grace, 
T*  undo  the  past,  and  eke  your  broken  years : 
Nathlesa,  to  nobler  worlds  Repentance  rearsy 
With  humble  hope,  her  eye ;  to  her  is  given 
A  power  the  truly  contrite  heart  that  cheers  ; 
She  quells  the  brand  by  which  the  rocks  are  livea; 
She  more  than  merely  softens,  she  rejoices  Heaven. 

«  Tl^en  patient  bear  the  suflRoings  you  have  eam'd. 
And  by  these  sufferings  purify  tlw  mind  ; 
Let  wisdom  be  by  past  misconduct  leam'd : 
Or  pious  die,  with  penitence  resign'd ; 
And  to  a  life  more  happy  and  refin'd. 
Doubt  not,  you  shall,  new  creatures,  yet  aria& 
Till  then,  you  may  expect  in  me  to  find 
One  who  will  wipe  your  sorrow  from  your  eyes, 
One  who  wOl  soothe  your  pangs,  and  wing  you  to 
the  skies.** 


Iliey  silent  heard,  and  pour'd  their  thanks  in 
<«  For  you,"  resum'd  the  knight,  with 

tone, 
"  Whose  hard  dry  hearts  th*  obdurate 
That  villain*s  gifts  will  cost  you  many  a  groan; 
In  dolorous  mansion  long  you  must  bemoan 
His  frital  charms,  and  weep  your  stains  away : 
Till,  soft  and  pure  as  infimt  goodness  grown. 
You  feel  a  perfect  diange :  then,  who  can  say. 
What  grace  may  yet  shine  forth  in  Heaven*s  etonoal 

day?** 

This  said,  his  powerftil  wand  he  wav'd  anew : 
Instant,  a  glorious  angel-train  descends. 
The  Charities,  to  wit,  of  rosy  hue ; 
Sweet  love  their  looks  a  gentle  radiance  lends. 
And  with  seraphic  flame  compassion  blends. 
At  once,  delighted,  to  didr  charge  they  fly : 
When,  lo !  a  goodly  hospital  ascends ; 
In  which  they  bade  each  lenient  aid  be  nigi^ 
Tliat  could  the  sick-bed  smoothe  of  that  s^  co^ 
pany. 

It  was  a  worthy  edyfying  sig^t, 

And  gives  to  human-kind  peculiar  graces 

To  see  kind  hands  attending  day  and  night. 

With  tender  ministry,  from  place  to  place. 

Some  prop  the  head ;  some  from  the  pallid  &ce 

Wipe  ofl!*  the  faint  cold  dews  weak  nature  dbeds  ; 

Some  reach^ihe  healing  draught :  the  whibl^  to 

chasff' 
The  fear  supreme,  around  their  soften'd  beds 
Some  holy  man  by  prayer  all  opening  Heaven  <li»^ 

predsi 

Attended  by  a  glad  acclaiming  train. 
Of  those  he  rescued  had  from  gaping  Hell, 
llien  tum*d  the  knight ;  and,  to  his  hall  V^*^ 
Soft -pacing,  sought  of  Peace  the  mossy  ceU  : 
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Tddown  his  cfaeekt  the  gems  of  pity  fell. 
To  lee  the  belpUas  wretchtt  that  lemain'd, 
TlMre  left  through  delres  and  deeerts  dire  to  yell; 
Ams'dy  their  looks  with  pale  dismay  werestain'd. 
And  spreading  wide  their  hands  they  meek  repent- 
anoe  feign'd. 

But,  sh !  their  scorned  day  of  grace  was  past : 
For  (horrible  to  tell !)  a  desert  wild 
Before  them  stretch'd,  bare,  oomfortless,  andtast. 
With  gibbets,  bones,  and  carcases  defil'd. 
There  nor  trim  field,  nor  lirely  culture  smQ*d ; 
Nor  waving  shade  was  leen,  nor  fountain  hir ; 
But  nnds  abrupt  on  sands 'lay  loosely  pil'd, 
Iluaugh  which  they  floundering  toQ'd  with  pain- 
ful care,  [less  air. 
WUkt  PhoBbus  smote  them  sore,  and  fir*d  tbe  doud- 

Hmo,  varying  to  a  joyless  land  of  bogs, 
Hie  tadden*d  country  a  grey  waste  appear'd ; 
VFbere  nought  but  putrid  streams  and  noisome  fogs 
For  ever  hung  on  drixsly  Auster*s  beard ; 
Or  else  the  ground,  by  piercing  Caurus  sear*d, 
Wai  jagg*d  vrith  finest,  or  heap*d  with  glased 
snow ;  [ste«r*d» 

Hvough  these  extremes  a  ceaseless  round  they 
By  cruel  fiends  still  huny*d  to  and  firo,       [moe. 
Gnuit  Beggary,  and  Scorn,  vrith  many  hell-hounds 

Hie  first  was  vrith  base  dunghill  rags  ydad, 
Tnnting  the  gale,  in  which  they  flutter*d  light ; 
Of  morbid  hue  his  features,  sunk,  and  sad; 
His  hoUow  eyne  shook  forth  a  sickly  light ; 
And  o*er  his  lank  jaw-bone,  in  piteous  plight, 
His  Mack  rough  b^rd was  matted  rank  and  vile; 
Direful  to  see !  an  heart-appalling  sight ! 
Mesnrime  foul  scurf  and  blotches  him  defile ; 
Asd  dftgs,  where'er  he  went,  still  barked  all  the 
while. 

Hk  odier  was  a  fell  despightful  fiend : 
HcU  holds  none  worse  in  baleful  bower  below : 
Bjr  pride,  and  wit,  and  rage,  and  rancour  keen'd; 
Of  man  alike,  if  good  or  bad,  the  foe : 
With  nose  up-tum'd,  he  always  made  a  show 
As  if  he  smelt  some  nauseous  scent ;  his  eye 
Was  cold,  and  keen,  like  blast  from  boreal  snow ; 
And  tsnms  be  casten  forth  most  bitterly. 
^  were  the  twain  that  off  drove  thisuD^^y  fry. 

Ev*n  so  through  Brentford  town,  a  town  of  mud. 
An  herd  of  brisly  svrine  is  prick*d  along ; 
The  fildiy  beasts,  that  never  chew  the  cud, 
SdU  grunt,  and  aqueak,  and  sing  their  troublous 

Aadoft  they  plunge  themselves  the  mire  among: 
Botay  the  luthleas  driver  goads  them  on. 
And  tj  of  barking  do^  the  bitter  throng 
^tikm  them  renevr  then*  unmdodious  moan ; 
^  ever  find  they  rest  from  their  unresting  fone. 
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2%e  Contents  <f  Tati  /. 
The  following  poem  is  thrown  into  the  form  of  a 
poetical  vision.  Its  scene  the  ruins  of  ancient 
Rome.  The  goddess  of  Liberty,  who  is  supposed 
to  speak  through  the  whole,  appears,  characterized 
as  British  Liberty.  Gives  a  view  of  ancient 
Italy,  and  particukriy  of  repubHcan  Rome,  in 
all  her  magnificence  and  glory.  This  contrasted 
by  modem  Italy;  its  vall^  mountains,  culture, 
cities,  people :  the  difference  appearing  strongest 
in  the  capital  dty,  Rome.  The  ruins  of  die  great 
works  of  Liberty  more  magnificent  than  die  bor- 
rowed  pomp  of  Oppression ;  and  fhnn  them  re- 
vived  Sculpture,  Bunting,  and  Architecture. 
The  old  Romans  apostrophised,  vrith  rward  to 
the  several  melanch<^  changes  in  Italy :  Horace, 
TuUy,  and  Virgil,  with  re^od  to  their  Tibur, 
Tusculum,  and  Naples.  TW  once  finest  and 
most  ornamented  part  of  Italy,  all  along  the 
coast  of  BaZss,  how  changed.  This  desohi&n  of 
Italy  applied  to  Britain.  Address  to  the  goddess 
of  Liberty,  that  she  would  deduce  fVtmi  the  first 
ages,  her  chief  establishments,  the  description  of 
which  constitute  the  snlject  of  the  following  parts 
of  thb  poem.  She  assents,  and  rm^frniands  what 
she  says  to  be  suns  in  Britain ;  whose  happiness, 
arising  from  freedoni,  and  a  limited  monarchy, 
shenuirks.  An  immediate  vision  attends,  atad 
paints  her  words.     Invocadon. 

O  MT  kmented  Talbot !  while  vrith  thee 
The  Muse  gay  rov'd  the  gUul  Hesperian  round, 
And  drew  th*  inspiring  breath  of  ancient  arts ; 
Ah !  little  thought  she  her  returning  verse 
Should  sing  our  darling  subject  to  thy  shade; 
And  does  die  mystic  veil,  from  mortal  beam. 
Involve  those  eyes  where  every  virtue  smil'd, 
And  all  thy  filler's  candid  spirit  shone? 
The  light  of  reason,  pure,  vrithout  a  cloud ; 
Full  of  the  generous  heart,  the  mild  regard; 
Honour  d*«f^"'"g  blemish,  cordial  fiu'th, 
And  limpid  truth,  that  looks  the  very  soui 
But  to  the  death  of  mighty  nations  turn. 
My  strain ;  be  there  abwvpt  the  private  tear. 

Musing,  I  lay ;  warm  from  the  sacred  vralks, 
Where  at  each  step  imagination  burns: 
While  scatter*d  wide  around,  aweful,  and  hoar. 
Lies,  a  vast  monument,  once  glorious  Rome, 
The  tomb  of  empire !  ruins !  that  eflbce 
Whate*er,  oX  finuh'd,  modem  pomp  can  boast. 

Snatch'd  by  these  vronders  to  that  world  whera 
thought 
Unf<etter*d  ranges.  Fancy's  magic  hand 
Led  me  anew  o'er  all  the  solemn  scene. 
Still  in  the  mind*s  pure  eye  more  solenm  drest 
When  strai^t,  methought,  the  fair  mi^jestic  power 
Of  Liberty  appear*d.     Not,  as  of  old. 
Extended  in  her  hand  the  cap,  and  rod, 
Whose  slave-enlarging  touch  gave  double  liff^ 
Hh  3  ^^ 
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But  her  bright  templet  bound  with  British  oak. 
And  naral  honours  nodded  on  her  brow. 
Sublime  of  port :  loose  o'er  her  shoulder  flow'd 
Her  sea-tfreen  robe,  with  constellations  gay. 
An  island-goddess  now ;  and  her  high  care 
The  queen  of  isles,  the  mistress  oS  the  main. 
My  heart  beat  filial  transport  at  the  sight ; 
And,  as  she  moT*d  to  speak,  th*  awakened  Muse 
listen'd  intense.     Awhile  she  look'd  around, 
H^th  mournful  eye  the  well-known  ruins  nuvk'd. 
And  then,  her  sighs  repressing,  thus  began. 

^  Mine  are  these  wonders,  all  thou  see'st  is 
mine; 
But,  ah,  how  chang'd !  the  fidling  poor  remains 
Of  what  exalted  once  th*  Ausonian  shore,   [gloom. 
Look  back  through  time;  and,  rising  from  the 
Mark  the  dread  scene,  that  paints  whate'er  I  say. 

**  The  great  repubUc  see !  that  glow'd,  sublime, 
With  the  mizt  freedom  of  a  thousand  states : 
Rais'd  on  the  thrones  of  kings  her  curule  chair. 
And  by  her  fasces  aw*d  the  subject  world. 
See  busy  millions  quickening  all  the  land. 
With  cities  throng'd,  and  teeming  culture  high: 
For  Nature  then  smiled  on  her  fifee-bom  sons. 
And  pour'd  the  plenty  that  belongs  to  men. 
Beh<^  the  country  cheering,  Tillas  rise^ 
In  lively  prospect;—!^  the  secret  lapse 
Of  brooks  now  lost  and  streams  renown*d  in  song : 
In  Umbria's  closing  vales,  or  on  the  brow 
Of  her  brown  hills  that  breathe  the  scented  gale : 
On  Ba3«*8  viny  coast;  where  peaceful  seas, 
Fann*d  by  kind  sephyrs,  ever  kiss  the  shore ; 
And  suns  unclouded  shine,  through  purest  air : 
Or  in  the  spacious  neighbourhood  of  Rome; 
Far-shining  upward  to  the  Sabine  hills. 
To  Anions  roar,  and  TIbur's  olive  shade ; 
To  where  Fkveneste. lifts  her  airy  brow ; 
Or  downward  spreading  to  the  sunny  shore, 
Where  Alba  breathes  tfaie  freshness  of  the  main. 

"  See  distant  mountauM  leave  their  valleys  dry. 
And  o*er  the  proud  arcade  their  tribute  pour, 
To  lave  impenal  Rome.     For  ages  laid. 
Deep,  massy,  firm,  diverging  every  way, 
With  tombs  of  heroes  saoeo^  see  her  roads : 
By  various  nations  trod,  and  suppliant  kings  ; 
With  legions  flaming,  or  with  triumph  gay. 

**  Full  in  the  centre  of  these  wondrous  woriu, 
The  pride  of  Earth !  Rome  in  her  glory  see ! 
Behold  her  demigodsj  in  senate  met; 
All  head  to  counsel,  and  all  heart  to  act : 
Tlie  common-weal  inspiring  every  tongue 
With  ferveiit  eloquence,  unbrib'd,  and  bold ; 
Ere  tame  corruption  taught  the  servile  herd 
To  rank  obedient  to  a  master's  voice. 

"  Her  forum  see,  warm,  popular,  and  loud, 
In  trembling  wonder  hushed,  when  the  two  sires*, 
As  they  the  private  father  greatly  quell'd. 
Stood  up  the  public  fathers  of  the  state. 
See  Justice  judging  there,  in  human  shape. 
Haric,  how  with  Freedom's  voice  it  thunders  high. 
Or  in  soft  murmurs  sinks  to  Tully's  tongue. 

*'  Her  tribes,  her  census,  see;  her  generous  troops, 
Whose  pay  was  glory,  and  thdr  best  reward, 
Free  for  their  country  and  for  me  to  die ; 
Ere  mercenary  murder  grew  a  trade. 

*'  Mark,  as  the  purple  triumph  waves  along» 
'Hie  highest  pomp  and  lowest  fiill  of  life. 

"  H«r  festive  games,  the  schocrf  of  heroes,  see ; 

*  L.  J.  Brutusy  and  Virginius. 


Her  circus,  ardent  with  contendug  youUi ; 
Her  streets,  her  temples,  palaces,  and  battts, 
Full  id  fair  forms,  of  beauty's  eldestJKnni, 
And  id  a  people  cast  in  virtue's  mould. 
While  sculpture  lives  around,  and  Asian  WIU 
Lend  their  beat  stares  to  heave  the  pillar'd  dume; 
All  that  to  Roman  strength  the  softer  toacfa 
Of  Grecian  art  can  join.     But  language  lailt 
To  paint  this  sun,  this  centre  of  mankind; 
Where  every  virtue,  gloiy,  treasure,  art, 
Attracted  strong,  in  heighten'd  lustre  met 

"  Need  I  the  contrast  marie?  unjoyous  Ti«w! 
A  land  in  all,  in  government,  in  arts, 
In  virtue,  genius,  earth  and  heaven,  renrs'd, 
Who  but,  these  far-fimi'd  ruins  to  behold, 
Proofs  of  a  people,  wfaooe  heroic  aims 
Soar'd  &r  above  die  little  selfish  sphere 
Of  doubting  modem  lifie;  who  but,  infism'd 
With  ckasic  seal,  these  consecrsted  scenes 
Of  men  and  deeds  to  trace,— unhappy  land, 
Would  trust  thy  wilds,  and  cities  hwse  of  swsjr? 

"  Are  these  the  valea,  that,  once,  exulting  stste 
In  their  warm  bosom  fed?  the  mountains  thwe, 
On  whose  high4>loomiiig  sides  my  sons,  of  old, 
I  bred  to  glory?  the  deleted  towns. 
Where,  mean,  and  sordid,  life  can  scarce  subaiJ, 
The  scenes  ci  andent  opulence,  and  pomp? 

«  Come !  by  whatever  sacred  name  disguis'd, 
Oppression,  come !  and  in  thy  works  rqoice! 
See  Nature's  richest  plains  to  putrid  faw 
TWn'd  by  diy  fury.     From  their  cheerfiil  boun*, 
See  raa'd  th'  enlivening  villa^  farm,  and  sesL 
First,  rural  tdl,  by  thy  rapaaous  hand 
Robb'd  of  his  poor  reward,  resign'd  the  pkwgh; 
And  now  he  dares  not  turn  the  noxious  glebe. 
'Tis  thine  entire.     The  lonely  swain  hinuelf. 
Who  loves  at  large  along  the  grassy  downs  ^ 
His  flocks  to  pasture,  thy  drear  cbampam  ffi» 
Far  as  the  sickening  eye  can  sweep  around, 
'Tis  all  one  desert,  desolate,  and  grey, 
Graa'd  by  the  sullen  buffido  alone ; 
And  where  the  rank  uncultivated  growth 
Of  rotting  ages  taints  the  passing  gsle. 
Beneath  the  balefid  blast  the  city  ]rines, 
Or  dnks  enfeebled,  or  infected  bums. 
Beneath  it  mourns  the  solitary  road, 
RoU'd  in  rode  mases  o'er  A'  abandon'd  waste  •, 
While  ancient  ways,  ingulph'd,  are  seen  no  mn, 

"  Such  thy  dire  plains,  thou  te^-destroiftrl  f» 
To  human-kind !     Thy  mountains  too,  .P'^^^J. 
Where  savage  nature  blooms,  seem  their  mA  pw» 
To  raise  against  thy  desolating  rod.   ^  ^ 
There  on  the  breezy  brow,  where  thriving  rtatei, 
And  fiumous  dties,  once,  to  the  pleas'd  Am, 
Far  oAer  scenes  of  rising  cuHuie  spread, 
Pale  shine  thy  ragged  towns.     Neglected  whm, 
Each  harvest  pines;  the  livid,  lean  produce 
Of  heartless  labour :  whfle  thy  hated  joys, 
Not  proper  pleasure,  lift  the  lazy  hand. 
Better  to  sink  in  sloth  the  woes  of  lif<e^ 
Than  wake  their  rage  with  unavailing  toiL 
Hence  drooping  Art  almost  to  Nature  1«** 
The  rode  unguiA  year.     TWn  wave  the  gif» 
Of  yellow  Ceres,  thin  the  radiant  Mush 
Of  orchard  reddens  in  the  wannest  ray. 
To  weedy  wildnesa  ron,  no  rnral  wealth 
(Such  as  dictators  fSsd)  the  garden  pours. 
Crade  the  wild  olive  flows,  and  fool  the  vine; 
Nor  juice  Coecubian,  nor  Falemian,  more. 
Streams  life  and  joy,  save  in  the  Muse's  bowl 
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Vtmcooded  by  art,  the  spiimiiig  raos 
Dnw  the  bri^  thread  in  vain,  and  idly  toiL 
In  Tain,  fiirlorn  in  wilds,  the  citron  blows; 
And  flowering  plants  perfume  the  desert  gale. 
Hiroogh  the  vile  thorn  the  tender  myrtle  twines, 
loglonous  droops  the  laurel,  dead  to  song, 
Aai  hog  a  stranger  to  the  hero's  brow.        [fields, 
**  Nor  half  thy  triunqih  this :  cast,  from  brute 
Into  the  haunts  of  men  ihy  ruthless  eye. 
Then  bozom  Plenty  never  turns  her  horn ; 
The  gract  and  virtue  of  exterior  life, 
Nu  dean  convenience  reigns ;  ev*n  Sleep  itself, 
Least  delicate  of  powers,  reluctant,  there, 
Lajs  on  the  bed  impure  his  heavy  head. 
Tly  horrid  walk !  dead,  empty,  unadorned. 
See  streets  whose  echoes  never  know  the  voice 
Of  cheerfiil  Hurry,  Conamerce  many-tongu*d. 
And  Art  mechanic  at  his  various  task, 
Ferveo^  employ'd.     Mark  the  desponding  race, 
Of  occupation  void,  as  void  of  hope ; 
Hope,  the  gbd  ray,  glanc*d  from  Eternal  Good, 
That  life  enjivena,  and  exalts  its  powers, 
With  views  of  fortune—- madness  all  to  them ! 
By  thee  relentless  seb'd  their  better  joys, 
To  the  soft  aid  of  cordial  airs  they  fly. 
Breathing  a  kind  oblivion  o'er  their  woes, 
And  love  and  music  melt  their  souls  away. 
ftmn  feeble  Justice  see  how  rash  Revenge, 
l^emblin^  the  balance  snatches;  and  the  sword. 
Fearful  lumselC  to  venal  ruffians  gives. 
See  where  God's  altar,  nursing  murder,  stands, 
With  the  red  touch  of  dark  assassins  stain'd. 

"  But  chief  let  Rome,  the  mighty  dty !  speak 
The  fbll-exerted  genius  of  thy  reign. 
Behold  her  rise  amid  the  lifeless  waste, 
Expiring  Nature  all  corrupted  round ; 
While  the  lone  Tjrber,  throu^^  the  desert  plain, 
Winds  his  waste  stores,  and  sullen  sweeps  along. 
^^*d  from  my  fragments,  in  unsolid  pomp, 
AUb  how  the  temple  glares ;  and,  artfril  dre^* 
Anmsive,  draws  the  superstitious  train. 
IfsHc  bow  the  palace  lifb  a  lyins  front, 
^^OBoealiiig  often,  in  magnific  jail, 
F^ond  Want;  a  deep  unanimated  gloom .' 
And  oft  aiQoining  to  the  drear  abode 
Of  Weery,  wlioae  melancholy  walls 
S^its  vonadous  grandeur  to  reproach. 
Within  the  dtj  bounds,  the  desert  see. 
See  the  rank  vine  o*er  subterranean  roofs, 
Indecent,  spread;  beneath  ifhxm  ttettod  gold 
It  once,  exulting,  flowU     lYie  people  mark, 
^itdikm,  wfafle  fir*d  by  me ;  to  public  good 
iKxonbly  firm,  just,  generous,  tnave. 
Afraid  of  nothing  but  unwordiy  lifie^ 
^^  vitfa  glorj,  an  heroic  soul 
Known  to  the  vulgar  breast :  behold  them  now 
A  thin  de^Moring  number,  all-subdued, 
^  daves  of  aUiTes,  by  superstition  fool'd, 
By  viee  unmann'd  nnd  a  licentious  rule, 
^  goBe  ingenious,  and  in  murder  brave. 
^  in  one  land,  beneath  the  same  &ir  dime, 
^  tam^  Opprcasion,  are ;  and  sdMi  were  mine. 
"  fiv'n  widi  tby  labour'd  pomp,  for  whose  vain 

Mided  tfaooaaads  starve ;  all  age  begrim*d, 
Torn,  lobb'd,  md  acatter'd  in  unnumber*d  sacks, 
^  by  the  tempest  of  two  thousand  years 
^^"Ximial  «hakfn,  let  my  ruins  vie. 
^IW  roidi^  tbat  yet  the  Roman  hand  assert, 


Beyond  the  weak  repair  of  modern  toil ; 
These  fractnr'd  arches,  that  the  chiding  stream 
No  more  delighted  hear ;  these  rich  remains 
Of  marbles  now  unknown,  where  shines  imbib*d 
Each  parent  ray;  these  massy  columns,  hew'd 
From  Afric's  fiulhest  shore :  one  granite  all. 
These  obelisks  Ugh-towering  to  the  sky. 
Mysterious  raark*d  with  dark  Egyptian  lore ; 
These  endless  wonders  that  this  sacred  way  * 
Illumine  still,  and  consecrate  to  fame ; 
These  fountains,  vases,  urns,  and  statues,  charg'd 
With  the  fine  stores  of  art^xmipleting  Greece. 
Mine  is,  besides,  thy  enrery  later  boast: 
Thy  Buonarotis,  thy  Falladios  mine  f ; 
And  mine  the  frir  designs,  whidi  Raphael's  soul 
0*er  the  live  canvass,  emanating^  brnth*d. 

*'  What  would  you  say,  ye  conquerors  of  Earth ! 
Te  Romans !  could  you  raise  the  laurel*d  head ; 
Could  you  the  country  see,  by  seas  of  blood. 
And  the  dread  toil  of  ages,  won  so  dear ; 
Your  pride,  your  triumph,  and  supreme  delight ! 
For  whose  defence  oft,  in  the  doubtful  hour, 
Tou  rush'd  with  rapture  down  the  gulph  of  fate. 
Of  death  ambitious !  till  by  aweful  deeds^ 
Virtues,  and  courage,  that  amase  mankind, 
The  queen  of  nations  rose ;  poesest  of  all 
Which  Nature,  Art,  and  Glory  oould  bestow : 
What  would  you  say,  deep  in  the  last  abyss 
Of  slavery,  vice,  and  unambitious  want, 
Thus  to  behold  her  sunk  ?  Your  crowded  plains, 
Void  of  their  dties ;  unadom*d  your  bilk ; 
Ungrac'd  your  lakes ;  your  ports  to  ships  unknown ; 
Your  lawless  floods,  and  your  abandoned  streams : 
Hiese  could  you  know?  these   oould  you  love 

again? 
Thy  Tibur,  Horace,  could  it  now  inspire. 
Content,  poetic  ease,  and  rural  joy. 
Soon  burning  into  song ;  while  through  the  groves 
Of  headlong  Anio,  dating  to  the  vale, 
In  numy  a  tortur'd  stream,  you  mus'd  along  ? 
Yon  wild  retreat,  where  Superstition  dreams^ 
Could,  TuUy,  you  your  Tusculum  ^  believe? 
And  could  you  dean  yon  naked  hills,  that  fonn, 
Fam*d  in  old  song,  thf  ship-forsaken  bay  $, 
Your  Formian  shore  ?  Once  the  delight  of  Earth, 
Where  Art  and  Nature,  ever  smiling,  jdn*d 
On  the  gay  land  to  lavish  all  their  stbres. 
How  dmng'd,  how  vacant,  'N^gil,  wide  around. 
Would  now  your  Naples  seem !  Disaster'd  less 
By  black  Vesuvius  thundering  o*er  the  coast 
His  midnight  earthquakes,  ai^  his  mining  fires^ 
Than  by  despotic  rage  || :  that  inward  gnaws, 
A  native  foe :  ^Joreigth  tears  without. 
First  from  your  flatter*d  Ceesars  this  began  : 
TUl,  doom'd  to  tyrants  an  eternal  prey, 
Ibin-peopled  spreads,  at  last,  the  syren  plain  5, 
Iliat  the  dire  soul  of  Hannibal  disarmed ; 

•  Via  Sacra. 

f  M.  Angelo  Buonaroti,  Palladio,  and  Raphael 
d' urbino;  the  three  great  modem  masters  in  sculp- 
ture, architecture,  and  painting. 

\  Tusculum  is  reckoned  to  have  stood  at  a  place 
now  called  Grotto  Ferrata,  a  convent  ci  roonkv 

§  The  bay  of  Mola  (andently  Formi»),  into 
vdiich  Homer  Inrings  Ulysses  and  his  ccHnpanions. 
Near  Formi»  Cicero  had  a  villa. 

H   Naples  then  under  the  Austrian  gov< 

n  Caropagna  Felice,  adjoining  to  Capua. 
H  h4 
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And  wrapt  in  weedi  tht  Aon  of  Venus  liei.  * 
Tliere  B^  sees  no  more  the  joyous  throng ; 
Her  bank  all4>eaming  with  the  pride  of  Rome : 
No  generous  vines  now  bask  along  the  hills, 
WhCTe  sport  the  breeaes  of  the  Tyrrhene  main: 
With  baihs  and  temples  mix'd,  no  villas  rise ; 
Nor,  art  sustained  amid  reluctant  waves, 
BOraw  the  cool  murmurs  of  the  hreathing  deep : 
No  spreading  perts  their  sacred  arms  extend: 
No  mighty  moles  the  big  intrusive  stonn. 
From  Uie  calm  station,  ndl  resounding  back. 
An  almost  total  desolatioa  sits, 
A  dreary  stillness,  saddening  o*er  the  eoast; 
Where,  when  soft  suns  and  tepid  winters  roaef. 
Rejoicing  crowds  inhal'd  the  balm  of  paaoe ; 
Where  aty'd  hill  to  hill  reflected  blaae ; 
And  where  with  Ceres,  Bacchus  wont  to  bM 
A  eenial  strife.     Her  youthful  form,  robust, 
Ev  n  Nature  yields ;  by  fire  and  earthquake  rent: 
Whose  stately  cities  in  the  dark  abrupt 
Swallow*d  at  once,  or  vile  in  rubbish  laid, 
A  nest  for  serpents ;  from  the  red  abyss 
New  bills,  explosive,  thrown ;  the  Lucrine  lake 
A  reedy  pool ;  and  all  to  Cuina*s  point, 
Ihtt  sea  recovmng  hu  usurp  *d  domain, 
And  pour*d  triumphant  o'er  the  bury'd  dome. 

*<  Hence,  Britain,  learn;  my  best-otablished,  last. 
And  more  than  Greece,  or  Rome,  my  steady  reign; 
Ilie  land  where,  king  and  people  equal  bound 
By  guardian  laws,  my  fiillest  blessings  flow; 
And  where  my  jealous  unsubmitting  soul. 
The  dread  of  tyrants !  bums  in  every  breast: 
Learn  hence,  if  such  the  miserable  iite 
Of  an  heroic  race,  the  masters  once 
Of  human-kind ;  what,  when  depriv*d  of  me. 
How  grievous  must  be  thine  ?  In  spite  of  dimes. 
Whose  8un.«nliven*d  ether  wakes  the  soul 
To  higher  powers ;  in  spite  ef  happy  soils, 
T)mt,  but  by  labour's  slightest  aid  impell'd, 
With  treasures  teem  to  thy  cold  clime  unknown  ; 
If  there  desponding  fail  the  common  arts, 
And  sustenance  of  life:  could  Ufe  itself. 
Far  less  a  thoughtless  tyrant's  hollow  pomp. 
Subsist  with  thee?  Against  depressing  skies, 
Join'd  to  full-spread  Oppression's  dcmdy  brow. 
How  could  thy  spirits  hold  ?  where  vigour  find, 
Forc'd  fruits  to  tear  from  their  unnative  soil  ? 
Or,  storing  every  harvest  in  thy  ports, 
To  pbw  the  dreadftil  all-producing  wave  ?'* 

Here  paus'd  the  goddess^     By  the  pause  assured. 
In  trembling  accents  thus  I  mov'd  my  prayer: 
**  Oh,  first,  and  most  benevolent  of  powers  ! 
Come  from  eternal  splendours,  here  on  Earth, 
Against  despotic  pride,  and  rage,  and  lust. 
To  shield  mankind ;  to  raise  them  to  assert 
The  native  rights  and  honour  of  their  raee : 
Teach  me,  tli^  lowest  subject,  but  in  seal 
Yielding  to  none,  the  progress  of  U^  r^gn. 
And  with  a  strain  from  thee  enrich  the  Muse. 
As  thee  alone  she  serves,  her  patron,  thou. 
And  great  inspirer  be !  then  will  she  joy, 

•  The  coast  of  BsSs,  which  was  forma>ly 
adorned  with  die  works  mentioned  in  the  following 
lines ;  and  where,  amidst  many  magnificent  ruins, 
those  of  a  temple  erected  to  Venus  are  still  to  be 
seen. 

f  All  along  this  coast  the  ancient  Romans  had 
their  winter  retreats;  and  several  populous  dtics 
«tood. 


Thnnigh  nanow  life  her  lot,  and  private  ihsde; 
And  when  her  venal  voice  she  barten  vQe^ 
Or  to  thy  open  or  thy  secret  fbes. 
May  ne'er  those  sacnd  raptures  toudi  her  more, 
By  slavish  hearts  unfUt!  and  may  her  song 
Sink  in  oblirion  with  die  namdess  crew! 
Vermin  of  state!  to  thy  o'crflowing  light 
That  owe  their  bdng,  yet  betrsy  tl^  cause." 

Tlien,  condescending  kind,  the  heavenly  power 
Retum'd :—  "  What  here,  suggested  bj  the  kok^ 
I  slight  unfold,  record  and  sing  at  home, 
In  that  best  isle,  where  Tso  we  spirits  move) 
With  one  quick  effbrt  or  my  will  I  am. 
There  Thith,  unlicens'd,  walks ;  and  dares  sccort 
£v*n  kings  themsdves,  the  monardis  of  the  free! 
FSx'd  on  my  rock,  there,  an  indulgent  race 
O'er  Britons  wield  the  sceptre  of  &elr  choice ; 
And  there,  to  finidi  what  his  sires  began, 
A  prince  behold !  for  me  who  bums  sincere, 
Ev'n  with  a  sul:ject*s  seal.     He  my  grest  woric 
Will  parent-Cke  sustain ;  and  added  give 
The  touch,  the  Graces  and  the  Muses  ont. 
For  Britain's  glory  swdls  his  panting  breast; 
And  anrient  arts  he  emulous  revolves : 
His  pride  to  let  the  smiling  heart  abroad, 
Through  clouds  of  pomp,  that  but  concesl  themin; 
To  please,  his  pleasure ;  bounty,  fab  delight; 
And  all  the  soul  of  Titus  dwells  in  him.' 

Hail,  glorious  theme !  But  how,  alas!  disllvem. 
From  tiie  erode  stores  of  mortal  language  drswn, 
How  feint  and  tedious,  sing,  what,  piercing  deep, 
Tlie  goddess  flash'd  at  once  upon  my  sod. 
For,  dear  precision  all,  the  tongue  of  gods, 
Is  harmony  itself ;  to  every  ear 
Familiar  known,  like  light  to  every  eye. 
Meantime  disclosing  ages,  as  she  spoke, 
In  long  succession  pour'd  dieir  empires  fbrth ; 
Scene  after  scene,  the  human  drama  spresd ; 
And  still  tfa'  embodied  picture  rose  to  sight 

Oh  thou,  to  whom  the  Muses  owe  their  to ; 
Who  bidd'st,  beneath  the  Pole,  Parnassus  rise. 
And  Hippocren^  flow ;  with  thy  bold  ease, 
The  striking  force,  the  lightning  of  thy  thou^ 
And  thy  strong  phrase,  that  rolls  profoond,  and 

dear; 
Oh,  gracious  goddess !  re-inspire  my  song ; 
While  t,  to  nobler  than  poetic  fame 
Aspbring,  thy  commands  to  Britons  bear. 


GREECE: 

BSINO  TBK  SXCOKD  PART  OF 

LIBERTY, 
A  roxM. 

The  OyntenU  of  Part  IL 

Liberty  traced  from  the  pastord  ages,  and  d« 
first  uniting  of  neighbouring  famiUes  *^?r 
government  The  severd  establishments  ofW- 
berty,  in  Egyp^  Persia,  Pbomida,  P««g*; 
slightly  touched  upon,  down  to  her  great  estaWJw- 

ment  in  Greece.  Geographicd  desoiptoo"" 
Greece.  Sparta  and  Athens,  the  two  pnoj* 
states  of  Greece,  described.  InAaeoctcil^m 
over  aU  the  Grecian  states;  vrith  regaid  to  tt^ 
government,  thdr  pditeneas,  their  vntnefc  «^ 
arte  and  sdences.     The  vast  si^erionty  *  ^ 
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dNm,  io  point  of  fbrcs  and  branry,  anr  ths 
PmbiM^  eiemplified  by  the  action  of  Thermo- 
pjl%  the  batde  of  Marathon,  and  the  retreat  of 
the  ten  thousand.  Its  full  exertion,  and  most 
bamtiAi]  effects  in  Athens.  Liberty  the  source 
of  ftce  philoeophy.  The  ▼arious  schools  which 
took  their  rise  from  Socrates.  Enumeration  of 
laesrts:  eloquence,  poetry,  music,  sculpture, 
pointing,  and  architecture ;  the  effects  of  Liberty 
ia  Greece,  and  brought  to  their  utmost  perfection 
there;  TVansition  to  the  modem  state  of  Greece. 
Wbjr  Liber^  declined,  and  was  at  last  entirely 
loot  imong  the  Greeks.     Concluding  reflecdon. 

Tiui  spoke  the  goddess  of  the  fearless  eye ; 

And  St  her  voice,  renew*d,  the  vision  rose. 

**  fint  in  the  dawn  of  time,  with  eastern  swains. 
In  woods,  and  tents,  and  cottages,  I  liv'd ; 
Wfafle  on  from  plain  to  plain  they  led  their  flocks, 
Io  aesrch  of  clearer  sprint,  and  fi'esher  field. 
TWse,  ai  increasing  fiuniUes  disclos'd 
TIm  tender  state,  I  tau^t  an  equal  sway. 
Pcv  were  offences,  properties,  and  laws. 
Beoesth  the  rural  portal,  palm  o'erspread, 
TIm  fstfaer..senate  met.     There  Justice  deal^ 
With  reason  then  and  equity  the  same, 
fnt  ai  the  conomon  air,  her  prompt  decree ; 
Nor  yet  had  stain*d  her  sword  with  subject's  blood. 
The  simpler  arts  were  all  their  simple  wants 
Hsdnrg'd  to  light.     But  instant,  these  supply *d. 
Another  set  of  fonder  wants  arose. 
And  other  arts  with  them  of  finer  aim ; 
TBI,  from  refining  want  to  want  impell*d, 
Ibe  mind  by  thinking  push*d  her  latent  powen^ 
And  life  began  to  glow,  and  arts  to  shine. 

"  At  first,  on  brutes  alone  ^  rustic  war 
lamidi'd  the  rude  spear ;  swifl,  as  he  glar'd  along, 
(^  the  grim  lion,  or  the  robber-wdf. 
For  fiien  young  sportire  life  was  void  of  toil, 
^waading  liSe,  and  with  little  pleased : 
Bot  when  to  manhood  grown,  and  endless  joys^ 
I^  en  by  equal  toOa,  the  bosom  fir*d ; 
I^wd  hay  Rapine  broke  primeval  peace, 
Aodt  hid  in  eavea  and  idle  forests  drear, 
Aoa  the  lone  pilgrim  and  the  wandering  swain, 
las'd  what  he  durat  not  earn.  Hien  brother's  blood 
'^  horrid,  amok*d  on  the  polluted  skies. 
Avcfol  in  iustioe,  then  the  burning  youth, 
W  by  thev  temper'd  sires,  on  lawless  men, 
IW  lart,  worrt  monaters  of  the  shaggy  wood, 
tnn*d  die  keen  arrow,  and  die  sharpen'd  spear, 
1W  wsr  grew  glorious.     Heroes  then  arose ; 
^H  seoniing  coward  sdf,  for  others  lir'd, 
Tdl'dlBT  thSr  case,  and  for  their  safety  bled, 
^cit  with  the  firing  day  to  Greece  I  came : 
£«ffa  sBBfl'd  beneath  my  beam :  the  Muse  before 
Soaeioas  flew,  that  lofw  till  then  in  woods 
Bad  tqn'd  the  reed,  and  sigh'd  the  shepherd's  pain; 
Bot  BOW,  to  ang  heroic  dwds,  she  swell'd 
A  nobler  note,  and  bade  the  banquet  bum. 

*"  For  Greece,  my  eons  of  Egypt  I  forsook : 
A  bosfliiU  noe,  that  in  the  vain  abyss 
Of  CMng  ^ea  lor'd  to  lose  their  soiBCC^ 
Aad  with  their  river  trac'd  it  from  the  skies. 
^^  there  my  laws  alone  despodc  reign'd, 
Aad  U^  M  vrdl  as  people,  proud  ob^'d : 
Itaighttfaem  ectrnr**,  rirtue,  wisdom,  arts; 
^poetBysma,  legislators  sought : 
»•  Khool  of  polisfa'd  life,  and  human-kind. 


But  when  myilanoua  Supcnillion  came. 
And,  vrith  her  dvil  sister*  leagu'd,  involv'd 
In  stody'd  darkness  the  desponding  mind ; 
Then  tyrant  Power  the  righteous  scourge  unloos'd : 
For  yidded  reason  speaks  the  soul  a  sbve. 
Instead  of  useful  works,  like  Nature's,  great. 
Enormous,  cruel  wonders  crush'd  the  land ; 
And  round  a  tyrant's  tomb  -f,  who  none  deserv'd, 
For  one  vile  carcass  perish'd  countless  lives. 
Then  the  great  Dragon,  couch'd  amid  his  floods  |, 
Swell'd  his  fierce  heart,  and  cry'd  —  <  This  flood  is 


'Tis  I  that  bid  it  flow.' »  But,  undeceiv'd. 

His  phrenzy  soon  the  proud  blasphemer  fielt ; 

Felt  that,  without  my  fertilizing  power. 

Suns  lost  then-  force,  and  IHles  o'erflow'd  in  vain. 

Moopht  could  retard  me :  nor  the  frugal  state 

Of  rising  Persia,  sober  in  extreme. 

Beyond  the  pitch  of  noan,  and  thence  revers'd 

Into  luxurious  waste ;  nor  yet  the  porta 

Of  old  Phoenicia ;  first  for  letters  fimi'd, 

Hiat  paint  the  voice,  and  silent  speak  to  sight. 

Of  arts  prime  source,  and  suardian !  by  fair  stan^ 

First  tempted  out  into  the  lonely  deep ; 

To  whom  I  first  disclos'd  mechanic  arte, 

The  winds  to  conquer,  to  subdue  the  vrsvc% 

With  all  the  peaceful  power  of  ruling  trade ; 

Earnest  of  Britain.     Nor  by  these  retain'd ; 

Nor  by  the  neighbouring  land,  whose  pahny  shore 

The  silver  Jordan  laves.     Before  me  lay 

The  promis'd  land  of  arts,  and  uig'd  my  flight 

**  Hail  Nature's  utmost  boast !  unrivall'd  Greece  I 
My  ftirest  reign  !  where  every  power  benign 
Conspir'd  to  blow  the  flower  of  human-kind. 
And  lavish'd  all  that  genius  can  inspire. 
Clear  sunny  HimatP^  by  the  breesy  main, 
Ionian  or  ^gean,  temper'd  kind, 
light,  airy  smls.     A  country  rich,  and  gay ; 
Broke  into  hills  with  balmy  odours  crown'd, 
And,  bright  with  purple  harvest  joyous  vales. 
Mountsins  and  streams^  where  verse  qpontaneous 

flow'd: 
Whoicedeem'd  by  wondering  men  the  seat  of  gods. 
And  still  the  mountains  and  the  streams  of  song. 
All  that  boon  Nature  could  luxuriant  pour 
Of  high  materials,  and  my  resdess  arts 
Frame  into  iinish'd  liib.     How  many  states, 
And  clustering  towns,  and  monuments  of  fimie^ 
And  scenes  of  glorious  deeds,  in  little  bounds ! 
Fi:om  the  rough  tract  of  ben^ng  mountaiiis,  boat 
By  Adria's  hoe,  there  by  iEgaean  waves; 
To  where  the  deep  adorning  Cydade  Isles 
In  shining  prospect  rise,  and  on  the  shore 
Offtrthest  Crete  resounds  the  Libyan  main. 

«  O'er  all  two  rival  cities  rear'd  the  brow, 
And  balanc'd  all.     Spread  on  Eurota'e  bank. 
Amid  a  circle  of  soft-rising  hills, 
The  padent  Sparta  one :  die  sober,  hard, 
And  man-subduing  dty ;  which  no  shiqpe 
Of  pain  coukl  conquer,  nor  of  pleasure  charm. 
Lycurgus  there  bmlt,  on  the  solid  base 
Of  equied  life,  so  well  a  temper'd  state ; 
Where  mix'd  each  government,  in  sudi  just  poise; 
Each  power  so  chedung,  and  supporting,  each; 
That  firm  for  ages,  and  unmov'dC  it  stood^ 

•  Civil  tyranny, 
f  The  pyramids. 
I  The  tyrants  of  Egypt. 
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The  fort  of  Greece !  witiboiit  one  giddj  hour, 

One  shock  of  fiurtion,  or  of  party-rage. 

For,  drain*d  the  springs  of  wealth,  corruption  there 

Lay  withered  at  the  rooL     Thrice  happy  land ! 

Had  not  neglected  art,  with  weedy  rice 

Confounded,  sunk.     But  if  Athenian  arts 

Lov*d  not  the  soil;  yet  there  the  calm  abode 

Of  wisdom,  rirtue,  pfailoaophic  ease, 

Of  manly  sense  and  wit,  in  frugal  phrase 

Confin*d,  and  press'd  into  laconic  force. 

There,  too,  'by  rooting  tlience  still  treacherous  self, 

The  public  and  the  private  grew  the  same. 

Hie  children  of  the  nursing  public  hall, 

And  at  its  table  fed,  for  that  they  toil'd. 

For  that  they  lir'd  entire,  and  er'n  for  that 

The  tender  mother  urg*d  her  son  to  die. 

*'  Of  softer  genius,  but  not  less  intent 
To  seize  the  palm  of  empire,  Athens  rose : 
"Where,  with  bright  marbles  big  and  future  pomp, 
Hymcttus  *  sprwd,  amid  the  scented  sky. 
His  thymy  treasures  to  the  labouring  bee. 
And  to  botanic  band  the  stores  of  httlth : 
Wrapt  in  a  soul-attenuating  clime. 
Between  Uissus  and  Cephissusf  glow*d 
This  hire  of  science,  shading  sweets  dirine. 
Of  active  arts,  and  animated  arms. 
There,  passionate  for  me,  an  easy-mor'd, 
A  quick,  refin*d,  a  delicate,  humane, 
Enligfaten'd  pe<^e  reign'd.     Oft  on  the  brink 
Of  ruin,  hurry'd  by  the  charm  of  speech, 
Infbrdng  hasty  counsel  immature, 
Totttf'd  the  rash  democracy ;  unpois*d. 
And  by  the  rage  devour'd,  that  ever  tears 
A  populace  imequal ;  part  too  rich. 
And  part  or  fierce  with  want,  or  abject  grown. 
Solon,  at  last,  their  mild  restorer,  rose : 
AUay'd  the  tempest ;  to  the  calm  of  laws 
Reduc'd  the  settling  whole ;  and,  with  the  weight 
Which  the  two  senates  f  to  the  public  lent. 
As  with  an  anchor  fix'd  the  driring  state. 

«  Nor  was  my  forming  care  to  these  confin'd. 
For  emulation  through  the  whole  I  pour'd, 
Noble  contention !  who  should  most  excel 
In  goremment  weU-pois*d,  adjusted  best 
To  public  weal :  in  countries  cultur'd  high : 
In  ornamented  towns,  where  order  reiffns, 
Free  social  lif^  and  poliah*d  manners  fair : 
In  exercise,  and  arms ;  arms  only  drawn 
For  common  Greece,  to  quell  the  Persian  pride : 
In  moral  science,  and  in  graceful  arts. 
Hence,  as  for  glory  peacefully  they  strove. 
The  prize  grew  greiMer,  and  the  prize  of  dL 
By  contest  brighten'd,  hence  the  radiant  youth 
Pour*d  every  beam ;  by  generous  pride  inflam'd, 
Felt  every  ardour  bum :  their  great  reward 
The  verdant  wreath,  which  sounding  Pisa  §  gave. 

**  Hence  flourish'd  Greece ;  and  hence  a  nCe  of 
meUf 
As  gods  by  conscious  fbture  times  ador*d : 

*  A  mountain  near  Athena. 

f  Two  rivers  betwixt  which  Adiens  was  situated. 

I  The  Areopagus,  or  supreme  court  of  judica- 
ture, which  Solon  reformed  and  improved ;  and  the 
council  of  four  hundred,  by  him  instituted.  In  this 
council  all  affairs  of  state  were  deliberated,  before 
they  came  to  be  voted  in  the  assembly  of  the  people. 

S  Or  Olympia,  the  dty  where  the  Olympic 
games  were  celebrated. 


In  whom  each  virtue  wore  a  smilinf*  air, 
Each  science  shed  o'er  Hfe  a  friendly  ll^t. 
Each  art  was  nature.     Spartan  valour  hence. 
At  the  famCd  pass  *,  firm  as  an  isthmus  stood; 
And  the  whole  eastern  ocean,  waving  far 
As  eye  could  dart  its  vision,  nobly  check'd, 
While  in  extended  battle,  at  the  field 
Of  Marathon,  my  keen  Athenians  dnnre 
Before  their  ardent  band,  an  host  of  slaves 

'*  Hence    through  the  continent  ten  ♦Vnt— ~^ 
Greeks 
Urg*d  a  retreat,  whose  f^ory  not  the  prime 
Of  rictories  can  reach.     Deserts,  in  vain, 
Oppos*d  their  course ;  and  hostile  lands,  unknown; 
And  deep  rapacious  floods,  dire-bank 'd  wilii  death ; 
And  mountains,  in  whose  jaws  destruction  grinn'd 
Hunger,  and  toil ;  .Armenian  snows,  and  storms; 
And  dreling  myriads  stfll  of  barbarous  foes. 
Greece  in  their  view,  and  glory  yet  untouched, 
Their  steady  column  pierc'd  the  scattering  heid^ 
Whidi  a  whole  empire  pourM ;  and  held  its  way 
Triumphant,  by  the  sage-exalted  chief  f 
Flr*d  and  sustained.     Oh,  light  and  force  ofitdnd^ 
Almost  almighty  in  severe  extremes ! 
Hie  sea  at  last  from  Colchian  mountains  seen. 
Kind-hearted  transport  round  their  captains  threw 
Hie  soldiere'  fond  embrace ;  o*erflow*d  their  eyes 
With  tender  floods,  and  loos'd  the  general  voice 
To  cries  resounding  loud  —  *  The  sea!  the  tea T 

**  In  Attic  bounds  hence  heroes,  sages,  witi^ 
Shone  thick  as  stars,  the  milky  way  of  Greece ! 
And  though  gay  wit,  and  pleasing  grace  was  thtir% 
AH  the  soft  modes  of  elegance  and  ease ; 
Yet  was  not  courage  less,  the  patient  touch 
Of  toiling  art,  and  disquisition  deep. 

**  My  ^irit  pours  a  vigour  through  the  soul. 
Til*  unf^Btter'd  thought  with  energy  inspures. 
Invincible  in  arts,  in  the  bright  field 
Of  nobler  science,  as  in  that  of  arms. 
Athenians  thus  not  less  intrepid  burtt 
The  bonds  of  tyrant  darkness,  than  they  spum*d 
The  Persian  chains :  while  through  the  atj^  fuU 
Of  mirthful  quarrel,  and  of  witty  war, 
Incessant  struggled  taste  refining  taste. 
And  friendly  fVee  discussion,  calling  forth 
From  the  fiur  jewel  truth  its  latent  ray. 
0*er  all  shone  out  the  great  Athenian  sage,  | 
And  &ther  of  philosophy :  the  sun, 
From  whose  white  blaze  emerg'd  each  various  sect 
Took  various  tints,  but  with  diminish*d  beanv 
Tntor  of  Athens !  he,  in  every  street. 
Dealt  priceless  treasure !  goodness  his  deli^i^ 
Wisdom  his  wealth,  and  glory  his  reward. 
Deep  through  the  human  heart,  with  pl^rful  wt. 
His  simple  question  stole :  as  into  truth. 
And  serious  deeds,  he  smil*d  the  laughing  rsoe  ^ 
Taught  moral  happy  life,  whate'er  can  bless, 
Or  grace  mankind ;  and  what  he  taught  he  wa^ 
Compounded  high,  though  plain,  his  doctrine  brake 
In  different  schools.     The  bold  poetic  phrase 
Of  figur'd  Plato ;  Xenophon*s  pure  strain, 
Like  the  clear  brook  that  steals  along  the  vak ; 
Dissecting  truth,  the  Stagyrite*s  keen  eye; 
Th*  exalted  Stoic  pride ;  the  Cynic  sneer ; 
The  slow-consenting  Academic  doubt ; 
And,  joining  bliss  to  virtue  the  glad  ease 

•  The  straite  of  tbermopylflk 
f  Xenophon. 
\  Socrates. 
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or  Epicnnia,  leldom  undentoodL 

They,  ever  candid,  reason  still  opposed 

Toreaaon ;  and,  since  virtue  was  their  aim. 

Each  hj  sure  practice  try*d  to  prove  his  wmj 

Tie  best    Then  stood  untouch*d  the  solid  base 

or  Liberty,  the  liberty  of  mind : 

For  ijBtems  yet,  and  soul-enslaving  creeds, 

Slept  with  the  monsters  of  succeeding  times. 

F^  priestly  darkness  sprung  tb'  enli^tening  arts 

Of  fire,  and  sword,  and  rage,  and  horrid  names. 

"^  0,  Greece !  thou  sapient  nurse  of  finer  arts ! 
WUch  to  brij^  science  blooming  fimcy  bore, 
Be  this  tfay  praise,  that  thou,  and  thou  alone, 
In  the9e.hast  led  die  way,  in  these  ezoell'd, 
Crown'd  with  the  laurel  of  asaenting  time. 

"  In  thy  full  language  speaking  mighty  things ; 
like  a  clear  tcMrent  close,  or  else  diffus'd 
A  broad  mijestic  stream,  and  rolling  on 
Hvongh  all  the  winding  harmony  <^  sound : 
In  it  (be 'power  of  eloquence,  at  large, 
Bieadi'd  the  persuasive  or  pathetic  soul ; 
8»ill'd  by  decrees  the  democratic  storm, 
Or  bade  it  threatening  rise,  and  tyrants  shook, 
Flnsh'd  at  the  head  o?  their  victorious  troops. 
In  it  the  Muse,  her  fiuy  never  quench'd. 
By  mean  unyielding  phrase,  or  jarring  sound, 
Her.unconfin'd  divmity  di^lay*d ; 
And,  still  harmonious,  form'd  it  to  her  will : 
Or  soft  depressed  it  to  the  shepherd's  moan. 
Or  rns'd  it  swelling  to  the  tongue  of  gods. 

**  Henic  song  was  thine ;  the  fountain-bard*, 
^f^^heaee  each  poetic  stream  derives  its  course. 
Hiine  tiie  dread  moral  scene,  thy  chief  delight ! 
^fhtn  idle  Fancy  durst  not  mix  her  voice, 
^Hieo  JUason  sp6ke  august ;  the  fervent  heart 
Or  plain'd,  or  storm'd ;  and  in  th*  impassion'd  man, 
(^moeaUng  art  with  art,  the  poet  sunk. 
TUs  potent  school  of  manners,  (but  when  left 
To  loose  neglect,  a  land-corrupting  plague^) 
^m  not  unworthy  deem*d  of  public  care, 
^  boundless  cost,  by  thee ;  whose  every  son, 
Bv'n  last  mechanic,  the  true  taste  po6sess*d 
OTvfaat  had  flavour  to  the  nouiish'd  souL 
'^  The  sweet  enforce  of  the  poet*s  strain, 
Tbiae  was  the  meaning  music  of  the  heart, 
not  the  vain  trill,  that,  void  of  passion,  runs 
lo  giddy  masei^  ticklihg  idle  ears ; 
But  Oat  deep-searching  voice,  and  artful  hand, 
To  vbidi  respondent  shakes  Uie  varied  souL 

**  Thy  tor  ideas,  thy  delightful  forms, 
Of  Love  onagin'd,  by  the  Graces  touch'd, 
Tbe  boast  of  weU-pieas'd  Nature !  Sculpture  seiz'd, 
m.  hade  them  ever  smile  in  Parian  stonCi 
^*ting  beanly's  choice^  and  that  again 
u^tiag,  blending  in  a  perfect  whote, 
iy  wwfanen  left  ev*n  Nature's  self  behind. 
™^  those  &r  different,  whose  prolific  hand 
nopica  a  nsttan  ;  they,  liar  years  on  years, 
y  thg  cool  touches  of  judidous  toil, 
]|^  nfid  gemus  curbing,  pour'd  it  all 
^l^vongh  the  Ure  features  of  one  breathing  stone. 
2^  beming  lull»  it  shone,  expressing  gods : 
jj^tawcfiilbrow,  ApoUo's  air  divine, 
Ae  ficree  atrockws  frown  of  sinew'd  Mars, 
2^^  sif  graces  of  the  Cyprian  queen. 
'^oaittty  perfect  all !    Each  dimple  sunk, 
^  •nrj  mnsde  swdl'd,  as  Nature  tau^ 

•  Homer. 


In  tresses,  braided  gay,  ths  marble  wav*d ; 
Flow*d  in  loose  robes,  or  thin  transparent  veils ; 
Sprung  into  motion ;  soflen'd  into  flesh ; 
^as  fir'd  to  passion,  or  refin'd  to  souL 

"  Nor  less  thy  pencil,  vnth  creative  touch, 
Shed  mimic  life,  when  all  thy  brightest  dames, 
Assembled,  Zeuxis  in  his  Helen  mix'd. 
And  when  Apelles,  who  peculiar  knew 
To  give  a  grace  that  more  than  mortal  smil'd. 
The  soul  of  beauty !  call'd  die  queen  of  Love^ 
Fresh  from  the  billows,  blushing  orient  charms. 
Ev'n  such  enchantment  then  thy  pencil  pour*d. 
That  cruel-thoughted  War  th'  impatient  tord) 
Dash*d  to  the  ground ;  and,  rather  than  destroy 
The  patriot  picture,  let  the  dty  'scape,  f 

'*  First  elder  Sculpture  taught  her  sister  Art 
Correct  design ;  whov  great  ideas  shone, 
And  in  the  secret  trace  expression  spoke : 
Taught  her  the  graceful  attitude ;  the  turn. 
And  beauteous  airs  of  head;  the  native  act. 
Or  bold,  or  easy ;  and,  cast  fVee  behind, 
The  swelling  mantle's  well-adjusted  flow. 
Then  the  bright  Muse,  their  dder  sister,  came; 
And  bade  her  follow  where  she  led  the  way : 
Bade  earth,  and  sea,  and  air,  in  colours  rise ; 
And  copious  action  on  the  canvass  glow : 
Gave  her  gay  fable ;  spread  invention's  store ; 
Enlarg'd  her  view ;  taught  composition  high. 
And  just  arrangement,  circling  round  one  point, 
That  starts  to  sight,  binds  and  commands  the  whole. 
Caught  from  the  heavenly  Muse  a  nobler  aim. 
And,  scorning  the  soft  trade  of  mere  delight. 
O'er  all  thy  temples,  porticoes,  and  schools, 
Heroic  deeds  she  trac'd,  and  warm  display'd 
Each  moral  beauty  to  the  ravish'd  eye. 
There,  as  th*  imagin'd  presence  of  the  god 
Arous'd  the  mind,  or  vacant  hours  induc'd 
Calm  contempUtion,  or  assembled  youth 
Bum'd  in  ambitious  circle  round  the  sage, 
The  liring  lesson  stole  into  the  heart. 
With  more  prevailing  force  than  dwells  in  words. 
These  rouse  to  glory ;  while,  to  rural  Ufe, 
The  softer  canvass  oft  repos'd  the  souL 
lliere  gaily  broke  the  sun-illumin'd  doud ; 
The  lessening  prospect,  and  the  mountain  bluc^ 
Vanish'd  in  air ;  the  predpice  fh>wn*d,  dire ; 
White,  down  the  rock  the  rushing  torrent  dash'd ; 
Tlie  Sun  shone,  trembling,  o'er  the  distant  main ; 
Tlie  tempest  foam'd,  inomense ;  the  driring  storm 
Sadden'd  the  skies,  and,  firom  the  doubling  gloom, 
On  the  scath'd  oak  the  ragged  lightning  fell ; 
In  dosing  shades,  and  where  the  current  strays 
With  peace,  and  love,  and  innocence  around, 
Fip'd  the  lone  shephod  to  his  feeding  flock : 
Round  happy  parents  smil'd  their  younger  selves; 
And  friends  convers'd,  by  death  dirided  long. 

**  To  public  Virtue  thus  the  smiling  Arts, 
Unblemish'd  handmaids,  serv'd !  the  Graces  they 
To  dress  this  fiiirest  Venus.     Thus  rever'd. 
And  plac'd  beyond  the  reach  of  sordid  care^ 
The  Ingh  awarders  of  immortal  fiune, 
Alone  for  glory  thy  great  i 


f  When  Demetrius  besieged  Rhodes,  and  could 
have  reduced  the  dty,  by  setting  fire  to  that  quarter 
of  it,  where  stood  the  house  of  the  celebrated  Fro- 
togenes,  be  chose  rather  to  raise  the  siege,  than 
hazard  the  burning  of  a  fiunous  ^cture  called 
Jalysus,  the  msstcr-piece  of  that  painter. 
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Courted  bj  kingi,  and  bj  oontending  ilatet 
Atsiim*d  Uie  boasted  honour  of  dieir  birtfa. 

*•  In  Architecture,  too,  thy  rank  supreme  f 
That  art  where  most  magnificent  appears 
Tbe  little  builder  man ;  bytheen^n'd. 
And,  smiling  high,  to  full  perfection  brought 
Such  thj  sure  rules,  that  Goths  of  erery  age. 
Who  scom*d  their  aid,  hare  only  loaded  Earth 
Mth  labour*d  heavy  monuments  of  shame. 
Not  those  gay  domes  that  o*er  thy  splendid  shore 
Shot,  all  proportion,  up.     First  unadoni*d, 
And  noUy  plain,  the  manly  Doric  rose ; 
Hi*  Ionic  then,  with  decent  matron  grace. 
Her  airy  pillar  heav*d  ;  luxuriant  la^ 
Hie  rich  Corinthian  spread  her  wanton  wreath. 
Hie  whole  so  measured  true,  so  lessen'd  off 
By  fine  proportion,  that  the  marble  pile, 
Form'd  to  repel  the  still  or  stormy  waste 
Of  rolling  ages,  li^  as  fabrics  look*d 
Hiat  from  the  magic  wand  aerial  rise. 

«  These  were  the  wonders  that  illumin*d  Greece, 
From  end  to  end."  ^  Here  interrupting  warm, 
•«  Where  are  they  now?"  I  ciy'd,  "  say,  goddess, 

where? 
And  what  the  land  diy  darling  thus  of  old  ?** 
«  Sunk  !**  she  i«sum*d :    "  deep  in  the  kindred 

gloom 
Of  superstition,  and  of  slavery  sunk ! 
No  glory  now  can  touch  their  hearts,  beniimb*d 
By  loose  dejected  sloth  and  servile  fear ; 
No  science  pierce  the  darkness  of  their  minds ; 
No  nobler  art  the  quick  ambitious  soul 
Of  imitation  in  their  breast  awake. 
£v*n,  to  supply  die  needful  arts  of  life. 
Mechanic  toil  denies  the  hopeless  hand. 
Scarce  any  trace  remaining,  vestige  grey. 
Or  nodding  column  on  tbe  desert  shore, 
To  point  where  Corinth,  or  where  Athens  stood. 
A  faithless  land  of  violence,  and  death ! 
Where  Commerce  parleys,  dubious,  on  the  shore ; 
And  his  wild  impulse  curious  search  restrains, 
Afraid  to  trust  th*  inhospitable  dime. 
Neglected  Nature  fails ;  in  sordid  want 
Sunk,  and  debased,  their  beauty  beams  no  more. 
Tbe  Sun  himself  seems  angry,  to  r^^ard, 
Of  light  unworthy,  the  degenerate  race ; 
And  fires  them  oft  with  pestilential  rays : 
While  Earth,  blue  poison  steaming  on  the  skies. 
Indignant,  shakes  them  from  her  troubled  sides. 
But  as  i^om  man  to  man,  Fate's  first  decree. 
Impartial  Death  the  tide  of  riches  rolls. 
So  states  must  die,  and  Liberty  go  round. 

**  Fierce  was  the  stand,  ere<  virtue,  valour,  art^ 
And  die  soul  fir*d  by  me  (that  often,  stung 
With  thoughts  of  better  times  and  old  renown, 
FVom  hydrii-tyrants  try'd  to  clear  the  land) 
Lay  quite  extinct  in  Greece,  their  works  effiu:*d 
And  gross  o'er  all  unfeeling  bondage  spread. 
Sooner  I  mov'd  my  much  reluctant  fli^t, 
Pois'd  on  the  doubtful  wing:  when  Greece  with 

Greece 
Embroil'd  in  foul  contention  fouj^t  no  more 
For  common  glorvy  and  for  common  weal : 
But,  fiUse  to  freedom,  sought  to  quell  the  free ; 
Broke  the  firm  band  of  peace,  and  sacred  love^ 
That  lent  the  whole  irrefiragable  force ; 
And,  as  around  the  partial  trophy  bhish'd, 
Prepared  the  way  for  total  overtlurow. 
Then  to  tbe  Persian  power,  whose  pride  they  scom'd. 
When  Xerxes  pour'd  his  millions  o'er  the  land, 


Sparta,  by  turns,  and  Athens,  vDdy  sued ; 

Sued  to  be  venal  parricides,  to  spill 

Their  country's  bravest  bkod,  and  on  themsdvet 

To  turn  their  matchless  mercenary  arms. 

Peaceful  in  Susa,  then,  sate  the  great  king  *; 

And  by  the  trick  of  treaties,  the  still  waste 

Of  sly  corruption,  and  baibaric  gold, 

EBIbcted  what  his  steel  could  ne'er  perform.  ^ 

Fhif^ise  he  save  them  the  luxurious  dnught. 

Inflaming  a£  the  land :  unbalanc'd  wide 

Their  tottering  rtates ;  their  wild  assemblies  iiil*d. 

As  tbe  winds  turn  at  every  blast  the  seas : 

And  by  their  listed  orators,  whose  breath 

Still  with  a  ftctious  storm  infested  Greece, 

Rous'd  them  to  dvil  war,  or  dash'd  them  down 

To  sotdid  peace,  f  —  P^ace  !  that,  when  Sptru 

shook 
Astoniah'd  Artaxerxes  on  his  throne, 
Gave  up,  fkbr-spread  o'er  Asia's  sunny  diore. 
Their  kindred  cities,  to  perpetual  chains. 
What  could  so  base,  so  infiunous  a  thought. 
In  i^aartan  hearts  inquire  ?    Jealous,  tfa^  saw 
Respiring  Athens  rear  again  her  walls  \; 
And  the  pale  fury  fir'd  them,  once  again 
To  crush  this  rival  city  to  the  dust 
For  now  no  more  the  noble  social  soul 
Of  Liberty  my  families  corabin'd ; 
But  by  short  views,  and  selfish  passions,  broken 
Dire  as  when  friends  are  rankled  into  foes. 
They  mix'd  severe,  and  wag'd  eternal  wmr ; 
Nor  felt  they,  furious,  their  exhausted  force ; 
Nor,  with  fidse  glory,  discord,  madni*a»  Mind, 
Saw  how  the  blackening  storm  from  Hirada  camcb 
Long  years  roll'd  on,  by  many  a  batde  stainM  5, 
The  blush  and  boast  of  Fame !  where  courage  ar^ 
And  military  glory,  shone  supreme : 
But  let  detesting  ages,  fhnn  the  scene 
Of  Greece  self-manffled,  turn  the  sickening  eye. 
At  last,  when  bleeding  fVom  a  thousand  woondi^ 
She  felt  her  spnrits  fail ;  and  in  the  dust 
Her  latest  heroes,  Nidas,  Conon,  lay, 
Agesilaus,  and  the  Theban  Friends  |  s 
The  Macedonian  vulture  mark'd  his  time^ 
By  the  dire  scent  of  Queronea  lur'd  ^, 
And,  fierce-descending,  seis'd  his  hapJess  pvey- 

"  Thus  tsme  submitted  to  the  victor's  yoke 
Greece,  once  the  gay,  the  turbulent,  the  bold ; 
For  every  Grace,  and  Muse,  and  Sdence  bora ; 
With  arts  of  war,  of  government,  elal« ; 
To  tyrants  dreadful,  dreadful  to  the  best ; 
Whom  I  myself  could  scarcely  rule :  and  tfava 
The  Persian  fetters,  that  inthrall'd  the  minc^ 
Were  tum'd  to  formal  and  apparent  chains. 

**  Unless  Corruption  first  deject  tbe  pride^ 

*  So  the  kings  of  Persia  vrere  called  bj  Ae 
Greeks. 

f  Tlie  peace  made  by  Antalddas,  tbt  L«ce> 
dannonian  admiral,  vrith  the  Persians;  by  which  tim 
Lacedaemonians  abandoned  all  tlie  Greeks  WilahlislieA 
in  the  Lesser  Asia  to  the  dominion  of  the  king  of 
Persia. 

I  Atfiens  had  been  diamaatkd  by  tbe  Lace- 
dsmonians,  at  the  end  of  the  first  Pdoponiwiian 
war,  and  was  at  this  time  restored  by  Coooa  to  its 
former  splendour. 

§  Tlie  Pebponnesian  war. 

y   Pdopidas  and  Epaminondas. 

^  Tbe  battle  of  Cbsronca,  in  which  Fhil^  oC 
Maoedon  utterly  defeated  the  Greeks. 


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


partHi. 


LIBERTY* 


And  gnrdian  Tigour  of  the  frefvborn  loiiV 
M  erode  ittempts  of  riolence  are  nun ; 
For,  firm  within,  and  while  at  heart  untoudi'd, 
Ne'er  yet  by  force  was  Freedom  overcome. 
But  9000  as  Independence  stoops  the  head, 
To  tioe  eiishiT*d,  and  vice-created  wants ; 
Tim  to  some  foul  corrupting  hand,  whose  waste 
Thm  beigbten*d  wants  with  fatal  bounty  feeds : 
fnoL  man  to  man  the  slackening  ruin  runs, 
TSU  the  whole  state  unnenr'd  m  slavery  sinks.** 
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The  Omtenis  of  Part  III, 

As  Ibk  part  contains  a  description  of  the  establish- 
ment of  Liberty  in  Rome,  it  begins  with  a.view 
of  the  Oredan  colonies  settled  in  the  southern 
psrts  o£  Italy,  which  with  Sicily  constituted  the 
Great  Greece  of  the  ancients.     With  these  colo- 
nies the  tpint  tA  Liberty,    and    of   republics, 
ipreads  <mx  Italy.  Transition  to  Pythagoras  and 
Ibs  philosophy,  which  he  taught  through  those 
free  states  and  dties.     Amidst  the  many  small 
npubllcs  In  Italy,    Rome  the  destined  seat  of 
Li>erty.      Her  e^ablishment  there  dated  from 
the  expulsion  of  the  Tarquins.     How  differing 
fnm  that  In  Greece.     Reference  to  a  view  of  the 
Roman  republic  given  in  the  first  part  of  this 
poem:  to  mark  its  rise  and   fall,  ib»  peculiar 
poport  oi  this.    During  its  first  ages,  the  greatest 
force  of  Liberty  and  vutue  exerted.    The  source 
whence  derived   the   heroic  virtues  of  the  Ro- 
Bins.     Enumeration  of  these  virtues.     Thence 
thdr  security   at  home:    tlieir  glory,    success, 
iod  empire,    abroad.     Bounds  of  the  Roman 
apircv  geographically  described.      The  states 
of  Greece  restoored  to  Liberty  by  Titus  Quintus 
RBmintu%  the  highest  instance  of  public  gene- 
ntkf  and  beneficence.     The  loss  of  Liberty  in 
Its  causes,  progress,  and  completion  in 
tfa  of  Brutus.     Rome    under  the  em- 
From    Rome^  the  goddess  of  Liberty 
foes  among    the  Northern  nations;  where^  by 
infiising  into  them  her  spirit  and  general'  prin- 
cqJes,  she  laya  the  ground-work  ol  her  future 
wtshliihmenta :   sends  them  in  vengeance  on  the 
Boman  empire,  now  totally  enslaved ;  and  then, 
with  arts  and  sciences  in  her  train,  quits  Earth 
dmtag  the  dark  ages.       Tlie  celestial  regions, 
Is  wliicfa  Liberty  niured,  not  proper  to  be  opened 
l»lhe  view  of  mortals. 

Hias  rndting  mix'd  with  air  th*  ideal  forms, 
^  painted  still  wbate*er  the  goddess  sung. 
^W  I,  impatient :    <'  From  extinguinh'd  Greece, 
To  whet  new  r^ioo  stream*d  the  human  day  ?" 
At  softly  Mgiiin^  as  when  Zephyr  leaves, 
Rttign*d  to  Borcasy  the  declining  year, 
B«ainn*d  :  **  Indigmmt,  these  last  scenes  I  fied  •  ; 
^Joog  ere  then,  l<eiiradia*s  cloudy  cliff, 

*  The  last  struggles  of  liberty  in  Greece. 


And  the  Ceruuiian  hills  behind  me  thrown, 

All  Latium  stood  arous'd.     Ages  before. 

Great  mother  of  republics!  Greece  had  pour'd, 

Swarm  after  swarm,  her  ardent  youth  around 

On  Asia,  Afric,  Sicily,  they  stoop'd. 

But  chief  on  &ir  Heq>eria*s  winding  shore; 

Where,  from  Lacinium*  to  Etrurian  vales, 

Hiey  roll*d  increasing  colonies  along. 

And  lent  materials  for  my  Roman  keign. 

^th  them  my  spirit  spresd ;  and  numerous  states 

And  cities  rose,  on  Grecian  modeb  form*d; 

As  its  parental  policy,  and  arts, 

Each  had  hnbib'd.     Besides,  to  each  assign'd 

A  guardian  genius,  o*er  the  public  weal. 

Kept  an  unclosing  eye ;  try*d  to  sustain, 

Or  more  sublime,  the  soul  infus'd  by  me  t 

And  strong  the  battle  rose,  with  various  wave^ 

Against  the  tyrant  demons  of  Ihe  land. 

Tims  they  their  little  wars  and  triumphs  knew; 

Their  fiows  of  fortune,  and  receding  times, 

But  almost  all  below  the  proud  re^ird 

Of  story  vow*d  to  Rome,  on  deeds  intent 

That  truth  beyond  the  flight  of  fable  bore. 

<*  Not  so  the  Samian  sagef  ;  to  him  belongs 
The  brightest  witness  of  recording  fiune. 
For  these  free  states  his  native  isle  \  forsook. 
And  a  vain  tyrant's  transitoir  smile ; 
He  sought  Crotona*s  pure  s^ubrious  aur,    [taught ; 
And  t^u^  Great  Greece  §  his  gende  wisdom 
Wisdom  that  calm'd  for  listening  years  the  mind  |, 
Nor  ever  heard  amid  the  storm  of  seal 
His  mental  eye  first  lanch'd  into  the  deeps 
Of  boundless  ether  ;  where  unnumber*d  orbs. 
Myriads  on  myriads,  through  the  pathless  sky 
Unerring  roll,  and  wind  their  steady  way. 
There  he  the  fiill  consenting  choir  beheld  ; 
There  first  discem'd  the  secret  band  of  lovc^ 
The  kind  attraction,  that  to  central  suns 
Binds  circling  earths,  and  world  widi  world  unites. 
Instructed  thence,  he  great  ideas  form'd 
Of  the  whole-moving,  all-informing  God, 
The  Sun  of  bdnn !  beaming  unconfin*d 
light,  life,  and  wve,  and  ever-acdve  power : 
Whom  nought  can  image,  and  who  best  approves 
The  silent  worship  of  the  moral  heart, 
llMt  joys  in  bounteous  Heaven,  and  spreads  the  joy. 
Nor  8com*d  the  soaring  sage  to  stoop  to  life. 
And  bound  his  reason  to  the  sphere  of  num. 
He  gave  the  four  yet  reigning  virtues^  lumie ; 
Inqur'd  the  study  of  the  finer  arts, 
Hiat  civilize  mankind,  and  laws  devis'd 
Where  with  enlighten'd  jusdce  mercy  mix'd. 
He  ev'n,  into  his  tender  system,  took 
Whatever  shares  the  brotherhood  oiVtSe: 
He  taught,  that  life's  indissoluble  flame, 
Fh>m  brute  to  man,  and  man  to  brute  again, 
For  ever  shifting,  runs  th*  eternal  round ; 
Thence  try*d  against  the  blood-poUuted  meal. 
And  limbs  yet  quivering  widi  some  kindred  soul. 
To  turn  the  human  heart     DeUghtftd  truth  J 

*  A  promontory  in  Calabria. 

f  Fytliagoras. 

i  SunOS,  over  which  then  reigned  the  tyrant 
Polycrates. 

§  Tlie  southern  parts  of  Italy,  and  Scfly,  so 
called  because  of  the  Grecian  colonies  there  settled. 

I  Hu  scholars  were  enjdned  silence  for  five 
years. 

^  The  four  cardinal  virtues. 
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Had  Im  hdwld  the  living  diain  ascrnid. 
And  not  m  curding  fonn,  but  rising  whole. 

"  Amid  tfieae  smmll  republics  one  arose. 
On  yelkm  liber's  bank,  almighty  Rome, 
Fated  for  me.     A  nobler  spirit  warm*d 
Her  sons ;  and,  rous*d  by  tyrants,  nobler  still 
It  bum*d  in  Brutus :  the  proud  Tarquins  chas*d, 
'^th  all  their  crimes ;  bade  radiant  eras  rise, 
And  the  long  honours  of  the  consul-line. 

"  Here,  from  the  fkirer,  not  the  greater,  plan 
Of  Greece  I  Tary'd ;  whose  unmixinff  states. 
By  the  keen  soul  of  emulation  pierc*^ 
Long  wag'd  alone  the  bloodless  war  of  arts, 
And  theur  best  empire  gain'd.     But  to  diffuse 
0*er  men  an  empire  was  my  purpose  now : 
To  let  my  martial  m^esty  abroad ; 
Into  the  Tortex  of  one  state  to  draw 
The  whole  mix*d  force,  and  liberty,  on  Earth ; 
To  conquer  tyrants,  and  set  nations  free. 

"  Already  hare  I  given,  with  flying  touch, 
A  broken  view  of  this  my  amplest  reign. 
Now,  while  its  first,  last,  periods  you  survey, 
Mark  how  it  labouring  rose,  and  rapid  felL  [world, 

<<  When  Rome  in  noon-tide  empire  grasp*d  the 
And,  soon  as  her  resistless  I^ons  ^ne, 
The  nations  stoop'd  a^xnind :  though  then  appear*d 
Her  grandeur  most,  yet  in  l^er  dawn  of  power. 
By  many  a  jealous  equal  people  pressed. 
Then  was  the  toil,  the  mighty  struggle  then ; 
Then  for  each  Roman  I  an  hero  told ; 
And  every  passing  sun,  and  Latian  scene. 
Saw  patriot  virtues  then,  and  aweftil  deeds 
That  or  surpass  the  faith  of  modem  times. 
Or,  if  believ'd,  with  sacred  horrour  strike. 

"  For  then,  to  prove  my  most  exalted  power, 
I  to  the  pdnt  of  friU  perfection  push'd. 
To  fondness  or  enthusiastic  zeal, 
Hie  great,  the  reigning  passion  of  the  free. 
Hiat  godlike  pamon !  which,  the  bounds  of  self 
Divinely  bursting,  the  whole  public  takes 
Into  the  heart,  enlarg*d,  and  burning  high 
l^^th  the  mix'd  ardour  of  unnumber'd  selves ; 
Of  all  who  safe  beneath  the  voted  laws 
Of  the  same  parent  state,  fraternal,  live. 
FVom  this  kind  sun  of  moral  nature  flow*d 
Virtues,  diat  shine  the  light  of  human  kind. 
And,  ray'd  through  story,  warm  remotest  time. 
Tbese  virtues,  too,  reflected  to  their  source, 
Increas'd  its  flame.     The  social  charm  went  round, 
The  iur  idea,  more  attractive  still. 
As  more  by  virtue  marked :  till  Romans,  all 
One  band  of  friends,  unconquerable  srew.     [voice, 

**  Hence,  when  their  country  nus*d  her  plaintive 
The  voice  of  pleading  Nature  was  not  heard ; 
And  in  their  hearts  the  fathers  throbb'd  no  more : 
Stem  to  themselves,  but  gentle  to  the  whole. 
Hence  sweeten'd  pain,  tl^  luxury  of  toil ; 
Patience,  that  baffled  Fortune's  utmost  rage ; 
High-mmded  Hope,  which  at  the  lowest  ebb, 
When  Brennus  conquer*d,  and  when  Canns  bled, 
Tlie  bravest  impulse  felt,  and  scora'd  despair. 
Hence,  Moderation  a  new  conquest  gain*d ; 
As  on  the  vanquish'd,  like  descending  Heaven, 
Tlieir  dewy  mercy  dropp'd,  their  bounty  beamed, 
And  by  the  labouring  hand  were  crowns  bestow'd. 
Fruitful  of  men,  hence  hard  laborious  life. 
Which  no  fatigue  can  quell,  no  season  pierce. 
Hence,  Independency  with  his  little  pleas'd. 
Serene,  and  aelf-aufficient,  like  a  god; 
In  whom  Corruption  could  not  lodge  one  charm. 


While  he  his  honest  roots  to  gold  preferr*d ; 

While  truly  rich,  and  by  hb  Sabine  field, 

The  man  maintained,  the  Roman's  splendour  all 

Was  in  the  public  wealth  and  glory  plac*d : 

Or  ready,  a  rough  swain,  to  guide  the  plough ; 

Or  else,  the  purple  o*er  his  shoulder  thrown. 

In  long  majestic  flow,  to  rule  the  state. 

With  Wisdom's  purest  eye;  or,  clad  in  sleel. 

To  drive  the  steady  battle  on  the  foe. 

Hence  every  passion,  ev'n  the  proudest,  stoop'd 

To  common  good  :  Camillus,  thy  revenge  ; 

Tliy  glory,  Fabius.     AU  submissive  heroc, 

Conwls,  dictators,  stiU  resign'd  their  mle. 

The  very  moment  that  the  laws  ordain'd. 

Though  Conquest  o'er  Uiem  dapp'd  her  eagle-wingi, 

Her  laurels  wreath'd,  and  yok'd  her  snowy  steeds 

To  the  triumphal  car ;  soon  as  expir'd 

The  latest  hour  of  sway,  taught  to  sulxnit, 

(A  harder  lesson  that  tbsn  to  command,) 

Into  the  private  Roman  sunk  the  cfaiet 

If  Rome  was  serv'd,  and  glorious,  careless  they 

By  whom.     Hieir  country's  hxne  they  deem'd  their 

own; 
And,  above  envy,  in  a  rival's  train. 
Sung  the  loud  los  by  themsdves  deserr'd. 
Hence  matchless  courage.     On  Cremera's  bank. 
Hence  fell  the  Falm ;  hence  the  Dedi  dy'd ; 
And  Curtius  plung'd  into  the  flaming  gulph. 
Hence  Regulus  tlK  wavering  fitthers  firm'd. 
By  dreadful  counsel  never  given  before. 
For  Roman  honour  sued,  and  his  own  doom. 
Hence  he  sustain'd  to  dare  a  death  piepar'd 
By  Punic  rage.     On  earth  his  manly  look 
Relentless  fix'd,  he  from  a  last  embrace, 
By  chains  polluted,  put  his  wife  aside. 
His  little  duldren  dimbing  for  a  kias ;        [friends, 
Then  dumb  through  rows  of  weeping  woodcring 
A  new  illustrious  exile !  press'd  along. 
Nor  less  impatient  did  he  pierce  the  crowds 
Opposing  his  return,  than  if,  escap'd 
From  long  litigious  suits,  he  glad  forsook 
The  noisy  town  awhile,  and  city  cloud. 
To  brea&  Venafrian,  or  Tarentine  air. 
Need  I  these  high  particulars  recount  ? 
The  meanest  bosom  felt  a  thirst  for  fame ; 
Flight  their  worst  death,  and  shame  their  onlylear. 
Life  had  no  charms,  nor  any  terrours  fote, 
When  Rome  and  glory  call'd.     But,  in  one  view, 
Mark  the  rare  boast  of  these  unequall'd  times. 
Ages  revolv'd  unsuUy'd  by  a  crime : 
Astrea  reign'd,  and  scarcely  needed  laws 
To  bind  a  race  elated  with  the  pride 
Of  virtue,  and  disdaining  to  descend 
To  meanness,  mutual  violence,  and  wrongs. 
While  war  around  them  rag'd,  in  happy  Rome 
All  peaceful  smil'd,  all  save  the  passing  clouds 
That  often  hang  on  Freedom's  jealous  orow ! 
And  hir  unblemish'd  centuries  elaps'd, 
When  not  a  Roman  bled  but  in  the  fidd. 
Their  virtue  such,  that  an  unbalanc'd  staler 
Still  between  noble  and  plebdan  tost. 
As  flow'd  the  wave  of  fluctuating  power. 
Was  thence  kept  firm,  and  with  triumphant  prow 
Rode  out  the  storms.     Oft  though  the  native  ttuAip 
That  from  the  first  their  constitution  shook, 
(A  latent  ruin,  growing  as  it  grew,) 
Stood  on  the  threatening  point  of  dvil  war 
Ready  to  rush :  yet  could  the  lenient  voice 
Of  wisdom,  soothing  the  tumultuous  soul, 
Thofie  sons  of  virtue  cafan.     Tboir  gcnennis  heartk» 
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Unpetriiyd  by  fdf,  so  nakfid  lay, 

And  sennble  to  truth,  that  o'er  the  rage 

Of  giddy  faction,  by  oppression  swelled, 

Frcrail'd  a  simple  ftble,  and  at  once 

To  pesce  recover'd  the  divided  state. 

Bat  if  their  often-cheated  hopes  refus*d 

The  toothing  touch ;  still,  in  the  love  of  Romei 

TIk  dread  &tator  found  a  sure  resource. 

Was  she  assaulted  ?  was  her  glory  stain'd  ? 

One  common  quarrel  wide-inflam'd  the  whole. 

Foes  in  the  forum,  in  the  field  were  friends, 

Bj  todal  danger  bound ;  each  fond  for  each, 

And  for  their  dearest  country  all,  to  die. 

**  Thus  up  the  hill  of  empire  slow  they  toil'd : 
Tfil,  the  bold  summit  gain'd,  the  thousand  states 
Of  proud  Italia  blend^  into  one ; 
I1«i  o*er  the  nations  they  resistless  rush'd. 
And  touch'd  the  limits  of  the  failing  world. 
"  Let  Fancy's  eye  the  distant  lines  unite. 
See  that  which  borders  wild  the  western  main, 
Where  storms  at  large  resound,  and  tides  immense: 
Vma  Caledonia's  dim  cerulean  coast. 
And  moist  Hibemia,  to  where  Adas,  lodg'd 
Amid  the  restless  clouds,  and  leaning  Heaven, 
Hsngs  o'er  the  deep  that  borrows  thence  its  name. 
Mark  that  oppos'd,  where  first  the  springing  Mom 
Her  roses  sbeds,  and  shakes  around  her  dews : 
Fram  the  dire  deserts  by  the  Caspian  lav'd, 
To  where  the  Tigris  and  Euphrates,  join'd. 
Impetuous  tear  die  Babylonian  plain ; 
And  bkst  Arabia  aromatic  breathes. 
See  that  dividing  far  the  watery  north, 
Arent  of  floods !  from  the  majestic  Rhine, 
Dnmk    by  Batavian    meads,    to   where,    seven- 

mouth'd, 
in  Euxine  waves  the  flashing  Danube  roars; 
To  where  the  frozen  Tanais  *  scarcely  stirs 
The  dead  Meotic  pool,  or  the  long  Rha  f , 
hi  d^  black  Scythian  sea  his  torrent  throws. 
LaM,  that  beneath  the  burning  zone  behold : 
See  where  it  runs,  from  the  deep-loaded  plains 
Of  Mauritania  to  the  Libyan  sands, 
Where  Anunon  lifU  amid  the  torrid  waste 
A  verdant  isle,  with  shade  and  fountain  fresh ; 
And  fiuther  to  the  full  Egyptian  shore. 
To  where  the  Nile  from  Ethiopian  clouds, 
&■  never-drain'd  etliereal  lun,  descends. 
In  das  vast  space  what  various  tongues,  and  states ! 
What  bounding  rocks,  and  mountains,  floods  and 

^Hat  pmple  tyranta  qucll'd,  and  nations  freed ! 
"O'er    Greece    descended  chiefs    vrith    stealth 
divine^. 
Hie  Roman  bounty  in  a  flood  of  day : 
^  at  her  Isthmian  games,  a  fading  pomp ! 
Her  fan-assembled  youth  innumerous  swarm'd. 
On  a  tribunal  raia'd  Flaminius  sat ; 
A  yictor  be,  from  the  deep  phalanx  pierc'd 
Of  iroiMsoated  Macedon  |,  and  back 
^  Grecian  tyrant  to  his  bounds  repell'd. 
la  the  high  tfaougfatless  gaiety  of  game, 
^^Ue  iport  alone  their  unambitious  hearts 
^leMss'd ;  the  sudden  trumpet,  sounding  hoarse^ 
Bade  sil^^ce  o'er  the  bright  assembly  reign. 
T^  dns  a  herald  :  —  <  To  the  states  of  Greece 
1W  Roman  people,  unconfin'd,  restore 

*  The  ancient  name  of  the  Volga. 

f  The  Caspian  sea. 

I  The  king  of  Macedonia. 


'Dieir  countriai,  dtlai,  liberties,  and  laws : 
Taxes  remit,  and  garrisons  withdraw.' 
llie  crowd,  astooish'd  hali^  and  half  infonn'd, 
Star'd  dubious  round ;  some  question'd,  some  ex- 

daim'd, 
(Like  one  who,  dreaming,  between  hope  and  hag, 
Is  lost  in  anxious  joy,)  <  Be  that  again. 
Be  that  again  prodaim'd,  distinct,  and  loud.' 
Loud,  and  distinct,  it  was  again  prodaim'd ; 
And  still  as  midnight  in  the  rural  ahade. 
When  the  gale  alumbers,  they  the  vrords  devour'd. 
Awhile  severe  amazement  held  them  mute ; 
Then,  bursting  broad,    the    boundless   shout   to 

Heaven 
From  many  a  thousand  hearts  ecstatic  sprung. 
On  every  hand  rebellow'd  to  their  joy 
Hie  swelling  sea,  the  rocks,  and  vocal  hills : 
Through  all  her  turrets  stately  Corinth§  shook ; 
And,  from  the  void  above  of  shatter'd  air. 
The  flitting  bird  fell  breathless  to  the  ground. 
What  piercing  bliss !  bow  keen  a  sense  of  fams^ 
Did  then,  Flaminius,  reach  thy  imnost  soul ! 
And  with  what  deep-felt  glory  didst  thou  then 
Escape  the  fondness  of  transported  Greece ! 
Mix'd  in  a  tempest  of  superior  joy. 
They  left  the  spelts;  like  Bacchanals  they  flew. 
Each  other  straining  in  a  strict  embrace^ 
Nor  strain'd  a  slave;  and  loud  acclaims  till  night 
Round  the  proconsul's  tent  repeated  rung.  [  Hours  | 
Then,   crown'd  with  garlands,   came    the  festive 
And  music,  qwrkling  wine,  and  converse  warm. 
Their    raptures  wak'd    anew.  —  *  Ye  gods!'  they 

cry'd, 
<  Te  guardian  gods  of  Greece !  And  are  we  free? 
Was  it  not  ma£ies8  deem'd  the  very  thought  ? 
And  is  it  true  ?    How  did  we  purchase  chains  ? 
At  what  a  dire  expense  of  kindred  blood? 
And  are  they  now  dissolv'd  ?  And  scarce  one  drop 
For  the  faur  first  of  blessings  have  we  paid  ? 
Courage,  and  conduct,  in  the  doubtful  field. 
When  rages  wide  the  storm  of  mingling  war. 
Are  rare  indeed ;  but  how  to  generous  ends 
To  turn  success,  and  conquest,  rarer  sdll : 
That  the  great  gods  and  Romans  only  know. 
Lives  there  on  Earth,  almost  to  Greece  unknown, 
A  people  so  magnanimous,  to  quit 
Their  native  soi^  traverse  the  stormy  deep. 
And  by  theur  blood  and  treasure,  spent  for  us, 
Redeem  our  states,  our  liberties,  and  laws! 
There  does!  there  does !  oh,  saviour  Titus!  Rome !' 
Thus  through  the  happy  night  they  pour'd  their 

souls. 
And  in  my  last  reflected  beams  rejoic'd. 
As  when  the  shepherd,  on  the  mountain  brow. 
Sits  piping  to  his  flockJs,  and  gamesome  kids ; 
Meantime  the  Sun,  beneath  the  green  Earth  sunk. 
Slants  upward  o'er  the  scene  a  parting  gleam : 
Short  is  the  glory  that  the  mountain  nlds, 
Flays  on  the  glittering  flocks,  and  glads  the  swain ; 
To  western  worlds  irrevocable  roU'4 
Rapid,  the  source  of  light  recalls  his  ray." 

Here  interposing  I :  — **  Oh,  queen  of  meni 
Beneath  whose  sceptre  in  essential  rights 
Equal  they  live ;  tfiough  placid,  for  common  good. 
Various,  or  in  subjection,  or  command ; 
And  that  by  common  choice :  alas!  the  scenes 
With  virtue,  freedom,  and  with  glory  bright, 

§  The  Isthmian  games  were  celebrated  at  Co- 
rinth. 
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BtnuoM  into  Mood,  and  daricens  into  woe.*** 
Tlius  As  piinued :  -»  «  Near  this  great  era,  Rome 
Began  to  fed  the  swift  approach  of  fate, 
That  now  her  ntals  gain'd ;  still  more  and  more 
Her  deep  dlTisions  kindling  into  rage. 
And  war  with  chains  and  desolation  cbarg'd. 
From  an  unequal  balance  of  her  sons 
These  fierce  contentions  sprung ;  and,  as  increas'd 
TUs  hated  inequality,  more  fierce 
They  flam'd  to  tumult.     Independence  fiul'd ; 
Here  by  luxurious  wants,  by  real  there ; 
And  with  thb  rirtue  every  virtue  sunk. 
As,  with  the  sliding  rock,  the  pile  sustain'd.  - 
A  last  attempt,  too  late,  the  Gracchi  made. 
To  fix  the  flying  scale,  and  poise  the  state. 
On  one  side  swell'd  aristocratic  pride ; 
With  UsuTTy  the  villain !  whose  fell  gripe 
Bends  by  degrees  to  baseness  the  free  soul ; 
And  Luxury  rapacious,  cruel,  mean, 
Mother  of  Vice !  whUe  on  the  other  crept 
A  populace  in  want,  with  pleasure  fir*d ; 
Fit  for  proscriptions,  for  the  darkest  deeds, 
As  the  proud  fieeder  bade :  inconstant,  blind. 
Deserting  friends  at  need,  and  dup*d  by  foes ; 
Loud  and  seditious,  when  a  chief  inspired 
Their  headlong  fiiry,  but,  of  him  deprived. 
Already  slaves  that  Udc*d  the  scourging  hand. 
**  This  firm  republic,  that  against  the  blast 
Of  opposition  rose ;  that  Hike  an  oak, 
Nurs*d  on  feradous  Algiaum,  whose  boughs 
Still  stronger  shoot  beneadi  the  rigid  axe) 
By  loss,  by  slaughter,  from  the  steel  itself, 
Ev'n  force  and  spirit  drew ;  smit  with  the  calm, 
Tlie  dead  serene  of  prosperous  fortune,  pin'd. 
Kougfat  now  her  weighty  legions  could  oppose ; 
Her  terrour  once  on  Afric*s  taMmy  shore,  * 
Kow  smok*d  in  dust,  a  stabling  now  for  wolves ; 
And  every  dreaded  power  received  the  yoke. 
Bendee,  destructive,  from  the  conquer'd  east. 
In  the  soft  plunder  came  that  worst  of  plagues, 
Hiat  pestilence  of  mind,  a  fever'd  thirst 
For  the  false  J03rs  which  luxury  prepares. 
Unworthy  joys !  that  wasteful  leave  behind 
No  mark  of  honour,  in  reflecting  hour, 
Ko  secret  ray  to  glad  the  conscious  soul ; 
At  once  involving  in  one  ruin  wealth. 
And  wealUwacquiring  powers :  while  stupid  self. 
Of  narrow  gust,  and  hebetating  sense 
Devour  the  nobler  faculties  of  bliss. 
Hence  Roman  virtue  slackened  into  sloth; 
Security  reUx'd  the  softening  state  ; 
And  the  broad  eye  of  government  lay  clos*d ; 
No  more  the  laws  inviolable  reign*d. 
And  public  weal  no  more :  but  party  rag*d. 
And  partial  power,  and  licence  unrestrained  f , 
Let  discord  through  the  deathfril  dty  loose. 
First,  mild  Tiberius,  on  thy  sacred  head 
The  ftny's  vengeance  fell ;  the  first,  whose  blood 
Had  since  the  consuls  stain'd  contending  Rome. 
Of  precedent  pernicious!  with  thee  bled 
Three  hundred  Romans ;  with  thy  brother,  next, 
Three  thousand  more ;  till,  into  battles  tum*d 
Debates  cf  peace,  and  forc*d  the  trembling  laws, 
The  forum  and  comitia  horrid  grew, 
A  scene  of  barter'd  power,  or  reeking  gore. 
When,  half-asham*d,  C<muption's  thievish  arts, 
And  ruffian  force  began  to  sap  the  mounds 
And  majesty  of  laws ;  if  not  in  time 


Carthage.        f  Tib.  Gracchus. 


Repreas*d  severs,  for  human  aid  too  strong 
Tlie  torrent  turns,  and  overbears  the  whole. 

**  Thus  luxury,  dissension,  a  mix*d  rage 
Of  boundless  pleasure  and  of  boundless  wealth, 
Want  wishing  change,  and  waste  repairing  war. 
Rapine  for  ever  lost  to  peaceful  toil, 
Giult  unaton'd,  profUse  of  blood  revenge. 
Corruption  all  avow*d,  and  lawless  force. 
Each  heightening  each,  alternate  shook  the  state. 
Meantime  ambition,  at  the  daraling  head 
Of  hardy  legions,  with  the  laurels  heap*d 
And  spoil  ot  nations,  in  one  circling  blast 
Combin'd  in  various  storm,  and  from  its  base 
The  broad  republic  tore.     By  virtue  built. 
It  touch*d  the  skies,  and  spread  o*er  sheher'd  Earth 
An  ample  roof:  by  virtue  too  sustain*d. 
And  balanc'd  steady,  every  tempest  sung 
Innoxious  by,  or  bade  it  firmer  stand. 
But  when,  widi  sudden  and  enormous  diange. 
The  first  of  mankind  sunk  into  the  last. 
As  once  in  virtue,  so  in  rice  extreme, 
Hiis  universal  fabric  yielded  loose, 
Befftre  amlntion  still ;  and  thundering  down. 
At  last,  beneath  its  ruins  crushed  a  wotrid. 
A  conquering  people,  to  themselves  a  prey. 
Must  ever  fall ;  when  their  rictorious  troopc. 
In  blood  and  rapine  savage  grown,  can  finid 
No  land  to  sack  and  pillage  but  their  own. 

**  By  brutal  Marius,  and  keen  Sylla,  first 
£fi\is*d  the  deluge  dire  of  dvil  blood. 
Unceasing  woes  began,  and  this,  or  that, 
(Deep-drenching  t^ir  revenge)  nor  virtue  tpar*d. 
Nor  sex,  nor  age,  nor  quality,  nor  name. 
Till  Rome,  into  an  human  shambles  tum'd. 
Made  deserts  lovely.  — •  Oh,  to  welL-eam'd  i 
Devoted  race !  —  If  no  true  Roman  then. 
No  Scaevola  there  was,  to  raise  for  Me 
A  vengeful  hand :  was  there  no  fiithor,  rofab'd 
Of  blooming  youth  to  prop  his  withered  age? 
No  son,  a  witness  to  his  hoary  are 
In  dust  and  gore  defil*d  ?  no  friend,  forlorn  ? 
No  wretch  that  doubtful  trembled  for  lumself? 
None  brave,  or  wild,  to  pierce  a  monster's  heaf% 
Who,  heaping  honour  round,  no  more  descrrM 
The  sacred  shelter  of  the  laws  he  ^um*d  ? 
Na     Sad  o'er  all  profound  dejection  sat. 
And  nerveless  fear.     The  slave's  asylum  theirs : 
Or  flight,  iU-judging,  that  the  timid  bad^ 
Turns  weak  to  sUughter ;  or  partakoi  guilt. 
In  vain  fiiom  Sylla's  vanity  I  drew 
An  unexampled  deed.     "Die  power  resign'dl. 
And  all  unbop'd  the  commonwealth  re9iar*di, 
Amaz*d  the  public,  and  effac'd  his  crimes.       [faoHi 
Through  streets  yet  streaming  trcm  his  murderaos 
Unarm'd  he  stray'd,  unguarned,  nnassail'd. 
And  on  the  bed  of  peace  his  ashes  laid : 
A  grace,  which  I  to  his  demission  gave. 
But  with  him  dy*d  not  the  despotic  souL 
Ambition  saw  that  stooping  Rome  could  bear 
A  master,  mtr  had  virtue  to  be  free. 
Hence,  fbr  succeeding  years,  my  troubled  reign 
No  certain  peace,  no  spreading  proq>ect,  knew. 
Destruction  gaUier'd  round.     Still  the  black  aool, 
Or  of  a  Catiline,  or  RuUust,  swell'd 

\  Pub.  Servilius  Rullus,  tribune  of  the  people, 
proposed  an  Agrarian  law,  in  appearance  rtrj  ad- 
vantageous for  the  people,  but  dotructive  of  tiKir 
liberty ;  and  which  was  defeated  by  the  ( ' 
of  Cicero,  in  his  speech  against  Rullus. 
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!         With  feU  dedgns ;  «nd  all  the  watcbfid  art 
Ot  Ckero  demanded,  all  the  force, 
An  the  state-wielding  niagic  of  his  tongue ; 
And  all  the  thunder  of  my  Cato's  seaL 
With  these  I  linger*d ;  till  the  flame  anew 
Burtt  out  in  blaze  immense,  and  wrapt  the  world. 
The  shameful  contest  sprung,  to  whom  mankind 
Should  yield  the  neck  :  to  Pompey,  who  conceal'd 
A  nge  impatient  of  an  equal  name ; 
Or  to  the  nobler  Cesar,  on  whose  brow 
0*tt  daring  vice  deluding  rirtue  smil'd. 
And  who  no  leas  a  rain  superior  scom'd. 
Both  bled,  but  bled  in  vain.     New  traitors  rote, 
TV  venal  will  be  boughtt  the  bate  have  lords* 
To  these  vile  wars  I  left  ambitious  slaves ; 
And  from  Fhilippi's  field,  from  where  in  dust 
The  bst  of  Romans,  matdiless  Brutus .'  lay. 
Spread  to  the  north  untam'd  a  rapid  wing. 
"  What  though   the  first  smooth    Cesar's  arts 
caress'd. 
Merit  and  virtue,  simulating  me? 
Severdy  tender !  cruelly  humane ! 
The  chain  to  clinch,  and  make  it  softer  sit 
On  the  new4>roken  stfll  ferocious  state. 
fnm  the  dark  third*,  succeeding,  I  beheld 
Th*  unperial  monsters  alL  —  A  race  on  Earth 
Vindictive,  sent  the  scourge  of  human-kind ! 
Whose  blind  profusion  drain*d  a  bankrupt  world ; 
Whose  lust  to  forming  Nature  seems  di^^raoe ; 
And  whose  infernal  rage  bade  every  drop 
Of  andent  blood,  tliat  yet  vetain'd  my  flame^ 
To  that  of  Partus  f,  m  the  peaceful  bath, 
Or  Rome's  affKghted  streets,  inglorious  flow. 
But  almost  just  the  meanly-patient  deadi, 
Tliat  waits  a  tyrant's  unprevented  stroke. 
Tbis  indeed  gave  one  slunt  evening  gleam ; 
Hbre  cordial  felt,  as  in  the  midst  it  spread 
Of  storm,  and  horrour.     Hie  delight  of  men ; 
He  who  the  day,  when  his  o'erflowing  band 
Had  made  no  happy  heart,  concluded  lost ; 
T^^^an  and  be,  with  the  mild  sire  and  son  f , 
His  son  of  virtue  !  eas'd  awhile  mankind ; 
And  arts  reviv*d  beneath  their  gentle  beam. 
Then  was  their  last  effort :  what  sculpture  rais*d 
To  lVajan*s  glory,  following  triumphs  stole ; 
And  mix'd  with  Gothic  forms  (the  chissel's  shame), 
Oa  that  triumphal  arch  $,  the  forms  of  Greece. 
**  Meantime  o'er  rocky  Thrace,  and  the  deep 
vales 
Of  gdid  Hemus,  I  pursued  my  flight ; 
AmC  piercing  farthest  Scythia,  westward  swept 
Ssnnatia  | ,  travers'd  by  a  thousand  streams. 
A  sullen  land  of  lakes,  and  fens  immense, 
Of  rocks,  resounding  torrents,  gloomy  heaths, 

*  TSberiusb 

f  Thraaea  P«etus,  put  to  death  by  Nero.  Tacitus 
iatouduces  the  account  he  gives  of  his  death  thus  : 
—  "  After  baTing  inhumanly  slaughtered  so  many 
iUastrious  men,  be  (Nero)  burned  at  last  with  a 
dsore  of  cutting  oflT  virtue  Itself  in  the  person  of 
nnsea,&c" 

I  Antooinos  Ff  us,  and  his  adopted  son  Marcus 
Aaidius,  afterwards  called  Antoninus  Philosophus. 

5  Cooitantine's  arch,  to  build  which,  that  of 
Tt^a  wm  dMtioyed,  sculpture  having  been  (hen 

I  Tlie  ancient  Sennatia  contained  a  vast  tract  of 
roantry  running  all  along  the  north  of  Europe,  and 
Aaa. 


And  cruel  deserts  black  with  sounding  pine ; 
Where   Nature   fhywns:    though   sometimes  into 

smiles 
She  softens ;  and  immediate,  at  the  touch 
Of  southern  gales,  throws  from  the  sudden  glebe 
Luxuriant  pasture,  and  a  waste  of  flowers. 
But,  cold-comprest,  when  the  whole  loaded  heaven 
Descends  in  snow,  lost  in  one  white  abrupt. 
Lies  undistinguish'd  earth;  and,  seiz'd  by  frost, 
Lakes,  headlong  streams,  and  floods^  and  oceans 

sleep. 
Yet  there  life  glows ;  the  furry  milL'ons  there. 
Deep-dig  their  dens  beneath  the  sheltering  snows : 
And  thcane  a  race  of  men  prolific  swarms. 
To  various  pain,  to  little  pleasure  us'd ; 
On  whom,  keen-parchinff  beat  Riphsean  winds; 
I  Hard  like  their  soil,  and  like  their  climate  fiaaot^ 
!  The  nursery  of  nations !  —These  I  rous'd> 
Drove  land  on  land,  on  people  people  pour'd  f 
Till  from  almost  perpetual  aisht  they  broke, 
As  if  in  search  of  6a^ ;  and  o  er  the  banks 
Of  yielding  empire,  only  slave>«u8tain*d, 
Reaistless  rag'd,  in  vengeance  urg'd  by  me. 

«  Long  in  the  barbarous  heart  the  buiy'd  seeds 
Of  freedom  lay,  for  many  a  wintery  age ; 
And  though  my  spirit  work'd  by  slow  degrees, 
Nought  but  its  pride  and  fierceness  yet  appear'd. 
Tlien  was  the  night  of  time,  that  parted  worlds. 
I  quitted  Earth  the  while.     As  when  the  tribes 
Aerial,  wam'd  of  rising  winter,  ride 
Autumnal  winds,  to  warmer  climates  borne; 
80f  arts  and  each  good  genius  in  my  train, 
I  cut  the  closing  gloom,  and  soar'd  to  Heaven. 

*<  In  the  bright  regions  there  of  purest  day. 
Far  other  scenes,  and  palaces,  arise, 
Adom'd  profuse  with  other  arts  divine. 
All  beauty  here  below,  to  them  compar'd. 
Would,  like  a  rose  before  the  mid-day  Sun, 
Shrink  up  itn  blossom ;  like  a  bubUe,  break 
The  passing  poor  magnificence  of  kings. 
For  there  the  King  of  Nature,  in  full  blase, 
Callfr  every  splendour  forth ;  and  there  his  court. 
Amid  ethereal  powers,  and  virtues,  holds : 
Angel,  archangel,  tutelary  gods, 
Of  cities,  nations,  empu-es,  and  of  worlds. 
But  sao^  be  the  veil,  that  kindly  clouds 
A  light  too  keen  for  mortals :  wraps  a  view 
Too  softening  fair,  for  those  that  here  in  dust 
Must  cheerful  toil  out  their  appointed  years. 
A  sense  of  higher  life  would  only  damp 
The  school-boy's  task,  and  spoil  his  playftil  humn. 
Nor  could  the  child  of  reason,  feeble  man. 
With  vigour  through  this  infant  being  drudge ; 
Did  bri^ter  worlds,  tlieir  unimagin'd  bliss 
Disclosing,  dassle  and  dissolve  hu  mind." 
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BRITAIN : 

IKIKO   THE   VOURTH    fART   OF 

LIBERTY, 
A  roEM, 

IVie  ConterUs  of  Part  IV, 

Difference  betwixt  the  ancients  and  moderns 
slightly  touched  upon.  Description  of  the  dark 
ages.  The  goddess  of  Liberty,  who  during  these 
is  supposed  to  have  left  Earth,  returns,  attended 
with  Arts  and  Science.  Site  first  descends  on 
Italy.  Sculpture,  Painting,  and  Architecture 
fix  at  Rome,  to  rcrive  their  several  arts  by  the 
great  models  of  antiquity  there,  which  many 
barbarous  invasions  had  not  been  able  to  destroy. 
The  revival  of  these  arts  marked  out.  ITiat 
sometimes  arts  may  flourish  for  a  while  under 
despotic  governments,  though  never  the  natural 
and  genuine  production  of  them.  Learning  be- 
gins  to  dawn.  The  Muse  and  Science  attend 
Liberty,  who  in  her  progress  towards  Great  Bri- 
tain raises  several  free  states  and  cities.  Hiese 
enumerated.  Author's  exclamation  of  joy,  upon 
teeing  the  British  seas  and  coasts  rise  in  the 
vision,  which  painted  wliatevcr  tlic  goddess  of 
Liberty  said.  She  resumes  licr  narration.  TTie 
Genius  of  the  Deep  appears,  and,  addressing 
Liberty,  associates  Great  Britain  into  his  domi- 
nion. Liberty  received  and  congratulated  by 
Britannia,  and  the  native  Genii  or  llrtues  of 
the  island.  These  described.  Animated  by  the 
presence  of  Liberty,  they  begin  their  operations. 
Their  beneficent  influence  contrasted  with  the 
works  and  delusions  of  opposing  demons.  Con- 
cludes with  an  abstract  of  the  English  history, 
marking  the  several  advances  of  IJbertj',  down 
to  her  complete  establishment  at  the  Revolution. 

Srmucc  with  the  rising  scene,  thus  I,  amaz*d : 
"  Ah,  goddess,  what  a  change !    Is  earth  the  same? 
Of  the  same  kind  the  ruthless  race  she  feeds? 
And  does  the  same  fair  Sun  and  ether  spread 
Round  this  vile  spot  their  all-enlivening  soul  ? 
Lo !  beauty  fails ;  lost  in  unlovely  forms 
Of  little  pomp,  magnificence  no  more 
Exalts  the  mind,  and  bids  the  public  smile : 
While  to  rapacious  interest  glory  leaves 
Mankind,  and  every  grace  <^  life  is  gone." 

To  this  the  power,  whose  vital  radiance  calls 
Fwm  the  brute  mass  of  man  an  order*d  world : 

"  Wait  till  the  morning  shines,  and  from  the 
depth 
Of  Gothic  darkness  springs  another  day. 
True  genius  droops;  the  tender  ancient  taste 
Of  beauty,  then  fresh-blooming  in  her  prime, 
But  faintly  trembles  through  the  callous  soul, 
And  grandeur,  or  of  monds,  or  of  life. 
Sinks  into  safe  pursuits,  and  creeping  cares. 
Ev'n  cautious  Virtue  seems  to  stoop  her  flight. 
And  aged  life  to  deem  the  generous  deeds 
Of  youth  romantic.     Yet  in  cooler  tliought 
WeU-reason'd,  in  researches  piercing  deep 
ThrouA  Nature's  works,  in  profitable  arts. 
And  all  that  calm  experience  can  disclose, 
(Slow  guide,  but  sure,)  behold  the  world  anew  ' 


Exalted  rise,  with  other  honours  crown'd  i 
And,  where  my  Spirit  wakes  die  finer  powen, 
Athenian  laurels  stiU  afresh  shall  bloom. 

"  Oblivious  ages  pa%*d ;  while  Earth,  fonook 
By  her  best  genii,  lay  to  demons  foul, 
And  unchained  furies,  an  abandoned  |^. 
Contention  led  the  van ;  first  small  of  siw, 
But  soon  dilating  to  the  skies  Ac  towers : 
Then,  wide  as  air,  the  livid  fury  spread, 
And  high  lier  head  above  the  stormy  ckmds 
She  blazM  in  omens,  swell'd  the  groaning  winds 
With  wild  surmises,  battUngs,  sounds  of  war: 
From  knd  to  land  the  maddening  trumpet  blew, 
And  pour*d  her  venom  through  die  heart  of  man. 
Shook  to  the  Pole,  the  north  obcy'd  her  call 
Forth  rush'd  the  bloody  power  of  Gothic  war, 
War  against  human-kind :  Rapine,  that  led 
Millions  of  raging  robbers  in  his  train : 
Unlistening,  barbarous  Force,  to  whom  the  sword 
Is  reason,  honour,  law :  the  foe  of  arts 
By  monsters  follow*d,  hideous  to  behold,       f^ 
That  claim'd  their  place.      Outrageous  mix  d  with 
Another  species  of  tyrannic  rule*. 
Unknown  before,  wfaoae  cancrous  shackles  seii'd 
Th'  envenomed  soul :  a  wilder  fiiry,  she 
Ev*n  o*er  her  elder  sister -f  tyrannia'd ; 
Or,  if  perchance  agreed,  uiflam*d  her  rage. 
Dire  vras  her  train,  and  loud ;  the  sable  band, 
Thundering,—  «  Submit,  ye  laity !  ye  prophaoe. 
Earth  is  the  Lord's,  and  therefore  ours ;  let  kujp 
Allow  the  conunon  claim,  and  half  be  theirs; 
If  not,  behold !  the  sacred  lightning  flics:' 
Scholastic  Discord,  with  an  hundred  tongues, 
For  science  uttering  jangling  words  obscimr, 
WTiere  frighted  Reason  never  yet  could  dwell : 
Of  peremptory  fentiu^.  Cleric  Pride, 
U^Tiose  reddening  cheek  no  contradiction  bears; 
And  Holy  Slander,  his  associate  firm. 
On  whom  the7yin;r  spirii  still  descends: 
Mother  of  tortures !   Persecuting  Zeal, 
High-flashing  in  Ikt  hand  the  rcidy  torch, 
Or  poniard  badi'd  in  unbelieving  blood ; 
Hell's  fiercest  fiend  !  of  saintly  brow  dwnure, 
Assuming  a  celestial  seraph's  name, 
Wliile  she  beneath  the  blasphemous  pretence    ^ 
Of  pleasing  Parent  Heaven,  the  Mource  of  ^' 
Has  wrought  more  horrours,  more  detested  deeoi, 
'Hum  all  tlie  rest  combin'd.     Led  on  by  her, 
And  wild  of  head  to  work  her  fell  designs, 
Came  idiot  Superstition ;  round  with  ears 
Innumcrous  strow'd,  ten  thousand  monkish  fonw 
With  legends  ply'd  them,  and  with  tenets,  meant 
To  charm  or  scare  the  simple  into  slaves, 
And  poison  reascm ;  gross,  she  swallows  all, 
The  most  absurd  believing  ever  most 
Broad  o'er  the  whole  her  universal  night. 
The  gloom  still  doubling,  Ignorance  difius'd. 

•*  Nought  to  be  seen,  but  visionary  monks 
To  councils  strolling,  and  embroiling  creeds ; 
Banditti  saints  f ,  disturbing  distant  lands ; 
And  unknown  nations,  wandering  for  a  home. 
All  lay  revers'd :  the  sacred  arts  of  rule 
INim'd  to  flagitious  leagues  against  mankind, 
And  arts  of  plunder  more  mnd  more  avow'd; 
Pure  plain  devotion  to  a  solemn  farce§; 

•  Church  power,  or  ecclesiastical  tyranny. 

f  Civil  ^Anny. 

^  Crusades. 

§  The  corruption  of  the  churdi  of  Rome. 
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To  holy  dotage  virtue,  cr*n  to  guile, 

To  murder,  and  a  mockery  of  oaths ; 

Brare  ancient  freedom  to  the  rage  of  slaves  •, 

Proud  of  their  state,  and  fighting  for  their  chains ; 

DfsbonourM  courage  to  the  bravo*s  trade  f , 

To  dvil  broil ;  and  glory  to  romance. 

Thos  haman  life,  unhing*d^  to  ruin  reel'd, 

And  giddy  Reason  totter'd  on  her  throne. 

**  At  last  Heaven's  best  inexplicable  scheme, 
Disclosing,  bade  hew  brightening  eras  smile. 
The  high  command  gone  forth,  Arts  in  my  train, 
And  azure-mantled  Science,  swift  we  spread 
A  sounding  pinion.     Eager  pity,  mixt 
With  indignation,  urg*d  her  downward  flight 
On  Latium  first  we  stoop'd,  for  doubtful  life 
That  panted,  sunk  beneath  unnumberM  woes. 
Ah,  poor  Italia  !  what  a  bitter  cup 
Of  vengeance  hast  thou  drained  !     Goths,  Vandals, 

Huns, 
Lombards,  barbarians  broke  from  every  land, 
How  numy  a  ruffian  form  hast  thou  beheld ! 
What  horrid  jargons  heard,  where  rage  alone 
Was  tl]  thy  frighted  ear  could  comprehend  ! 
How  frequent  by  the  red  inhuman  hand. 
Yet  warm  with  brother's,  husband's,  father's  blood, 
Hast  thou  thy  matrons  and  thy  virgins  seen 
To  violation  dragg'd,  and  mingled  death  ! 
What  conflagrations,  earthquakes,  ravage,  floods. 
Have  tum'd  thy  cities  into  stony  wilds ; 
And  succourless,  and  bare,  the  poor  remains 
Of  wretdies  forth  to  nature's  common  cast ! 
Added  to  these,  the  still  continued  waste 
Of  inbred  foes  \,  that  on  thy  vitals  prey. 
And,  double  tyrants,  seize  the  very  soul. 
Where  hadst  thou  treasures  for  this  rapine  all? 
These  hungry  myriads,  that  thy  bowels  tore, 
Hcap'd  sack  on  sack,  and  bury'd  in  their  rage 
Wonders  of  art ;  whence  this  grey  scene  a  mine 
Of  more  than  gold  becomes,  and  orient  gems, 
Where  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Rome,  united  glow. 

**  Here  Sculpture,  Painting,  Architecture,  bent 
From  ancient  models  to  restore  their  arts, 
Bcmain'd.      A  little  trace  we  how  they  rose. 

**  Amid  the  hoary  ruins  Sculpture  first, 
DeefMligging,  from  the  cavern  dark  and  damp, 
Their  grave  for  ages,  bid  her  marble  race 
Spriog  to  new  light.     Joy  sparkled  in  her  eyes, 
And  old  remembrance  thrill'd  in  every  thought, 
At  she  the  pleasing  resurrection  saw. 
In  leaoiog  nte,  respiring  from  his  toils. 
The  well-known  bero§,  who  deliver'd  Greece, 
Hit  ample  chest,  all  tempested  witli  force, 
l/oconquerable  rear'd.     She  saw  the  head, 
Breathing  the  hero,  small,  of  Grecian  size, 
Scarce  more  extensive  tlum  the  sinewy  neck ; 
"Hie  ^ireading  shoulders,  muscular,  and  broad ; 
The  whole  a  mass  of  swelling  sinews,  touch'd 
Into  harmonious  shape ;  she  saw,  and  joy'd. 
1W  yellow  hunter,  Meleager,  rais'd 
His  beauteous  front,  and  through  the  fimah'd  whole 
Shows  what  ideas  smil'd  of  old  in  Greece. 
Of  laginff  aspect,  rush'd  impetuous  forth 
Utt  Gla£ator.  y       Pitiless  his  look, 

*  Vassalage,    whence  the  attachment  of  clans  to 
their  chief. 
t  Duelling, 
t  The  hierarchy. 
S  The  Hercules  of  Famese. 
I  TTie  fighting  gladiator. 


And  each  keen  sinew  brac'd,  tlie  storm  of  war, 

Ruflling,  o'er  all  his  nervous  body  frowns. 

The  dying  Otho  •  from  the  gloom  she  drew. 

Supported  on  his  shorten  *d  arm  he  leans. 

Prone  agonizing ;  virith  incumbent  fate. 

Heavy  declines  his  head ;  yet  dark  beneath 

Tlie  suffering  feature  sullen  vengeance  lowers, 

Shame,  indignation,  unaccomplish'd  rage. 

And  still  tlie  cheated  eye  expects  his  fall. 

All  conquest-flush'd,  from  prostrate  Python,  came 

The  Quiver'd  God.f     In  graceful  act  he  stands, 

His  arm  extended  with  the  slacken'd  bow. 

Light  flows  his  easy  robe,  and  fair  displays 

A  manly-soften'd  form.     The  bloom  of  gods 

Seems  youthful  o'er  the  beardless  cheek  to  wave. 

His  features  yet  heroic  ardour  warms  ; 

And  sweet  subsiding  to  a  native  smile, 

Mixt  with  the  joy  elating  conquest  gives, 

A  scatter'd  fVt)wn  exalts  his  matchless  air. 

On  Flora  mov'd ;  her  full-proportion'd  limbs 

Rise  through  the  mantle  fluttering  in  tlie  breeze. 

Tlie  queen  of  Love  |  arose,  as  from  the  deep 

She  sprung  in  all  the  melting  pomp  of  charms. 

Bashful  she  bends,  her  well-taught  look  aside 

Turns  in  enchanting  guise,  where  dubious  mix 

Vain  conscious  beauty,  a  dissembled  sense 

Of  modest  shame,  and  slippery  looks  of  lova 

The  gazer  grows  enamour'd,  and  the  stone, 

As  if  exulting  in  its  conquest,  smiles. 

So  tum'd  each  limb,  so  swell'd  with  softening  art, 

That  the  deluded  eye  tlie  marble  doubts. 

At  last  her  utmost  master-piece  §  she  found, 

That  Maro  fir'd  || ;  the  miserable  su*, 

Wrapt  with  his  sons  in  fate's  severest  grasp. 

The  serpents,  twisting  round,  their  stringent  folds 

Inextricable  tie.     Such  passion  here, 

Such  agonies,  such  bitterness  of  pain. 

Seem  so  to  tremble  through  the  tortur'd  stone. 

That  the  touch'd  heart  engrosses  all  the  view. 

Almost  unmark'd  tlie  best  proportions  pass. 

That  ever  Greece  beheld ;  and,  seen  alone. 

On  the  rapt  eye  th'  imperious  passions  seize : 

The  father's  double  pangs,  both  for  himself 

And  sons  convuls'd  :  to  Heaven  his  rueful  look. 

Imploring  aid,  and  half-accusing,  cast ; 

His  fell  despair  with  indignation  mixt, 

As  the  strong-curling  monsters  from  his  side 

His  full  extended  fury  cannot  tear. 

More  tender  touch'd,  with  varied  art,  his  sons 

All  the  soft  rage  of  younger  passions  show. 

In  a  boy's  helpless  fate  one  sinks  oppress'd  ! 

While,  yet  unpierc'd,  the  frighted  other  tries 

His  foot  to  steal  out  of  the  horrid  twine. 

**  She  bore  no  more,  but  straight  from  Gothic  rust 
Her  chisel  clear'd  ^,  and  dust  and  fragments  drove 
Impetuous  round.     Successive  as  it  went, 
From  son  to  son,  with  more  enlivening  touch, 
From  the  brute  rock  it  call'd  the  breathing  form ; 

•  The  dying  gladiator. 

f  Tlie  Apollo  of  Belvidere. 

\  Tlie  Venus  of  Medici. 

§  The  groupe  of  Laocoon  and  his  two  sons, 
destroyed  by  two  serpents. 

II    See  £neid  ii.  ver.  199 — 227. 

<|  It  is  reported  of  Michael  Angelo  Buonaroti, 
tlie  most  celebrated  master  of  modern  sculpture, 
that  he  wrought  with  a  kind  of  inspiration,  or  en- 
thusiastical  fury,  which  produced  the  effect  here 
mentioned.  ^ 
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Tni,  in  a  Icgulator's  sweful  grace 

Dren'dy  fiumuuroti  bid  a  Moses  rise, 

And,  looking  love  immense,  a  Saviour- God.  * 

«  Of  these  obsenrant,  Painting  felt  the  fire 
Burn  inward.     Then  ecstatic  she  diffused 
The  canTase,  seix'd  the  pallet,  with  quick  hand 
The  colours  brew'd ;  and  on  the  void  expanse 
Her  gay  creation  pour*d,  her  mimic  world. 
Poor  was  the  manner  of  her  eldest  race, 
Barren,  and  dry ;  just  struggling  from  the  taste, 
Hiat  had  for  ages  scar*d  in  cloisters  dim 
The  superstitious  herd :  yet  glorious  then 
Were  deem*d  their  works ;  where  undevelop'd  lay 
Hie  future  wonders  that  enrich'd  mankind. 
And  a  new  light  and  grace  o'er  Europe  cast. 
Arts  gradual  gather  streams.     Enlarging  this 
To  ei^  his  portion  of  her  various  gi& 
Tlie  goddess  dealt,  to  none  indulging  all ; 
No,  not  to  Raphael.     At  kind  distance  still 
Perfection  stands,  like  happiness,  to  tempt 
Th*  eternal  chase.     In  elegant  design 
Improving  Nature ;  in  ideas  fair, 
Or  great,  extracted  from  the  fine  antique ; 
In  attitude,  expression,  airs  divine, 
Her  sons  cS  Rome  and  Florence  bore  the  prise. 
To  those  of  Venice  she  the  magic  art 
Of  colours  melting  into  colours  gave. 
Hiein  too  it  was  by  one  embracing  mass 
Of  light  and  shade  that  settles  round  the  whole, 
Or  varies  tremulous  from  part  to  part, 
0*er  all  a  binding  harmony  to  throw, 
To  raise  the  picture,  and  repose  the  sight 
llie  Lombard  school  f  succeeding,  mingled  both. 

«  Meantime  dread  fanes,  and  palaces,  around, 
Rear*d  the  magnific  front.     Music  again 
Her  universal  language  of  the  heart 
Renew'd ;  and,  rising  from  the  plaintive  vale, 
To  the  full  concert  spread,  and  solemn  quire. 

«  Ev*n  bigots  snuTd;  to  their  protection  took 
Arts  not  their  own,  and  from  them  borrow'd  pomp  : 
For  in  a  tyrant's  garden  these  awhile 
May  bloom,  though  freedom  be  their  parent  soiL 

«  And  now  confest,  with  ggntly-glowine  gleam, 
Tlie  morning  shone,  and  westward  streamed  its  light. 
The  Muse  awoke.     Not  sooner  on  the  wing 
Is  the  gay  bird  of  dawn.     Artless  her  voice, 
Untau^  and  wild,  yet  warbling  through  the  woods 
Romantic  lays.     But  as  her  northern  course 
She,  with  her  tutor  Science,  in  my  train. 
Ardent  pursu*d,  her  strains  more  noble  grew : 
While  reason  drew  the  plan,  the  heart  inform'd 
The  moral  page,  and  fiuicy  lent  it  grace. 

**  Rome  and  her  circling  deserts  cast  beliind, 
I  pass*d  not  idle  to  my  great  sojourn 

*<  On  Amo's  \  fertile  plain,  where  the  rich  vine 
Luxuriant  o'er  Etrurian  mountains  roves. 
Safe  in  the  lap  repos'd  of  private  bliss, 
I  small  republics  $  rais'd.     Hurice  happy  they  ! 
Had  social  freedom  bound  their  peace  and  arts, 

*  Esteemed  the  two  finest  pieces  of  modem 
sculpture. 

f  The  school  of  the  Caracd. 

\  The  river  Arno  runs  through  Florence. 

5  The  republics  of  Florence,  Pisa,  Lucca,  and 
Sienna.  They  formerly  had  very  cruel  wars  toge- 
ther, but  at  the  time  when  this  poem  was  written, 
were  all  peaceably  subject  to  the  Great  Duke  of 
Tkiscany,  except  it  be  Lucca,  which  ^U  maintained 
the  form  of  a  republic 


Instead  of  ruling  power,  ne'er  meant  fbr  than, 
Employ'd  their  little  cares,  and  sav'd  their  ftta 

«  Beyond  the  nigged  Appenines,  that  roll 
Far  through  Italian  bounds  their  wavy  tops, 
My  path,  too,  I  with  public  blessings  strow'd; 
Free  states  and  cities,  where  the  Lombard  pl^ 
In  spite  of  cultute  negligent  and  gross, 
From  her  deep  bosom  pours  unbidden  joys, 
And  green  o'er  all  the  knd  a  garden  spreads. 

«  The  barren  rocks  themselves  beneath  my  foot 
Relenting  bloom'd  on  the  ligurian  shore. 
Thick-swarming  peq>le  •  there,  like  emmets,  wi'd 
Amid  surrounding  difis,  the  scatter'd  spots, 
Which  Nature  left  in  her  destroying  ragcf, 
Made  their  own  fields,  nor  sigfa'd  for  other  Isnds. 
There,  in  white  prospect,  from  the  rocky  hill, 
Gradual  descending  to  the  shelter'd  8h(»e, 
By  me  proud  Genoa's  marble  turrets  roic. 
And  while  my  genuine  spirit  warm'd  her  sooii 
Beneath  her  Dorias,  not  unworthy,  she 
Vy'd  for  the  trident  of  the  narrow  seas. 
Ere  Britain  yet  had  open'd  all  the  main. 

«  Nor  be  the  then  triumphant  state  \  foiigot, 
Where,  push'd  fhim  plundcr'd  earth,  a  remnant  § 

still, 
Inspir'd  by  me,  through  the  dark  ages  kept 
Of  my  old  Roman  flame  some  spariu  alive : 
The  seeming  god-built  dty !  which  my  hand 
Deep  in  the  bosom  fix'd  cdT  wondering  sess. 
Astonish'd  mortals  sail'd,  with  pleaang  a«e,^ 
Around  the  sea-girt  walls,  by  Neptune  feWd, 
And  down  the  briny  street ;  where  on  each  hand, 
Amaring  seen  amid  unstable  wavea^ 
Tlie  splendid  palace  shines ;  and  rising  tides, 
Tlie  green  steps  marking,  murmur  at  the  door. 
To  this  fair  queen  of  Adria's  stormy  gulph, 
The  mart  of  nations !  long,  obedient  seas 
Roll'd  all  the  treasure  of  the  radiant  East; 
But  now  no  more.     Hian  one  great  tyrant  want 
(Whose  shar'd  oppression  lightens,  as  difiiis'd) 
Each  subject  tearing,  maiiy  tyrants  rose. 
The  least  the  proudest     Join'd  in  dark  cabal, 
They  jealous,  watchful,  silent,  and  severe. 
Cast  o'er  the  whole  indissoluble  chains: 
The  softer  shackles  of  luxurious  ease 
They  likewise  added,  to  secure  their  sway. 
Thus  Venice  fainter  shines ;  and  commerce  thaii 
Of  toU  impatient,  flags  the  drooping  saiL 
Bursting,  besides,  his  andent  bounds,  he  took 
A  larger  drde  ||  ;  found  another  seat^, 
Opening  a  thousand  ports,  and,  charm'd  wifli  toili 
Whom  nothing  can  dismay,  far  other  sons. 

•  The  Genoese  territory  is  reckoned  very  popu- 
lous, but  the  towns  and  villages  for  the  most  psit 
lie  hid  among   the  Appenine  rocks    and  oxhid- 


f  According  to  Dr.  Burnet's  system  of  thf 
delugeir 

\  Venice  wa<i  the  most  flourishing  dty  in  Eu- 
rope, with  regard  to  trade,  before  the  paaage  » 
the  East  Indies  by  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  and 
America  was  discovered. 

§  Those  who  fled  to  some  manhes  in  the  Ad- 
riatic gulph,  from  the  desolation  spread  over  Itsij 
by  an  irruption  of  the  Huns,  first  founded  di«T« 
this  famous  dty,  about  the  beginning  of  the  fi^ 
century. 

I)   The  main  ocean. 

S   Grent  Britain. 
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^  Tin*  imMiDtains  then,  dad  whh  eternal  snow, 
ConicssM  mj  power.     Deep  as  the  rampant  rocks, 
Bj  Nature  dirown  insuperable  round, 
I  planted  there  a  league  of  friendly  states  *, 
And  bode  plain  freedom  their  ambition  be. 
There  in  the  vale,  where  rural  Plenty  fills,      [horn, 
From  lakes  and  meads,  and  furrow'd  fields,  her 
Chief,  where  the  Leman  f  pure  emits  the  Rhone, 
Rare  to  be  seen  !  unguilty  cities  rise, 
Cities  of  brothers  formed :  while  equal  life. 
Accorded  gracious  with  revolving  power. 
Maintains  them  free ;  and,  in  thor  happy  streets, 
Nor  cruel  deed  nor  misery  is  known. 
For  valour,  faith,  and  innocence  of  life, 
Benown'd,  a  rough  laborious  people,  there, 
Not  only  give  the  drcadAil  Alps  to  smile, 
And  press  their  culture  on  retiring  snows ; 
But,  to  firm  order  train'd  and  patient  war, 
Hiey  likewise  know,  beyond  the  nerve  remiss 
Of  mercenary  force,  how  to  defend 
TIk  tasteful  little  their  hard  toil  has  eam'd. 
And  the  proud  arm  of  Bourbon  to  defy,      [charm, 
*'  £v*n,  cheer'd  by  me,  their  shaggy  mountains 
More  than  or  Gallic  or  Italian  plains ; 
And  sickening  fancy  oft,  when  absent  long. 
Fines  to  behold  their  Alpine  views  again  \  : 
TIk  hoUow-winding  stream  :  the  vale,  fair  spread. 
Amid  an  amphitheatre  of  hills :  [springs : 

Whence,    vapour-wing*d,    the    sudden    tempest 
From  steep  to  steep  ascending,  the  gay  train 
Of  fogs,  thick-roird  into  romantic  sha|>es : 
The  ffitting  cloud,  against  the  summit  dash*d ; 
And,  by  the  Sun  illumin'd,  pouring  bright 
A  gemmy  shower :  hung  o*er  amazing  rocks, 
IV  mountain-ash,  and  solemn-souncUng  pine : 
The  mow-fed  torrent,  in  white  mazes  tost, 
Down  to  the  dear  ethereal  hdce  below : 
And,  high  o*er.topping  all  the  broken  scene, 
TIk  mountain  fading  into  sky ;  where  shines 
On  winter  winter  shivering,  and  whose  top 
licks  from  their  doudy  magazine  the  snows. 

**  Fhxn  these  descending,  as  I  wav'd  my  course 
0*er  vast  Germania,  the  ferodous  nurse 
Of  hardy  men  and  hearts  affronting  Death, 
I  pve  some  favour'd  dties  §  there  to  lift 
A  nobler  brow,  and  through  their  swarming  streets. 
More  busy,  wcslthy,  cheerful,  and  alive. 
In  each  contented  fiace  to  look  my  souL         [storm, 
"  llence  the  loud  Baltic  passing,    black  with 
To  wmtery  Scandinavia's  utmost  bound ; 
IWe,  I  the  manly  race  U,  the  parent  hive 
Of  the  mtx'd  kingdoms,  form'd  into  a  state 
More  regularly  fhee.     By  keener  air 
Their  genius  purg*d,  and  temper*d  hard  by  frost, 
Tempest  and  toil  thdr  nerves,  the  sons  of  those 
Whose  only  terrour  was  a  bloodless  death  ^, 
"Riey  wise,  and  dauntless,  still  sustain  my  cause. 
Tct  there  I  fix'd  not.     Turning  to  the  south, 
1^  whispering  sephyrs  sigh'd  at  my  delay.*' 

*  The  Swiss  Cantons. 

f  Geneva,  sttusted  on  the  Lacus  Lemanus,  a  small 
itile,  but  noUe  example  of  the  blessings  of  dvil  and 
Rfi^^  liberty. 

\  The  Swiss,  after  having  been  long  absent  from 
mr  native  country,  are  seized  with  such  a  violent 
<laire  of  seeing  it  again,  as  aflects  them  with  a  kind 
«f  languishing  indisposition,  called  tlie  Swiss  sickness. 

S  The  Hanse  Towns.  H  The  Swedes. 

1  Secmitc  (••)p.487. 


Here,  with  the  sliifted  vision,  burst  my  joy. 
"  O  tlie  dear  prospect !  O  mi^jestic  view  ! 
See  Britain's  empire !  lo!  the  watery  vast 
Wide- waves,  diflTusing  the  cerulean  plain. 
And  now,  methinks,  like  clouds  at  distance  seen, 
Emerging  white  from  deeps  of  ether,  dawn 
My  kindred  cliflTs ;  whence,  vrafted  in  the  gale^ 
Ineffable,  a  secret  sweetness  breathes. 
Goddess,  fbrgive !  — >  My  heart,  surpris'd,  o'crflowa 
With  filial  fondness  for  the  land  you  bless." 
As  parents  to  a  diild  complacent  deign 
Approvance,  tlie  celestial  brightness  smil'd ; 
Tlien  thus : .»  «  As  o'er  the  wave-resounding  deep, 
To  my  near  reign,  tlie  happy  isle,  I  steer'd 
With  easy  wing ;  behold !  from  surge  to  surge, 
Stalk'd  the  tremendous  genius  of  the  deep. 
Around  him  clouds,  in  mingled  tempest,  hung ; 
Unck-flashing  meteors  crown'd  his  starry  head ; 
And  ready  thunder  redden'd  in  his  hand. 
Or  from  it  stream'd  comprest  the  gloomy  doud. 
Where'er  he  look'd,  the  trembling  waves  reooil'd. 
He  needs  but  strike  the  consdous  flood,  and  shook 
From  shore  to  shore,  in  agitation  dire. 
It  works  his  dreadful  vrill.     To  me  his  voice 
(Like  that  hoarse  blast  that  round  the  cavern  howls, 
Mixt  with  the  murmurs  of  the  filling  main) 
Address'd,  began :— • '  By  Fate  commission'd,  go^ 
My  sister-goddess  now,  to  yon  blest  isle, 
Henceforth  the  partner  of  my  rough  domain. 
All  my  dread  walks  to  Britons  open  lie. 
Those  that  refUlgent,  or  vrith  rosy  morn. 
Or  yellow  evening,  flame :  those  that,  proAiae 
Drunk  by  equator-suns,  severdy  shine^ 
Or  those  that,  to  the  Poles  q>proadiing,  rise 
In  billows  rolling  into  alps  of  ice. 
Ev'n  yet  untouc£'d  by  daring  keel,  be  titdrs 
The  vast  Padfic ;  that  on  other  wodd^ 
Thdr  future  conquest,  rolls  resounding  tides. 
Long  I  maintain'd  inviolate  my  reign ; 
Nor  Alexanders  me,  nor  Cssars  hrav'd. 
Still,  in  the  crook  of  shore,  the  coward  sail 
Till  now  low-crept ;  and  peddling  commerce  ply'd 
Between  near-joming  lands.      For  Britons,  chid'. 
It  was  reserv'd,  with  star-directed  prow. 
To  dare  the  middle  deep,  and  drive  assur'd 
To  distant  nations  through  the  pathless  nudn. 
Chief,  for  thdr  fearless  hearts  the  glory  waits. 
Long  months  iVom  land,  while  the  black  stormy 

night 
Around  them  rages,  on  the  groaning  mast 
With  unshook  knee  to  know  thdr  giddy  way ; 
To  sing,  unquell'd,  amid  the  lashing  wave ; 
To  laugh  at  danger.     Theirs  the  triumph  be, 
By  deep  invention's  keen  pervading  eye, 
The  heart  of  courage,  and  the  linnd  of  toil. 
Each  conquer'd  ocean  staining  with  their  blood. 
Instead  of  treasure  robb'd  by  ruffian  war. 
Round  social  Earth  to  drcle  fair  exchange, 
And  bind  the  nations  in  a  golden  chdn. 
To  tliese  I  honour'd  stoop.     Rushing  to  liglit, 
A  race  of  men  beliold!  whose  daring  deeds 
Will  in  renown  exalt  my  nameless  plains 
O'er  tliose  of  fabling  Eartli,  as  liers  to  mine 
In  terrour  yield.     Nay,  could  my  savage  heart 
Such  glories  check,  thdr  unsubmitting  soul 
Would  all  my  fury  brave,  my  tempest  climb,  ^ 
And  might  in  spite  oi  me  my  kingdom  force.' 
,  Here,  waiting  no  reply,  the  shadowy  power 
Eas'd  the  dark  sky,  and  to  the  deeps  retum'd : 
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While  the  loud  thunder  rattling  from  his  hand, 
Auspicious,  shook  opponent  Gallia's  sliore. 

**  Of  this  encounter  glad,  my  way  to  land 
I  quick  pursued,  that  from  the  smiling  sea 
Receiy'd  me  joyous.     Loud  acclaims  were  heard ; 
And  music,  more  than  mortal,  warbling,  61]*d 
With  pleas'd  astonishment  die  labouring  hind, 
Who  for  awhile  the  unfinished  furrow  left, 
And  let  the  listening  steer  forget  his  toil. 
Unseen  by  grosser  eye,  Britannia  breath'd. 
And  her  aenal  train,  these  sounds  of  joy. 
Full  of  old  time,  since  first  the  rushing  flood, 
Urg'd  by  Almighty  Power,  this  fayour'd  isle 
Tum'd  flashing  from  the  continent  aside. 
Indented  shore  to  shore  responsive  still. 
Its  guardian  she— the  goddess,  whose  staid  eye 
Beams  the  dark  axure  of  the  doubtful  dawn. 
Her  tresses,  like  a  flood  of  soflen*d  light, 
Through  clouds  imbrown*d,  in  waving  circles  play. 
Warm  on  her  cheek  sits  beauty's  brightest  rose  : 
Of  high  demeanour,  stately,  shedding  grace 
Witli  every  motion.     Full  her  rising  chest ; 
And  new  ideas,  from  her  finished  shape, 
Charm'd  Sculpture  taking  might  improve  her  art. 
Such  the  fair  guardian  of  an  isle  that  boasts, 
Profuse  as  vernal  blooms,  the  fairest  dames. 
High  shining  on  the  promontory's  brow. 
Awaiting  me,  she  stood ;  with  hope  inflam'd, 
By  my  mixt 'spirit  burning  in  her  sons, 
To  firm,  to  polish,  and  exalt  the  state. 

"  The  native  Genii,  round  her,  radiant  smil'd. 
Courage,  of  soft  deportment,  aspect  calm, 
Unboasting,  suffering  long,  and,  till  provok'd, 
As  mild  and  harmless  as  the  sporting  child ; 
But,  on  just  reason,  once  his  ftiry  rous'd. 
No  lion  springs  more  eager  to  his  prey  : 
Blood  is  a  pastime;  and  his  heart,  elate, 
Knows  no  depressing  fear.     That  "Virtue  known 
By  the  relenting  look,  whose  equal  heart 
For  others  feels,  as  for  another  self: 
Of  various  name,  as  various  objects  wake, 
Warm  into  action,  the  kind  sense  within  ; 
Whether  the  blameless  poor,  the  nobly  maim'd, 
TTie  lost  to  reason,  the  declin'd  in  life, 
Tlie  helpless  young  that  kiss  no  mother's  hand. 
And  the  grey  second  in&ncy  of  age. 
She  gives  in  public  families  to  live, 
A  sight  to  gladden  Heaven  !  whether  she  stands 
Fair  beckoning  at  the  hospitable  gate. 
And  bids  the  strango-  take  repose  and  joy  ; 
Whether,  to  solace  honest  labour,  she 
Rejoices  those  that  make  the  land  rejoice ; 
Or  whether  to  philosophy,  and  arts, 
(At  once  the  basis  and  the  flnish'd  pride 
Of  government  and  life,)  she  spreads  her  hand ; 
Nor  knows  her  gift  profuse,  nor  seems  to  know, 
Doubling  her  bounty,  that  she  gives  at  alL 
Justice  to  these  her  awef\il  presence  join'd. 
The  mother  of  the  state !  No  low  revenge. 
No  tiu'bid  passions  in  her  breast  ferment : 
Tender,  serene,  compassionate  of  vice. 
As  the  last  woe  that  can  afflict  mankind. 
She  punishment  awards ;  yet  of  the  good 
More  piteous  still,  and  of  jthe  sufierii)g  whole. 
Awards  it  firm.     So  fair  her  just  decree. 
That,  in  his  judging  peers,  each  on  himself 
Pronounces  his  own  doom.     O,  happy  land ! 
Where  reigns  alone  this  justice  of  die  free ! 
'Mid  die  bright  groupe  Sincerity  his  front, 
isive,  rear'd  j  his  pure  untroubled  eye 


The  fount  of  truth.     TTie  thoughtful  Power,  apart, 
Now,  pensive,  cast  on  Earth  his  fix'd  regard, 
Now,  touch'd  celestial,  landi'd  it  on  the  dty. 
The  Genius  he  whence  Britain  shines  supreme, 
The  hmd  of  light,  and  rectitude  of  mind. 
He  too  the  fire  of  fancy  feeds  intense, 
With  all  the  train  of  passions  thence  derir'd: 
Not  kindling  quick,  a  noisy  transient  blase, 
But  gradual,  salent,  lasting,  and  profound. 
Near  him  Retirement,  pointing  to  the  diade, 
And  Independence  stood :  the  generous  pair. 
That  simple  life,  the  quieUwhispering  grove, 
And  the  still  raptures  of  the  freeJxMH  soul 
To  cates  prefer,  by  virtue  bought,  not  eam'd, 
Proudly  prefer  them  to  the  servile  pomps, 
And  to  the  heart-embitter'd  joys  of  slaves. 
Or  should  the  latter,  to  the  pubh'c  scene 
Demanded,  quit  his  sylvan  friend  awhile ; 
Nought  can  his  furmness  shake,  nothing  seducf 
His  zeal,  still  active  for  the  common.weal ; 
Nor  stormy  tyrants,  nor  corruption's  tools, 
Foul  minist^  dark-working  by  the  force 
Of  secret-sapping  gold.      All  theu-  vile  arts 
Their  shameiful  honours,  their  perfidious  gif^ 
He  gready  scorns ;  and,  if  he  must  betray 
His  plunder'd  country,  or  his  power  resign, 
A  moment's  parley  were  eternal  shame : 
Illustrious  into  private  life  again. 
From  dirty  levees  he  unstain'd  ascends. 
And  firm  in  senates  stands  the  patriot's  ground, 
Or  draws  new  vigour  in  the  peaceful  shade. 
Aloof  the  bashful  Virtue  hover'd  coy. 
Proving  by  sweet  distrust  distrusted  worth. 
Rough  Labour  clos'd  the  train  ;  and  in  his  hand, 
Rude^  callous,  sinew-swell'd,  and  black  with  ttA 
Came  manly  Indignadon.     Sour  he  seems, 
And  more  than  seems,  by  lavrful  pride  assail'd; 
Yet  kind  at  heart,  and  just,  and  generous,  there 
No  vengeance  lurks,  no  pale  insidious  gall : 
Ev'n  in  the  very  luxury  of  rage. 
He  sof^ning  can  forgive  a  gallant  foe ; 
The  nerve,  support,  and  glory  of  the  land ! 
Nor  be  Religion,  radonal  and  free, 
Here  pass'd  in  silence ;  whose  enraptur*d  *y*^ 
Sees  Heaven  with  Earth  connected,  human  thinp 
Link'd  to  divine :  who  not  from  serile  fcar. 
By  rites  for  some  weak  tyrant  incense  fit, 
The  god  of  Love  adores,  but  from  a  heart 
Effusing  gladness,  into  pleasing  «we 
That  now  astonish'd  swells,  now  in  a  calm 
Of  fearless  confidence  that  smiles  serene ; 
That  lives  devodon,  one  continual  hymn,       I"** 
And  then  most  grateful,  when  Heaven's  botftff 
Is  right  enjoy'd.     Thfc  ever-cheerful  power 
O'er  the  rais'd  circle  ray'd  superior  day. 

"  I  joy'd  to  join  the  Virtues  whence  my  reign 
O'er  Albion  was  to  rise.     Each  dieering  eaefc, 
And,  like  the  circling  planets  from  the  Sun, 
All  borrowing  beams  from  me,  a  heighten'd  ml 
Impadent  fir'd  us  to  conmoence  our  toils, 
Or  pleasures  rather.     Long  die  pungent  time 
Pass'd  not  in  mutual  hails ;  but,  thnaigfa  the  Ian* 
Darting  our  light,  we  shone  the  logs  away. 

"  The  Virtues  conquer  with  a  single  look. 
Such  grace,  such  beauty,  such  victorious  light* 
Live  in  their  presence,  stream  in  every  glance^ 
That  the  soul  won,  enamour'd,  and  refin'd, 
Grows  their  own  image,  pure  ethereal  flame. 
Hence  the  foul  demons,  that  oppose  our  r«gn» 
Would  sdll  from  us  deluded  nyiyrtalswnp ; 
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Or  ID  gross  shiidet  they  drown  the  vkiial  ray, 
Or  by  the  fogs  of  prejudice,  where  mix 
Fabebood  and  truth  confounded,  foil  the  sense 
With  vain  reflected  images  of  bliss. 
But  chief  around  the  court  of  flatter*d  kings 
Tbejr  roll  the  dusky  nunpart,  wall  o*er  wall 
Of  darkness  pile,  and  with  their  tliickest  shade 
Secure  the  throne.     No  sarage  Alp,  the  den 
Of  woItcs,  and  bears,  and  monstrous  tilings  obscene. 
That  vex  the  STirain,  and  waste  the  country  round, 
Firotccted  lies  beneath  a  deeper  cloud. 
Yet  there  we  sometfanes  send  a  searching  ray. 
As,  at  the  sacred  opening  of  the  mom, 
The  prowling  race  retire ;  so,  pierced  severe. 
Before  our  potent  blaze  these  demons  fly, 
And  all  their  works  dissolve.  —  The  whisper'd  tale. 
That,  like  the  fabling  Nile,  no  fountain  knows ; 
Fair.&c*d  deceit,  whose  wily  conscious  eye 
Ne'er  looks  direct.    The  tongue  that  licks  the  dust. 
But,  when  it  safely  dares,  as  prompt  to  sting : 
Smoodi  crocodile  destruction,  whose  fell  tears 
Ensnare.    The  Janus  face  of  courtly  pride  ; 
One  to  superiors  heaves  submissive  eyes. 
On  hapless  worth  the  other  scowls  disdain 
Cheeks  that  for  some  weak  tenderness,  alone, 
Some  virtuous  slip,  can  wear  a  blush.    Tlie  laugh 
Prophane,  when  midnight  bowls  disclose  the  heart, 
At  starring  virtue,  and  at  rirtue's  fools. 
Determin'd  to  be  broke,  the  plighted  faith : 
Nay  more,  the  godless  oath  that  knows  no  ties. 
Soft-buzzing  slander ;  silky  moths,  that  eat 
An  honest  name.     The  harpy  hand,  and  maw, 
Of  avaricious  Luxury ;  who  makes 
Tlie  throne  bis  shelter,  venal  laws  his  fort, 
And,  by  his  service,  who  betrays  his  king. 
**  Now  turn  your  view,  and  mark  from  Celtic  • 
night 
To  present  grandeur  how  my  Britain  rose. 

**  Bold  were  those  Britons,  who,  the  careless  sons 
Of  NMtun,  roam*d  the  forest-bounds,  at  once 
Their  verdant  city,  high-embowering  fane, 
And  the  gay  circle  of  their  woodland  wars : 
Forty  the  Druid  f  Uught,  that  death  but  shifb 
The  rital  scene,  they  that  prime  fear  despis*d ; 
And,  prone  to  rush  on  steel,  disdain'd  to  spare 
Ao  iJilaav'd  life  that  must  again  return. 
Krect  from  Nature*s  hand,  by  tyrant  force. 
And  still  Oiore  tjrrant  custom,  unsubdued, 
Mao  knows  no  master  save  creating  Heaven, 
Or  such  as  choice  or  common  good  ordain. 
This  general  sense,  with  which  the  nations  I 
Promiscuous  fire,  in  Britons  bum'd  intense, 
Of  future  times  prophetic.     Witness,  Rome, 
Who  aaw*st  thy  Ctesar,  from  the  naked  land, 
Whose  only  forts  was  British  hearts,  repelPd, 
To  seek  Pharsalian  wreaths.    Witness,  the  toil, 
The  blood  of  ages,  bootless  to  secure. 
Beneath  an  empire's  f  yoke,  a  stubborn  isle, 
Disputed  hard,  and  never  quite  subdued.    [scom*d 
The  North  §  remainM  untouched,  where  those  who 

*  Great  Britain  was  peopled  by  the  Celts,  or 
Gauls. 

4  The  Druidsy  amonff  the  ancient  Gauls  and 
Bntons,  had  ^the  care  and  direction  of  all  religious 


i  The  Rammn  empire. 

5  Caledonia,  inhabited  by  the  Scots  and  Picts; 
whither  a  great  many  Britons,  who  would  not  sub- 
mit to  tJie  Romans,  retired. 


To  stoop,  retir*d ;  and  to  their  keeii  eHbrt 
Yielding  at  last,  recoil*d  the  Roman  power. 
In  vain,  unable  to  sustain  the  shock, 
From  sea  to  sea  desponding  legions  rais'd 
The  wall  •  inunense ;  and  yet,  on  Summer's  eve, 
Wliile  sport  his  lambkins  round,  the  shepherd's  gaze, 
Continual  o'er  it  burst  the  nortliern  storm  f, 
As  oflen,  check 'd,  receded ;  threatening  hoarse 
A  swift  return.     But  the  devouring  flood 
No  more  endur'd  control,  when,  to  support 
Tlie  last  remains  of  empire  t,  was  recall'd 
The  weary  Roman,  and  tlie  Briton  lay 
Unnerv'd,  exhausted,  spiritless,  and  sunk. 
Great  proof!  how  men  enfeeble  into  slaves. 
The  sword  behind  him  flash'd ;  before  him  roar'd, 
Deaf  to  liis  woes,  the  deep.  $     Forlorn,  around 
He  roll'd  his  eye,  not  sparkling  ardent  flame, 
As  when  Caractacus  ||  to  battle  led 
Silurian  swains,  and  Boadicea^  taught 
Her  raging  troops  the  miseries  of  slaves.         [hears 
"Then,  (sad  relief !)  from  the  bleak  coast  that 
The  German  ocean  roar,  deep-blooming,  strong. 
And  yellow-hair*d,  the  blue-ey'd  Saxon  came. 
He  came  implor'd,  but  came  witli  other  aim 
Than  to  protect.     For  conquest  and  defence 
Suffices  the  same  arm.     Witli  the  fierce  race 
Pour'd  in  a  fresh  invigorating  stream  ; 
Blood,  where  unquell'd  a  mighty  spirit  glow'd. 
Rash  war,  and  perilous  battle  tlieir  delight ; 
And  immature,  and  red  with  glorious  wounds, 
Unpeaceful  death  their  clwice  **;  deriving  tlience 

•  The  wall  of  Severus,  built  upon  Adrian's  ram- 
part, which  ran  for  eighty  miles  (juite  across  tlie 
country,  from  the  mouth  of  tlie  Tyne  to  Solway 
Frith. 

f  Irruptions  of  the  Scots  and  Picts. 

\  The  Roman  empire  being  miserably  torn  by 
the  nortliern  nations,  Britain  was  for  ever  abun- 
doned  by  the  Romans  in  the  year  49.6  or  427. 

§  The  Britons  applying  to  ^tius,  the  Roman 
general,  for  assistance,  thus  expressed  tlioir  miserable 
condition :— **  We  know  not  wliich  way  to  turn  us. 
Tlic  bariiarians  drive  us  to  sea,  and  the  sea  forces  us 
back  to  the  barbarians;  between  which  we  liave 
only  the  choice  of  two  deaths,  cither  to  be  swallowed 
up  by  the  waves,  or  butdiered  by  the  sword." 

|l  King  of  the  Silures,  famous  for  his  great  ex. 
ploits,  and  accounted  the  best  general  Great  Britain 
had  ever  produced.  The  Silures  were  esteemed 
the  bravest  and  most  powerful  of  all  the  Britons : 
they  inliabited  Herefordshire,  Radnorshire,  Breck- 
nocksliire,  Monmouthahire,  and  Glamorganshire. 

^  Queen  of  the  Iceni :  her  story  is  well  known. 

*  *  It  is  certain,  that  an  opinion  was  fixed  and 
general  among  them  (tlie  Goths)  that  death  was  but 
the  entrance  into  another  life;  that  all  men  who 
lived  lazy  and  inactive  lives,  and  died  natural 
deaths,  by  sickness  or  by  age,  went  into  vast  caves 
under  ground,  all  dark  and  miry,  full  of  noisome 
creatures  usual  to  such  places,  and  there  for  ever 
grovelled  in  endless  stench  and  misery.  On  the 
contrary,  all  who  gave  themselves  to  warlike  actions 
and  enterprises,  to  the  conquest  of  their  neighbours 
and  the  slaughter  of  their  enemies,  and  died  in 
battle,  or  of  riolent  deaths  upon  bold  adventures  or 
resolutions,  went  immediately  to  the  vast  hall  or 
pakce  of  Odin,  their  god  of  war,  who  eternally  kept 
open  house  for  all  such  guests,  where  they  were 
entertained  at  infinite  tables,  in  perpetual  feasts  and 
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A  right  to  fetst,  and  dndn  immortal  bowls 

In  Odin*s  hall;  whose  blazing  roof  resounds 

The  genial  uproar  of  those  shades,  who  fall 

In  d^perate  fight,  or  by  some  brave  attempt ; 

And  though  more  polishM  times  the  martial  creed 

Disown,  yet  still  the  fearless  habit  lives. 

Nor  were  the  surly  gifts  of  war  their  all 

Wisdom  was  likewise  theirs,  indulgent  laws, 

The  calm  gradations  of  art-nursing  peace, 

And  matchless  orders,  the  deep  basis  still 

On  wliich  ascends  my  British  reign.     Untamed 

To  the  refining  subtleties  of  slaves, 

They  brought  an  happy  government  along, 

Form*d  by  tliat  freedom,  which,  with  secret  voice. 

Impartial  Nature  teaches  all  her  sons. 

And  which  of  old  through  the  whole  Scythian  mass 

I  strong  inspired.     Monarchical  their  state. 

But  prudently  confin'd,  and  mingled  wise 

Of  each  harmonious  power :  only,  too  much 

Imperious  war  into  their  rule  infus'd. 

Prevailed  their  general-king,  and  chiefVain-thanes. 

**  In  many  a  field,  by  civil  fury  stain'd. 
Bled  the  discordant  heptarchy  *;  'and  long 
(Educirkg  good  from  ill)  the  battle  groan*d ; 
Ere,  blood-cemented,  Anglo-Saxons  saw 
Egbert  f  and  Peace  on  one  united  throne. 

«  No  sooner  dawn'd  the  fair  disclosing  calm 
Of  brighter  days,  when,  lo !  the  North  anew. 
With  stormy  nations  black,  on  England  pour*d 
Woes  the  severest  e'er  a  people  felt. 
The  Danish  raven  |,  lur*d  by  annual  prey. 
Hung  o'er  the  land  incessant.     Fleet  on  fleet 
Of  barbarous  pirates  unremitting  tore 
The  miserable  coast     Before  them  stalk*d, 
Far-seen,  the  demon  of  devouring  flame ; 
Rapine,  and  murder,  all  with  blood  besmear'd. 
Without  or  ear,  or  eye,  or  feeling  heart ; 
While  close  behind  them  march'd  the  sallow  power 
Of  desolating  femine,  who  delights 
In  grass-grown  cities,  and  in  desert  fields ; 
And  purple-spotted  pestilence,  by  whom 
£v*n  friendship  scar'd,  in  sickening  horrour  sinks 
Each  social  sense  and  tenderness  of  life. 
Fixing  at  last,  the  sanguinary  race 
Spread,  from  the  Humber's  loud-resounding  shore. 
To  where  the  Thames  devolves  his  gentle  maze. 
And  with  superior  arm  the  Saxon  aw'd. 
But  superstition  first,  and  monkish  dreams. 
And  monk-directed  cloister-seeking  kings, 
Had  ate  away  his  vigour,  ate  away 
His  edge  of  courage,  and  depress'd  the  soul 
Of  conquering  feeedom,  which  he  once  respir'd. 


mirth,  carousing  in  bowls  made  of  the  skulls  of  dieir 
enemies  they  had  slain ;  according  to  the  number  of 
whom,  every  one  in  these  mansions  of  pleasure  was 
the  most  honoured  and  best  entertained. 

Sir  H^Uliam  Temple*s  Essay  on  Heroic  Virtue. 

*  Hie  seven  kingdoms  of  the  Anglo-Saxons,  con. 

sidered  as  being  united  into  one  conunon  govern- 

ment,  under  a  general  in  chief,  or  monarch,  and  by 

the  means  of  an  assembly  genera],  or  WittenagemoL 

J"  Egbert,  king  of  Wessex,  who,  afVer  having 
uced  all  the  other  kingdoms  of  the  heptarchy 
under  his  dominion,  was  tJt»  first  kins  of  EngUuid. 
t  A  &mous  Danish  standard,  called  rerfan,  or 
raven.  The  Danes  imagined  that,  before  a  battje, 
the  raven  wrought  upon  this  standard  c\apt  its  wings 
or  hung  down  its  head,  in  token  of  victory  or  defeat. 


Hius  cruel  agct  p«iB*d ;  and  nure  appeir'd 
White-mantldl  Peace,  exulting  o'er  the  vsk, 
As  when  with  Alfred  *,  from  the  wilds  she  cuae 
To  poUc'd  cities  and  protected  plains. 
Thus  by  degrees  the  Saxon  empire  sunk. 
Then  set  entire  in  Hastings'!  bloody  fidd. 

**  Compendious  war !  (on  Britain's  gkrr  bnt, 
So  Fate  ordain'd)  in  that  decisive  day, 
Tlie  haughty  Norman  seiz'd  at  once  an  isle^ 
From  wliich,  through  nuuiy  a  century,  in  viin, 
The  Roman,  Saxon,  Dane,  had  toil'd  and  bled. 
Of  Gotliic  nations  this  the  final  burst ; 
And,  mix'd  with  the  genius  of  these  people  sli, 
These  virtues  mix'd  in  one  exalted  stream, 
Here  the  rich  tide  of  English  blood  grew  full 

"  Awtiile  my  spirit  slept ;  the  land  airbik^ 
Afifrigfated,  droop'd  beneath  despotic  rage. 
Instead  of  Edward's  \  equal  gentle  laws, 
The  furious  rictor's  partial  wUl  prevail'd. 
All  prostrate  lay ;  and,  in  the  secret  shade, 
Deep-stung,  but  fearful.  Indignation  gnasb'd 
His  teeth.     Of  freedom,  property,  d^poil'd, 
And  of  their  bulwark,  arms;  with  castles  crusbU 
With  ruflians  quarter'd  o'er  tlic  bridled  hmd; 
The  shivering  wretches,  at  tlic  curfew  sound  § 
Dejected  shrunk  into  their  sordid  beds, 
And,  through  the  mournful  gloom,  of  aodeitttioM 
Mus'd  sad,  or  dreamt  of  better.    Ev'n  to  feed 
A  tjrrant's  idle  sport  tlie  peasant  starv'd : 
To  the  wild  herd,  the  pasture  of  the  tame^ 
The  cheerful  hamlet,  H^iry  town,  was  given. 
And  the  brown  forest  |j  roughen'd  wide  around. 

**  But  this  so  dead,  so  vile  submission,  k»g 
Endur'd  not.     Gathering  force^  my  gradual  flan* 
Shook  off  the  mountain  of  tyrannic  sway. 
Unus'd  to  bend,  impatient  of  control. 
Tyrants  themselves  the  common  tyrant  check'd 
The  church,  by  kings  intractable  and  fierce, 
Deny'd  her  portion  of  the  plunder'd  state, 
Or  tempted,  by  the  timorous  and  weak, 
To  gain  new  ground,  first  taught  their  rapine  lav< 
The  barons  next  a  nobler  lea^^  began, 
Both  those  of  English  and  of  Norman  race^ 
In  one  fVatemal  luition  blended  now. 
The  nation  of  the  free !  5  press'd  by  a  band 
Of  patriots,  ardent  as  the  Sununer's  noon 
Hiat  looks  delighted  on,  the  tyrant  see ! 
Mark  !  how  with  feign'd  alacrity  he  bean 
His  strong  reluctance  down,  his  dark  revenge, 

•  Alfined  the  Great,  renowned  in  war,  and  no  k» 
famous  in  peace  for  his  many  excellent  institutiooii 
particularly  that  of  juries. 

f  The  battle  of  Hastings,  in  which  Harold  ll-i 
the  last  of  the  Saxon  kings,  was  slain,  and  WHUam 
the  Conqueror  made  himself  master  of  England. 

f  Edward  III.  the  Confessor,  who  reduced  tfae 
WesUSaxon,  Mercian,  and  Danish  laws,  into  one 
body,  which  from  that  time  became  common  to  all 
England,  under  the  name  of  the  Laws  of  EdwanL 

§  The  curfew  bell  (fhmi  the  French  eau»rtftu)t 
which  was  rung  every  night  at  eight  of  the  clod,  to 
warn  the  English  to  put  out  their  fires  and  candk^ 
under  the  penalty  of  a  aevere  fine. 

Ij  The  New  Forest,  in  Hampshire,  to  make 
which  the  country  for  above  tfair^  miles  in  cooqwa 
waa  laid  waate. 

t  On  the  5th  of  June,  1S15,  King  John,  met  hj 
the  barona  on  Runnemede,  signed  the  great  cbaiter 
of  liberties,  or  Magna  Charta^.  ^ 
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Andghti  the  dMitcr,  by  wfaidi  life  indeed 
Becomes  of  price,  a  glorj  to  be  man. 
*<  Through  tins  and  through  succeeding  reigns 
affirm'd 
Hiete  long.<ontested  rights,  the  whokaome  winds 
Of  opposition  *  hence  began  to  Mow, 
And  oAen  since  have  lent  the  country  life. 
Beftre  their  breath  corruption's  insect  blights, 
Tbe  darkening  clouds  of  erll  counsel,  fly ; 
(kf  dioald  th^  sounding  swell,  a  putrid  court, 
A  pestilential  ministry,  they  purge. 
And  testilated  states  renew  their  bloom. 

**  IlKNigh  with  the  temper*d  monarchy  here  mix*d 
Aiistocratic  sway,  tlie  people  still, 
Fiatter'd  by  this  or  that,  as  interest  lean'd, 
No  full  perfection  knew.     For  me  reserv'd. 
And  far  my  commons,  was  that  glorious  turn. 
Tbej  cn>wn*d  my  first  attemptf ,  in  senates  rose^ 
Ihe  fort  of  freedom !  slow  till  then,  alone. 
Had  work'd  that  general  liberty,  that  soul,        [left 
WUch  generous  nature  breathes,  and  which,  when 
Bf  oe  to  bondage  was  corrupted  Rome, 
I  tfaroogh  the  northern  nations  wide  diff\is'd. 
Hence  many  a  people,  fierce  with  freedom,  rush'd 
Fron  the  rude  iron  regions  of  the  North* 
To  Libyan  deserts,  swarm  protruding  swarm. 
And  pcmr'd  new  sphrit  through  a  slavish  world. 
Tcl^  o*er  these  Gothic  states,  the  king  and  chieA 
fi<taui*d  the  high  prerogative  of  war, 
And  wiA  enormous  property  engross'd 
The  nmigled  power.     But  on  ^tannia*s  shore 
Nov  present,  I  to  raise  my  reign  began 
By  laising  the  democracy,  the  third  disclo6*d 
AJid  broadest  bulwark  of  the  guarded  state. 
Tben  was  the  full,  the  perfect  plan  disclosed 
Of  Britain's  matchless  constitution,  mixt 
Of  nmtoal  checking,  and  supporting  povrers, 
j^  lords,  and  conomons ;  nor  the  name  of  free 
I^^Mrving,  while  the  vassal-many  droop'd : 
■FoTfloce  the  moment  of  the  whole  they  form, 
^  SB  deprcas'd  or  nus*d,  the  balance  they 
or  pobtic  welfare  and  of  glory  cast 
wfc  fhom  this  period  the  continual  proof. 

**  When  kings  of  narrow  genius,  minion  rid, 
N^ecting  6uthliil  worth  for  fiiwning  slaves ; 
"oadfy  ngardleas  of  their  people's  pbunts, 
And  poorly  paaatre  of  insulting  foes ; 
^^>le,  not  prudent,  obstinate,  not  firm, 
IWinetiyiear,  necessity  their  fiuth  ; 
y^^ed  of  generous  fire,  presumptuous,  hot, 
■■**  resolve,  and  slotMul  to  perform  ; 
Tynob  at  ooce^  and  slaves,  imperious,  mean. 
To  «nt  rapadoos  joining  shameful  waste ; 

*  Tie  league  fi>rmed  by  the  barons,  during  the 
Np  of  John,  in  the  year  121S,  was  the  first  confe- 
^aqr  made  in  England  in  defence  of  the  nation's 
■■nst  agahist  the  king. 

t  The  Commons  are  generally  thought  to  have  been 
^  repseaented  in  parliament  towards  the  end  of 
3cnry  the  Third's  reign.  To  a  parliament  called 
>  the  year  1S64,  eadi  county  was  ordered  to  send 
^  bights,  as  representatives  of  their  respective 
^;  and  to  a  parliament  called  in  the  year  fol- 
**iBg,  each  county  was  ordered  to  send,  as  their 
^uculalivcs,  two  knights,  and  each  dty  and 
■OQgb  as  many  citizens  and  burgesses.  Till  then, 
^*ary  makes  no  mention  of  th^ ;  whence  a  very 
>*Bg  aagooMait  may  be  drawn,  to  fix  the  original 
^Ibe  HoMc  cf  Coaunont  to  that  era. 


By  counsels  weak  and  wicked,  easy  rous'd 
To  paltry  schemes  of  absolute  command, 
To  seek  their  splendour  in  their  sure  disgrace. 
And  in  a  broken  ruin'd  people  wealth : 
When  such  o'ercast  the  state,  no  bond  of  love. 
No  heart,  no  soul,  no  unity,  no  nerve, 
Combin'd  the  loose  disjointed  public,  lost 
To  fiune  abroad,  to  happiness  at  home. 

**  But  when  an  Edward  and  an  Henry  •  breathed 
Through  the  charm'd  whole  one  alUexerting  soul : 
Drawn  sympathetic  from  his  dark  retreat. 
When  wide-attracted  merit  round  them  glow'd : 
When  counsels  just,  extensive,  generous,  firm. 
Amid  the  maze  of  state,  determin'd  kept 
Some  ruling  point  in  view :  when,  on  the  stock 
Of  public  good  and  glory  grafted,  spread 
Their  pafans,  their  laiuvls ;  or,  if  thence  they  8tray*d« 
Swift  to  return,  and  patient  of  restraint : 
When  legal  state,  pre-eminence  of  place. 
They  scorn'd  to  deem  pre-eminence  of  ease^ 
To  be  luxurious  drones,  that  only  rob 
The  busy  hive :  as  in  distinction,  power. 
Indulgence,  honour,  and  advantage,  first ; 
When  they  too  claim'd  in  virtue,  danger,  toil« 
Superior  rank ;  with  equal  hand,  prepar'd 
To  guard  the  subject,  and  to  quell  the  foe : 
When  such  with  me  their  vital  influence  shed. 
No  mutter'd  grievance,  hopeless  sigh,  was  heard  ; 
No  foul  distrust  through  wary  senates  ran, 
Confin'd  their  bounty,  and  their  ardour  quench'd : 
On  aid,  unquestion'd,  liberal  aid  was  given : 
Safe  in  their  conduct,  by  their  valour  nr'd. 
Fond  where  they  led  victorious  armies  rush'd ; 
And  Cressy,  Poitiers,  Agincourtf  procUim 
What  kinffs  supported  by  almighty  love. 
And  peofHe  fir'd  with  liberty,  can  da 

*'  Be  veil'd  the  savage  reigns  f ,  when  kindred  rage 
The  numerous  once  Flantagenets  devour'd, 
A  race  to  vengeance  vow'd !  and  when,  oppress'd 
By  private  feuds,  almost  extinguish'd  lay 
My  quivering  flame.     But,  in  the  next,  behold ! 
A  cautious  tyrant  §  lent  it  oil  anew. 

**  Proud,  dark,  suspicious,  brooding  o'er  his  gold, 
As  how  to  fix  his  throne  he  jealous  cast 
His  crafty  views  around ;  pierc'd  with  a  ray, 
Which  on  his  timid  mind  I  darted  full. 
He  mark'd  the  barons  of  excessive  sway. 
At  pleasure  making  and  unmaking  kings  | ; 
And  hence,  to  crush  these  petty  tyrants,  plann'd 
A  law^,  that  let  them,  by  the  silent  waste 
Of  luxury,  their  landed  wealth  difitise. 
And  with  that  wealth  their  implicated  povrer. 
By  soft  degrees  a  mighty  chan^  ensued, 
£v'n  working  to  this  day.     With  streams,  dedue'd 
Fhrni  these  dnninish'd  floods,  the  country  smil'd. 
As  when  impetuous  ftom  the  snow-heap'd  Alps, 
To  vernal  suns  relenting,  pours  the  Rhine ; 
While  undivided,  oft,  with  vrasteful  sweep. 
He  foams  along ;  but,  through  Batavian  meads, 

•  Edward  III.  and  Henry  V. 

t  Three  ftonous  batdes,  gamed  by  the  English 
over  the  French. 

\  During  the  dvil  vran  betwixt  the  families  of 
York  and  Lancaster. 

§  Henry  VII. 

Jl  The  fiunons  Earl  of  Warwick,  during  tlie 
reigns  of  Henry  VI.  and  Edward  IV.,  was  colled 
the  King-maker. 

5  Permitting  the  barons  to  alienate  Uidr  bmdi. 
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Braoch'd  into  kk  mnalt,  indulgent  flovr»; 
Waters  a  thouaand  fields ;  and  culture,  trader 
Towns,  meadows,  gliding  ships,  and  villas  mix'd, 
A  rich,  a  wondrous  landscape  rises  round. 

**  His  ftirious  son*  the  soul-enslaTing  chain  f. 
Which  many  a  doating  venerable  age 
Had  link  by  link  strong-twisted  round  the  land. 
Shook  off.     No  longer  could  be  borne  a  power, 
From  Heaven  pretended,  to  deceive,  to  void 
Each  solemn  tic,  to  plunder  without  bounds, 
To  curb  the  generous  soul,  to  fool  mankind ; 
And,  wild  at  last,  to  plunge  into  a  sea 
Of  blood,  and  horrour.     The  returning  light. 
That  first  through  Wicklifff  streak'd  the  priestly 

gloom, 
Kow  burst  in  open  day.     Bar'd  to  the  blaze. 
Forth  from  the  haunts  of  superstition  $  crawl'd 
Her  motley  sons,  ikntasdc  figures  all ; 
And,  wide^8pers*d  their  useless  fetid  wealth 
In  graceful  labour  bloom'd,  and  fruits  of  peace. 

"  Trade,  join'd  to  these,  on  every  sea  displayed 
A  daring  canvass,  pour'd  with  every  tide 
A  golden  flood.     From  other  worlds  |j  were  roU'd 
The  guilty  glittering  stores,  whose  fatal  charms. 
By  the  plain  Indian  happily  despis*d, 
Tet  work'd  his  woe ;  and  to  the  blissful  groves. 
Where  Nature  liv'd  herself  among  her  sons, 
And  innocence  and  joy  for  ever  dwelt. 
Drew  rage  unknown  to  Pagan  climes  before. 
The  worst  the  seal  inflam*d  barbarian  drew. 
Be  no  such  horrid  commerce,  Britaii^  thine ! 
But  want  for  want,  with  mutual  aid  sqpply. 

*'  The  commons  thus  enriched,  and    powerful 
grown. 
Against  the  barons  weighed.     £lisa  then. 
Amid  these  doubtful  motions,  steady,  gave 
The  beam  to  fix.     She!  like  the  secret  eye 
That  never  closes  on  9  guarded  world. 
So  sought,  so  marked,  so  seis*d  the  public  good. 
That  self-supported,  without  one  ally, 
She  aw*d  her  inward,  quell'd  her  circling  foes. 
Inspir*d  by  me,  benea^  her  sheltermg  arm. 
In  spite  of  raging  universal  sway  t» 
And  raging  seas  repreas'd,  the  Belgic  states, 
My  bulwark  on  the  Continent,  arose. 
Matchless  in  all  the  spirit  of  her  days ! 
With  confidence,  unbounded,  fearless  love 
Elate,  her  fervent  people  waited  gay. 
Cheerful  demanded  the  long.threaten*d  fleet  «*, 
And  dash*d  the  pride  of  Spain  around  their  isle. 
Nor  ceas'd  the  British  thunder  here  to  rage: 
The  deep,  recUum'd,  obey*d  its  aweful  call ; 
In  fire  and  smoke  Iberian  ports  involvM, 
The  trembling  foe  ev*n  to  Uie  centre  shook 
Of  their  new-eonquer*d  world,  and  skulking  stole 
By  veering  winds  their  Indiaii  treasure  home. 

•  Henry  VIII.  f  Of  papal  dominion. 

t  John  WicklifT,  doctor  of  dirinity,  who,  towards 
the  close  of  the  fourteenth  century,  published  doc- 
trines very  contnuy  to  those  of  the  church  of  Rome, 
and  particularly  denying  the  papal  authority.  His 
followers  grew  very  numerous,  and  were  called 
Lollards. 

§  Suppression  of  monasteries. 

II  The  Spanish  West  Indies. 

t  The  dominion  of  the  House  of  Austria. 

^*  The  Spanish  Armada.  Rapin  says,  that  afker 
*Yroper  measures  had  been  taken,  the  enemy  was 

?«ctad  with  uncommon  alacrity. 


I  Meantime,  peac^  ^eaty,  junice,  adeooe,  art% 
With  softer  laurds  crown'd  her  happy  reign. 

**  As  yet  uncircumscrib'd  the  r^al  power. 
And  wild  and  vague  prerogative  remain'd, 
A  wide  voracious  gulph,  where  8w«llow*d  oft 
The  helpless  subjea  lay.     Hus  to  reduce 
To  the  just  limit  was  my  great  effort 

**  By  means  that  evil  seem  to  narrow  man, 
Superior  beings  work  their  mystic  will : 
From  storm  and  trouble  thus  a  settled  calm. 
At  Ust,  efliilgent,  o*er  Britannia  smiPd.         [came, 

'<  The  gathering  tempest,  Heaven-commiasioo'd, 
Came  in  the  prince^,  who,  drunk  with  flattery, 

dreamt. 
His  vain  pacific  counsek  niVd  the  worid ; 
Though  scom'd  abroad,  bewilder*d  in  a  maze 
Of  fruitless  treaties ;  while  at  home  ens]av*d. 
Ami  by  a  worthless  crew  insatiate  drain'd. 
He  lost  his  people*s  confidence  and  love  ; 
Irreparable  loss !  whence  crowns  become 
An  anxious  burden.     Years  inglorious  pass*d : 
Triumphant  Spain  the  vengeful  draught  enfoj'd : 
Abandon'd  Frederick  f  pin'd,  and  Raleigh  bled. 
But  nothing  that  to  these  internal  broils. 
That  rancour,  he  began ;  while  lawless  swmy 
He,  with  his  slavish  doctors,  try*d  to  rear 
On  metaphyaic,  on  enchanted  ground  \, 
And  all  the  maxy  quibbles  of  the  schools : 
As  if  for  one,  and  sometimes  for  the  worst. 
Heaven  had  mankind  in  vengeance  only  made. 
Vain  the  pretence !  not  so  the  dire  efiect. 
Hie  fierce,  the  foolish  discord  thence  deriv'd  §, 
That  tears  the  country  still,  by  pazty-rage 
And  ministerial  clamour  kept  alive,  j 

In  acu'on  weak,  and  for  the  wordy  war  j 

Best  fitted,  fiunt  this  prince  punu*d  his  daim  :  i 

Content  to  teach  the  subject  herd,  how  great,  j 

How  sacred  he !  how  despicable  they !  | 

**  But  his  unyielding  son  jj  these  doctrines  dnuik,    j 
With  all  a  bigot's  rage  (who  never  damps  : 

By  reasoning  his  fire) ;  and  what  they  tMigfat  1 

Warm  and  tenacious,  into  pracdce  push*d. 
Senates,  in  vain,  their  kind  restraint,  ^kply*d  : 
The  more  they  struggled  to  support  the  kms. 
His  justice-dreading  ministers  the  mare         [cbeck 
Drove  him  beyond  their  bounds.     Tir*d  vrcdh  tiv 
Of  faithful  love,  and  with  the  flattery  pleas*d 
Of  false  designing  guilt,  tlie  fountain  he 
Of  public  wisdom  and  of  justice  shuL  ^ 
Wide  moum'd  the  land.     Strai^t  to  the  voted  aud 
Free,  cordial,  large,  of  never-failing  source, 
Th*  illegal  imposition  followed  harsh. 
With  execration  given,  or  ruthless  pqueex^d 
From  an  insulted  people,  by  a  band 
Of  the  worst  ruffians,  those  of  tyrant  power. 
Oppression  walk'd  at  large,  and  pour*d  abroad         j 


•  James  I.  j 

f  Elector  Palatine,  and  who  had  been  cboMi 
King  of  Bohemia,  but  was  stript  of  all  his  doiiu> 
nions  and  dignities  by  the  Emperor  FerdUBandi 
while  James  the  First,  his  father-in-Uw,  being 
amused  from  time  to  time,  endeavoured  to  mediate 
a  peace. 

I  The  monstrous,  and  till  then  imbeanL-of  4)qc< 
trines  of  divine  indefeasible  hereditary  right,  pais^w 
obedience,  &c 

§  The  parties  of  Whig  and  Tory. 

H    Charics  I. 
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Her  onrelcnting  train :  informera,  «pwii 

mood-houndfl,  that  sturdy  freedom  to  the  grofe 

Pnrsue ;  projectors  of  aggrieving  scbemct 

Coounerce  to  load  for  unprotected  teat  *, 

To  tell  the  starving  many  to  the  few  f , 

And  drain  a  tfaouMnd  ways  th*  exhaiuted  land. 

Ev'n  from  that  healing  place,  whence  peace  should 

flow, 
And  goapel  truth,  inhuman  bigots  shed 
Thar  pobon  round  \  ;  and  on  the  venal  bench, 
Imtcad  of  justice,  party  held  the  scale, 
And  violence  the  sword.     Afflicted  years, 
Too  patient,  feh  at  last  their  vengeance  ftiD. 

**  Mid  the  low  murmurs  of  submissive  tear  ^ 
And  mingled  rage,  my  Hampden  rais*d  his  voice, 
And  to  the  laws  appeal'd ;  the  laws  no  more 
In  judgment  sate  behoved  some  other  ear. 
When  instant  from  the  keen  resentive  North, 
By  long  oppression  by  religion  rous'd. 
The  guardian  ailny  came.     Beneath  its  wing 
Was  called,  duHigh  meant  to  furnish  hostile  aid, 
The  noore  tfmn  Roman  senate.     There  a  flame 
Broke  out,  that  dear'd,  consnm'd,  renewed  the 


In  deep  emotion  hurPd,  nor  Greece^  nor  Rome, 
Imfignant  bursting  frcm  a  tyrant's  chain, 
Wfafle,  full  of  me,  each  agitated  soul 
Strang  every  nerve,  and  &m*d  in  every  eye, 
Had  e'er  b^ield  such  light  and  heat  combin'd ! 
Soch  beads  and  hearts !  such  dreadful  seal,  led  on 
By  calm  majestic  wisdom,  taught  its  course 
Whet  nuisance  to  devour;  such  wisdom  fir*d 
With  unabating  zeal,  and  aim*d  sincere 
To  dear  the  weedy  state,  restore  the  laws. 
And  for  the  future  to  secure  their  sway. 

"  This  then  the  purpose  of  my  mildest  sons. 
But  nan  is  Mind.     A  nation  once  inflamed 
CObcI^  should  the  breath  of  factious  fury  blow, 
Widft^  tbe  wild  rage  of  mad  enthusiast  swell*d) 
Not  easy  cools  again.     From  breast  to  breast, 
Fraoi  eje  to  eye,  the  kindling  passions  mix 
In  bei^iten'd  blaze ;  and,  ever  wise  and  just, 
High  Heaven  to  gracious  ends  directs  the  storm. 
Tbaa,  in  one  conflagration  Britain  wrapt. 
And  by  confbsion's  Uwless  sons  despoil'd,  [ground. 
King,    lords,    and   commons,  thundering  to  the 
Aaccejsive,  rush'd  •—  Lo  !  from  their  ashes  rose, 
Gay-beaming  radiant  youth,  the  phoenix^tate.  § 

••  The  grievous  yoke  of  vassalage,  the  yoke 
Of  private  life,  lay  by  those  flames  dissolv*d ; 
And,  from  the  wasteful,  the  luxurious  king  H, 
'Wmm    porcfaas'd  that  which   taught  the  young  to 

bend.f 
Seraai^er  restor'd,  the  commons  tax*d  the  whole, 
AiHi  tMiiH  on  dwt  eternal  rock  their  power. 
Hie  crown,  of  its  hereditary  wealth 
Desposl'd,  on  senates  more  dependent  grew, 
And  tbcy  more  frequent,  more  assur*d.     Yet  Iiv*d, 
AjkI  ix>  frill  vigour  spread  that  bitter  root, 
dve  doctrines,  by  their  patrons  firat 


•    Aiip-aaoney, 
^   Monopolies. 

I    Xbs  ngiiig    high-church  sermons   of    these 
Pf^^  ixHpinng  at  once  a  spirit  of  slavish  submis- 
,0  to  tl)e  court,  and  of  bitter  persecution  against 
p^e  wbom  they  call  Church  and  State  Puritans 
r    A^  ^'^  Restoration. 

m    c^oact  of  wards. 


Opposed  ferodous,  ^yfaen  they  touch  6iemselres. 

This  wild  delusive  cant ;  the  rash  cabal 

Of  hungry  courtiers,  ravenous  for  prey ; 

Tbe  bigot,  restless  in  a  double  dwin 

To  bind  anew  the  land ;  the  constant  need 

Of  finding  faithless  means,  of  shifting  forms, 

And  flattering  senates,  to  supply  his  waste ; 

These  tore  some  moments  fVom  the  careless  prince. 

And  in  his  breast  awak'd  the  kindred  plan. 

By  dangerous  softness  long  he  min*d  his  way ; 

By  subtle  arts,  dissimulation  deep  ; 

By  sharing  what  corruption  shower'd,  profuse ; 

By  breathing  wide  the  gay  licentious  plague^ 

And  pleasing  manners,  fitted  to  deceive. 

**  At  last  subsided  the  delirious  joy. 
On  whose  high  billow,  fVom  the  samtly  reign 
The  nation  drove  too  fkr.     A  pension'd  king. 
Against  hn  country  brib'd  by  Gallic  gold  ; 
The  port  *  pernicious  sold,  the  Scylla  since. 
And  fell  Cbarybdis  of  the  British  seas ; 
Fh^edom  attack*d  abroad  f,  with  surer  blow 
To  cut  it  off  at  home ;  the  saviour  league  | 
Of  £urope  broke ;  the  progress  ev'n  advanced 
Of  universal  sway  §,  which  to  reduce 
Such  seas  of  blood  and  treasure  Britain  cost ; 
The  millions,  by  a  generous  people  given. 
Or  squander*d  vile,  or  to  corrupt,  disgrace. 
And  awe  the  land  with  forces  not  their  own  jf, 
Employ *d  ;  the  darling  church  herself  betrayed ; 
All  these,  broad-glaring,  op*d  the  general  eye. 
And  wak'd  my  spirit,  the  resisting  soul. 

«  Mild  was,  at  first,  and  half  asham'd,  tiie  check 
Of  senates,  shook  from  thc^fantastic  dream 
Of  absolute  submission,  tenets  vile !  [reduc'd 

Which  slaves  would  blush  to  own,    and  which. 
To  practice,  always  honest  Nature  shock. 
Not  ev'n  the  nuuk  remov'd,  and  the  fierce  front 
Of  tyranny  disclos'd  ;  nor  trampled  laws ; 
Nor  seiz'd  each  badge  of  fi'eedom  through    the 

land^; 
For  Sidney  bleeding  for  the  unpublished  page; 
Nor  on  the  bench  avow'd  corruption  plac'd. 
And  murderous  rage  itsdf,  in  Jefferies'  form ; 
Nor  endless  acts  of  arbitrary  power. 
Cruel,  and  false,  could  raise  the  public  arm. 
Distrustful,  scatter'd,  of  combining  chiefs 
Devoid,  and  dreading  blind  rapacious  war, 
Tlie  patient  public  turns  not,  till  impell'd 
To  the  near  verge  of  ruin.     Hence  I  rous*d 
The  bigot  king  **,  and  hurried  fated  on 
His  measures  immature.     But  chief  his  zeal. 
Out-flaming  Rome  herself,  portentous  scar'd 
The  troubled  nation :  Mai^r's  horrid  days 
To  fimcy  bleeding  rose,  ana  the  dire  glare 
Of  Smithfleld  h^ten'd  in  his  eyes  anew. 
Yet  silence  reign'd.    Each  on  another  scowl'd 
Rueful  amasement,  pressing  down  his  rage : 
As,  mustering  vengeance,  the  deep  thunder  frowns, 
Awefully  still,  waiting  the  high  conunand 
To  spring.  Sdwght  flrom  his  country  Europe  sav'd, 

•  Dunkirk. 

f  Hie  war,  in  conjunction  with  France,  against 
the  Dutch. 

\  Hie  triple  alliance. 

$  Under  Lewis  XIV. 

g  A  standing  army,  raised  without  the  consent 
of  parliament. 

\  The  charters  of  corporationii. 

••  James  11.        ^g.^.^^^  by  GOOglC 
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To  save  Britannia,  lo !  my  darling  son, 
Than  hero  more,  the  patriot  of  mankind ! 
Immortal  Nassau  came.     I  hush'd  the  deep, 
By  demons  rous'd,  and  bade  the  listed  winds  <*, 
Still  shifting  as  bebor'd,  with  various  breath, 
Waft  the  deliverer  to  the  longing  shore. 
See !  wide  alive,  the  foaming  Channel  f  bright 
With  swelling  sails,  and  all  the  pride  of  war. 
Delightful  view !  when  Justice  draws  the  sword : 
And,  mark !  diffusing  ardent  soul  around, 
And  sweet  contempt  of  death,  my  streaming  flag.  \ 
£v*n  adverse  navies  §  Mess'd  the  binding  gale, 
Kept  down  the  glad  acclaim,  and  silent  joy *d. 
Arriv*d,  the  pomp,  and  not  the  waste  of  arms 
His  progress  mark*d.     Hie  &int  opposing  host  I 
For  once,  in  yielding,  their  best  victory  found. 
And  by  desertion  prov'd  exalted  faith ; 
While  his  the  bloodless  conquest  of  the  heart, 
Shouts  without  groan,  and  triumph  without  war. 
**  Then  dawn'd  the  period  destined  to  confine 
The  surge  of  wild  prerogative,  to  raise 
A  mound  restraining  its  imperious  rage^ 
And  bid  the  raving  deep  no  farther  flow. 
Nor  werp,  without  that  fence,  the  swallowed  state 
Better  than  Belgian  plains  without  their  dykes, 
Sustaining  weighty  seas,      lliis,  often  8av*d 
By  more  than  human  hand,  the  public  saw,    [yield 
And  seix*d  the  white- wing*d  moment.     Pleased  to 
Destructive  power  ^,  a  wise  heroic  prince  •  • 
£v*n  lent  his  aid.-»Thrice  happy  !  did  they  know 
Hieir  happiness,  Britannia*s  bounded  kings. 
What  though  not  theirs  the  boast,    in  dungeon 

glooms 
To  plunge  bold  freedom ;  or,  to  cheerless  wilds, 
To  drive  him  ftom  the  cordial  face  of  friend ; 
Or  fierce  to  strike  him  at  the  midnight  hour, 
By  mandate  blind,  not  justice,  that  delights 
To  dare  the  keenest  eye  of  open  day. 
What  though  no  glory  to  control  the  laws, 
And  make  injurious  will  their  only  rule, 
Tliey  deem  it !  what  though,  tools  of  wanton  power, 
Pestiferous  armies  swarm  not  at  their  call ! 

*  The  Prince  of  Orange,  in  his  passage  to  Eng- 
land,  though  his  fleet  had  been  at  first  dispersed  by 
a  storm,  was  afterwards  extremely  favoured  by  se- 
veral  changes  of  wind. 

f  Rapin,  in  his  History  of  England.  — •  **  The 
3d  of  November  the  fleet  entered  the  Channel, 
and  lay  between  Calais  and  Dover,  to  stay  for  the 
ships  that  were  behind.  Here  the  Prince  called  a 
council  of  war.  It  is  not  easy  to  imagine  what  a 
glorious  show  the  fleet  made.  Five  or  six  hundred 
ships  in  so  narrow  a  channel,  and  both  the  English 
and  French  shores  covered  with  numberless  specta^ 
tors,  are  no  common  sight  For  my  part,  who 
was  then  on  board  the  fleet,  I  own  it  struck  me 
extremely.*' 

f  The  Pi-ince  placed  himself  in  the  main  body, 
duirying  a  flag  with  English  colours,  and  their 
highnesses*  arms  surrounded  with  this  motto: 
**  The  Protestant  Religion  and  the  Liberties  of 
England  ;**  and  underneath  the  motto  of  the  House 
of  Nassau,  Je  ManUiendrai,  I  will  maintain.  -« 
Rapin. 

§  The  English  fleet 

I  The  king's  army. 

^  By  the  bill  of  rights,  and  the  act  of  sooces- 
sion. 

••   William  III. 


What  though  they  give  not  a  reltntle 

Of  dril  furies,  proud  oppression's  fangs ! 

To  tear  at  pleasure  the  dejected  land. 

With  starving  labour  pampering  idle  waste. 

To  clothe  the  naked,  feed  the  hungry,  wipe 

llw  gufltless  tear  finom  lone  affliction's  eye  ; 

To  raise  hid  merit,  setth'  alluring  light 

Of  virtue  high  to  view ;  to  nourish  arts« 

Direct  the  thunder  of  an  injur'd  state. 

Make  a  whole  glorious  people  sing  for  joy,     [depdi 

Bless  human  kind,  and  through  the  downiwd 

Of  future  times  to  spread  that  better  sun 

Which  lights  up  British  soul :  for  deeds  like  these, 

The  da^ng  fiiir  career  unbounded  lies ; 

While  (still  superior  bliss !)  the  dark  afampC 

Is  kindly  barr'd,  the  precipice  of  ilL 

Oh,  luxury  divine !  O,  poor  to  this. 

Ye  giddy  glories  of  despotic  thrones ! 

By  this,  by  this  indeed,  is  imag'd  Heaven, 

By  boundless  good,  widxmt  the  power  of  iU. 

<<  And  now  bdiold !  exalted  as  the  cope 
Hiat  swells  immense  o'er  many-peopled  ear^ 
And  like  it  free,  my  fii^yric  standi  complete^ 
The  Flslaceofthe  Laws.     To  the  four  Heaveni 
Four  gates  impartial  thrown,  unceaaing  crawdt. 
With  kings  themselves  the  hearty  peasant  mix  d 
Pour  urgent  in.     And  though  to  diflferent  ranks 
Responsive  place  belongs,  yet  equal  spreads 
The  sheltering  roof  o'er  all;  while  plenty  flows, 
And  gkd  contentment  echoes  round  the  wfaokw 
Ye  floods,  descend!  ye  windb,  confirming,  blow ! 
Nor  outward  tempest,  nor  corrosive  time. 
Nought  but  the  felon  undermining  hand 
Of  dark  corruption,  can  its  frame  diaBoLve^ 
And  lay  the  toil  of  ages  in  the  dust." 


THE  PROSPECT: 

aSING  THE  FIFTH  TAKT  OF 

LIBERTY, 

A  POEM. 

Tfie  Contents  of  Part  V. 

Tlie  author  addresses  the  goddess  of  libeity,  mark-  j 
ing  the  happiness  and  erandeur  of  Great  BrxCainr 
as  arising  from  her  influence.  She  resumes  hn* 
discourse,  and  points  out  the  chief  virtues  vftsdi 
are  necessary  to  maintain  her  establishment  there. 
Recommends,  as  its  last  ornament  and  finkiwi^ 
sciences,  fine  arts,  and  public  works.  Tbe  c»- 
couragement  of  these  uiged  fVom  the  example  of 
France;  though  under  a  despotic  govermaciiL 
The  whole  concludes  with  a  prospect  of  fiitaie 
times,  given  by  the  goddess  of  Libeity :  tlna  da- 
scribed  by  the  author,  as  it 
him. 

Hekb  interposing,  as  the  goddeaa  paus*d  !- 

*<  Oh,  blest  Britannia !  in  thy  presence  blest, 

Hiou  guardian  of  mankind !  whence  sprinj 

All  human  grandeur,  happiness,  and  fame: 

For  toD,  by  thee  protected,  feels  no  pain ;  I 

The  poor  man's  lot  with  milk  and  honey  flows  ; 

Aujd,  gilded  with  thy  rays,  ev'n  death  looks  S*Qro 

Let  other  lands  the  potent  blessings  boast 

Of  more  exahing  suns.     Let  Asia's  woods,  , 

Untendedy  yield  the  vegetable  fleece  :■ 
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And  let  the  little  iii9ect4urti8t  fonn, 

On  h(|tfaar  life  intent,  its  silken  tomb. 

Let  wondering  rocks,  in  radiant  birth,  disdoee 

TIh  virioas-tinGtur'd  children  of  the  Sun. 

Phni  the  prone  beam  lel^more  delidoua  fruits 

A  flsToor  drink,  that  in  one  piercing  taste 

Kdi  esrb  combine.     Let  Gallic  vineyards  bunt 

With  floods  of  joy ;  with  mild  balsamic  juice 

Tbe  Tuacsn  olive.     Let  Arabia  breathe 

Her  apicy  gales,  her  vital  gums  distil. 

IWfaid  with  gold  let  southern  rivers  flow : 

And  orient  floods  draw  soft,  o*er  pearls,  their  maxe. 

Let  Aftic  vaunt  her  treasures ;  let  Peru 

Deep  in  her  bowels  her  own  ruin  breed, 

Hie  yellow  traitor  that  her  bliss  betrayed,  — 

Unequsll'd  bliss !  —and  to  unequalled  rage ! 

Tet  nor  tbe  gorgeous  East,  nor  golden  South, 

Nor,  in  full  prime,  that  new-discover'd  world. 

Where  flames  the  fidling  day,  in  wealth  and  praise, 

ShsU  with  Britannia  vie,  whUe,  goddess,  she 

Derifci  her  praise  from  thee,  her  matchless  charms, 

Her  hesrty  fruits  the  hand  of  freedom  own. 

And,  wsnn  with  culture,  her  thick^lustering  fields 

Aolific  teem.     £temal  verdure  crowns 

Her  meads ;  her  gardens  smile  eternal  spring. 

Sk  gives  die  hunter4iorse,  unqueird  by  toil, 

Ardnt,  to  rush  into  the  rapid  chase : 

9ie^  whitening  o*er  her  downs,  diffusive,  poun 

Unaumber'd  flocks :  she  weaves  the  fleecy  robe, 

IW  wraps  the  nations :  she  to  lusty  droi^ 

The  ricbnt  pasture  spreads ;  and,  hers,  deep-wave 

Antonuial  seas  oi  pleasing  plenty  round. 

IWae  her  delights :  and  by  no  baneful  herb, 

No  dsitiag  tiger,  no  grim  lion's  glare, 

^  fierce-descending  wolf,  no  serpent  roll'd 

In  spires  immense  progressive  o'er  the  land, 

I^H^'d.     Enlivening  these,  add  cities,  full 

Of  wealth,  of  trade,  of  cheerful  toilins  crowds ; 

Add  thriving  towns ;  add  villages  and  farms, 

^■nwnerous  sow*d  eJong  the  lively  vale, 

^^^  bold  unrivall*d  peasants  hi^ipy  dwell  i 

Add  sndent  seats,  with  venerable  oaks 

£>nboiom*d  high,  while  kindred  floods  below 

^^  through   the  mead;  and  those  of  modem 

hand, 
*<**  pompous,  add,  that  splendid  shine  a£u; 
^1^  I  her  limpid  lakes,  her  riven  name, 
iwe  swarm   the  finny  race?     Thee,  chief,  O 

^*hpee  each  tide,  glad  with  returning  sails, 
Ams  in  the  mingled  harvest  of  mankind  ? 
^  thee,  thou  Severn,  whose  prodigious  swell, 
^Bd  waves,  resounding,  imitate  the  main  ? 
^^  Med  I  name  her  deep  capacious  pwts, 
^^  point  around  the  world  ?  and  why  her  seas  ? 
All  ocean  is  her  own,  and  every  land 
«o  wiiom  her  ruling  thunder  ocean  bears. 
|k  too  the  mineral  feeds :  th*  obedient  lead, 
Jfce  warlike  iron,  nor  the  peaceful  less, 
Fonning  of  life  art-civiliz*d  the  bond ; 
^  what  the  Tyrian  merchant  sought  of  old  •, 
Not  dreaming  then  oi  Britain's  bri^ter  fame. 
« rean  to  freedom  an  undaunted  race : 
^"Bpstriot,  sealous,  hospitable,  kind, 
Heis  the  warm  Cambrian  :  hen  the  lofty  Scot, 
Xohsrckhip  tam'd,  active  in  arts  and  arms, 
jn^^d  with  a  restless,  an  impatient  flame, 
uat  leads  him  roptur'd  where  ambition  calls : 

•  Tin. 
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And  English  merit  hers;  where  meet,  combin'd, 
Whate'er  high  fancy,  sound  judicious  thought. 
An  ample  generous  heart,  undrooping  soul. 
And  firm  tenacious  valour  can  bestow. 
Great  nurse  of  fruits,  of  flo<^  of  commerce,  she ! 
Great  nurse  of  men !     By  thee,  O  goddess,  taught^ 
Her  old  renown  I  trace,  disclose  her  source 
Of  wealth,  of  grandeur,  and  to  Britons  sing 
A  strain  the  Muses  never  touch'd  before. 

«  But  how  shall  this  thy  mighty  kingdom  stand? 
On  what  unyielding  base  ?  how  finish'd  shine  ?** 

At  this  her  eye,  collecting  all  its  fire, 
Beam'd  more  than  human ;  and  her  awefbl  voices 
Majestic,  thus  she  rais'd  —  <*  To  Britons  bear 
This  closing  strain,  and  with  intenser  note 
Loud  let  it  sound  in  their  awaken'd  ear. 

"  On  virtue  can  alone  my  kingdom  stand. 
On  public  virtue,  every  virtue  join'd. 
For,  lost  this  social  cement  of  mankind. 
The  greatest  empires,  by  scarce  felt  degrees. 
Will  moulder  soft  away,  till,  tottering  loose, 
They  prone  at  last  to  total  ruin  rush. 
Unbl^  by  virtue,  government  a  league 
Becomes,  a  circling  junto  of  the  great, 
To  rob  by  law ;  rdigion  mild  a  yoke 
To  tame  the  stooping  soul,  a  tridi  of  state 
To  mask  their  nqiine,  and  to  share  the  prey. 
What  are  without  it  senates,  save  a  face 
Of  consultation  deep  and  reason  free. 
While  the  determin'd  voice  and  heart  are  sold  ? 
What  boasted  freedom,  save  a  soimding  name  ? 
And  what  election,  but  a  mai^et  vile 
Of  slaves  self-barter'd?    Virtue!  without  thee^ 
There  is  no  ruling  eye,  no  nerve,  in  states ; 
War  has  no  vigour,  and  no  safety  peace : 
£v*n  justice  warps  to  party,  laws  oppress. 
Wide  through  tbe  land  their  weak  protection  fails, 
First  broke  the  balance,  and  then  scom'd  the  sword. 
Thus  nations  sink,  society  dissolves ; 
Rapine  and  guile  and  violence  break  loose, 
Everting  life,  and  turning  love  to  gall ; 
Man  hates  the  face  of  noan,  and  Indian  woods 
And  Libya's  hissing  sands  to  him  are  tame. 

'<  By  those  three  virtues  be  the  frame  sustained 
Of  British  Freedom :  independent  life ; 
Integrity  in  office ;  and,  o'er  all 
Supreme,  a  passion  for  the  common-weaL         [gif^ 

<*  Hail !  Independence,  hail !  Heaven's  next  best 
To  that  of  life  and  an  immortal  soul  I 
The  life  of  life !  that  to  the  banquet  high 
And  sober  meal  gives  taste ;  to  the  bow'd  roof 
Fair-dream'd  repose,  and  to  the  cottage  charmsi 
Of  public  freedom,  hail,  thou  secret  source ! 
Whose  streams,  from  every  quarter  confluent,  form 
My  better  Nile,  that  nurses  human  life. 
By  rills  from  thee  deduc'd,  irriguous,  fed. 
The  private  field  looks  gay,  with  Nature's  wealth 
Abundant  flows,  and  blooms  with  each  delight 
That  Nature  craves.     Its  happy  master  there, 
Tbe  only  freeman,  walks  his  pleasing  round : 
Sweet-featur'd  Peace  attending ;  fearless  Truth ; 
Firm  Resolution ;  Goodness,  blessing  all 
That  can  rejoice ;  Contentment,  surest  friend; 
And,  still  fresh  stores  from  Nature's  book  deriv'd, 
Philosophy,  companion  ever  new. 
These  cheer  his  rural,  and  sustain  or  fire, 
When  into  action  call'd,  his  busy  hours. 
Meantime  true  judging  moderate  desires. 
Economy  and  taste,  combin'd,  direct 
His  clear  affairs,  and  from  debauching  fiends 
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Secure  hb  little  kingdom.     Nor  cin  those 
Whom  fiiitune  heaps,  without  these  Tirtues,  reach 
That  truce  with  pain,  that  animated  case, 
lliat  self-enjoyment  springing  from  within ; 
That  Independence,  active,  or  retired. 
Which  make  the  soundest  bliss  of  man  below : 
But,  lost  beneath  the  rubbish  of  their  means. 
And  drain'd  by  wants  to  nature  all  unknown, 
A  wandering,  tasteless,  gaily  wretched  train. 
Though  ricl^  are  beggars,  uid  though  noble,  sUres. 

"  Lo !   damn'd  to  wealth,  at  what  a  gross  ex- 
pense 
lliey  purchase  disappointment,  pain,  and  shame, 
Instead  of  hearty  hospitable  cheer. 
See !  how  the  hall  with  brutal  riot  flows ; 
While  in  the  foaming  flood,  fermenting,  8teep*d, 
The  country  maddens  into  party-rage. 
Mark  !  those  disgraceful  piles  of  wood  and  stone ; 
Those  parks  and  gardens,  where,  hb  haunts  be- 

trinom'd, 
And  Nature  by  presumptuous  art  oppress'd, 
The  woodland  genius  mourns.     See!  the  full  board 
That  streams  disgust,  and  bowls  that  give  no  joy : 
No  truth  invited  there,  to  feed  the  mind ; 
Nor  wit,  the  wine  rejoicing  reason  quaflfs. 
Hark  !  how  the  dome  with  insolence  resounds, 
With  those  retain*d  by  vanity  to  scare 
Repose  and  friends.     To  tyrant  fashion  mark 
Hie  costly  worship  paid,  to  the  broad  gaze 
Of  fools.     From  still  delusive  day  to  day, 
Led  an  eternal  round  of  lying  hope, 
See  !  seIf-abandon*d,  how  they  roam  adrift, 
Dash*d  o*er  the  town,  a  miserable  wreck ! 
Then  to  adorn  some  warbling  eunuch  turned. 
With  Midas*  cars  they  crowd ;  or  to  the  bun 
Of  masquerade  unblushing  ;  or,  to  show 
Their  scorn  of  Nature,  at  the  tragic  scene 
They  mirthful  sit,  or  prove  the  comic  true. 
But,  chie^  behold !  around  the  rattling  board. 
The  dvil  robbers  rang*d ;  and  ev*n  the  fiur. 
The  tender  fair,  each  sweetness  laid  aside. 
As  fierce  for  plunder  as  all-licens*d  troops 
In  some  sack*d  city.     Thus  dissolv*d  their  wealth, 
MTithout  one  generous  luxury  dis8olv*d, 
Or  quarter*d  on  it  many  a  needless  vrwai, 
At  the  throng'd  levee  bends  the  venal  tribe : 
With  fair  but  faithless  smiles  each  vamish*d  o*er, 
Each  smooth  as  those  that  mutually  deceive. 
And  for  their  falsehood  each  despising  each ; 
Till  shook  their  patron  by  the  wintery  winds. 
Wide  flies  the  wither*d  shower,  and  leaves  him  bare* 
O,  fiur  superior  AfHc's  sable  sons. 
By  merchant  pilfer'd,  to  these  willing  slaves ! 
And,  rich,  as  unsqueez*d  fiivourite,  Co  them. 
Is  he  who  can  his  virtue  boast  alone ! 

'*  Britons !  be  firm  !  — nor  let  corruption  sly 
Twine  round  your  heart  indissoluble  chains  ! 
The  steel  of  Brutus  burst  the  grosser  bonds 
By  Csnar  cast  o*er  Rome ;  but  still  remain'd 
The  soft  enchanting  fetters  of  the  mind, 
And  other  Ccsars  rose.     Determined,  hold 
Your  independence  *  for,  that  once  destroyed. 
Unfounded,  fireedom  is  a  morning  dream, 
Hiat  flits  a&ial  from  the  spreading  eye. 

«  Forbid  it,  Heaven  !  that  ever  I  need  urge 
Integrity  in  office  on  my  sons ! 
Inculcate  common  honour  —  not  to  rob  — 
And  whom  ?  — •  The  gracious,  the  confiding  hand. 
That  lavishly  rewards ;  the  toiling  poor. 
Whose  cup  with  many  a  bitter  drop  is  mixt ; 


The  guardian  public ;  every  face  they  lee. 
And  every  friend ;  nay,  in  eflect,  themadves. 
As  in  familiar  life,  the  villain's  &tc 
Admits  no  cure ;  so,  when  a  desperate  age 
At  this  arrives,  I  the  devoted  race 
Indignant  spurn,  and  hopeless  soar  away. 

<*  But,  ah,  too  little  known  to  modem  times! 
Be  not  the  noblest  passion  past  unsung ; 
That  ray  peculiar  from  unbounded  love 
EfTus'd,  which  kindles  the  heroic  soul : 
Devotion  to  the  public.     Glorious  flame ! 
Celestial  ardour !  in  what  unknown  worids, 
IVofusely  scattered  through  the  blue  immcnte, 
Hast  thou  been  blessing  myriads,  since  in  Rome, 
Old  virtuous  Rome,  so  many  deatidess  names 
From  thee  their  lustre  drew  ?  since^  taught  by  thee, 
Their  poverty  put  splendour  to  die  blush, 
Fain  grew  luxurious,  and  ev*n  death  delight? 
O,  wilt  thou  ne'er,  in  thy  long  period,  1o^ 
Widi  blase  direct,  on  this  my  last  retreat  ? 

*'  'Tis  not  enough,  from  self  right  understood 
Reflected,  that  thy  rays  inflame  the  heart : 
Though  Virtue  not  disdains  appeals  to  self. 
Dreads  not  the  trial :  all  her  joys  are  true. 
Nor  is  there  any  real  joy  save  hers. 
Far  less  the  tepid,  the  declaiming  race^ 
Foes  to  corruption,  to  its  wages  friends. 
Or  those  whom  private  passions  for  aw^e. 
Beneath  my  standard  list,  can  they  suffice 
To  raise  and  fix  die  glory  of  my  reign  ? 

**  An  active  flood  of  universal  love 
Must  swell  the  breast     First,  in  efibsion  wide^ 
The  restless  spizit  roves  creation  roundy 
And  seizes  every  being :  stronger  then 
It  tends  to  life,  whate*er  the  kindred  search 
Of  bliss  allies :  then,  more  collected  still. 
It  urges  human-kind  :  a  passion  grown. 
At  last,  the  central  parent-public  calls 
Its  utmost  effort  forth,  awakes  each  sense. 
The  comely,  grand,  and  tender.     Without  tfai% 
TUs  aweful  pant,  shook  from  sublimer  powers 
Than  those  of  self,  this  heaven-infus'd  deligbt. 
This  moral  gravitation,  rushing  prone 
To  press  the  public  good,  my  s^i^m  soon, 
Traverse,  to  several  selfish  centres  drawn. 
Will  reel  to  ruin  :   while  fcrf  ever  shot 
Stand  the  bright  portals  of  de^xmding  Fame. 

'*  From  soniid  self  shoot  up  no  shining  deeds. 
None  of  those  ancient  lights,  that  gladden  £arti^ 
Give  grace  to  being,  and  arouse  the  brave 
To  just  ambition,  virtue's  quidcening  fire ! 
Life  tedious  grows,  an  idly-bustling  round, 
FiU'd  up  with  actions  animal  and  mean, 
A  dull  gaiette !  Th*  impatient  reader  scorns 
Hie  poor  historic  page ;  till  kindly  comes 
Oblivion,  and  redeems  a  people's  shame 
Not  so  the  times,  when  emulation-stung, 
Greece  shone  in  genius,  science,  and  in  arts, 
And  Rome  in  virtues  dreadful  to  be  told ! 
To  live  was  glory  then  !  and  charm'd  mankind 
Through  the  deep  periods  of  devolving  time, 
Those,  raptur'd,  copy !  these,  astonish'd,  read. 

«  True,  a  corrupted  state,  with  every  vice 
And  every  meanness  foul,  this  passion  damps. 
Who  can,  unshock'd,  behold  the  cruel  eye  ? 
The  pale  inveigling  smile  ?  the  ruffian  fhmt? 
The  wretch  abtmdon'd  to  relentless  self, 
Equally  vile  if  miser  or  profuse  ? 
Powers  not  of  God,  assiduous  to  corrupt  ? 
The  fell  deputed  tyrant,  who  devours 
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The  poer  and  weak,  at  distance  from  fdnu  ?  * 
Delinous  fiiction  bellowing  loud  my  name? 
The  hhe  fiur-seeming  patriot's  hoUow  boast? 
A  nee  resohr'd  oa  bondage,  fierce  for  chains, 
Mj  sacred  rights  a  merchandise  alone 
Esteeming,  and  to  work  their  feeder's  will 
By  deeds,  a  honour  to  mankind,  prepar*d. 
As  were  the  dregs  of  Romulus  of  <dd  ? 
Who  these  indeed  can  undetetting  see !  — 
But  who  unpitying  ?  To  the  generous  eye 
Diatresa  is  Tstue  J  and,  though  8elf4)etray'd, 
A  people  struggling  with  their  fate  must  rouse 
Hie  hero's  throb.     Nor  can  a  land,  at  once. 
Be  lost  to  virtue  ouite.     How  glorious  then ! 
Fit  luxury  for  gods !  to  save  tl^  good. 
Protect  the  feeble,  dash  bold  vice  aside, 
Depress  ihe  wicked,  and  restore  the  fiail. 
Posterity,  besides,  the  young  are  pure, 
And  aooa  may  tinge  their  fiidier's  cheek  with  shame. 
**  Should  then  the  times  arrive  (which  Heaven 
avert!) 
That  Britons  bend  unnerv'd,  not  by  the  force 
Of  arms,  more  generous,  and  more  manly,  quell'd. 
But  by  corruption's  soul-dejecting  arts. 
Arts  impudent !  and  gross !  by  their  own  gold. 
In  part  bestow'd,  to  bribe  them  to  give  all. 
With  party  raging,  or  immers'd  in  sloth, 
Shookl  they  Britannia's  well-fuught  laurels  yield 
To  alilj-cociqueriog  Gaul ;  ev'n  from  her  brow 
Let  ber  own  naval  oak  be  basely  torn. 
By  sioch  as  tremble  at  the  stiffening,  gale. 
And  Derveless  sink  while  others  sing  rejoic'd. 
Or  (darker  prospect !  scarce  one  gleam  behind 
DiaHoMng)  shoiild  the  broad  corruptive  plague 
Breathe  from  the  city  to  the  farthest  hut, 
That  sits  serene  within  the  forest  shade ; 
The  firrer'd  people  fire,  inflame  their  wants. 
And  their  luxurious  thirst,  so  gathering  rage, 
Hiat,  were  a  buyer  found,  they  stand  prepar'd 
To  aall  their  birthright  for  a  cooling  drauj^t 
Should  shameless  pens  for  plain  corruption  plead; 
The  litr'd  assassins  of  the  commonweal ! 
Deena'd  the  declaiming  rant  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
Should  public  virtue  grow  the  public  scoff, 
TEll  private^  fiulin^*  staggers  through  the  land : 
Till  raoad  the  dty  loose  mechanic  want, 
Dira-ptY>wHi^  nightly,  makes  the  cheerful  haunts 
Of  aooi  more  hideous  than  Numidian  wilds, 
Nor  frona  its  fury  sleeps  the  vale  in  peace ; 
Aad  murden,  horrours,  perjuries  abound : 
'Swj,  uU  to  lowest  deeds  the  highest  stoop ; 
Tht  ridhy  like  starring  wretches,  thirst  for  gold ; 
And  dsoae,  on  whom  the  vernal  showers  of  Heaven 
AU-boonteous  fall,  and  that  prime  lot  bestow, 
A  power  to  live  to  Nature  and  themselves, 
Ijx  aicfc  attendance  wear  theb  anxious  days, 
Wjkh  fcrtune,  joyless,  and  with  honours,  mean. 
Mraiitifnet  perbaps,  profusion  flows  around. 
The  mmMtv  of  war,  without  the  works  of  peace ; 
So  fuarfc  of  millions,  in  the  gulph  absorpt 
Of  niiKaeadng  vice,  none  but  the  rage 
Of  n»ia*<i  corruption  still  demanding  more, 
portion,  which  (by  fiuthfid  skill 


•  Idord.  Molesworth,  in  his  account  of  Denmark, 
mf% :  — ■  *^  It  is  observed,  that  in  limited  monarchies 
lad  commonwealths,  a  neighbourhood  to  the  seat  of 
Ihe  gmmtanment  u  advantageous  to  the  subjects; 
wimie  the  distant  prorinces  are  less  thriving,  and 
Bocv  Igablc  to  oppressMfu'* 


Employ'd)  might  make  the  smilhig  puMic  rear 
Her  ornamented  head,  driil'd  thrmigh  the  hands 
Of  mercenary  tools,  serves  but  to  nurse 
A  locust  band  within,  and  in  the  bud 
Leaves  starv'd  each  work  of  dignity  and  usew 

**  I  paint  the  worst.     But  should  these  times 
arrive^ 
If  any  noMer  passion  yet  remain. 
Let  idl  my  sons  all  parties  fling  aside. 
Despise  their  nonsense,  and  together  join ; 
Let  worth  and  viltue,  scorning  low  despair, 
Exerted  fbil,  from  every  quiver  shine, 
Commix*d  in  heighten*d  blase.     Light  flash*d  to 

light. 
Moral,  or  intellectual,  more  intense 
By  giring  glows.     As  on  pure  Winter's  eve, 
Gradual,  the  stars  efi\ilge ;  fiiinter^  at  first. 
They,  straggling,  rise ;  but  when  the  radiant  host, 
In  thick  profusion  pour'd,  shine  out  immense, 
Each  casting  virid  influence  on  each. 
From  pole  to  pole  a  glittering  deluge  plays. 
And  worlds  above  rejoice,  and  men  below. 

"  But  why  to  Britons  this  superfluous  strain  ?  — 
Good-nature,  honest  truth  ev*n  somewhat  blunt. 
Of  crooked  baseness  an  indignant  scorn, 
A  zeal  unyielding  in  their  country's  cause, 
And  ready  bounty,  wont  to  dwell  with  them  — 
Nor  only  wont— Wide  o*er  the  land  difius*d. 
In  many  a  blest  retirement  still  they  dwell. 

"  To  softer  prospect  turn  we  now  the  view. 
To  laurePd  science,  arts,  and  public  wcnrks. 
That  lend  my  finished  fobric  comely  pride. 
Grandeur,  and  grace.     Of  sullen  genius  he ! 
Curs*d  by  the  Muses !  by  the  Graces  loath'd ! 
Who  deems  beneath  the  public's  high  regard 
These  last  enlivening  touches  of  my  reign. 
However  puff  d  with  power,  and  gorg'd  with  wealth, 
A  nation  be ;  let  trade  enormous  rise. 
Let  East  and  South  thdr  mingled  treasure  pour. 
Till,  sweird  impetuous,  the  corrupting  flood 
Burst  o*er  the  city,  and  devour  the  land : 
Yet  these  neglected,  these  recording  arts, 
Wealth  rots,  a  nuisance ;  and,  oblivious  sunk. 
That  nation  must  another  Carthage  lie. 
If  not  by  them,  on  monumental  brass, 
On  sculptured  marble,  on  the  deathless  page. 
Imprest,  renown  had  left  no  trace  behind  : 
In  vain,  to  future  times,  the  sage  had  thought. 
The  legislator  plann'd,  the  hero  found 
A  beauteous  death,  the  patriot  toil'd  in  vain. 
Th*  awarders  they  of  Fame's  immorul  wreath. 
They  rouse  ambition,  they  the  mind  exalt. 
Give  great  ideas,  lovely  forms  infuse. 
Delight  the  general  eye,  and,  drest  by  them. 
The  moral  Venus  glows  with  double  charms. 

"  Science,  my  close  associate,  stiU  attends 
Where'er  I  go.     Sometimes,  in  simple  guise, 
She  walks  the  furrow  with  the  consul  swain. 
Whispering  unletter'd  wisdom  to  the  heart, 
Direct ;  or,  sometimes,  in  the  pompous  robe 
Of  fancy  drest,  she  chiurms  Athenian  wits, 
And  a  whole  sapient  city  round  her  bums. 
Then  o'er  her  brow  Minerva's  terrours  nod; 
With  Xenophon,  sometimes,  in  dire  extremes. 
She  breathes  deliberate  soul,  and  makes  retreat  f 
Unequall'd  glory ;  with  tlie  Theban  sage, 
Epaminondiw,  first  and  best  of  men  ! 

f  The  fomous  retreat  of  the  Ten  Thousand  was 
chiefly  conducted  by  Xenophon. 
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SomediaM  ihe  bid»  the  deep  wnb^ed  hort. 
Above  tbe  Tuigw  reach,  renstlaM  fonn'd, 
March  to  sure  conquest  —  never  gain'd  before  !* 
Nor  on  the  treacherous  seas  of  gicUy  state 
Unskilful  she :  when  the  triumphant  tide 
Of  faigfa-swoln  empire  wears  one  boundless  smile, 
And  the  gale  tempts  to  new  pursuits  of  fiune. 
Sometimes,  with  Sdpio,  she  o^ects  her  sail. 
And  seeks  the  blissftil  shore  of  rural  ease, 
Where,  but  th'  Aonian  maids,  no  syrens  sing  ; 
Or  should  the  deep-brew*d  tempest  muttering  rise^ 
"While  rocks  and  shoab  perfidious  lurk  around. 
With  Tully  she  her  wide  reviving  light 
To  senates  holds,  a  Catiline  confounds. 
And  saves  awhile  from  CsBsar  sinking  Rome. 
Such  the  kind  power,  whose  piercing  eye  dissolves 
Each  mental  fetter,  and  sets  reason  free ; 
For  me  inspiring  an  enlighten'd  seal. 
The  more  tenacious  as  the  more  convinced 
How  happy  firemen,  and  how  wretched  slaves. 
To  Britons  not  unknown,  to  Britons  full 
Tlie  goddess  spreads  her  stores,  the  secret  soul 
That  quickens  trade,  the  breath  unseen  that  wafrs 
To  them  the  treasures  of  a  balanc'd  world. 
But  finer  arts  (save  what  the  Muse  has  sung 
In  daring  flight,  above  all  modem  wing) 
Neglected  droop  the  head ;  and  public  woriLS, 
Broke  by  corruption  into  private  gain, 
Not  ornament,  disgrace ;  not  serve,  destroy. 

'<  Shall  Britons,  by  their  own  joint  wisdom  rul'd 
Beneath  one  royal  head,  whose  vital  power 
Connects,  enlivens,  and  exerts  tbe  whole ; 
In  finer  arts,  and  public  works,  shall  they 
To  Gallia  yield  ?  yield  to  a  land  that  bends, 
Deprest,  and  broke,  beneath  the  will  of  one  ? 
Of  one  who,  should  th*  unkingly  thirst  of  gold, 
Of  tyrant  passions,  or  ambition,  prompt. 
Calls  locust  armies  o*er  the  blasted  land : 
Drains  from  its  thirsty  bounds  the  springs  of  wealth, 
His  own  insatiate  reservoir  to  fill : 
To  the  lone  desert  patriot  merit  frx>wns, 
Or  into  dungeons  arts,  when  they,  their  chains. 
Indignant,  bursting,  for  their  nobler  works 
All  other  licence  scorn  but  Truth's  and  mine. 
Oh,  shame  to  think  !  shall  Britons,  in  the  field 
Unconquer*d  still,  the  better  laurel  lose  ? 
£v*n  in  tliat  monarch's  f  reign,  who  vainly  dreamt. 
By  giddy  power,  betray*d,  and  flatter*d  pride. 
To  grasp  unbounded  sway ;  while,  swarming  round. 
His  armies  dar*d  all  Europe  to  the  field ; 
To  hostile  hands  while  treasure  flow'd  profrise, 
And,  that  great  source  of  treasure,  subjects*  blood, 
Inhuman  squander*d,  sicken*d  every  land ; 
Vnm  Britain,  chief,  while  my  superior  sons, 
In  vengeance  rushing,  dash'd  his  idle  hopes. 
And  bade  his  agonizing  heart  be  low : 
£v*n  then,  as  in  the  golden  calm  of  peace ! 
What  public  works  at  home !  what  arts  arose  ! 
What  various  science  shone  !  what  genius  glow*d ! 

<'  'Tis  not  for  me  to  paint,  diffusive  shot 
O'er  fair  extents  of  land,  the  shining  road ; 

*  Epaminondas,  after  haring  beat  the  Lacedae- 
monians and  their  allies,  in  the  battle  of  Leuctra, 
made  an  incursion  at  the  head  of  a  powerful  army, 
into  Laoonia.  It  was  now  six  hundred  years  since 
the  Dorians  had  possessed  this  country,  and  in  all 
that  time  the  face  of  an  enemy  had  not  been  seen 
within  their  territories. «»  Plutarch  in  Agesilaus. 

t  Levris  XIV. 


The  flood«ompettiiig  wck;  iIk  loi^  canal  *, 
Hirougfa  mountains  piercings  and  uniting  aeaa; 
The  dome  resounding  sweet  with  infiuit  joy  f. 
From  fiunine  sav'd,  or  crud-handed  sfasnie. 
And  that  where  vakwr  counts  his  noble  acafs; 
Hie  land  where  social  pleasure  loves  to  dwteU, 
Of  the  fierce  demon,  Gothic  duel,  freed ; 
The  robber  fhmi  his  fiulhest  forest  cfaas'd  ; 
Tlie  turbid  city  dear'd,  and,  by  degrees, 
Into  sure  peace  the  best  police  rcfin'd. 
Magnificence,  and  grace,  and  decent  joy. 
Let  Gallic  bards  record,  how  hoDour'd  arti» 
And  science^  by  despotic  bounty  bleas'd. 
At  distance  flourish'd  from  my  parenucye^ 
Restoring  ancient  taste,  how  BoUeau  roae» 
How  the  big  Roman  soul  shook,  in  Comeilk^ 
Tbe  trembling  stage.     In  degant  Racine^ 
How  the  more  powerful,  though  morebombb i 
Of  nature-painting  Greece,  reaistleas,  breaili'd 
Tbe  whole  awaken'd  heart     How  Moliere'a 
Chastis'd  and  regular,  with  well-judg'd  wit. 
Not  scatter'd  vrild,  and  natire  humour,  grac'd. 
Was  life  itself.     To  public  honours  rais'd. 
How  learning  in  warm  seminaries  spread  i ; 
And,  more  for  glory  than  the  small  reward. 
How  emulation  strove.     How  their  pure  tmgue 
Almost  obtain'd  what  Mras  deny'd  their  arms. 
From  Rome,  awhile,  how  Fkinting,  couited  loi^ 
With  Pousain  came :  ancient  design,  tliBt  lifts 
A  fairer  front,  and  looks  another  soul. 
How  the  kind  art  $,  that,  of  unvalued  price, 
Tbe  fam'd  and  only  picture,  easy,  gives, 
Refin'd  her  toudi,  and,  through  the  shadoir'd  fiecc 
All  the  live  qiirit  of  the  painter  pour*d. 
Coyest  of  arts,  how  Sculpture  northward  deign'd 
A  look,  and  bade  her  Girardon  arise. 
How  lavish  grandeur  blay'd ;  the  barren 
Astonish*  d,  saw  the  sudden  palace  swell, 
And.fountains  spout  amid  its  arid  shades. 
For  leagues,  bright  vistas  opening  to  the 
How  forests  in  nugestic  gardens  smil'd. 
How  menial  arts,  by  their  gay  siste 
Wove  the  deep  flow'r,  the  blooming  foliage 
In  joyous  figures  o'er  the  silky  lawn. 
The  palace  cheer*d,  illum*d  the  story'd  wall. 
And  with  the  pencil  vy'd  the  glowing  loom.  | 

**  These  laurels,  Louis,  by  the  dromHnga  nia'd 
Of  thy  profusion,  its  dishonour'd  shaae,        [fatow ; 
And,  green  through  future  times,  shall  bind  iky 
While  the  vain  honours  of  perfidious  war 
Wither  abhorr'd,  or  ^n  oblivion  losL 
With  what  prevailing  vigour  had  they  diot, 
And  stole  a  deeper  root,  by  the  full  tide 
Of  war-sunk  millions  fed?     Superior  BtiU, 
How  had  they  branch'd  luxuriant  to  the 
In  Britain  planted,  by  the  potent  juice 
Of  freedom  swell'd?   Fore'd  is  the  bloom 
A  false  uncertain  spring,  when  bounty  _ 
Weak  without  me,  a  transitory  ffleam. 
Fair  shine  the  slippery  days,  enticing  skies 
Of  favour  smile,  and  courtly  breeses  blow  ; 
Till  arts,  betray'd,  trust  to  the  flattering  air 
Their  tender  blossom  :  then  malignant  rise 

*  Tbe  canal  of  Languedoc, 
t  The  hospitals  for  foundlings  and  invalida. 
t  The  academies  of  Science,  of  the  Bdlcs  ~ 
and  of  Pointing. 
§  Engraving. 
n  The  tapestry  of  the  Gobelins. 
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1W  blkfali  of  eniy,  of  tfnw  iDMctHdoodi, 
Tkttf  bawting  merits  often  oorer  courts: 
M^T)  should,  percfaanoe,  some  kind  Mscenas  aid 
Ths  doubtful  beemings  of  his  prince's  soul. 
Hit  wivering  ardour  fix,  and  unconfin'd 
Difibss  bis  warm  beneficence  around; 
Tct  desth,  at  last,  and  wintery  tyrants  oome^ 
JStA  tprig  of  genius  killing  at  the  root 
But  wbsn  with  me  imperial  bounty  joins. 
Wide  o'er  the  public  blows  eternal  luring : 
WUe  nringled  Autumn  every  harvest  pours 
Of  every  laid ;  whate'er  invention,  art, 
Oisting  tofl  and  Nature  can  produce." 

Here  ceas'd  the  goddess ;  and  her  ardent  wings, 
Dljpt  in  the  colours  of  the  heavenly  bow, 
ftood  waving  radiance  round,  for  sudden  flight 
IVqisr'd,  when  thus,  impatient,  burst  my  prayer. 
*  Oh,  forming  light  of  life !  O,  better  Sun! 
&m of  mankind!  by  whom  the  cloudy  north, 
Aiblim'd,  not  envies  Languedodan  skies, 
Hat,  unstain'd  ether  all,  difibsive  smUe : 
Whm  AaU  we  eall  tke$e  andenilaurelt  own  f 
Jitdwken  tky  work  compleur*    Straight  with  her 


CelsetiBl  red,  she  touch'd  my  darken'd  eyes. 
As  at  the  touch  of  day  the  shades  dissolve, 
80  quick,  metfaougfat,  the  misty  drde  clear*d, 
Hiat  dnns  the  dawn  of  being  here  beknv : 
Tlie  future  dioDe  disdos'd,  and,  in  long  vi«w. 
Bright riamg  ens  instant  rush'd to  light.       [bold! 
''They  come!  great  Goddess !   I  the  times  be- 
TI1S  times  oar  Ihtfam,  in  the  bloody  field, 
Hsvs  eam'd  so  dear,  and,  not  with  less  renown. 
In  the  warm  struggles  of  the  Senate  fight 
The  times  I  see !  whose  glory  to  supply. 
For  toiling  ages,  commerce  round  the  world 
Hss  wi^'d  unnumber'd  sails,  and  fWm  eadi  land 
Hitoials  heq>'d,  that,  welUemploy'd,  with  Rome 
liight  vie  our  grandeur,  and  with  Greece  our  art 

"  Lo!  princoa  I  behold !  contriving  still, 
Aad  itill  conducting  firm  some  brave  design ; 
Kiags!  that  the  narrow  joyless  circle  scorn, 
Bvst  the  blodcade  of  fiuse  designing  men. 
Of  treacfasrous  amiks,  of  aduUuion  fell, 
Aad  ef  the  bliiiding  clouds  aixHuid  them  thrown : 
^Wr  court  rejoicing  millions ;  worth  alone, 
Aid  virtue  dMT  to  them;  their  best  delight, 
l^^proportioii,  to  sive  general  joy : 
Tacir  jealous  care  thy  kingdom  to  maintain; 
IW  public  glory  thdrs;  unsparinc  love 
1M  endless  trensore ;  and  theur  deeds  their  praise. 
Whh  thee  tfaej  work.  Nought  can  resist  your  fbrce: 
U  ihals  it  quickening  in  her  dark  retreats ; 
fltraeg  specad  tbe  blocmis  of  genius,  scienoe,art; 
Hit  hariifU  bounds  ^sdosing  merit  breaks ; 
Am^  ^g  with  fruits  of  glory,  vurtue  blows 
*        '  t  o'er  tbe  Innd.     Another  race 


Of  gsnerens  youths  of  patriot-sires,  I  see 
MC  Ihosi  viin  insects  fluttering  in  the  bhu 
Of  eo#l,  and  b^,  and  pbqr ;  those  venal  aouls, 
(^■piiuu'a  iiitw'nn  unrelenting  bands, 
A^  Id  their  Tic«s  slaves,  can  ne'er  be  free. 

"  I  see  the  fountain's  puig'd ;  whence  lii^  derives 
A  dear  or  turbid  flovr;  see  the  young  mind 
Kbt  M  baapun  by  chance,  by  flattery  fooi'd. 
^  by  schoisatic  jarigon  bloated  proud, 
Btt  flTd  and  nooriah'd  by  the  light  of  trudk 
Rtta,  beam'd  tlirougli  fancy  the  refining  ny, 
lad  pouring  on  tlia  heart,  the  passions  fiBel 
^  oBoe  iafanifig  light  and  moving  flame; 


TQl  monl,  pubBc,  graceAil  action  croons 

The  whole.     Behold!  the  fidr  contention  glows, 

In  all  that  mfaid  or  body  can  adorn. 

And  Ibrm  to  life.     Instead  of  barren  heads, 

Barbarian  pedants,  wrangling  sons  of  pride, 

And  trutli-perplezing  meta|^ysic  wits. 

Men,  patriots,  chiefs,  and  dtixenk  are  form'd. 

*<  Lo !  Justice,  like  the  UbersI  light  of  Heaven, 
Unpurcfaas'd  shmes  on  all,  and  from  her  bean^ 
Appalling  guilt,  retire  the  si|vage  crew, 
That  prowl  amid  the  darkness  they  thonselves 
Have  thrown  around  the  laws.  Oppression  grievcst 
See !  how  her  legal  fWies  bite  the  lip, 
WfaUe  Yorks  and  Talbots  their  deep  snares  detect^ 
And  seise  swift  justice  through  the  clouds  they  raise. 

**  See !  social  Labour  lifb  his  guarded  head. 
And  men  not  yield  to  government  in  vain. 
From  the  sure  land  is  rooted  ruffian  foroe^ 
And,  the  lewd  nurse  of  villains,  idle  waste ;  pKywl, 
Lo!  ras'd  thenr  haunts,  down  dadi'd  their  maddening 
A  nation's  poison !  beauteous  order  reigns! 
Manly  submission,  unimposing  toil. 
Trade  vrithout  guile,  civility  that  marks 
Vrom  the  foul  herd  of  bruUJ  slaves  thy  sons. 
And  fearless  peace.     Or  should  affionting  war 
To  slow  but  dreadfU  vengeance  rouae  the  just, 
Unfiiffing  fields  of  freemen  I  behold! 
That  kn^,  with  tiieir  own  proper  arm,  to  guard 
Their  own  blest  isle  against  a  leaguing  woruL 
Deqiairing  Gaul  her  boiling  youdi  restrains^ 
Disaolv'd  her  dream  of  univorsal  sway : 
The  winds  and  seas  are  Britain's  wide  domain; 
And  not  a  sail,  but  by  permission,  sprsads. 

«  Lo!  swarming  southward  on  r^oidng  soos^ 
Gay  ookmies  extend ;  the  calm  retreat 
Of  undeserv'd  distress,  the  better  home 
Of  tfnse  vrhom  bigots  chase  from  fisreign  land% 
Not  built  on  rapine,  senritude,  and  vroe^ 
And  in  their  turn  some  petty  tyrant's  prey; 
But,  bound  by  social  fireedom,  firm  they  rise  ; 
Such  as,  of  late,  an  Oj^ethorpe  has  form'd. 
And,  crowding  round,  the  charm'd  Savaimab  sea& 

**  Horrid  with  want  and  misery,  no  more 
Our  streets  the  tender  passenger  afflict 
Nor  shivering  ace,  nor  sickness  without  friend^ 
Or  home,  or  bed  to  bear  his  burning  load. 
Nor  agonising  in&nt,  that  ne'er  eam'd 
Ita  ffimdess  psngs,  I  see !  The  stores,  profbsi^ 
Wbkh  British  bounty  has  to  these  asrign'd. 
No  more  the  sacrilegious  riot  swell 
Of  cannibal  devourers !  Right  apply'd. 
No  starving  wretch  the  hmd  of  freedom  stalaax 
If  poor,  employment  finds;  if  old,  demands; 
If  sick,  if  maim'd,  his  miserable  due; 
And  will,  if  young,  repay  the  finidest  care. 
Sweet  sets  the  sun  of  stormy  lifb^  and  sweet 
The  morning  sUnes,  in  mercy's  dews  array'd. 
Lo !  how  th^  rise !  these  fiunilies  of  Heaven! 
That!»  cUe^  (but  why— ye  bigoto!— why  sohtfe?) 
Where  blooms  and  warbles  gUid  a  rising  age : 
What  smiles  of  prsise!  and  while  thehr  song  aaosndi^ 
The  listening  seraph  kys  his  lute  aside. 

«  Hark !  the  gay  Muses  raise  a  nobler  strain^ 
With  active  nature,  warm  hnpassion'd  truths 
Engaging  fhUe,  lucid  order,  notes 
Of  vyirioua  string,  and  heart-felt  image  fiU'd. 
Bebokl !  I  see  the  dread  delightftd  sdhod 
or  tempered  passions,  and  of  polish'd  lif^ 

•  An  hospital  fiDrlbttBdIlitgB. 
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IUftor*a:  Wioia!  the  WdUaUemMcd  fcene 
Ctlls  firom  embdlish'd  ejes  the  lorely  tear, 
Or  lights  up  nurili  in  modest  cheeks  again. 
Lo !  Tanish'd  monster-hmd. .  Lo !  driren  away 
Hiose  that  ApoUo's  sacred  walls  profime : 
Hieir  wild  creation  scatter'd,  where  a  world 
Unknown  to  Nature,  chaos  more  confus'd, 
0*9t  the  brute  scene  its  ouran-oatangs  *  pours; 
Detested  forms !  that,  on  the  mind  imprest, 
Cocnipt,  confound,  and  baibariae  an  age. 

«  Behold !  all  thine  again  the  sister-arts, 
Thf  graces  they,  knit  in  harmonious  dance. 
Nurs'd  by  the  treasure  from  a  nation  drain'd 
Hieir  works  to  purchase,  they  to  nobler  rouse 
Hieir  untamM  genius,  their  unfetter'd  dioudit ; 
Of  pompous  ^frants,  and  of  dreaming  monks, 
The  gaudy  tools,  and  prisoners,  no  more. 

**  Lo !  numerous  domes  a  Burlington  confess : 
For  kings  and  senates  fit,  the  palace  see ! 
Hie  temple  breathing  a  religious  awe ; 
EVn  lhun*d  with  d^^anoe  the  plain  retreat. 
The  priTate  dwelling.     Certain  in  his  aim, 
TMte,  never  idly  workmg,  aayes  expence. 

«  See!  SylTsn  scenes,  where  Art,  alone,  pretends 
To  dress  her  mistress,  and  disckise  her  charms : 
S«di  as  a  Pope  in  miniature  has  shown ; 
A  Bathunt  oV  the  widening  forest  f  spreads ; 
And  mdi  as  fbcm  a  Richmond,  Ouswick,  Stowe. 

^  August,  around,  what  public  woiks  I  see ! 
Lo!  statdy.  streets,  lo!    squares  that  court  the 

breete. 
In  spite  of  those  to  whom  pertains  the  care, 
Ingulphing  more  than  founded  Roman  ways. 
Lo !  ray*d  finom  cities  o*er  the  brighten'd  knd. 
Connecting  sea  to  sea,  the  solid  road. 
Lo  I  the  proud  arch  (no  vile  exactor's  stand) 
With  easy  sweep  bestrides  the  chafing  flood. 
See!  long  canals,  and  deepen*d  riTers,  join 
Each  part  with  each,  and  with  the  drcung  main 
The  whole  enliTen*d  isle.     Lo  I  ports  expand, 
Vne  as  the  winds  and  waves,  thrir  sheltering  arms. 
Lo!  streaming  comfort  o*er  the  troubled  deep. 
On  erery  pointed  coast  the  UghtJiouse  towers; 
And,  by  the  broad  imperious  mole  repdl'd. 
Hark !  how  the  bafiled  storm  indignant  roars.** 

As  thick  to  view  these  varied  wonders  rose. 
Shook  all  my  soul  with  transport,  unassur'd* 
The  vision  broke ;  and,  on  my  waking  eye, 
Rttsh*d  the  still  ruins  of  dejected  Rome. 


ODE. 

Tnx  me,  thou  soul  of  her  I  l«re. 
Ah !  tell  me,  whither  art  thou  fled ; 

To  what  ddightfiil  world  above. 
Appointed  far  the  happy  dead? 

Or  dost  thou,  f^  at  pleasure,  roam, 
And  somethnes  riare  thy  lover's  woe; 

Where,  void  of  thee,  his  cheerless  home 
Can  now,  alas!  nooomfbrtknow? 


*  A  creature  whidi,  of  all  brutes,  most 
bks   man.  — See  Dr.  Tjrson's   treatise   on 


Oh !  if  thou  hover^at  rcmnd  my  wa]k« 
While  under  evety  well-known  tree, 

I  to  thy  fancy'd  shadow  talk. 
And  every  tear  is  full  of  thee ; 

Should  then  the  weary  eye  of  grief. 
Beside  some  sympathetic  stream. 

In  slumber  find  a  short  relief, 
O  visit  thou  my  soothing  dream ! 


THE  HAPPY  MAN. 

Hi  *s  not  the  Happy  Man,  to  whom  is  given 
A  plenteous  fortune  by  indulgent  Heaven ; 
Whose  gil^  roofs  on  shining  cdumns  rise^ 
And  painted  vralls  enchant  the  saser's  eyes ; 
Whose  table  flows  with  hospitaUe  cheer. 
And  all  the  various  bounty  of  the  year ;     [Sprii^ 
Whose  valleys  smile,  whose  gardens   breathe  llie 
Whose  carved  mountains  bleat,  and  forests  sing; 
For  whom  the  cooling  shade  in  Summer  twine% 
While  his  f\ill  cdlars  give  their  generous  wines; 
"Prom  whose  wide  fields  unbounded  Autumn  poon 
A  golden  tide  into  his  swelling  stores: 
Whose  \^^nterlaughi;  for  whom  the  liberal  gsla 
Stretch  the  big  sheet,  and  toiling  ooDmaeroe  saib; 
When  yielding  crowds  attend,  uid  pleasure  aenei; 
While  youth,  and  health,   and  vigour  stri^  )m 


dris 


t  Okely  wodd%  near  Cirencester. 


Ev'n  not  all  these,  in  one  rich  lot  combin'd, 
Can  make  the  Happy  Man,  without  the  mind ; 
Where  Judgment  sits  dear-sighted,  and  snrvcjs 
The  chain  (f  Reason  with  unerring  gate; 
Where  Fancy  lives,  and  to  the  brigbtening  cyo^ 
Hb  fairer  scenes,  and  bolder  figures  rise ; 
Where  sodd  Love  exerts  her  soft  command^ 
And  plays  the  passions  with  a  tender  hand. 
Whence  every  virtue  flows,  inrivd  strife, 
And  aU  the  mord  harmony  of  fifie. 


BONG. 

Hakd  is  the  ftte  of  him  who  loves, 
Tet  dares  not  tell  his  tremMing  pain. 

But  to  the  sympathetic  groves, 
But  to  the  lonely  listraing  pbin. 

Oh !  when  she  blesses  next  your  slads^ 
Oh!  when  her  footsteps  next  are  seen 

In  flofwcry  tncts  along  the  mead. 
In  tktAter  mases  o'er  the  green, 


Ye  gentle  spirits  of  the  vale^ 
To  whom  die  fears  of  love  are 

FVom  dying  lilUes  waft  a  gdk, 
And  sigh  my  sonows  hi  her  ei 


O,  tdl  her  what  the  cannot  bkme^ 
Though  fbar  my  toi^ue  moat  i 

O,  tefl  her  that  my  virtuooa  fknM 
Is  as  her  spodess  soul  refinU 


Notber  own  gmvdian  angd  ayes 
With  chaster  tsndeiuun  bis  etn, 

Not  purer  her  own  wishes  riae^ 
Not  hoiisr  her  own  s^  hi  pnfm. 
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But  if,  at  first,  her  virgin  fear 
Sboald  start  at  lore's  su^peMed  name, 

With  that  of  friendship  soothe  her  ear — 
IVue  love  and  flienidsfaip  are  the  same. 


SONG. 

Foe  ever,  Fortune,  wilt  thou  prove 
An  unrelenting  foe  to  love. 
And  when  we  meet  a  mutual  heart. 
Cone  in  between,  and  bid  us  part  ? 

Bid  us  sigh  on  from  day  to  day, 
And  wish»  and  wish  the  soul  away ; . 
TDI  youth  and  genial  years  are  flown. 
And  all  the  life  of  life  is  gone  ? 

But  busy,  busy,  still  art  thou. 
To  bind  the  loveless  joyless  vow, 
Tlie  heart  from  pleasure  to  delude, 
To  join  the  gentle  to  the  rude. 

For  once,  O  Fortune,  hear  my  prayer. 
And  I  absolve  thy  future  care ; 
All  other  blessings  I  resign. 
Hake  but  the  dear  Amanda  mine. 


ODE. 

0  NioBmroALi,  best  poet  of  the  grove, 

Vmt  plaiDtive  stnun  can  ne'er  belong  to  thee, 
Blest  in  the  lull  possession  of  thy  love : 

0  lend  that  strain,  sweet  nightingale,  tome ! 

'lis  mine,  alas !  to  mourn  my  wretched  &te  : 

1  love  a  maid  who  all  my  bosom  charms. 
Tec  lose  my  days  without  diis  lovely  mate  ; 

Inhmwin  Foitane  keeps  her  tram  my  arms. 

Yoo,  happy  birds !  by  Nature's  simple  laws 
Lead  your  soft  lira,  sustain'd  by  Nature's  fare; 

Ton  dwell  wberever  roving  frmcy  draws, 
And  love  and  song  is  all  your  pleasing  care : 

But  wi^  vain  aiaves  of  interest  and  of  pride^ 
Utae  not  be  blest  lest  envious  tongues  should 
blame: 

Aad  haocey  in  vain  I  languish  for  my  bride ; 
O  Boom  vritfa  me,  sweet  bhd,  my  hapless  flame. 


HTBfN  ON  SOLITUDE. 

Hah,  mildly  pleasing  Solitude, 
CompanioQ  of  the  wise  andsood, 
Bnty  from  wfaoae  bohr,  pien£ig  eye. 
The  hard  of  fools  and  villains  fly. 


Oh  I  how  I  love  with'thee  to  walk. 
And  listen  to  thy  whisper'd  talk. 
Which  innocence  and  truth  imparts. 
And  melts  the  most  obdurate  hearts. 

A  thousand  timpes  you  wear  with  ease^ 
And  still  in  every  shape  you  please. 
Now  wrapt  in  some  mysterious  dream, 
A  lone  philosopher  you  seem ; 
Now  qiuck  itdn  hill  to  vale  you  fly. 
And  now  you  sweep  the  vaulted  sky ; 
A  shepherd  next,  you  haunt  the  plun. 
And  warble  forth  your  oaten  strain. 
A  lover  now,  with  all  the  grace 
Of  that  sweet  passion  in  your  foce ; 
Dien,  calm'd  to  friendship,  you  assiune 
t%e  gentle-looking  Hartford's  bloom, 
As,  with  her  Musidora,  she 
(Her  Musidora  fond  of  thee) 
Amid  the  long  withdrawing  vale, 
Awakes  the  rivall'd  nightingale. 

Tliine  is  the  balmy  breath  of  mom. 
Just  as  the  dew-bent  rose  is  born^ 
And  while  meridian  fervours  beat, 
Hiine  is  the  woodland  dumb  retreat ; 
But  diief,  when  evening  scenes  decay. 
And  the  fiunt  landscape  swims  away, 
Hiine  is  the  doubtftil  soft  decline, 
And  that  best  hour  of  musing  thine. 

Descending  angels  bless  thy  train, 
Hie  virtues  m  the  sage,  and  swain ; 
Plain  Innocence,  in  white  array'd. 
Before  thee  lifts  her  fearless  hnd : 
Religion's  beams  around  thee  shine. 
And  cheer  thy  glooms  with  light  divine : 
About  thee  sports  sweet  Liberty ; 
And  rapt  Urania  sings  to  thee. 

Oh,  let  me  pierce  Uiy  secret  cell  f 
And  in  thy  deep  recesses  dwell ; 
Perhaps  from  Norwood's  oak-dad  hill, 
When  Meditation  has  her  fill, 
I  just  may  cast  my  careless  eyes 
Where  London's  spiry  turrets  rise, 
Think  of  ite  crimes,  its  cares,  its  pain, 
Then  shield  roe  in  the  woods  again. 


10  THE 
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RBCTOE  or  STEADDISHALt,  IN  SUFFOLK,  1738. 

Thus  safely  low,  my  friend,  thou  canst  not  frdl : 
Here  reigns  a  deep  tranquillity  o'er  all ; 
No  noise,  nocare,  no  vanity,  no  «rife ; 
Men,  wood^Bd  fields,  all  breathe  untroubled  life. 
Then  keep  each  passion  down,  however  dear ; 
Trust  me  the  tender  are  the  moat  severe. 
Guard,  while  'tis  diine,  thy  phiknophic  ecR, 
And  ask  no  joy  but  that  of  virtuous  peace; 
That  bids  defiance  to  the  storms  of  Fate, 
Hi^  bliss  b  only  for  a  higher  stale. 
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AMBROSE  PHILIPS. 


FRSun,  A  poet  ind  miiceDaiieous 
writer,  wii  bom  in  1671,  dinning  hu  descent  from 
an  ancient  Leieerterahiie  ftmily.  He  receiTed  his 
education  at  St  John's  College,  Cambridge ;  and, 
attaching  himself  to  the  Whig  paitf,  he  published, 
in  1700,  an  epitome  of  Hacket*s  life  of  Archbishop 
Williams,  by  which  he  obtained  an  introduction  to 
Addison  and  Steele^  Soon  after,  he  made  an  at- 
tempt in  pastoral  poetry,  which,  for  a  time,  brought 
him  into  celebrity.  In  1709,  being  then  at  Copen- 
hagen, he  addressed  to  the  Earl  of  Dorset  some 
▼erses,  descriptive  of  that  capital,  which  are  re- 
garded as  Us  best  perfbnncnoe ;  anddiese,  togedier 
with  two  translations  finom  Sappho's  writings, 
stand  pre-eminent  in  his  woi)»  of  this  dass.  In 
171S  he  made  his  appearance  as  a  dramatic  writer, 
in  the  tragedy  of  «  The  Distrest  Molfaer,"  acted  at 
Drury-lane  with  great  applause,  and  still  coo- 
sidered  as  a  stock  play.  It  cannot,  indeed,  claim 
the  merit  of  ormiulity,  being  doaely  copied  from 
Racine's  **  An£omaoque ;"  but  it  is  well  written, 
and  skUlully  adapted  to  the  English  staoe. 

A  storm  now  fell  upon  him  relanvely  to  his 
pastorals,  owing  to  an  eiaggerated  compliment 
firom  Tickdl,  who,  in  a  p^per  of  the  Guardian,  had 
made  the  true  pastoral  pipe  descend  in  succession 
from  Hieocritus  to  Viigil,  Spenser,  and  Philips. 
Pope,  who  fiNmd  his  own  juvenile  pastorab  under- 


valued, sent  to  the  same  paper  a  comparison  be- 
tween hu  and  those  of  Philips,  in  which  hs 
ironically  gave  the  preference  to  die  latter.  The 
irony  was  not  detected  till  it  encountered  the  cri- 
tical  eye  of  Addison ;  and  the  consequence  wis, 
that  it  ruined  the  reputation  of  Philips  as  a  com- 
poser of  pastoraL 

¥rhen  the  accession  of  George  I.  brought  the 
Whigs  again  into  power,  PhOips  was  made  a  Wcat- 
minster  justice,  and,  soon  after,  a  commiasiooer  fcr 
the  lottery.  In  1718,  he  was  the  editor  of  a  pe- 
riodical paper,  called  "The  Freethinker."  In 
1724,  he  accompanied  to  Ireland  bis  flisnd 
Dr.  Boulter,  created  archbishop  of  Armagh,  to 
whom  he  acted  as  secretary.  He  afterwaids  re- 
presented the  county  of  Armagh  in  pariismmt ; 
and  the  places  of  secretary  to  the  Lord  Chanceller, 
and  Judge  of  the  Plmgatave  Court,  were  abo 
conferred  upon  hnn.  He  returned  to  England  in 
1748,  and  died  in  the  following  year,  at  the  i|^  of 
sevens-eight. 

The  verses  which  be  composed,  not  only  to 
young  bdies  in  the  nursery,  but  to  WilpoAe  whoi 
Minister  of  State,  and  which  became  known  by  the 
ludicrous  appellation  of  naminf-pamb^y  are  easy  and 
sprightly,  but  with  a  kind  of  infiuitile  war,  wkidi 
fixed  upon  them  the  above  name. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  DORSET. 

Copenhagenf  Mardk  9»  1709. 

X  BOM  firoien  dimes,  and  endless  tr|ga  of  snow, 
Tnm  streams  which  northern  wind^Hiid  to  flow, 
What  present  shall  the  Muse  to  DoriVbring, 
Or  how,  so  near  the  Pole,  attempt  to  sing? 
The  hoarv  winter  here  conceals  firom  sight 
All  plearing  otjecta  whidi  to  verse  invite. 
Hie  hills  and  dales,  and  the  delightful  woods. 
Hie  floww^  plains,  and  sUver-streaming  floods, 
By  snow  disguis'd,  in  bright  confusion  lie. 
And  with  one  dasding  waste  fatigue  the  eye. 

No  gentle  breathing  breeie  prepares  the  springs 
No  birds  within  the  desert  region  sing. 
The  ships,  unmov'd,  the  boisterous  winds  defy. 
While  rattling  chariots  o'er  the  ocean  fly. 
Hie  vast  Leviathan  wants  room  to  play, 
And.spout  his  waten  in  the  Amo  of  day. 


Hie  starving  wolves  along  ^  main  sea  prowl. 
And  to  the  Moon  in  icy  valleys  howl. 
O'er  many  a  shining  league  the  levd  main 
Here  sprnds  itself  into  a  glassy  plain: 
Hiere  solid  billows  of  enonnous  siae^ 
Alps  of  green  ice,  in  wild  disorder  rise. 

And  yet  but  latdy  have  I  seen,  ev'n  hcn^ 
The  winter  in  a  lovely  dress  appear. 
Ere  yet  the  clouds  let  fidl  the  treaaur'd  snow. 
Or  winds  begun  through  hasy  skies  to  blow^ 
At  evening  a  keen  eastern  breese  aroae^ 
And  the  descending  rain  unsullied  fVose. 
Soon  as  the  silent  shades  of  ni|^  withdrew, 
The  ruddy  mom  disdos'd  at  onoe  to  view 
Hie  iace  of  Nature  in  a  rich  disguise. 
And  brighten'd  everv  olgect  to  my  eyes : 
For  every  shrub,  and  every  blade  of  gnMS, 
And  every  pointed  thorn,  seem'd  wrmigfat  in^lv 
In  pearis  and  rubies  rich  the  hawthorns  show. 
While  tlfrough  the  ice  the  crinMonbenin  glow. 
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11m  tUck-iprnnf  iwdiy  wliich  witary  manhet  yie^ 

fleai'd  polkh'dlMiow  in  Ahosdk  field. 

Utt  iti|^  in  limpid  cmmits,  witfi  mrpriiey 

fleet  cijitd  bnniches  on  faii  forehead  rbe. 

The  ipfeedins  oak,  the  beedi,  and  towering  pinc^ 

61ai*d  over,  in  the  freenng  ether  shine. 

The  frighted  birds  the  rattling  bnnches  shun, 

Whidi  wave  and  glitter  in  the  distant  sun. 

When,  if  a  sudden  gust  of  wind  arise^ 

The  brittle  forest  into  atoms  flies, 

Ihe  crackHng  wood  beneath  the  tempest  bends, 

And  in  a  spangled  shower  the  proqpect  ends : 

Or,  if  a  southm  gale  the  region  warm. 

And  by  degrees  unbind  the  wintery  charm. 

The  tnTeUo'  a  miry  country  sees, 

And  journeys  sad  beneath  the  dropping  trees : 

juke  aome  deluded  peasant,  Merlin  leads  [meads : 

Through  fragrant  bowers,  and  through  deUcious 

While  here  enchantfd  gardens  to  him  rise. 

And  airy  frbrics  there  attract  hb  eyes, 

His  wandering  feet  the  magic  paths  pursue. 

And,  while  he  thinks  the  fiur  illusion  true, 

Tlie  trackless  scenes  disperse  in  fluid  air. 

And  woods,  and  wilds,  and  thorny  ways  appear. 

A  tedious  road  the  weary  wretch  returns. 

And,  as  be  goes,  the  transient  vision  mourns. 


A  HTMN  TO  VENUat 

FBOM  TBB  OBIEK  OP  aAFTBOi 

O  Vnrus,  beauty  of  the  skies. 
To  wfaoma  thousand  temples  rise, 
Gaily  false  in  gentle  smiles. 
Full  of  lore-perplexing  wile% 
O,  goddess !  fWim  my  heart  remove 
Hie  wasting  cares  and  pains  of  lore. 

If  ever  thou  hast  kindly  heard 
Jk  aoog  in  son  distress  preferr  d, 
Phmiitkius  to  my  tuneful  tow, 
O9  gentle  goddess,  hear  me  now. 
PHTWid,  thmi  bright  immrrrtnl  jpitft. 
In  all  tiiy  radiant  charms  confest 

Xboa  oooe  didst  leare  almighty  Jove^ 
Asifd  all  the  golden  roofr  a^fve : 
mie  car  thy  wanton  sparrows  drew ; 
Hovering  m  sir  they  ngfatly  flew ; 
As  to  my  bower  th^  wing*d  their  way, 
I  aswr  their  quivering  pinions  play# 


The  birds,  dismiss'd,  (while  yon  icmain,) 
Bote  back  their  empty  car  again : 
Hien  you,  with  looks  dirindy  mfld. 
In  evenr  heavenly  fleature  sniil*d. 
And  ask'd,  what  new  complaints  I  made^ 
And  why  I  call'd  youtomy  aid? 

What  phrensy  in  my  bosom  rag*d. 
And  fay  wlmt  care  to  be  assuas^d? 
What  gentle  youth  I  would  aSure, 
Whom  in  my  artful  toils  secure  ? 
Who  does  thy  tender  heart  subdue. 
Tell  me,  my  Sappho^  tell  me  who? 

Though  now  he  shuns  thy  longing  arms^ 
He  soon  shall  court  thy  slighted  charms ; 
Tliough  now  thy  offerings  he  despise, 
He  soon  to  thee  shall  sacrifice ; 
Though  now  he  fieeie,  he  soon  shall  buin. 
And  be  thy  victim  in  his  turn. 

Celestial  visitant,  once  more 
Thy  needful  presence  I  implore ! 
In  pity  come  and  ease  my  grief. 
Bring  my  distemper'd  soul  relief: 
Favour  diy  suppliant's  hidden  fires^ 
And  give  me  all  my  heart  desires. 


A  FRAGMENT  OF  SAPPHO. 

Bust  as  the  immortal  gods  is  he^ 
The  youth  who  fondly  sits  by  thc«, 
And  hears  and  sees  thee  all  the  while 
Softly  fcpeak,  and  sweetly  smile. 

'Twas  this  deprived  my  soul  of  rest. 
And  rais'd  such  tumults  in  my  breast ; 
For  while  I  gas'd,  in  transport  tost. 
My  breath  was  gone,  my  voice  was  lost 

My  bosom  glow*d;  the  subtle  flame 
Ran  quick  through  all  my  vital  ihune ; 
0*er  my  dim  eyes  a  darkness  hung. 
My  ears  with  hollow  murmurs  rung. 

In  dewy  damps  my  limbs  were  diill'd. 
My  blood  with  gentle  horrours  thrill'd ; 
My  feeble  pulse  forgot  to  pUy, 
I  feinted,  sunk,  and  died  awi^. 
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WILLIAM  COLLINS. 


Wf  nxiAM  Collins,  a  digtiiiguisbed  modem  poet, 
was  bom  «t  CSiichester,  in  1720  or  1721,  where  his 
father  exercised  the  trade  of  a  hatter.  He  received 
his  education  at  Winchester  College,  whence  he  en- 
tered as  a  commoner  of  Queen's  College,  Oxford. 
In  1741,  he  procured  his  election  into  Magdalen 
college  as  a  demys  and  it  was  here  that  he  wrote 
his  poetical  **  Epi^e  to  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,** 
and  his  "  Oriental  Eclogues;'*  of  both  which 
pieces  the  success  was  but  moderate.  In  1744,  he 
came  to  London  as  a  literary  adventurer,  and  va- 
rious were  the  projects  which  he  formed  in  this 
capacity.  In  1746,  however,  he  ventured  to  lay 
before  the  public  a  volume  of  "  Odes,  Descriptive 
and  Allegorical  ;*'  but  so  callous  was  the  national 
taste  at  this  time,  that  their  sale  did  not  pay  for  the 
printing.  Collins,  whose  spirit  was  high,  returned 
to  the  bookseller  his  copy-money,  burnt  all  the  un- 
sold copies,  and  as  soon  as  it  lay  in  his  power,  in- 
demnified him  for  his  small  loss ;  yet  among  these' 
odes,  were  many  pieces  whidi  now  rank  among  the 
finest  lyric  compositions  in  the  language.  After 
thu  mortification,  he  obtained  from  the  booksellers 
a  small  sum  for  an  intended  translation  of  Aristode's 
Poeticsy  and  paid  a  visit  to  an  uncle.  Lieutenant- 
colonel  Martin,  then  with  the  army  in  Germany. 
The  Colonel  dying  soon  after,  left  Collins  a  legacy 
of  dOOOL,  a  sum  which  raised  him  to  temporary 
opulence;  but  he  now  soon  became  incapable  of 
every  mental  exertion.  Dreadful  depression  of 
apirits  was  an  occasional  attendant  on  his  malady, 
for  which  he  had  no  remedy  but  the  bottie.  It  was 
about  this  time,  that  it  was  thought  proper  to  con- 
fine him  in  a  receptacle  of  lunatics.  Dr.  Johnson 
paid  him  a  visit  at  Islington,  when  there  was  nothing 


of  diiofder  in  his  mind,  perceptible  to  any  bat  him- 
self. He  was  reading  the  New  Testament.  "  I 
have  but  one  book,**  said  he,  **  but  it  is  die  best** 
He  was  finally  consigned  to  the  care  of  his  aister,  in 
whose  arms  he  finished  his  short  and  melancholy 
course,  in  the  year  1756. 

It  is  from  his  Odes,  that  Collins  derives  his  chief 
poetical  fiune ;  and  in  compensation  for  tite  neglect 
with  which  they  were  treated  at  their  first  appear- 
ance, they  are  now  almost  universally  ruparded  ai 
the  first  productions  of  the  kind  in  our  language 
with  respect  to  vigour  of  conception,  boldness  and 
variety  of  personification,  and  genuine  warmth  of 
foeling.  Iliey  are  well  characterised  in  an  esHy 
prefixed  to  his  warVs  in  an  ornamented  edition  pub- 
lished by  Cadell  and  Davies,  with  which  we  dnH 
conclude  this  article.  "  He  will  be  acknowledged 
(says  the  author)  to  possess  imagination,  sweetncsi, 
bold  and  figurative  language.  His  numbers,  dweD 
on  the  ear,  and  easily  fix  themselves  in  the  memory. 
His  vein  of  sentiment  is  by  turns  tender  and  lofty, 
always  tinged  with  a  degree  of  melandioly,  but  not 
possessing  any  claim  to  originality.  Hii  originality 
consists  in  Ms  manner,  in  the  highly  figurative  gaib 
in  which  be  clothes  abstract  ideas,  in  the  tk^dtj  of 
his  expressions,  and  his  skill  in  embodying  ideal 
creations.  He  had  much  of  the  mysticism  of  poeCiy, 
and  sometimes  became  obacure  by  aiming  at  im- 
pressions stronger  than  be  had  dear  and  vrcU-^Moad 
Ideas  to  support  Had  his  life  been  pmlooged,  and 
with  life  had  he  enjoyed  that  eaae  which  ia  neccawy 
fOT  the  undisturbed  exercise  of  the  fomhiw,  bs 
would  probably  have  risen  hr  above  moat  of  hii 
contemporaries.  *' 


ODE  TO  PITY.^ 

\J  THOc,  the  friend  of  man  assij^*d. 
With  balmy  hands  his  wounds  to  bind. 

And  charm  his  frantic  woe : 
When  first  Distress,  with  dagger  keen. 
Broke  forth  to  waste  his  destm*d  scene. 

His  wild  unsated  foe ! 

By  Fella's  bard,  a  magic  name, 

By  all  the  griefs  his  tlMught  could  frame, 

Receive  my  humble  rite : 
Long,  Pity,  let  the  nations  view 
Tliy  sky-wom  robes  of  tenderest  blue, 

And  eyes  of  dewy  light ! 


But  wherefore  need  I  wander  wide 
To  old  Ilissus*  distant  side, 

Deserted  stream,  and  mute  ? 
Wild  Aran  *  too  has  heard  thy  strain^ 
And  Echo,  *midst  my  native  plains, 

Been  sooth*d  by  Fity*s  lute. 

There  first  the  vnren  thy  myttes  shed 
On  gentlest  Otway's  infimt  head. 

To  him  thy  cell  was  shown ; 
And  while  he  sung  the  female  heart. 
With  youth's  soft  notes  unspofl'd  by  art^ 

Hiy  turtles  nux*d  their  own. 

*  A  river  in  Sunsex. 
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Come,  PSty,  come,  by  Fancy's  aid, 
£'ai  now  my  thoughts,  relenting  maid; 

Thy  temple*f  pride  dedgn : 
Iti  Mutbern  rite,  its  truth  complete^ 
Shall  raise  a  wild  enthusiast  heat 

In  all  who  Tiew  the  flinine. 

Tliere  Picture's  toil  shall  well  relate, 
How  Chance,  or  hard  iuTolving  Fate, 

0*er  mortal  bUss  pretail : 
Hie  buskin'd  Muse  shall  near  her  stand, 
And,  sighing,  prompt  her  tender  hand 

With  each  disastrous  tale. 

Tliere  let  me  oft,  retired  by  day. 
In  dreams  of  passion  melt  away, 

Allow'd  wtfli  thee  to  dwell : 
There  waste  the  mournful  lamp  of  night, 
Till,  Viigin,  thou  again  delight 

To  hear  a  British  shell ! 


ODE  TO  FEAR. 

Thov,  to  whom  the  world  unknown 
With  all  its  shadowy  shapes  b  shown ; 
Who  seest  appaird  th'  unreal  scene, 
While  Fancy  lifts  the  veil  between : 

Ah,  Fear !  ah,  frantic  Fear! 

I  see,  I  see  thee  near. 
I  know  tky  hurried  step,  thy  haggard  eye.' 
like  thee  I  start,  like  thee  disordered  fly. 
For,  k>,  what  monsters  in  thy  train  appear ! 
Duger,  whose  limbs  of  giant  mould 
What  mortal  eye  can  fixt  behold  ? 
Who  stalks  his  round,  a  hideous  fbnn, 
Howling  amidst  the  midnight  storm. 
Or  throws  him  on  the  ridgy  steep 
or  some  loose  hanging  rock  to  sleep : 
And  with  him  thousand  phantoms  join'd, 
Who  prompt  to  deeds  accursed  the  mind : 
And  those,  tiw  fields,  who,  near  allied. 
O'er  Natmw's  wounds  and  wrecks  preade ; 
While  Vengeance,  in  the  hirid  air, 
lifts  her  red  arm,  expos'd  and  bare : 
On  whom  thai  ravening  brood  of  Fate, 
Who  lap  the  blood  of  Sorrow,  wait ; 
Who^  Fear,  tins  ghastly  train  can  see. 
And  look  not  madly  ?dld,  like  thee? 


In  cai&st  Of«ece,  to  thee,  wilji  partial  dunce, 
Ihegrief-ftill  Muse  addressed  her  mfant  tongue; 

The  ^n^iAu  and  matrons,  on  her  awefUl  voice, 
SQcnt  and  pale^  in  wild  amaaement  huhg. 

Tet  be,  the  bazd  *  who  first  invok*d  thy  nam^ 
Diadam*d  in  Maradion  its  power  to  feel : 

For  not  akme  lio%urs'd  the  poet's  flame. 
But  raadi*d  from  Virtue's  hand  ^  patriot's  steeL 

fiat  who  is  faa*  whom  hiter  gariandsgrace, 

Who  left  svHiile  o'er  Hhfbla's  dews  to  rove, 
With  tranblins  eyes  thy  ^eary  steps  to  tTKC^ 
here  tfaoo  and  fbries  shar'd  the  balefbl  grove  ? 


Wrapt  in  thy  cloudy  veil  th'  incestuous  queen  f , 
Sigb'd  the  sad  call  her  son  and  husband  beard, 

When  once  alone  it  broke  iie  silent  scene. 
And  he  the  wretch  of  Thebes  no  more  appear'd. 

O  Fear !  I  know  thee  by  my  throUnng  heart. 
Thy  widieringpower  inspir*d  each  roournfUl  line ; 

Though  gentle  Pity  claim  her  mingled  part, 
Yet  all  the  thunders  of  the  scene  are  thine. 


Where  tfaQOJ 


iEicbylu& 


Thou  who  such  weary  lengths  hast  past, 
Where  wilt  thou  rest,  mad  nymph,  at  last? 
Say,  wilt  thou  shroud  in  haunted  cdl, 
Where  gloomy  Rape  and  Murder  dwell  ? 
Or  in  some  hoUow'd  seat, 
'Gainst  which  the  big  waves  beat, 
Hear  drowning  seamen's  cries  in  tempests  brought ! 
Dark   power,  with   shuddering  meek    submitted 

thought, 
Be  mine,  to  rnd  the  virions  old, 
Which  thy  awakening  bards  have  told« 

And,  lest  thou  meet  my  blasted  view, 
Hold  ttch  strange  tale  devoutly  true ;   . 
Ne'er  be  I  found,  by  thee  o'er-aw'd. 
In  that  thrice-hallow'd  eve  abroad, 
When  ghosts,  as  cottage-maids  believe. 
Their  pebbled  beds  permitted  leave. 
And  goblins  haunt  from  fire,  or  fen, 
Or  mine,  or  flood,  the  walks  of  men ! 

O  thou,  whose  spirit  most  possest 
The  sacred  seat  of  Shakspeare's  breast ! 
By  all  that  from  thy  prophet  broke, 
In  thy  divine  emotions  ^ke ! 
Hither  again  thy  fury  deal. 
Teach  me  but  once  like  him  to  feel ; 
His  cypress  wreath  my  meed  decree. 
And  I,  O  Fear,  wiU  dwell  with  thee ! 


ODE. 
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How  rieep  the  brave,  who  sink  to  rest, 
By  all  their  country's  wishes  blekt ! 
When  Spring,  wit^  dewy  fillers  cold, 
Returns  to  deck  their  hallow'd  mould, 
She  there  shall  dress  a  sweeter  sod. 
Than  Fancy's  feet  have  ever  trod. 

By  Fairy  hands  their  knell  is  rung. 
By  forms  unseen  their  dir^  issung ; 
Their  B|DOur  comes,  a  pilgrim  gray, 
To  blJHie  turf  that  wrq>s  then  clay. 
And  Freedom  shall  awhile  repair, 
To  dwell  a  weeping  hermit  thera! 


f  Jocasla. 
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ODE»  TO  A  LADY, 

mi  THB  DEATH  OT  OOU  CHAEUS  EOH^  U   TBS 

Acnoir  AX  roirtBMOT. 

WriUen  1%,  1745. 
Whiij^  kwt  to  an  his  former  mh^ 
Britanma't  genius  bends  to  earth, 

And  monms  the  fotal  day  s 
While  stain'd  with  blood  be  strifes  to  tatf 
Unseemly  from  his  sea  green  hair 

Ibe  wreaths  of  cbeeifiil  May: 

Tbe  thoughts  which  musing  Vitj  pays, 
And  fond  Remembrance  loves  to  raise^ 

Tour  fidth^  hours  attend : 
Still  Fancy,  to  herself  unkind,  ^ 
Awakes  to  grief  the  soften*d  mind. 

And  points  the  bleeding  friend. 

Br  rapid  Scheld*s  descending  wave 
£us  country's  vows  shall  bl^  the  grave, 

Where'er  the  youth  is  laid  : 
That  sacred  q>ot  the  rillage  hind 
With  ercry  sweetest  turf  shall  bind. 

And  Peace  protect  the  shade. 

O'er  him,  whose  doom  thy  rirtues  griere^ 
Aerial  forms  shall  sit  at  ere, 

And  bend  the  pensive  head ; 
And,  iairn  to  save  his  injur'd  land. 
Imperial  Honour's  aweful  hand 

Shall  point  his  lonely  bed ! 


The  warlike  dead  of  every  age, 
Who  fill  the  fair  recording  page^ 

ShaU  leave  their  sainted  rest : 
And,  half-reclining  on  his  9p9tr, 
Each  wondering  <£ief  by  turns 

To  haQ  the  blooming  guest. 


Old  Edward's  sons,  unknown  to  yield. 
Shall  crowd  from  Cressy's  laurel'd  field, 

And  gaxe  witb  fiz'd  delight : 
Again  for  Britain  s  wrongs  mey  foel, 
Afsin  they  snatch  the  (^oany  steel. 

And  wuh  th' avenging  fight. 

But,  lo !  where,  sunk  in  deep  deq>air. 
Her  garments  torn,  her  bosom  bara^ 

Impatient  FVeedom  lies ! 
Her  matted  tresses  madly  spread, 
To  every  sod  which  wraps  the  d«id. 

She  turns  her  joyless  eyes.       ^ 

Ke'er  shall  she  leave  that  lowly  ground. 
Till  notes  of  triumph  bursting  round 

Proclaim  her  reign  restor'd : 
Till  William  seek  the  sad  retreat. 
And,  bleeding  at  her  sacred  foet. 

Present  the  sated  sword. 

If,  weak  to  soothe  so  soft  an  hearty 
These  pictur*d  glories  nought  impart^ 

To  dry  thy  constant  tear : 
If  yet,  in  Sottow's  distant  eye, 
Ezpos'd  and  pale  thou  see'st  Urn  lic^ 

Wild  war  insulting  near : 


Where'er  from  time  thou  oouit'st  vdiaC 
Hie  Muse  shaU  stfll,  with  sodal  giiei; 

Her  gentlest  promise  keep : 
E'en  hmnblc  Harting's  oottag'd  vale 
Shall  learn  the  sad  r^eated  td^ 
And  bid  her  shepherds  weqi. 


ODE  TO  EVENING. 

If  angbt  of  oaten  stop,  of  pastonl  aon^ 

Maj  hope,  chaste  Eve,  to  soothe  thy  modest  ear. 

Like  thy  own  solemn  springs. 

Thy  springs,  and  dying  gales ; 

O  nymph  reserv'd,  fridk  now  the  brigfatOiBir'd  &■ 
SHs  in  yon  western  tent,  whose  doudy  skirts^ 

With  brede  ethereal  wove, 

O'erhang  his  wavy  bed: 

Now  air  Is  hndi'd,  save  where  the  weak-ey'd  ba^ 
With  short  shrill  shriek  flha  by  on  leatbetn  wii^ 

Or  where  the  beetle  winds 

Hb  small  but  sullen  horn. 

As  oft  he  rises  "midst  the  twilight  patlv 
Against  the  pilgrim  borne  in  iMedless  fanm: 

Now  teach  me,  maid  compoa'd. 

To  breathe  some  soAen'd  strsin, 

Wltoeenumben,  stealing  through  thy  darkenmgvaH 
May  not  unseemly  with  its  stilmesB  sui^ 

As,  musing  slow,  I  hail 

Jhf  genial  lov'd  return ! 

For  when  thy  folding-star  arising  sfaowt 
His  paly  drdet,  at  his  warning  ump 

The  fragrant  hours,  and  dves 

Who  slqyt  in  buds  the  day. 

And  many  a  nymph  who  wreathes  her  browa  widi 

■edge, 
And  dieds  the  freshening  dew,  and  lovelier  stiD, 

The  pensive  pleasures  sweet 

IVepare  thy  shadowy  car. 

Then  let  me  rove  some  wild  and  heathy  socm^ 
Or  find  some  ruin  "midst  its  dreary  delb^ 

Whose  walls  more  aweful  nod 

By  thy  religious  gleams. 

Or  if  chill  blustering  winds,  or  driving  nia, 
n«vent  my  willing  feet,  be  mine  the  hut. 

That  fitim  the  mountain's  ride 

Views  wilds  and  swelling  floodi^ 

And  hamlets  brown,  and  dim-discover'd  qpiics, 
And  hears  thenr  simple  bell,  and  marks  o'er  all 

Tby  dewy  finders  draw 

The  gra^hial  duaky  veiL 

Wfaile  Spring  shall  pour  bis  showers,  as  oft  he  veat^ 
And  bathe  thy  breathing  tresses,  meekest  Eve ! 

While  Summer  loves  to  sport 

Beneath  thy  lingering  li^ : 

While  sallowfills  Autumn  thy  lap  with  leares^ 
Or  Winter,  yelling  tinrough  the  troublous  air, 
AfiKi^ts  thy  Arinking  train. 
And  rudely  rends  thy  rob^Q QQ  [^ 
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So  long,  regardful  of  thy  quiet  rule, 

Skill  Fancy,  Friendahip,  Science,  nailing  Peace, 

Tkj  gentlest  influence  own, 

And  love  thy  fitvourite  name ! 


ODE  TO  LIBERTY. 

flTROPHX. 

Wao  diall  awake  the  Spartan  fife. 
And  call  in  aolenm  sounda  to  life, 
Hk  youths,  whose  locks  divinely  spreading, 

lAs  vernal  hyacinths  in  sullen  hue, 
At  ooee  the  breath  of  fear  and  virtue  shedding. 
Applauding  F^reredom  lov'd  of  old  to  view  ? 
What  new  Akeus,  fancy-blest, 
SmU  ang  the  swiMnd,  in  myrtles  drest^ 
At  Wisdom's  shrine  awhile  its  flame  concealing^ 
(What  place  so  fit  to  seal  a  deed  ranown'd  ?) 

Till  she  her  brightest  lightnings  round  revealing, 
It  kap'd  in  glory  forO,  and  dealt  her  prompted 
wound! 
Ogoddeas,  in  that  feeling  hour, 
When  most  its  sounds  would  court  thy  ears. 

Let  not  my  shell's  misffuided  power 
£*er  drsw  ti^  sad,  thy  nundful  tears. 
Ko,  freedom,  no,  I  will  not  teU, 
How  Rome,  before  thy  &ce. 
With  heaviest  sound,  a  giant-statue,  fell, 
^ah'd  by  a  wild  and  artless  race^ 
^na  off  its  wide  ambitious  base. 
When  Hme  his  northern  sons  of  spoil  awoke. 
And  an  the  blended  work  of  strength  and  grace 
With  many  a  rude  repeated  stroke,  [broke. 

Aad  many  a  barbarous  yell,  to  thousand  fkagments 


Tit,  t'cn  where'er  die  least  rapear*d 
Th'  admiring  world  thy  hand  rever'd ; 
^  'midst  the  scatter'd  states  aroui^ 
Some  remnants  of  her  strength  were  found ; 
l^raaw,  by  what  escap'd  the  storm, 
Bov  wondrms  rose  her  perfect  form; 
BWh  the  great,  the  labour'd  whole. 
Sock  migfaty  master  pour'd  his  soul ; 
Formany  Florence,  seat  of  Art, 
Bocstfa  her  vines  preserv'd  a  part, 
^  they,  whom  Science  lov'd  to  name^ 
(0,  who  eoold  fiear  it !)  quench'd  her  flame. 
And,  hs  an  humbler  relic  laid 
iBJealoos  Pisa's  {dive  shade ! 
neansU  Marino  joins  the  tbeme^ 
^^mgh  least,  not  last  in  thy  esteem; 
^akt,  louder  strike  th'  ennobCng  strings 
Toihoa^  whose  merdiants  sons  were  kings; 
To  lam,  who^  ded^'d  wiA  peariy  pride^ 
^  Aihia  weds  hia  greeiwhair'd  bnde : 
BiS,  port  of  glory,  wealth,  and  pleasure 
^'cr  let  me  thaag0  this  Lydian  measure : 
^  e'er  her  fonner  pride  relate 
To  «d  L^uiia's  bleeding  state. 
^  no!  more  pleaa'd  diy  haunts  I  seek, 
Oi  vfld  Hdvetaa's  mountains  bleak : 
(Whm^  when  the  finrour'd  of  ihy  choice^ 
iW  daring  archer  heard  diy  voice ; 
FsMhftom  his  eyrie  rous'd  in  dread, 
IkiiffBi]^  ca^  northwavd  fled.) 


Or  dwell  in  wlllow'd  meada  more  near. 
With  those  to  whom  the  stork  *  is  dear: 
Those  whom  the  rod  of  Alva  bniis'd, 
Whose  crown  a  British  queen  refus'd ! 
The  maij^c  works,  thou  leel'st  the  strain^ 
One  holier  name  alone  remains ; 
Tlie  perfect  spell  shall  then  avail, 
Hail,  nymph,  ador'd  by  Britain,  hail! 

AimsntopBX. 

Beyond  the  measure  vast  of  thought^ 
The  works,  the  wisard  Time  has  wrought! 

The  Oaul,  't  b  held  of  antique  story. 
Saw  Britain  link'd  to  Ins  now  adverse  strand  f , 

No  aea  between,  nor  cliff  sublime  and  hoaiy. 
He  pass'd  with  unwet  feet  through  all  our  land. 
To  the  blown  Baltic  dien,  £ey  say, 
The  vrild  vraves  found  another  way. 
Where  Orcas  howls,  hu  wolfish  mountains  roundmg; 

Till  all  the  banded  vrest  at  once  *gan  rise, 
A  vride  wild  storm  e'en  Nature's  self  oonfountfng^ 

Withering  her  giant  sons  vrith  strange  uncouth 
surprise. 

Hub  pillar'd  earth  so  firm  and  wide^ 
By  winds  and  inward  labours  tori% 

In  thunders  dread  was  push'd  aside. 

And  down  the  shouldering  billows  borne. 
And  see,  like  sems,  her  laughing  train, 

Ibe  little  isus  on  every  side, 
Monaf,  once  hid  from  those  vrbo  search  the  mai% 

Where  thousand  elfin  shapes  abide. 
And  Wight,  who  checks  the  westering  tide. 

For  thee  consenting  Heaven  has  each  bestovr^d^ 
A  fiur  attendant  on  her  sovereign  pride : 

To  thee  this  Uest  divorce  she  ow'd. 
For  thou  hMt  made  her  vales  thy  knr'd,  thy  last  abode! 

ncoxn  EPODK. 
Then  too»  't  is  said,  an  hoaiy  pHe, 
'Midst  the  green  navel  of  our  isle, 

*  Ibe  Dutch,  amongst  whom  there  are  very 
severe  penalties  for  those  who  are  convicted  of 
killing  this  bird.  They  are  kept  tame  in  almost  all 
their  towns,  and  particularly  at  the  Hague,  of  the 
arms  of  which  they  make  a  part  The  common 
people  of  Holland  are  said  to  entertain  a  super, 
stitious  sentiment,  that  if  the  whole  spedes  of  them 
should  become  extinct,  they  should  lose  their 
liberties. 

4  This  tradition  b  mentioned  by  several  of  our 
old  historians.  Some  naturalists,  too,  have  endea* 
vonred  to  support  the  probability  of  the  fiict,  by  argu- 
ments drawn  team,  the  correqiondent  disposition  of 
die  two  opposite  coasts.  I  do  not  remeinber  that 
any  poetical  use  has  been  hitherto  made  of  it 

I  There  is  a  tradition  in  the  Isle  of  Man,  that  a 
mermaid,  becoming  enamoured  of  a  young  man  of 
extraordinary  beauty,  took  an  opportunity  of  meet- 
ing him  one  day  as  he  walked  on  the  shore,  and 
opened  her  passion  to  tilm,  but  was  received  with  a 
coldness,  occasioned  by  Us  honour  and  surprise  at 
her  appearance.  TUs,  however,  was  so  miscon- 
strued by  the  sea-lady,  that,  in  revenge  ibr  his 
treatment  of  her,  she  punished  the  whole  island,  by 
covering  it  with  a  mist,  so  that  all  who  attempted  to 
carry  on  any  commerce  vrith  it,  either  never  arrived 
at  it,  but  wandered  up  and  dovni  the  sea,  or  were 
on  a  sudden  wrecked  upon  its  difih. 
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Hiy  shrine  in  some  religious  wood, 
O  soul-enforcing  goddess,  stood ! 
There  oft  the  painted  native's  feet 
Were  wont  thy  form  celestial  meet : 
lliough  now  with  hopeless  toil  we  trace 
Time's  backward  rolls,  to  find  its  place ; 
Whether  the  fiery-tressed  Dane, 
Or  Roman's  self  o'ertum'd  the  fkne^ 
Or  in  what  heaven-left  age  it  fell, 
*Twere  hard  for  modem  song  to  telL 
Yet  still,  if  truth  those  beams  infttae, 
Which  guide  at  once,  and  charm  the  Mnse^ 
Beyond  yon  braided  clouds  that  lie. 
Paving  the  light  embroider'd  sky : 
•Amidst  the  bright  pavilion'd  plslns. 
The  beauteous  model  still  remains, 
-  There  happier  than  in  islands  blest, 
Or  bowers  by  Spring  or  Hebe  drest. 
Hie  chiefe  who  fill  our  Albion's  story. 
In  warlike  weeds,  retir'd  in  glory. 
Hear  their  consorted  Druids  sing 
Their  tritunphs  to  th*  immortal  string. 

How  may  the  poet  now  unfold. 
What  never  tongue  or  numbers  told  ? 
How  learn  delighted,  and  amaz'd, 
What  hands  unknown  that  fabric  rais'd  ? 
E'en  now,  before  his  fsvour'd  eyes, 
In  Gothic  pride  it  seems  to  rise ! 
Yet  Greda's  graceful  orders  join. 
Majestic,  through  the  mix'd  design ; 
The  secret  builder  knew  to  chuse, 
Each  sphere-found  gem  of  richest  hpes : 
Whate'er  Heaven's  purer  mould  contains, 
When  nearer  suns  cmblaae  its  veins ; 
There  on  thi^  walls  the  patriot's  sight 
May  ever  hang  with  fresh  delight. 
And,  'grav'd  with  some  prophetic  rage, 
Read  Albion's  fiune  through  every  aga 

Ye  forms  divine,  ye  laureate  band, 
That  near  her  inmost  altar  stand  i 
Now  soothe  her,  to  her  bliairfiil  train  ' 
Blithe  Concord's  social  form  to  gain : 
Concord,  whose  myrtle  wand  can  steep 
E'en  Anger's  blood-shot  eyes  in  sleep  : 
Before  whose  breathing  bosom's  balm. 
Rage  drops  his  steel,  and  storms  grow  cahn ; 
Her  let  our  sires  and  matrons  hoar 
Welcome  to  Britain's  ravag'd  sbor^ 
Our  youths,  enamour'd  of  the  fair. 
Flay  with  the  tangles  of  her  hair, 
TiU,  in  one  loud  applauding  sound, 
The  nations  shout  to  her  around, 
**  O,  how  supremely  art  thou  blest, 
Tlwu,  lady,  thou  shaU  rule  the  West!" 


THE  PASSIONS. 

AN  ODE   FOR  MUSIC. 

Wanr  Music,  heavenly  thaid,  was  young, 
While  yet  in  eariy  Greece  she  sung, 
Hie  Passioiis  oft,  to  hear  her  shell, 
Throng'd  around  her  ma^c  cell, 
Exuking,  trembling,  ragmg,  fainting^ 
Posaest  beyond  the  Muse's  painting ; 
By  turns  they  felt  the  glowing  mind 
Diatuifo'd,  deligfatfld, rais'd,  reAn'd; 
Till  once,  *t  is  aaid,  when  all  were  fir'd» 
Fill'd  widi  fiiry,  rtpt,  inspir'd, 


Fitm  the  suppicting  myrttei  rasnd 
They  snatch'd  her  instruments  of  somd, 
'And,  as  they  oft  had  beard  apart 
Sweet  lessons  of  her  forceful  art. 
Each,  for  madness  rul'd  the  hour, 
Would  prove  his  own  expressive  powo: 

First  Fear  his  hand,  its  skill  to  try, 
Amid  the  cfaoids  bewilder'd  hud, 

And  back  recoU'd,  he  knew  not  why, 
E'en  at  the  sound  hnnaelf  had  madc^ 

Next  Anger  msh'd,  his  eyes  on  (Ire, 
In  lightnings  own'd  his  secret  stings, 

In  one  rude  clash  he  struck  the  lyre, 
And  swept  with  hurried  hand  the  rtrin^ 

With  woeftil  measures  wan  Despair- 
Low  sullen  sounds  his  grief  be^Td, 

A  solemn,  strange,  and  mingled  air, 
'T  was  sad  by  fits,  by  starts 't  was  wild 

But  thou,  O  Hope,  with  eyes  so  &ir, 
What  was  thy  dcdigfated  measure? 
Still  it  whi^Msr'd  pronus'd  pleasure, 

And  bade  the  lovely  scenes  at  £stiace  faiill 
Still  would  her  touch  the  strain  proloDg, 

And  from  the  rocki,  the  woods,  the  Tsk, 
She  catt'd  on  Echo  still  through  all  dw  song; 
And  where  her  sweetest  theme  Ae  choee, 
A  soft  responsive  voice  was  heard  at  ^^^^^ 
And  Hope  enchanted  smil'd,  and  wat'dhergoMM 

hair. 
And  longer  had  she  sung  —-but,  with  a  frovBi 

£evenge  impatient  rose. 
He  threw  hu  bkiod^tain'd  sword  in  tbuwkrdew, 
And,  with  a  withering  look, 
Tlie  war-denoundng  trumpet  took. 
And  blew  a  blast  so  loud  and  dread, 
Were  ne'er  prophetic  sound  ao  ftiU  of  *» 
And  ever  and  anon  he  beat. 
Hie  doubling  drum  with  fiirious  beat;  Lt«f9> 

And  though  sometunea,  each  dreary  pi««  "** 
Dejected  Fit^  at  hia  side 
Her  soul-subduing  voice  apph'ed. 
Yet  still  he  kept  hia  wild  «Mlt«'^  "*?^^^ 
WhUe  each  strain'd  baU  of  sight  seem'dtfW*"! 
from  his  head. 

ITiy  numbers.  Jealousy,  to  nought  were  V^ 
Sad  proof  of  thy  diatreaaAtl  states  . 

Of  differing  themea  the  vB«ing  song  wss  nff  5 
And  n0w  it  courted  Love,  now  iMWg»»"'^ 
Hate. 

With  eyes  up-raia'd,  aa  one  inapir'd, 

Pale  Melancholy  aat  retir'dy 

And  from  her  wild  sequester'd  seat, 

In  notes  by  distance  made  more  swee^ 

Pour'd  throu^  Ae  mdlow  horn  her  penaie  »» 

Aid  dashing  soft  from  rocks  around, 

Bubbling  nmneb  join'd  the  sound;         Ir^ 

Jlirough^ea  and  glooms  the  mJ>M^"fr 
Or  o'er  soine  haunted  streama  with  fcod  owji 

Round  an  holy  cahn  difibsing, 
Love  oi  peace,  and  kmely  nauh^ 
In  hoQow  murmurs  died  awi^* 
But,  O,  how  alter'd  waa  its  "PfW^^^a^  ^ 
When  Cheerfiilnesa,  a  nymph  of  he«Wiw««*^ 
Her  bow  acroBi  her  shoulder  flung. 
Her  buskins  gemm'd  with  mwidng  deWj 
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Hie  bunter^fl  call  to  Faun  and  Vrjid  kwywn ; 

Hie  oak-croim'd  suten,  and  their  chaste-^j'd 
queen, 

Sttjn  and  sjinm  boys  were  seen, 

Peeping  bcm  fordi  their  alleyf  green ; 
Bkoim  Ezerdee  rejoic'd  to  bear. 

And  Sport  leapt  up,  and  eeii'd  bis  beecben  spear. 
Leit  came  Joy's  ecitatie  trial. 
He,  with  Tiny  crown  adnuicing^ 

Rrst  to  the  Hvely  pipe  bis  hand  addrest, 
fiat  soon  be  saw  the  brisk-awakening  riol. 

Whose  sweet  entrancing  voice  ho  lov'd  the  best 
Ttey  would  bate  thought,  who  heard  the  strain, 
Ibey  saw  in  Tempi's  vale  her  native  maids, 
Amidst  tiie  festal  sounding  shades. 
To  some  unwearied  minstrel  dancing, 

While,  as  his  flying  fingers  kias'd  the  strings, 

Love  ftam'd  with  Mirth  a  gay  fantastic  round, 

Loose  were  her  tresses  seen,  lier  zone  unbound, 

And  he^  amidst  hts  frolic  play. 
As  if  be  would  the  charming  air  repay. 
Shook  thousand  odours  fixmi  his  dewy  wings. 

O  Music,  sphero<^teacendcd  maid, 
friend  of  pleasure,  wisdom's  aid. 
Why,  goddess,  why  to  us  denied, 
Lay'st  dMm  Hij  ancient  lyre  aside? 
As  in  diat  lov'd  Athenian  bower. 
You  kom'd  an  alUcommanding  power, 
Tliy  mimic  soul,  O  nymph  endear'd. 
Can  vrell  recall  what  then  it  heard. 
Where  is  thy  native  simple  heart, 
Pevote  to  virtue,  fcncy,  art? 
Arise,  as  in  that  ddef  time. 
Warm,  energic,  chaste,  sublime ! 
Hiy  vronders,  in  that  god-Bke  age, 
Fai  Ay  recording  sister's  page  — 
'T  is  ttid,  and  I  believe  the  tale, 
Tliy  humblest  reed  could  more  prevail. 
Had  more  of  strength,  diviner  rage. 
Than  all  which  charms  this  laggard  age, 
E*en  all  at  once  together  found 
Csdlia's  mingled  world  of  sound  — 
O,  bid  our  vam  endcwvours  cease, 
Rerive  the  just  designs  of  Greece, 
Return  in  all  thy  shnple  state ! 
Confinn  the  tal^  her  sons  relate ! 


DIRGB  IN  CYMBELINE. 

ar  GQIOKHQS   AKD  AaVlRAOUS  OVER   FIOILS, 
tOTFOSKO  TO  as   DKAD. 

To  fidr  Fidele's  grassy  tomb 

Soft  nmda  and  riUage  hinds  shall  brin^ 
Ifafh  ^iptf^ing  gweet,  of  earliest  bloom, 

And  rifle  all  the  breathing  Spring. 

Ho  waiUiig  gbpst  shall  dare  appear 
To  vex  with  shrieks  this  quiet  grovp, 

Bat  shepherd  lads  assemble  here, 
And  ipeltiiig  viigina  own  their  love. 

Ho  wtdier'd  witch  shall  here  be  seen. 
Ho  goblins  lead  their  nightly  crew; 

The  female  fiiys  shall  haunt  the  green, 
And  dress  iy  grave  with  pearly  dew. 


Hw  radUbanat  oft  at  evwdng  hours 
ShaU  kindly  lend  his  little  aid. 

With  hoary  moss,  and  gatber'd  flowers^ 
To  deck  the  ground  where  thou  art  bad 

When  howling  winds^  and  beating  nfai, 
In  tempests  shake  thy  syivan  em ; 

Or  'midrt  the  chase  on  every  plain. 
Hie  tender  thought  on  thee  shall  dwriL 

Each  lonely  scene  shall  thee  restore^ 
For  thea  the  tear  be  duly  shed; 

Belov'd,  till  life  can  charm  no  more ; 
And  moum'd»  till  Pity's  self  be  dead 
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Hoxi,  thou  retum'st  fhmi  Thames,  whose  Naiads 
long 

Have  seen  thee  lingering  vritb  a  fond  deky,  [day 

Mid  those  softftiends,  vrhose  hearts  some  fiiture 
Shall  melt,  periiaps,  to  hear  Ihy  tragic  song.  • 
Go,  not  unmindful  of  that  cordial  youth  f     [side ; 

Whom,  long  endear'd*  thou  leav'st  by  Lmnt's 
Toffether  let  us  wish  him  lasting  truth 

And  joy  untamted  vrith  his  deetin*d  bride. 
Go !  nor  regardless,  while  these  numbers  boast 

My  short-liv'd  bliss,  fbtget  my  social  name ; 
But  think,  ftr  off,  how,  on  the  Southern  coast, 

I  met  thy  friendship  with  an  equal  flame ! 
Freeh  to  that  soil  thou  tum'st,  where  every  vale 

Shall  prompt  the  poet,  and  Ms  song  demand : 
To  thee  thy  copious  subjects  ne'er  shall  fiul ; 

Thou  need'st  but  take  thy  pencil  to  thy  hand. 
And  paint  what  all  believe,  who  own  thy  genial  land. 

There  must  thou  wake  perforce  Ihy  Doric  quill ; 

'Tis  Fancy's  land  to  which  thou  sett*st  thy  feet ; 

Where  stiU,  *t  b  sud,  the  fidry  people  meet, 
Beneath  each  burken  shade,  on  m^d  or  hilL 
There  each  trim  lass,  Oat  skims  the  milky  store 

To-the  swart  tribes,  their  creamy  bowls  slots; 
By  night  th^  sip  it  round  the  cottage^oor, 

Wlme  airy  minstrels  vrari>le  jocund  notes. 
Thore,  every  herd,  by  sad  experience,  knows 

How,  whig'd  with  fkte,  thefar  elf^ot  arrows  fly. 
When  the  sick  ewe  her  summer  food  fbrgoes. 

Or,  stretdi'd  on  eardi,  the  heart-smit  heifers  lie. 
Such  afa7  beings  awe  tfa'  untutor'd  swam :  [neglect ; 

Nor  Ihou,  tho'  kam'd,  his  homelier  thoughts 
Let  thy  sweet  Muse  the  rursl  fbith  sustain ; 

These  «re  the  themes  of  shnple,  siire  effect, 
That  add  new  conquests  to  her  boundless  reign, 
And  fin  vrith  double  force  her  heart-commanding 
strain. 

•  How  truly  did  Collins  predict  Home's  trsgie 

f  A  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Barrow,  who 
introduced  Home  to Co^^y  GoOglC 


fios 


coixms. 


£*«!  yet  prc«enr*<l,  how  ofteil  nmpi  lliou  bev, 
Wbiere  to  the  Pole  the  Boreal  moimtamB  run, 
Taught  by  the  fisher,  to  his  listening  son ; 

Stnuige  lays,  whose  power  had  chann*d  a  Spenser's 

At  every  pauses  before  thy  mind  possest, 

Old  Runic  bards  shall  seem  to  rise  aromid. 
With  uncouth  lyres,  in  many-colour*d  vest, 

Hieir  matted  hair  with  boughs  fantastic  crown'd : 
Whetfaer  thou  bidd*8t  the  wdl.4aught  hind  repeat 

The  cfaonl  dffge  that  mourns  some  chieftain  brave^ 
When  every  shrieking  maid  her  bosom  beat. 

And  stivw*d  with  choicest  herbs  his  scented  grave ; 
Or,  whether  sitting  in  the  shepherd's  shiel, 

Tliou  hear'st  some  sounding  tale  of  war's  alarms ; 
When  at  the  bugle's  call,  with  fire  and  steel. 

The   sturdy   clans   pour'd   forth   their  brawny 
swarms. 
And  hostile  brothers  met,  to  prove  each  other's  arms. 

*T  is  thine  te  sine,  how,  fhuning  hideous  spella^ 

In  Sky's  lone  isle,  the  gifted  wizard-seer, 

Lodg'd  in  the  wintery  cave  with  Fate's  fell  spear, 
Or  in  the  depth  of  Uist's  dark  forest  dwells : 
How  they,  whose  sight  such  dreanr  dreams  engross. 

With  their  own  vision  oft  astonish'd  droop ;  • 
When,  o'er  the  watery  strath,  or  quaggy  moss, 

Th^  see  the  gliding  ghosts  unbomSl  troop. 
Or,  if  in  sports,  or  on  tiie  festive  green. 

Their  destin'd  glance  some  fat^  youth  descry, 
Who  now,  perhaps,  in  lusty  vigour  seen. 

And  rosy  health,  shall  soon  lamented  die. 
For  them  die  viewlcas  forms  of  air  obey ; 

Their  bidding  heed,  and  at  theur  beck  repain 
lliey  know  vrfaat  spirit  brews  the  stormfol  day. 

And  heartless,  oft  like  moody  madness,  stare 
To  see  the  phantom  trahi  their  secret  work  prepare. 

To  monarcfas  dear,  some  hundred  miles  astrqr. 

Oft  have  I  seen  Fate  give  the  fatal  blowi 

Ilie  seer,  in  Sky,  shriek'd  as  the  blood  did  flow. 
When  headless  Ouu-les  warm  on  the  scaffoki  lay  1 
As  Boreas  threw  his  young  Aurora*  forth, 

In  the  first  year  of  the  first  Geom's  reign, 
And  battles  n^'d  in  welkin  of  the  North, 

They  moum'd  in  air,  fell,  fell  Rebellion  slain ! 
And  as,  of  late,  they  j<^'d  m  Preston's  fight, 

Saw  at  sad  FaUurk  all  their  hopes  near  crown'd! 
They  rav'd !  divining  thro'  their  second  sight  f, 

"Ptle,  red  Cullo£n,    where  these  hopes  were 
drown'd ! 
Illustrious  William !^  Britain's  guardian  name! 

One  WiUiara  sav'd  us  fix«n  a  tyrant's  stroke; 
He,  for  a  sceptre,  gain'd  heroic  fiime^ 

But  thou,  more  glorious,   Slavery's  cham  hast 
broke. 
To  reign  a  private  man,  and  bow  to  Freedom's 
yoke! 

*  By  young  Aurora,  Collins  undoubtedly  meant 
the  first  appearance  of  the  northern  lights,  which 
happened  about  the  year  1715;  at  least,  it  is  most 
highly  probable^  from  this  peculiars  drcumstanoe, 
that  no  ancient  writer  whatever  has  taken  any  no- 
tice of  tiiem,  nor  even  any  one  modern,  previous  to 
the  above  period. 

t  Second  sight  is  the  term  that  Is  used  for  the 
divination  of  the  HigUanders. 

t  The  late  Duke  of  Cumberian^,  v^ 
•be  Fkvtcnder  at  the  battle  of  Culloden. 


These,  too,  dxHi  'It  siog!  fbr  well fhy  msgic Mi« 

Can  to  the  topmost  heaven  of  grsixleur  lov; 

Or  stoop  to  wail  the  swain  that  is  no  more ! 
Ah,  homely  swains !  your  homeward  ttepi  ui^a 

loae; 
Let  not  dank  Will  $  mislead  you  to  the  hmfa:    * 

Dancing  in  mirky  night,  o'er  fen  and  bke, 
He  glows,  to  drew  you  downward  to  your  deith, 

In  his  bewitdi'd,  low,  msrshy,  willow  bnke! 
What  though  far  ofi*,  from  some  dsrk  ddl  oped, 

His  gliimnerinff  maies  cheer  th*  ezcmsre  agK 
Yet  turn,  ye  wanderen,  turn  your  steps  snde, 

Nor  trust  tlie  guidance  of  that  fiutUcss  ligia; 
For  watchful,  luridng,  'mid  th'  unrusding  ned, 

At  those  mirk  hours  the  wOy  monster  liei, 
And  listens  oft  to  hear  the  passing  steed, 

And  frequent  round  him  rolls  Us  sulks  tye^  ^ 
If  chance  his  savage  wrath  may  some  wcsk  wnlch 
surprise. 

Ah,  luddess  swain,  o'er  all  unblest,  indeed ! 

Whom  late  bewildcr'd  in  die  dank,  dsrk  fto, 

Far  from  his  flocks,  and  smokmg  hsinkt,  tki! 
To  that  sad  spot  where  hums  the  sedgy  weed: 
On  him,  enrag'd,  the  fiend,  in  angry  mood, 

Shall  never  look  with  in^'s  kind  coooen, 
But  instant,  furious,  raise  die  whehning  flood 

O'er  its  drown'd  banks,  forbidding  all  reton! 
Or,  if  he  meditate  his  wish'd  escape, 

To  some  dim  hill  that  seems  uprising  aesr, 
To  his  fiunt  eye,  the  grim  and  gndy  shsp^ 

In  all  its  terroura  dad,  shall  wQd  appesr. 
Meantime  the  watery  surge  shall  round  faam  ^ 

Pour'd  sudden  forth  from  every  swelKog  »«*• 
What  now  remains  but  tears  and  hopeka  a^f 

HU   fear-shook  limba  have  lost  their  jm^ 

fbree,  t— iki— 

And  down  the  waves  he  floats,  a  pale  and  toattka 


For  him  in  vain  his  anxious  wifis  shaU  wat, 

Or  wander  forth  to  meet  him  on  bis  wqr; 

For  him  in  vain,  at  to-fidl  of  the  day, 
His  babes  shall  linger  at  th*  undosuig  gite: 
Ah,  ne'er  shall  he  return !  Alone^  if  luglA 

Her  travell'd  limbs  in  broken  slumben  ^ 
With  drooping  willows  drest  his  mounful  ^m 

Shall  visit  sad,  perehanoe,  her  silent  sleep: 
Then  he,  perh^M^  with  moist  and  vratery  lw>  ^ 

Shall  fondly  seem  to  press  her  shudderiBgJVBi 
And  with  his  blue-swoln  tact  before  her  stsad. 

And,  shivering  cdd,  these  piteous  accents^: 
«  Pursue^  dear  vrife^  thy  daily  toils,  pum^i 

At  dawn  or  dusk,  industrious  as  bcfbre; 
Nor  e'er  of  me  one  hdpkss  thought  renew, 

While  I  lie  vrdtering  on  the  osiflr'd  dMXC» 
Drown'd  by  the  Kdpie'si  wnUfa^  nor  e'er  M'>' 
thee  mere!" 

Unbounded  18  thy  range  ;  wttfa  varied  skiB 
IhyMusenu^,  like  those  fieailiefylrib««t» 

spring 
FVom  tbehr  niderodcs,  extend  her  skirtia^l^ 
Bound   the   moist   mane   of  each  cold  B""" 
isle, 


A  fiery  meteor,  called  by  wious 


as  Will  vrith  the  wLp,  Jack  vritfa  the  huOa^^ 
IthofCfs  in  the  air  over  marshy  and  fenny  pkcc^ 
I  The  water4iend. 
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lb  dat  hotf  pile  *  which  idll  its  niin  shows : 

Ifl  whose  small  vaults  a  Pigmy-folk  is  found. 
Whose  booes  the  delrer  with  his  spade  upthrows, 

And  culls  them,   wond*riiig,  from  the  hallow*d 
gnwud! 
Or  thithcrf ,  where  beneath  the  show'ry  west 

Hk  mi^ty  kings  ci  three  fiur  realms  are  laid : 
Ooee  todf  perhaps  together  now  they  rest, 

No  sfaro  revere  them,  and  no  wars  inyade : 
Tel  fteqnent  now,  at  midnight  solemn  hour, 

Hie  lifted  mounds  their  yawning  cells  unfold, 
Asdibrth  the  numarchs  stalk  with  sovereign  power, 

In  psgeant  robes,  and  wreath'd  with  shmny  sold, 
ifld  00  their  twili^  tombs  aerial  council  hold. 

Bat,  oh,  o'er  all,  Ibiget  not  Kilda*s  race,       [tides, 
On  whose  bleak  rocks,  which  brave  the  wasting 
Fsir  Nature's  daughter,  Virtue,  yet  abides. 
Go!  just,  as  they,  their  blameless  manners  trace ! 
Thm  to  my  ear  transmit  some  gentle  song. 

Of  those  whose  lives  are  yet  sincere  and  plain, 
Hkv  bounded  walks  the  rugged  diffk  along. 

And  aD  their  prospect  but  the  wintery  main. 
With  iparing  temperance  at  the  needful  time 

They  drsin  the  scented  spring ;  or,  hnnger-prest, 
Aloof  tfa'  Atlantic  rock,  undrnding,  climb» 
And  9i  its  eggs  despoil  the  sohm*s  f  nest 
Thus  blest  in  primal  innocence  they  live, 
SuSk^d  and  happy  with  that  frugsl  fkre 
Which  tasteful  toil  and  hourly  danger  give. 

Hard  is  their  shallow  soil,  and  bleak  and  bare ; 
Hot  ever  vernal  bee  was  heard  to  murmur  there! 

Nor  necd'st  thou  blush  that  such  iklae  themes  en- 


Thy  gentle  mind,  of  fiurer  stores  poascst ; 

For  not  alone  tb^  touch  the  village  breast^ 
Alt  fill'd  in  elder  time  th'  historic  page. 
Ihere,  Shakspeare's  self,  with  ev*ry  garknd  crown*d, 

Flaw  to  those  fiury  climes  his  fimcy  sheen, 
b  arnhg  hour ;  his  wayward  sisters  found. 

And  n^  theb  terrours  dress*d  the  magic  scene. 
Fran  them  he  sung,  when,  *mid  his  bold  design, 

Before  the  Scot,  afflicted,  and  a^iast ! 
The  ihadowy  kinga  of  Banquo's  ftted  line 

Tboogh  the  dark  cave  in  gleamy  pageant  pass'd. 
Aweed!  nor  quit  the  tales  whidi,  simply  told, 

Coald  once  so  vrdl  my  answering  bosom  pierce ; 
Ftoeead,  fai  fijroeful  sounds,  and  colour  bol^ 

Ihs  native  legends  of  thy  land  rehearse; 
Toncfaadi^tfay  lyre,  and  suit  thy  powerAil  verse. 

!■  Kcws  like  tfaeee,  which,  daring  to  depart 
Froas  sober  truth,  are  still  to  Nature  true, 
And  call  forth  frith  delight  to  Fancy's  view, 

Tk*  heroic  Muae  eroploy'd  her  Tasso's  art. 

How  hare  I  trembfed,  when,  at  Tancred's  stroke. 
Its  gushing  blood  ibe  gapmg  cypress  pour*d ! 

Vhen  each  live  plant  with  mortal  accents  spoke, 
And  the  wild  blast  upheav'd  the  vanish'd  sword ! 

*  One  of  the  Hebrides  is  called  the  Isle  of  Fig- 
■isi;  where  it  ta  reported  that  several  miniature 
^«cs  ef  the  hnman  spedes  have  been  dug  up  in 
tenons  of  a  chapel  there. 

t  loofanildll,  <me  of  the  Hebrides,  where  near 
ntf  of  the  ancient  Scottish,  Irish,  and  Norwegian 
^M^aie  interred. 

I  An  aqnatse  bird  like  a  goose,  on  the  eggs  of 
rindi  thainlwbitants  of  St.  Kilda,  anodier  of  the 
Bchridn»  cUflijr  ntbaist. 


How  have  I  sat,  when  pip'd  the  pensive  wind. 

To  hear  his  harp  by  British  Fairfax  strung! 
IVevailing  poet!  whose  undoubting  mind 

Believ'd  the  magic  wonders  which  he  sung ! 
Hence,  at  each  soimd,  imagination  glows ! 

Hence,  at  each  picture,  vivid  life  starts  here ! 
Hence  his  warm  lay  with  softest  sweetness  flows ! 

Melting  it  flows,  pure,  murmuring,  strong,  and 
dear, 
And  fills  th*  empassion'd  heart,  and  wins  th*  bar. 


AU  hail,  ye  scenes  that  o'er  my  soul  prevail ! 

Ye  sploidid  friths  and  hdces,  which,  flu*  away, 

Are  by  smooth  Anan  fiU'd,  or  past'ral  Tay, 
Or  Don's  *  romantic  springs,  at  distance,  hail ! 
Ibe  time  shall  come,  when  I,  perhaps,  may  tread 

Tour  lowly  glens  f  o'erhung   with  spreading 
Inioom; 
Or  o'er  your  stretching  heaths,  by  Fancy  led  ^ 

Or  o'er  your  mountains  creep,  in  aweful  gloom  ! 
Then  wiU  I  dress  once  more  the  faded  bower, 

Where  Jonson  sat  in  Drummond's  classic  shade  \ ; 
Or  crop,  from  Tiriotdale,  each  lyric  flower,    [laid ! 

And  mourn,  on  Yarrow's  banks,  where  WiUy's 
Meantime,  ye  powers,  that  on  the  pkuns  whidi  bore 

The  cordial  youth,  on  Lothian's  plains  $  attend ! 
Where'er  Home  dwells,  on  hill  or  lowly  moor. 

To  him  I  lose,  your  kind  protectkm  lend. 
And,  touch'd  with  love  like  mine,  preserve  my  ab- 
sent  friend! 


ODE 

ON 

THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  THOMSON. 

TBX  SCSHK  or  THE  POIXOWIHO  STANSAS  IS  SUTTOSKD 
10   US  ON  THB  THAMES,   KIAE   EICHMOKD. 

Iv  yonder  grave  a  Druid  lies 
Where  stowly  winds  the  stealing  wave : 

Hie  year's  best  sweets  shall  duteous  rise. 
To  deck  its  poet's  sylvan  grave. 

In  yon  deep  bed  of  whimpering  reeds 
His  airy  harp  |  shall  now  be  laid. 

That  he,  whose  heart  in  sorrow  bleeds. 
May  love  through  life  the  soothing  shade. 

Iben  maids  and  youths  shall  linger  here, 
And,  while  its  sounds  at  distance  swell, 

ShaU  sadly  seem  in  Pity's  ear 
To  hear  the  woodland  pilgrim's  knelL 

Remembrance  oft  shall  haunt  the  shore 
When  Thames  in  summer  wreaths  is  drest^ 

And  oft  suspend  the  dashing  oar 
To  Ud  hb  gentle  spirit  rest ! 

•  Three  rivers  m  Scotland.         f  Valleys. 

\  Ben  Jonson  paid  a  visit  on  foot,  in  1619,  to 
the  Scotch  poet,  Drumroond,  at  his  seat  of  Haw. 
Uiomden,  within  four  mUes  of  Edinburgh. 

§  Barrow,  it  seems,  was  at  the  Edinburgh  Uni. 
versity,  which  is  in  the  county  of  Lothian. 

H  TheharpofiEolus,ofwhich8eeadeacriptioa 
in  the  Castle  of  maole"^.^^  ^^  GoOglC 
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And  oft  as  Ease  and  Healtii  retire 

Tb  breezy  lawn,  or  forest  deep. 
The  friend  shall  view  yon  whitening  apire  *, 

And  'mid  the  varied  landscape  weep. 

But  thou,  who  own'st  that  earthly  bed, 
Ah!  what  will  every  difge  anal ? 

Or  tean  which  Lore  and  Kty  shed, 
llat  mourn  beneath  the  glidfaig  isil ! 

Yet  lives  there  one,  whose  heedless  eye 

Shall  scorn  thy  pale  shrine  glimmering  near? 

With  him,  sweet  bard,  may  Fancy  die. 
And  Joy  desert  the  blooming  year. 

But  thou,  lorn  stream,  whose  sullen  tide 
No  sedge-crown*d  sisters  now  attend. 

Now  waft.me  from  the  green  hill's  side 
Whose  cold  turf  hides  the  buried  friend ! 

*  Mr.  Thomson  was  buried  in  Ridmiond  church. 


And  see,  ^  ftiry  vaUm  fiide^ 
Dun  Ifight  has  veil'd  die  solemn  riew! 

Tet  once  again,  dear  parted  shade. 
Meek  Nature's  child,  again  adieu! 

Hie  genial  meadsf  asrign'd  to  bless 
1^  life,  shall  mourn  thy  early  doo 

Tlieir  hinds  and  shepherd^girls  shall  dna 
With  shnple  hands  thy  ninl  tombi 

Long,  long,  thy  stone,  and  pointed  diy 
Shall  melt  the  musing  Briton's  eyes, 

**  O!  vales,  and  wild  woods,"  diall  beisf, 
**  In  yonder  grave  your  Druid  ties!** 

f  Bfr.  Thomson  resided^in  the  neighbooriiooiiof 
Richmond  some  time  before  his  death. 
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JOHN  DYER. 


JoHK  Dtkb,  an  agreeable  poet,  was  the  son' of 
s  flolichor  at  Aberglasney,  in  Carmarthenshire, 
where  be  was  born  in  1700.  He  was  brou^t  up 
at  Westminster-school,  and  was  designed  by  hu 
&ther  for  his  own  profession;  but  being  at  liberty, 
b  eonaeqaence  of  his  £ither*s  death,  to  follow  his 
own  inctination,  he  indulged  what  he  took  for  a 
flstunl  taste  in  painting,  and  entered  as  pupil  to 
Mr.  Ricfaardson.  After  wandering  for  some  time 
■bout  Soutii  Wales  and  the  adjacent  counties  as  an 
mnoaotartist,  he  appeared  convinced  that  he  should 
not  attain  to  eminence  in  that  profession.  In  1727, 
be  first  made  himself  known  as  a  poet,  by  tibe  publi- 
estion  of  his  *<  Grongar  Hill,'*  descriptive  of  a 
scene  afibrded  by  his  native  country,  which  became 
one  of  the  most  popular  pieces  of  its  daas,  and  has 
been  admitted  into  numerous  collections.  Drer 
then  travdled  to  Italy,  still  in  pursuit  of  prafts- 
flonal  improvement;  and  if  he  cUd  not  acquire  this 
ID  any  considerable  degree,  he  improved  his  poeti- 
cal twte,  and  laid  in  a  store  of  new  images.  These 
be  displayed  in  a  poem  of  some  length,  published 
in  1740,  whidi  he  entitled  "  The  Ruins  of  Rome,*' 
diat  capital  having  been  the  principal  object  of  his 
jmrneyings.  Of  this  work  it  may  be  said,  that  it 
oooiains  many  passages  of  real  poetry,  and  that  the 
aiaia  of  moral  and  political  reflection  denotes  a  be- 
ttfolent  and  enlightened  mind. 


His  health  b^ing  now  in  a  delicate  state,  he' was 
advised  by  his  friends  to  take  orders ;  and  he  waa 
accordingly  ordained  by  Dr.  Thomas,  Bishop  of 
Lincoln ;  and,  entering  into  the  married  statte,  he 
sat  down  on  a  small  livmg  in  Leicestershire.  This 
he  exchanged  for  one  in.  Lincolnshire;  bnt  the 
fenny  country  in  whidi  he  was  placed  did  not 
agree  with  his  health,  and  he  complained  of  the 
want  of  books  and  company.  In  1757,  he  pub- 
lished bis  largest  work,  *'  The  Fleece,"  a  diabetic 
poem,  in  four  books,  of  which  the  first  part  h  pas- 
toral, the  second  mechanical,  tiie  third  and  fourth 
histcnical  and  geographicaL  This  poetn.  has  never 
been  very  popular,  many  of  its  topics  not  being 
well  adapted  to  poetry ;  yet  the  opinions  of  critics 
have  varied  concerning  it  It  is  certain  that  there 
are  many  pleasing,  aim  some  grand  and  impressive 
passages  in  the  woik ;  but,  upon  the  whole,  die  ge> 
neral  foeUnc  is,  that  the  length  of  the  performance 
necessarily  miposed  upon  it  a  degree  of  tetBoui" 


Dyer  did  not  long  survive  the  completioo  of  hii 
book«  He  died  of  a  gradual  decline  in  1758,  leav- 
ing behind  him,  besides  the  reputatioin  of  an  inge* 
nious  poet,  the  character  of  an  honest,  humane^  aiid 
worthy] 


GRONGAR  HILL. 

^iLXNT  nymph,  with  curious  eye ! 
Wbo^  the  purple  evening,  lie 
On  ihe  mountain's  lonely  van, 
Bqroodtbe  noise  of  busy  man; 
Bunting  foir  the  form  oif  things, 
WhSe  the  yellow  linnet  sings ; 
Or  the  tuneful  nightingale 
Charms  the  forest  with  her  tale;  — 
Come;,  with  all  thy  various  dues, 
Conie  and  aid  thy  sister  Muse ; 
Now,  while  Fbodms  riding  high, 
Gi?es  lustre  to  the  bmH  and  sky ! 
Grongar  HiU  invites  my  song. 
Draw  the  landscape  bright  ai^  strong ; 
Grongar,  in  whose  mossy  cells 
Sweedy  musing  Quiet  dwells ; 
Grongar,  in  whoae  silent  shade, 
For  ike  modest  Muses  made. 


So  oft  I  have,  the  evening  stil]. 

At  the  fountain  of  a  rill. 

Sate  upon  a  flowery  bed. 

With  my  hand  beneath  my  head ; 

While  stray'd  my  eyes  o'er  Towy's  flood. 

Over  mead  and  over  wood, 

FVom  house  to  house,  iVom  hill  to  hUl, 

Till  Contemplation  had  her  fiU. 

About  his  chequer'd  sides  I  wind. 
And  leave  hb  brooks  and  meads  bddnd, 
And  groves,  and  grottoes  where  I  lay. 
And  vistas  shooting  beams  of  day : 
Wide  and  wider  spreads  the  vale. 
As  circles  on  a  smooth  canal : 
Hie  mountains  round,  unhappyfoCe! 
Sooner  or  later,  of  all  height. 
Withdraw  their  summits  ftom  the  aUei^ 
And  lessen  as  the  others  rise : 
StiU  the  prospect  wider  spreads, 
Adds  a  thousand  woods  and  meada; 
Still  it  widens,  widens  stfll. 
And  sinks  the  newly-risen  hiU. 
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Now,  I  gtin  the  mouiittthi's  broir, 
Whit  a  landscape  lies  bdow ! 
No  doudsy  no  Ti^KHin  intervene ; 
But  the  gay,  the  open  scene 
Does  the  fiioe  of  Nature  show, 
In  all  the  hues  of  Heaven's  bow ! 
Andy  swelling  to  embrace  the  lights 
Spreads  around  beneath  the  sight 

Old  castles  on  the  difis  arise^ 
Fkoudly  towering  in  the  skies! 
Rushing  from  the  woods,  theqiires 
Seem  mxa  hence  ascending  fires ! 
Half  his  beams  Apollo  sheds 
On  the  yellow  mountain-heads ! 
Gilds  the  fleeces  of  the  flocks, 
And  glitters  on  the  broken  rocks ! 

Below  me  trees  unnumber'd  rise, 
Beautiful  in  various  dyes : 
The  gloomy  pine,  the  poplar  blue^ 
The  yellow  beech,  the  able  yew, 
The  slender  fir  that  taper  grows. 
Hie  sturdy  oak  with  broa£spread  bou|^ 
And  beyond  the  purple  grove. 
Haunt  of  Phyllis,  queen  of  love ! 
Gaudy  as  the  opening  dawn, 
Lies  a  long  ana  level  lawn. 
On  which  a  dark  hiU,  steep  and  high. 
Holds  and  charms  the  wandering  eye ! 
Deep  are  his  feet  in  Towy*s  flood, 
His  sides  are  cloth*d  with  waving  wood, 
And  ancient  towers  crown  his  brow, 

Hiat  cast  an  aweful  look  below ; 
Whose  ragged  walls  the  ivy  creeps, 
And  with  her  arms  from  falling  keeps ; 

So  both  a  safety  from  the  wind 

On  mutual  dependence  find. 

*T  is  now  th*  raven's  bleak  abode; 

'Tie  now  the  apartment  of  the  toad; 

And  there  the  fox  securely  feeds ; 

And  th^ke  the  poisonous  adder  breeds, 

Conceal'd  in  ruins,  moss,  and  weeds ; 

While,  ever  and  anon,  there  falls 

Huge  hmpg  of  hoary  moulder'd  walk. 

Yet  Time  has  seen,  that  lifts  the  low. 

And  level  lays  the  lofty  brow. 

Has  teen  this  broken  pile  complete^ 

Big  with  the  vanity  of  state ; 

But  transient  is  the  smOe  of  Fkte ! 

A  little  rule,  a  little  sway, 

A  sun-beam  in  a  winter's  day, 

Is  all  the  proud  and  mighty  Ittve 

Between  die  cradle  and  the  grave. 
And  see  the  rivers  how  they  run. 

Through  woods  and  meads,  in  shade  and  sun, 

Sometmies  swift,  sometimes  slow. 

Wave  succeeding  wave,  they  go 

A  various  journey  to  the  d^p. 

Like  human  life,  to  endless  sleep ! 

Hius  is  Nature's  vesture  wrought; 

To  instruct  our  wandering  thought; 

Thus  she  dresses  green  and  gay. 

To  disperse  our  cares  away. 
Ever  charming,  ever  new. 

When  will  the  landscape  tire  the  view ! 

The  fountain's  fiill,  the  river's  flow. 

The  woody  valleys,  warm  and  low ; 

The  windy  summit,  wild  and  high. 

Roughly  rushing  on  the  sky  \ 

Hie  pleasant  seat,  the  ruin'd  tower. 

Hie  naked  rock,  the  shady  bower ; 


Hm  town  and  village,  dome  and  frnn, 
Each  give  each  a  double  cfasrm, 
As  pearls  iqion  an  Ethiop's  arm. 

See  on  the  mountain's  southern  vtk, 
Where  the  prospect  opens  wide^ 
Where  the  evening  eUds  the  tide; 
How  dose  and  smdl  the  hedges  lie! 
What  streaks  of  meadows  cross  the  eje! 
A  step  metfainks  may  pass  the  stresm, 
So  little  distant  dangers  seem; 
.  So  we  mistake  the  Future's  fitce, 
Ey'd  through  Hope's  dduding  ^a»; 
As  yon  summits  soft  and  fiur, 
Clad  in  colours  of  the  air, 
Which  to  those  who  journey  near, 
Barren,  brown,  and  rough  appear ; 
Still  we  tread  the  same  coarse  way, 
The  present  'a  still  a  cloudy  day. 

O  may  I  with  myself  agree, 
And  never  covet  what  I  see ; 
Content  me  with  an  humble  shades 
My  passions  tam'd,  my  wishes  laid ; 
For,  while  our  wishes  wildly  roU, 
We  banish  quiet  flxm  the  soul : 
*T  is  thus  the  busy  beat  the  air, 
And  misers  gather  wealth  and  care. 

Now,  ev'n  now,  my  joys  run  high, 
As  on  the  mountain-turf  I  lie ; 
While  the  wanton  Zephyr  sings. 
And  in  the  vale  perftmies  his  wingf ; 
While  the  waters  murmur  deep; 
Whfle  the  shepherd  diarms  his  ibeep; 
While  the  birds  unbounded  fly, 
And  with  music  fill  the  sky. 
Now,  e'en  now,  my  joys  run  high. 

Be  full,  ye  courts ;  be  great  who  will; 
Search  for  Peace  with  all  your  skill: 
Open  wide  the  lofty  door, 
Soek  her  on  the  marble  floor. 
In  vain  you  search,  she  is  not  tberv; 
In  vain  ye  search  the  domes  of  Case! 
Grass  and  flowers  Quiet  treads. 
On  the  meads,  and  mountain-heads, 
Along  with  Pleasure,  doae  ally'd, 
Ever  bv  each  other's  side : 
And  often,  by  the  murmuring  rill, 
Hears  tiie  thrush,  while  all  is  still, 
Withui  iht  groves  of  Grongar  HilL 


THE  RUINS  OF  ROME. 

Aspice  murorum  moles,  prseruptaque  ssxai 
Obrutaque  horrenti  veata  tfieatra  situ : 

Haec  sunt  Roma.     ^^den'vehltipsacadB««tMt* 
Urbis  adhuc  nirent  imperioaa  mines? 

JamosViwi* 

Emouor  of  Groogar,  and  the  shady  dales 
Of  windbg  Towy :  Merlin's  fiOiled  haunt 
I  sing  in^orious.     Now  the  love  of  ait^i 
And  what  in  metal  or  in  atone  remains 
Of  proud  antiquity,  through  various  reslins 
And  various  languages  and  ages  fiun'd, 
Bears  me  remote,  o'er  Gallia's  woody  boundii 
O'er  the  doud-pierdng  Alps  remote;  beyond 
The  vale  of  Amo  purpled  with  the  v^ 
Beyond  the  Umbrian  and  Etruscan  hiUs, 
To  Latium's  wide  champain,  Ibilani  and  fim^ 
Where  yellow  Tiber  his  negieatod  wave 
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MournfiiUj  rolls.     Yet  once  Bgun,  my  Muse, 
Yet  onoe  again,  and  soar  a  loftier  fUght ; 
Lo  the  resistless  theme^  imperial  RcHme. 

FsII'd,  fidl*n,  a  silent  heap ;  her  heroes  all 
Sunk  in  their  urns ;  behold  the  pride  of  pomp, 
The  throne  of  nations  fall*n ;  obscur'd  in  dust; 
E'en  yet  nugestical :  the  solemn  scene 
Elates  the  soul,  while  now  the  rising  Sun 
Flames  on  the  ruins  in  the  purer  air 
Towering  aloft,  upon  the  glittering  plain, 
like  broken  rocks,  a  vast  circumference : 
Rent  palaces,  crush'd  columns,  rifled  moles, 
Fanes  roll*d  on  fanes,  and  tombs  on  buried  tombs. 

Deep  lies  in  dust  the  Theban  obelisk 
Immense  along  the  waste ;  minuter  art, 
Oliconian  forms,  or  Phidian  subtly  fair, 
O'erwbelming ;  as  th'  immense  Leviathan 
The  finny  brood,  when  near  Ieme*8  shoro 
OutBtretch'd,  unwieldy,  his  island-length  appears 
Ahore  the  foamy  flood.     Globose  and  huge, 
Gray  mouldering  temples  swell,  and  wide  o'ercast 
The  solitary  landscape,  hills  and  woods. 
And  boundless  wilds ;  while  the  rine-mantled  brows 
The  pendent  goats  unveil,  regardless  they 
Of  hourly  peril,  though  the  clefted  domes 
IVemble  to  every  wind.     The  pilgrim  oft 
At  dead  of  night,  'mid  his  orison  hears 
Aj^Mst  the  voice  of  Time,  disparting  towers. 
Tumbling  all  precipitate  down-dash'd. 
Rattling  around,  loud  thundering  to  the  Moon ; 
While  murmurs  soothe  each  awful  interval 
Of  ever-ftlUng  waters;  shrouded  Nile, 
Eridanus,  and  Tiber  with  his  twins, 
And  palmy  Euphrates  * ;  they  with  drooping  locks 
Hang  o'er  their  urns,  and  moumftilly  among 
The  plaintive-echoing  ruins  pour  their  streams. 

Tet  here,  adventurous  in  the  sacred  search 
Of  ancient  arts,  the  delicate  of  mind. 
Curious  and  modest,  firom  all  climes  resort 
Ontcful  society  !  with  these  I  raise 
The  foibome  step  up  the  proud  Pklatin, 
llirougfa  Mpiry  cypress  groves,  and  towering  pine, 
Waving  aloft  o'er  the  t»g  ruin's  brows. 
On  numerous  arches  rear'd :  and  frequent  stopp'd. 
The  sunk  ground  startles  me  with  drudful  chaan. 
Breathing  forth  darkness  from  the  vast  profound 
Of  aisles  and  halls,  within  the  mountain's  womb. 
Nor  these  the  nether  works ;  all  these  beneath. 
And  all  beneath  the  vales  and  hills  around, 
Extend  the  caveru'd  sewers,  massy,  firm, 
As  the  Sibylfine  grot  beside  the  dead 
lake  of  Avemus ;  such  the  sewers  huge, 
Whither  the  great  Tarquinian  senius  dooms 
Each  wave  impure ;  and  proud  with  added  rains. 
Hark  bow  the  mi|^ity  billows  lash  their  vaults. 
And  thunder  ;  how  they  heave  their  rocks  in  vain  ! 
^Vngh  now  incessant  time  has  roll'd  around 
A  thousand  vnnters  o'er  the  chaneeftil  world, 
And  yet  a  thousand  since,  th'  indignant  floods 
Roar  loud  in  their  firm  bounds,  and  dash  and  swell, 
In  vain ;  conveyM  to  Tiber's  lowest  wave. 

Hence  over  airy  plains,  by  crystal  founts, 
Tbtt  weave  their  glittering  waves  with  tuneftil  hipse. 
Among  the  sleeky  pebbles,  agate  clear, 
Csnlean  opfattey  and  the  flowery  vein 
Of  orient  jasper,  pleas'd  I  move  along, 
And  vases  bosa'd^  and  huge  inscriptive  stones, 

*  Fountains   at  Rome  adorned  with  the  statues 
rivers. 


And  intermingling  vines ;  and  figur*d  nymphs, 
Floras  and  CUoes  of  delicious  mould, 
Cheerinff  the  dariuiess ;  and  deep  empty  tombs. 
And  deUs,  and  mouldering  shrines,  %idi  old  decay 
Rustic  and  green,  and  wide-embowering  shades, 
Shot  from  the  crooked  clefts  of  nodding  towers. 
A  solemn  wilderness !  with  errour  sweet, 
I  wind  the  lingering  step,  where'er  the  path 
Mazy  conducts  me,  which  the  vulgar  foot 
0*er  sculptures  maim'd  has  made ;  Anubis,  Sphini, 
Idols  of  antique  guise,  and  homed  Pan, 
Terrific,  monstrous  shapes  !  preposterous  gods 
Of  Fear  and  Ignorance,  by  tiie  sculptor's  hand 
Hewn  into  form,  and  wonhipp'd ;  as  e'en  now 
Blindly  they  worship  at  their  breathless  mouths  f 
In  varied  appellations :  men  to  these 
(From  depth  to  depth  in  darkening  errour  fall'n) 
At  length  ascrib'd  th'  inapplicable  name. 

How  doth  it  please  and  fill  the  memory 
With  deeds  of  brave  renown,  while  on  each  hand 
Historic  urns  and  breathing  statues  rise, 
And  speaking  busts  !     Sweet  Sdpio,  Marius  stem, 
Pompey  suporb,  the  spirit-stirring  form 
Of  Cssar  raptur'd  with  the  charm  of  rule 
And  boundless  fame ;  impatient  for  exploits. 
His  eager  eyes  upcast,  he  soars  in  thought 
Above  all  height :  and  his  own  Bratus  see. 
Desponding  Brutus,  dubious  of  the  right. 
In  evil  days,  of  faith,  of  public  weal. 
Solicitous  and  sad.     Thy  next  regard 
Be  Tully's  graceful  attitude ;  imprais'd. 
His  outstretch'd  arm  he  waves,  in  act  to  tpetk 
Before  the  silent  masters  of  the  world. 
And  Eloquence  arrays  him.     There  behold, 
Prepar'd  for  combat  in  the  front  of  war. 
The  pious  brothers ;  jealous  Alba  stands 
In  fearful  expectation  of  the  strife. 
And  youthful  Rome  intent  *.  the  kindred  foes 
Fall  on  each  other's  neek  in  silent  tears ; 
In  sorrowful  benevolence  embrace  — 
Howe'er,  they  soon  unsheath  the  flashing  sword. 
Their  country  calls  to  arms ;  •—  now  all  in  vain 
The  mother  clasps  the  knee,  and  e'en  the  fair 
Now  weeps  in  vain ;  their  country  calk  to  arms. 
Such  vurtue  Clelia,  Codes,  Manlius,  rous'd  : 
Such  were  the  Fabii,  Dedi ;  so  inspir'd. 
The  Scipios  battled,  and  the  Gracchi  spoke : 
So  rose  the  Roman  state.     Me  now,  of  these 
Deep  musing,  high  ambitious  thoughts  inflame 
Greatly  to  serve  my  country,  distant  land. 
And  build  me  virtuous  fame ;  nor  shall  the  dust 
Of  these  fall'n  piles  with  show  of  sad  decay 
Avert  the  good  resolve,  mean  argument 
The  fate  alone  of  matter.  —  Now  the  brow 
We  gain  enraptur'd ;  beauteously  distinct  i 
The  numerous  porticoes  and  domes  upswell. 
With  obelisks  and  cdumns  interpos'd, 
And  pine,  and  fir,  and  oak :  so  fair  a  scene 
Sees  not  the  dervise  from  the  spiral  tomb 
Of  ancient  CSiammos,  while  his  eye  beholds 
Proud  Memphis'  reliques  o'er  th*  Egyptian  pkun : 
Nor  hoary  hermit  from  Hymettus'  brow, 
Though  gracefril  Athens  in  the  vale  beneath. 
Along  the  windings  of  the  Muse's  stream, 
Lucia  Illyssus  weeps  her  silent  schools, 

f  Several  statues  of  the  Pagan  gods  have  been 
converted  into  images  of  saints. 

I  From  the  Palatin  hill  one  sees  most  of  the  re- 
markable antiquidctt. 
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And  giovM^  mmnted  bjr  nfd  or  Mft* 

Amid  the  low  cry  miiu,  hiige»  fupfeiBC^ 

Th'  enormous  amphithettre  beiiold. 

Mountainous  |>ile !  o*cr  whose  capadow 

Pours  the  broiid  finnament  its  vaned  light ; 

While  from  the  central  Boor  the  seats  ascend 

Round  abote  round,  slow-widening  to  the  verge 

A  circuit  vast  and  high ;  nor  less  had  held 

Imperial  Rome,  and  her  attendant  realms, 

When  drunk  with  rule  she  will*d  the  fierce  ddigfat, 

And  op*d  the  gloomy  cayems,  whence  out-rush'd 

Before  th'  innumenble  ibouting  crowd 

The  fterj,  madded,  tyrants  of  the  wilds, 

Lions  and  tygcrs,  wdyes  and  elephants, 

And  desperate  men,  more  fell.     Abhorr*d  intent ! 

By  frequent  con  yet  se  with  familiar  death, 

To  kindle  brutal  daring  apt  for  war ; 

To  lock  the  breast,  and  steel  th*  obdurate  heart 

Amid  die  piercing  cries  of  sore  dittress 

Impenetrable.  —  But  awav  thine  eye ; 

Behold  yon  sleepy  cliff;  the  modem  pile 

Perchance  may  now  delight,  while  that  *,  rever*d 

In  ancient  days,  the  page  alone  dechves, 

Or  narrow  coin  through  dim  cerulean  rust 

The  fiuM  was  Jov«'i,  its  spacious  golden  roof, 

0*er  thick-surrounding  temples  beaming  wide, 

Appear'd,  as  when  above  the  morning  lulls 

Half  the  round  Sun  ascends ;  and  tower*d  aloft, 

Sustain*d  by  rolumns  huge,  hinumerous 

As  cedars  proud  on  Canaan's  verdant  heights 

Darkening  their  idols,  when  Astarte  lur'd 

Too-prosperous  Israel  from  his  living  strength. 

And  next  regard  yon  venerable  dome. 
Which  virtuous  Latium,  with  erroneous  aim, 
Rais*d  to  her  various  deities,  and  nam*d 
Ftotheon ;  plain  and  round ;  of  this  our  world 
Mmstic  emblem ;  with  peculiar  grace 
Before  its  ample  oib,  projected  stands 
Hie  many,  piliar'd  poital :  noblest  work 
Of  human  skill :  here,  curious  architect, 
If  thou  essay'st,  ambitioui,  to  surpass 
Fklladius,  Angelus,  or  British  Jones, 
On  these  fair  walls  extend  the  certain  scale. 
And  turn  th*  instructive  compass :  careful  mark 
How  far  in  hidden  art,  the  poble  plain 
Extends,  and  where  the  lovely  forms  commence 
or  flowing  sculpture :  nor  neglect  to  note 
How  ranoe  the  taper  columns,  and  what  weight 
Their  leafy  brows  sustain :  fair  Corinth  first 
Boasted  their  order,  which  Callimachus 
(Reclining  studious  on  Asopus*  banks 
Beneath  an  urn  of  some  lamentpd  nymph) 
Haplv  compos*d  ;  the  urn  with  foliage  curl'd 
Dunly  conceal*d,  the  chapiter  inform'd. 

See  the  taU  obelisks  firom  Memphis  old. 
One  stone  enormous  each,  or  Thebes  convcy*d ; 
Like  Albion's  spires  they  rush  into  the  skies. 
And  there  the  tcmplef,  where  the  summon*d  state 
In  deep  of  night  oonven'd:  e*en  yet  methinks 
The  vehement  orator  in  rent  attire 
Pertuaaon  poun.  Ambition  sinks  her  crest; 
And  lo  the  villain,  like  a  troubled  sea. 
That  toaKS  up  her  mire !  Ever  di^^*dy 
Shall  T^reaaon  walk?    Shall  proud  Oppression  yoke 
Hie  neck  of  Virtue  ?    Lo  the  wretch,  abash'd, 
Self4ietray*d  Catiline !     O  Liberty, 

*  TheCapitoL 

t  The  Temple  of  Concord,  where  the  senate  met 
on  Catiline's  conspirat^. 


Parent  of  Happinaai,  eriearial  bom ; 

When  the  first  man  became  a  living  aonl. 

His  sacred  genius  thou ;  —be  Britain's  care ; 

¥rith  bar,  secure,  proloog  tfa^  lov*d  retreat ; 

Thenoe  Mess  mankind ;  white  yet  among  her  100% 

E'en  yet  there  are,  to  shield  thme  equal  kws^ 

Whose  bosoms  kindle  at  the  sacred  names 

Of  Cecil,  Raleigh,  Walsingham,  and  Drake. 

May  othen  more  delight  in  tuneful  ain ; 

In  masque  and  dance  excel ;  to  sculptur*d  stone 

Give  with  superior  ddll  the  living  look ; 

More  pompous  piles  erect,  or  pradl  soft 

With  warmer  touch  the  visionary  board : 

But  thou,  thy  nobler  Britons  teach  to  rule ; 

To  check  the  ravaoe  of  tyrannic  sway ; 

To  quell  the  proud ;  to  spread  the  joys  of  peacf^ 

And  various  blessings  of  ingenious  trade. 

Be  these  our  arts ;  and  ever  may  we  guard. 

Ever  defend  thee  with  undaunted  heart  J 

Inestimable  good !  who  ffiv*st  us  TVutfa, 

Whose  hand  upleads  to  hght,  divineat  Thitfa, 

Array'd  in  every  charm :  whoae  hand  benign 

Teaches  unwearied  ToQ  to  dotbe  the  fields, 

And  on  his  various  fruits  inscribes  the  name 

Of  Property:  O  nobly  haU'd  of  old 

By  thy  m^estic  daughters,  Judah  fiur. 

And  TVnis  and  Sidonia,  lovdy  nymphs, 

And  Libya  bright,  and  all-cndianting  Greece, 

Whose  numerous  towns  and  isles,  and  peopled  sstf> 

Rejoic'd  around  her  lyre ;  th*  heroic  note 

(Smit  with  sublime  delight)  Ausonia  caught. 

And  plann'd  imperial  Rome.     Thy  hand  benign 

Rear'd  up  her  towery  battlements  in  strength ; 

Bent  her  wide  bridges  o'er  the  swelling  stream 

Of  Tuscan  Tiber ;  thine  those  solemn  domes 

Devoted  to  the  voice  of  humbler  prayer ! 

And  thine  those  piles  |  undeck'd,  capacious,  vast, 

In  days  of  dearth  where  tender  Cbarity 

Dispens'd  her  timely  succoun  to  the  poor. 

Hiine  too  those  musically  falling  founts. 

To  slake  the  clammy  lip ;  adown  they  &U, 

Musical  ever ;  while  from  yon  blue  hills. 

Dim  in  the  clouds,  the  radiant  aqueducts 

Turn  their  innumerable  arches  o'er 

The  spacious  desert,  brightening  in  the  Sun, 

Proud  and  more  proud  in  their  august  approach: 

High  o'er  irriguous  vales  and  woods  and  townt, 

Glide  the  soft  whispering  waten  in  the  wind. 

And  here  united  pour  their  silver  streams 

Among  the  figur'd  rocks,  in  murmurii^  falls. 

Musical  ever.     Hiese  thy  beauteous  works: 

And  what  beside  felicity  could  tell 

Of  human  benefit :  more  late  the  rest ; 

At  various  times  their  turrets  chanc'd  to  rise, 

When  impious  Tyranny  vouchsaf 'd  to  smile. 

Behold  by  Tiber's  flood,  where  modem  Remc§ 
Couches  beneath  the  ruins :  there  of  old 
With  arms  and  trophies  gleam'd  the  field  of  Msn: 
There  to  their  daily  sports  the  noble  youth 
Rush'd  emulous ;  to  fling  the  pointed  lance ; 
To  vault  the  steed ;  or  with  the  kindling  wheel 
In  dusty  whirlwinds  sweep  the  trembling  goal ; 
Or,  wrestling,  cope  with  advene  swdUitf  bresftSi 
Strong  grappling  arms,  dose  heads,  and  msiant  fet^i 
Or  clash  the  lifM  gauntlets :  there  they  fbnn'd 
Their  ardent  virtues :  in  the  bosiy  pilas, 


\  The  public  I, 
$  Modem  Rome  stands  chiefly  00  tbt  old  Cff»^ 
pus  Martins. 
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Hk  prond  triumphal  tfchef ;  all  their  wars, 
Hiatr  oooquetts,  honoun,  in  the  tcalptiiRs  Kte. 
And  ne  fttun  ererj  gate  those  ancient  roads, 
With  tombs  high  'vei^'d,  the  solemn  paths  of  Fame: 
Dnem  they  not  re^rd?     O'er  whose  broad  flints 
Such  crowds  have  roll'd,  so  many  storms  of  war ; 
So  many  pomps ;  so  many  womkring  realms : 
Tct  itOl  thrmigh  mountains  pierc*^  o'er  ralleys 

lais'd. 
In  even  state,  to  distant  seas  around,         [Peace  *, 
Vaej  stretch  their  pavements.      Lo,  the  &ne  of 
Bdh  by  that  prince,  who  to  the  trust  of  power 
Wss  honest,  the  delight  of  human-kind. 
Hues  nodding  aisles  remain ;  the  rest  a  heap 
Of  sand  and  weeds;  her  shrines,  her  radiant  rooft. 
And  columns  proud,  that  from  her  qpacious  floor. 
As  from  a  shiidng  sea,  migestic  rose 
A  hundred  foot  aloft,  like  stately  beech 
Around  the  brim  of  Dion's  gkny  lake, 
Ghsmung  the  mimic  painter :  on  the  walls 
Hung  Scdem's  sacred  spoils ;  the  solden  board. 
And  golden  trumpets,  now  conced'd,  entomb'd 
Bj  the  sunk  roof.  —  O'er  which  in  distant  view 
Th'  Etruscan  nunintains  swell,  with  ruins  crown'd 
Of  aodent  towns ;  and  bhie  Soracte  spires. 
Wrapping  his  sides  in  tempests.     Eastward  hence, 
Nigh  where  the  Cestian  pyramid  f  divides 
Hk  mouldering  wall,  b^ond  yon  fabric  huge, 
Whose  dust  the  solenm  antiquarian  turns. 
And  thence,  in  broken  sculptures  cast  abroad. 
Like  Sibyl's  leaves,  collects  the  builder's  name 
Aejoic'd,  and  the  green  medals  frequent  found 
Doom  Caracalla  to  perpetual  feme : 
Hie  stately  pines,  that  spread  their  branches  wide 
In  the  dun  ruins  of  its  ample  halls  |, 
Appear  but  tufts ;  as  may  whate'er  is  high 
8mk  in  comparison,  minute  and  vile. 

Ihese,  and  unnumber'd,  yet  their  brows  uplift. 
Bent  of  their  graces ;  as  Britannia's  oaks 
On  Merlin's  mount,  or  Snowdon's  rugged  sides, 
Stand  in  the  clouds,  their  branches  scatter'd  round. 
After  the  tempest ;  Mausoletmis,  Cirques, 
Nsumachios,  Forums ;  Trajan's  column  tall, 
fnm  whose  low  base  the  sculptures  wind  aloft. 
And  lead  through  various  toil%  up  the  rough  steep. 
Its  hero  to  the  udes :  and  his  dark  tower  § 
^Vhose  execrable  hand  the  city  fir'd,' 
And  while  the  dreadftil  conflagration  blax'd, 
Play*d  to  the  flames ;  and  Phoebus'  letter'd  dome  Q ; 
And  the  rough  reliques  of  Cannae's  street, 
Where  now  tbo  shepherd  to  his  nibbling  sheep 
Stti  piping  witfi  hia  oaten  reed ;  as  erst 
Ihere  pip'd  the  ahepherd  to  his  nibbling  sheep. 
When  th*  humble  roof  Anchises'  son  explor'd  , 
Of  ^ood  Evander,  wealth-despising  king, 
Anud  the  thickets  :  so  revolves  the  scene ; 
So  Time  ordains,  who  roUs  the  things  of  pride 
P^<om  dnst  agsdn  to  dust.     Behold  that  heap 
Of  Bouldering  urns  (their  ashes  blown  away, 
I>uat  of  the  mighty)  the  same  story  tell ; 
And  at  its  iMae,  ftmn  whence  the  serpent  glides 
IWn  tiie  green  desert  street,  yon  hoary  monk 
I^smenti  the  same,  the  vision  as  he  views. 
The  sditary,  ailent,  solemn  scene, 

*  Begun  by^  VeifMsian,  and  finished  by  Titus. 
t  The  tomb  of  Cestius,  partly  within  and  partly 
without  the  walls. 
\  The  hatha  of  CSnacalla,  a  vast  rum. 
i  Ncro*ft.  I     The  Fklatin  libraiy. 


Where  Oesan^  heroes,  peasants,  hermits  He, 

Blended  in  dust  together ;  where  the  slave 

Rests  from  his  labours ;  where  th'  insulting  proud 

Resigns  his  power;  tiie  miser  drops  his  hoard; 

Where  human  felly  sleeps.  —  Thcoe  is  a  mood, 

(I  sing  not  to  the  vacant  and  the  youngs) 

There  is  a  kindly  mood  of  mdancholy. 

That  wings  the  soul,  and  points  her  to  the  skies ; 

When  tribulation  dothes  the  child  of  man. 

When  age  descends  with  sorrow  to  the  graven 

'T  is  sn^edy-soothing  sympathy  to  pain, 

A  gently-wakening  cell  to  health  and  ease. 

How  musical !  when  all-devouring  Time, 

Here  sitting  on  his  throne  of  ruins  hoar, 

Whfle  win£  and  tempests  sweep  his  various  lyre, 

How  sweet  thy  diapason,  Melandudy ! 

Cool  evening  comes  ;  the  setting  Sun  displays 

His  visible  great  round  between  yon  towers. 

As  through  two  shady  cUflfk ;  away,  my  Muse, 

Though  yet  the  prospect  pleases,  ever  new 

In  vast  variety,  and  yet  delight 

Hie  many-figur'd  sculptures  of  the  path 

Half  beauteous,  half  eflfoc'd ;  the  traveller 

Such  antique  marbles  to  his  native  land 

Oft  hence  conveys ;  and  every  realm  and  state 

With  Rome's  augiut  renuins,  heroes  and  gods» 

Deck  their  long  galleries  and  winding  groves ; 

Yet  miss  we  not  th'  innumerable  thefts. 

Yet  still  proftise  of  graces  teems  the  waste. 

Suffice  it  now  th'  Esquilian  mount  to  reach 
With  weary  wing,  and  seek  the  sacred  rests 
Of  Maro's  humble  tenement ;  a  low 
Plain  wall  remains ;  a  little  sun-gOt  heap. 
Grotesque  and  wild ;  the  gourd  uid  olive  brown 
Weave  the  light  roof:  the  gourd  and  oUve  fan 
Their  amorous  foliage,  mingUng  with  the  vine, 
Who  drops  her  purple  clusters  through  the  green* 
Here  let  me  lie,  with  pleasing  fimcy  sooth'd : 
Here  flow'd  his  fountain ;  here  his  laurels  srew ; 
Here  oft  the  meek  good  man,  ^be  lofty  bard 
Fram'd  the  celestial  sons,  or  social  walk'd 
With  Horace  and  the  rmer  of  the  world : 
Happy  Augustus !  who,  so  well  inspir'd, 
Couldst  throw  thy  pomps  and  royalties  aside^ 
Attentive  to  the  wise,  the  great  of  soul, 
And  dignify  thy  mind.     'Durice  glorious  days. 
Auspicious  to  the  Muses !  then  rever'd, 
Then  hallow'd  was  the  fount,  or  secret  shades 
Or  open  mountain,  or  whatever  scene 
The  poet  chose,  to  tune  th'  ennobling  rhyme 
Melodious ;  e'en  the  rugged  sons  of  war. 
E'en  the  rude  hinds  rever'd  the  poet's  name : 
But  now  —  another  age,  alas !  is  ours  — 
Yet  will  the  Muse  a  little  longer  soar. 
Unless  the  clouds  of  care  weigh  doTm  her  win^ 
Since  Nature's  stores  are  shut  with  cruel  hand,      , 
And  each  aggrieves  his  brother ;  since  in  vain 
The  thirsty  pilgrim  at  the  fountain  asks     [dain.  — 
Th'  o'erflowing  wave  —  Enough  —  the  plaint  dis- 

See'st  thou  yon  £uie  ?  *  e'en  now  incessant  time 
Sweeps  her  low  mouldering  marbles  to  die  dust ; 
And  Phoebus'  temple,  nodding  with  its  woods, 
Threatens  huge  ruin  o'er  the  small  rotund. 
'T  was  there  beneath  a  fig-tree's  umbrage  broad, 
Th'  astonish'd  swains  with  reverend  awe  beheld 
Thee,  O  Quirinus,  and  thy  brother-twin, 
Piresring  the  teat  within  a  monster's  grasp 

•  The  temple  of  Romulus  and  Remus  under 
Mount  Pklatin.  /-  ^  ■ 
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SportiTe ;  while  oft  Uw  gaunt  tnd  rugged  wolf 
TurnM  her  stretch*d  neck  and  fonnMyour  tender 

limbs; 
So  taught  of  Jove  e*en  the  fell  savage  fed 
Your  sacred  in&ncies,  your  virtues,  toils, 
The  conquests,  glories,  of  th*  Ausonian  state, 
Wrapped  in  their  secret  seeds.     Each  kindred  soul, 
Robust  and  stout,  ye  grapple  to  your  hearts, 
And  little  Rome  appears.     Her  cots  arise, 
Green  twigs  of  osier  weave  the  slender  walls. 
Green  rushes  spread  the  roofs ;  and  here  and  there 
Opens  beneath  the  rock  the  gloomy  cave. 
Elate  with  joy  Etruscan  Tiber  views 
Her  spreading  scenes  enamelling  his  waves. 
Her  huts  and  hollow  dells,  and  flocks  and  herds, 
And  gathering  swains ;  and  rolls  his  yellow  car 
To  Neptune's  court  with  noore  mi^estic  train. 

Her  speedy  growth  alarm'd  the  states  around, 
Jealous ;  yet  soon,  by  wondrous  virtue  won, 
They  sink  into  her  bosom.     From  the  plough 
Rose  her  dictators ;  fought,  o'ercame,  returned. 
Yes,  to  the  plough  retum*d,  and  hailM  their  peers ; 
For  then  no  private  pomp,  no  household  state. 
The  public  only  swell'd  the  generous  breast. 
Who  has  not  heard  the  Fabian  heroes  sung  ? 
Dentatus*  scars,  or  Mutius*  flaming  hand  ? 
How  Manlius  sav*d  the  Capitol  ?  the  choice 
Of  steady  Regulus  ?     As  yet  they  stood, 
Simple  of  life ;  as  yet  seducing  wealth 
Was  unexplor'd,  and  shame  of  poverty 
Yet  unimagin*d.  —  Shine  not  til  the  fields 
With  various  fruitage?  murmur  not  the  brooks 
Along  the  flowery  valleys  ?     They,  content. 
Feasted  at  Nature*s  hand,  indelicate, 
Blithe,  in  their  easy  taste ;  and  only  sought 
To  know  their  duties ;  that  their  only  strife, 
TTieir  generous  strife,  and  greatly  to  perform. 
They  through  all  shapes  of  peril  and  of  pain, 
Intent  on  honour^  dar'd  in  thickest  death 
To  snatch  the  glorious  deed.     Nor  Trebia  queird, 
Kor  Thrasymene,  nor  Cann«*s  bloody  field, 
Tlieir  dauntless  courage ;  storming  Hannibal 
In  vain  the  thunder  or  the  battle  roll'd, 
The  thunder  of  the  battle  they  retum'd 
Back  on  his  Punic  shores ;  till  Carthage  fell. 
And  danger  fled  afar.     The  city  gleam*d 
With  precious  sp<Hls :  alas,  prosperity  ! 
Ah,  baneful  state !  yet  ebb*d  not  all  their  strength 
In  soft  luxurious  pleasures ;  proud  desire 
Of  boundless  sway,  and  feverish  thirst  of  gold, 
Rous'd  them  again  to  battle.     Beauteous  Greece, 
Tom  from  her  joys,  in  vain  witli  languid  arm 
Half  rais*d  her  rusty  shield ;  nor  could  avail 
The  sword  of  Dada,  nor  the  Parthian  dart ; 
Nor  yet  the  car  of  that  fiun*d  British  chief, 
WUdi  seven  brave  years,  beneath  the  doubtful  wing 
Of  Victory,  dreadful  roird  its  griding  wheeb 
Over  the  bloody  war :  the  Ronum  arms 
TViumph'd,  till  Fame  was  silent  to  their  foes. 

And  now  the  world  unrivall'd  they  enjoy'd 
In  proud  security :  the  crested  helm. 
The  plated  greave  and  corslet  hung  unbraced ; 
Nor  cknk'd  their  arms,  the  spear  and  sounding  shield, 
But  on  the  glittering  trophy  to  the  wind. 

Dissolved  in  ease  and  soft  delights  they  lie, 
Till  every  sun  annoys,  and  every  wind 
Has  chilling  force,  and  every  rain  oflfends : 
For  now  the  frame  no  more  is  girt  witli  strength 
Masculine,  nor  in  lustiness  of  heart 
L&ughs  a(*the  winter  storm,  and  sununer-bcam, 
Superior  to  their  rage  :  enfeebling  vice 


Withers  each  nenrc^  and  openi  every  pore 
To  painful  feeling :  flowery  bowers  they  seek 
(As  ether  prompts,  as  the  sick  seise  approves) 
Or  cool  Nymphean  grots ;  or  tepid  baths 
(Taught  by  tlie  soft  lonians)  ;  they,  along 
The  lawny  vale,  of  every  beauteous  stone, 
Pile  in  the  roseat  air  with  fond  expense : 
Through  silver  channels  glide  the  vagrant  waves 
And  f^  on  silver  beds  c^rstalline  down, 
Melodious  murmuring  ;  while  Luxury 
Over  their  naked  limbs  with  wanton  lumd 
Sheds  roses,  odours,  sheds  unheeded  bane. 

Swift  is  the  flight  of  wealth ;  unnumber*d  wants, 
Brood  of  voluptuousness,  cry  out  aloud 
Necessity,  and  seek  the  splendid  bribe. 
The  citron  board,  the  bowl  emboss'd  with  ma^ 
And  tender  foliage  wildly  wreathed  around 
Of  seeming  ivy,  by  that  artful  hand, 
Corinth^  Therides ;  whate*er  is  known 
Of  rarest  acquisition ;  Tyrian  garbs, 
Neptunian  Albion's  high  testaceous  food. 
And  flavour'd  Chian  wines  with  incense  fum*d 
To  sbke  patrician  thirst ;  for  these,  their  rights 
In  the  vile  streets  they  prostitute  to  sale. 
Their  ancient  rights,  their  dignities,  their  laws, 
Hidr  native  glorious  freedom.     Is  there  none, 
Is  there  no  villain,  that  will  iHnd  the  neck 
Stretch*dtotheyoke?  they  come;  the  market  tfaraogi. 
But  who  has  most  by  fraud  or  force  amassed  ? 
Who  most  can  charm  corruption  with  bis  doles? 
He  be  the  monarch  of  the  state ;  and  lo ! 
Didius  *,  vile  usurer,  through  the  crowd  hemooals 
Beneath  his  feet  the  Roman  eagle  cowers. 
And  the  red  arrows  fill  his  grasp  uncouth. 
O  Britons,  O  my  countrymen,  beware ; 
Gird,  gird  your  hearts ;  the  Romans  once  were  fie^ 
Were  brave,  were  virtuous.  —  Tyranny,  howe*er, 
Ddgn*d  to  walk  forth  awhile  in  pageant  state. 
And  with  licentious  pleasures  fed  the  rout, 
Hie  thoughtless  many :  to  the  wanton  sound 
Of  fifes  and  drums  they  danc*d,  or  in  the  sfaede 
Sung  Cesar,  great  and  terrible  in  war. 
Immortal  Cienr !    Lo,  a  god,  a  god. 
He  cleaves  the  yidding  skies  !     Clear  meanwhik 
Gathers  the  ocean  pebbles ;  or  the  gnat 
Enrag'd  pursues ;  or  at  his  londy  meal 
Starves  a  wide  province ;  tastes,  dislikes,  and  flings 
To  dogs  and  sycophants.     A  god,  a  god ! 
The  flowery  shades  and  shrines  obscene  return. 

But  see  dong  the  north  the  tempests  swell 
0*er  the  rough  Alps,  and  darken  dl  their  snows ! 
Sudden  the  Goth  and  Vandal,  dreaded  names, 
Rush  as  the  breach  of  waters,  whelming  all 
Their  domes,  their  villas ;  down  the  festive  piles 
Down  fall  their  Parian  porches,  gilded  baths, 
And  roll  before  the  storm  in  clouds  of  dust. 

Vain  end  of  human  strength,  of  human  skill. 
Conquest,  and  triumph,  and  domain,  and  ^aap, 
And  ease,  and  luxury  !     O  Luxury, 
Bane  of  elated  life,  of  affluent  states. 
What  dreary  change,  what  ruin  is  not  thine? 
How  doth  thy  bowl  intoxicate  the  mind ! 
To  the  soft  entrance  of  thy  rosy  cave 
How  dost  thou  lure  the  fortunate  and  great ! 
Dreadful  attraction  !  while  behind  thee  gapes 
Th*  unfathomable  gulph  where  Asber  lies 
0*erwhelm*d,  forgotten  ;  and  bigb-boasting  €!■&  ; 
And  Elam's  haughty  pomp ;  and  beauteous  Greece; 
And  the  great  queen  of  Eartl^  impend  Rone. 

*  Didius  JuHanus,  who  bought  the  empire. 


Aius,  who  bought  the  onp 
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WILLIAM  SHENSTONE. 


William  Shbkstoitx,  a  popular  and  agreeable 
poet,  was  bom  at  Hales-Owen,  Shropshire,  in  1714. 
His  fiither  was  an  uneducated  gentleman  fanner, 
who  cultivated  an  estate  of  his  own,  called  the  Lea- 
uwes.  William,  after  passing  through  other  in- 
structioD,  was  removed  to  that  of  a  clergyman  at 
Solihull)  from  whom  he  acquired  a  fund  of  clasncal 
litorsture,  together  with  a  taste  for  the  best  English 
writers.  In  1732  he  was  entered  of  Pembroke 
College,  Oxford,  where  he  formed  one  of  a  set  of 
young  men  who  met  in  the  evenings  at  one  another's 
chambers,  and  read  English  works  in  polite  litera- 
ture. He  also  began  to  exercise  Ids  poetical  talent 
upon  some  light  topics ;  but  coming  to  the  posses- 
sion of  his  paternal  property,  with  some  augment- 
atioo,  be  indulged  himself  in  rural  retirement,  and 
forgetting  his  oills  to  college  residence,  he  took  up 
his  abode  at  a  house  of  his  own,  and  commenced 
gentleman.  In  1737  he  printed  anonymously  a 
nnall  vidume  of  juvenile  poems,  which  was  little 
noticed.  His  first  visit  to  London,  in  1740,  intro- 
dooed  him  to  the  acquaintance  of  Doddey,  who 
printed  his  **  Judgment  of  Hercules,"  dedicated  to 
Us  Hagley  neighbour,  Mr.  (afterwards  Lord)  Uttle- 
too.  It  vras  followed  by  a  work  written  before  it, 
**  Hie  School-mistress,**  a  piece  in  Spenser's  style 
and  stanxa,  the  heroine  of  which  was  a  village 
dagatf  supposed  to  have  eiven  him  his  first  instruc- 
tioD.  The  vein  of  benevolence  and  good  sense,  and 
tiw  toucbea  of  the  pathetic,  by  which  this  perform- 
anee  is  characterised,  render  it  extrembly  pleasmg, 
and  perfa^s  place  it  at  the  head  of  his  compositioiis. 
After  amusing  himself  with  a  few  rambles  to 
places  of  public  resort,  Shenstone  now  sat  down  to 


the  life  which  he  invariably  pursued,  and  whidi 
consisted  in  improving  the  picturesque  beauties  of 
the  Leasowes,  exercising  his  pen  in  casual  eff\isions 
of  verse  and  prose,  and  cultivating  such  society  as 
lay  withm  his  reach.  The  fiune  of  the  Leasowes 
was  widely  spread  by  an  elaborate  description  of 
Dodsley's,  which  drew  multitudes  of  visitors  to  the 
place ;  and  the  house  being  originally  only  a  farm, 
became  inadequate  to  his  grounds,  and  required  en- 
Urgement  Hence  he  lay  continually  under  the 
pressure  of  narrow  circumstances,  which  preyed 
upon  his  spirits,  and  rendered  him  by  no  means  a 
happy  inhabitant  of  Che  little  Eden  he  had  created. 
Gray,  from  the  perusal  of  his  letters,  deduces  the 
following,  perhi^  too  satirical,  account  "  Poor 
man !  he  was  always  wishing  for  money,  for  fiune^ 
and  other  distinctions;  and  his  whole  philosophy 
consisted  in  living  against  his  will  in  retirement^ 
and  in  a  pbice  which  his  taste  had  adorned,  but 
which  he  only  enioyed  when  people  of  note  came  to 
see  and  commend  it." 

Shenstone  died  of  a  fever  in  February,  1763,  in 
his  fiftieth  year,  and  was  interred  in  the  church- 
yard of  Hales-Owen.  Monuments  to  his  memory 
were  erected  by  several  persons  who  loved  the  man, 
and  esteemed  his  poetry.  Of  the  latter,  the  general 
opinion  is  now  nearly  uniform.  It  is  r^^arded  as 
commonly  correct,  elegant,  melodious,  and  tender 
in  sentiment,  and  often  pleasinc  and  natural  in  de- 
scription, but  verging  to  the  Unguid  and  feeble. 
His  prose  writings,  published  in  a  separate  volume, 
display  good  sense  and  cultivated  taste,  and  some- 
times contain  new  and  acute  observations  on  maiw 
kind. 
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IM    IMRATION  OF   SPSMSSB. 

Auditse  voces,  vagitus  et  ingens, 
fafantinaquc  animse  flentes  in  limine  primo.  Vieo. 

jtdoertisemtnt. 

What  particulars  in  Spenser  were  imagined  most 
proper  for  tbe  author's  imitation  on  tUs  occasion, 
am  his  language,  his  simplicity,  his  manner  of 
description,  aim  a  peculiar  tenderness  of  senti- 
ment remarkable  throughout  his  works. 

An  me !  ftill  sordy  is  my  heart  fisrLom, 
To  tfabk  how  modest  Worth  neglected  Ika 
^^bile  partial  Fame  doth  with  her  blasts  adorn 
Soch  deeds  alone,  as  pride  and  pomp  disguise ; 
,    Deeds  of  ill  sort,  and  mischievous  emprise; 


Lend  me  thy  clarion,  goddess!  let  me  try 
To  sound  the  praise  of  Merit,  ere  it  dies, 
Such  as  I  oft  have  chaunced  to  espy, 
Lost  in  the  dreary  shades  of  dull  Obscurity. 

In  every  village  mark'd  with  little  spire, 
Embower*d  in  trees,  and  hardly  known  to  Fame, 
There  dwells  in  lowly  shed,  and  mean  atdre, 
A  matron  old,  whom  we  SchooUmistress  name ; 
Who  boasts  unruly  brats  with  burdi  to  tame ; 
Unj  grieven  sore,  in  piteous  durance  pent. 
Aw  d  by  the  power  of  this  relentless  dame; 
And  oft-times,  on  vagaries  idly  bent. 
For  unkempt  hair,  or  tau  unconn'd,  are  sorely  shenC 

And  all  in  sight  doth  rise  a  birchen  tree. 
Which  Learning  near  her  little  dome  did  stowe ; 
Whilom  a  twig  of  small  regard  to  see, 
Diougfa  now  so  wide  its  waving  brandies  flow  ; 
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And  vork  the  simple  vaaal's  mickle  woe ; 
For  IMC  a  wind  might  cuii  the  leaves  that  blew, 
But  their  limbs  shudder'd,  and  dieir  pulse  best 

low; 
And  as  they  look'd  they  found  their  borrour  grew. 
And  sfaap'd  it  into  rods,  and  tingled  at  the  view. 

So  have  I  seen  (who  has  not,  may  conceive) 

A  lifeless  phantom  near  a  garden  pkc'd ; 

So  doth  it  wanton  birds  of  peace  bereave, 

Of  sport,  of  song,  of  pleasure,  of  repast; 

They  start,  they  star^  they  wheel,  they  look 

a^;faast; 
Sad  servitude!  such  comfortless  annoy 
May  no  bold  Briton's  riper  age  e'er  taste  1 
Ne  superstition  clog  his  dance  of  joy. 
No  vision  empty,  vain,  his  native  blus  destroy. 

Netf  to  this  dome  is  found  a  patch  so  green. 
On  which  the  tribe  their  gambols  do  display ; 
And  at  the  door  imprisoning-board  u  seen, 
Lest  wesklv  wights  of  smaller  size  should  stray ; 
Eager,  perdie,  to  bask  in  sunny  day ! 
The  noises  intermixed,  which  thence  resound, 
Do  Learning's  little  tenement  betray ; 
Where  sits  the  dame,  disguis'd  in  look  profound. 
And  eyes  her  fiury  throng,  and  turns  her  wheel 
aroimd. 

Her  cap,  far  whiter  than  the  driven  snow. 
Emblem  right  meet  of  decency  does  yield : 
Her  apron  dy'd  in  grain,  as  blue,  I  trowe. 
As  is  the  hare-beU  that  adorns  the  field : 
And  in  her  hand,  for  sceptre,  she  does  wield 
Tway  birchen  sprays ;  with  anxious  fear  entwin'd. 
With  dark  distrust,  and  sad  rep«ntance  fill'd ; 
And  sted&st  hate,  and  sharp  affliction  join'd. 
And  fury  uncontroul'd,  and  chastisement  unkind. 

Few  but  have  ken'd,  in  semblance  meet  pour- 

tray'd, 
The  childish  faces  of  old  EoPs  train ; 
Libs,  Notus,  Auster :  these  in  frowns  array'd. 
How  then  would  fare  or  Earth,  or  Sky,  or  Main, 
Were  the  stem  god  to  give  his  slaves  the  rein? 
And  were  not  die  rebdlious  breasts  to  quell. 
And  were  not  she  her  statutes  to  maintain. 
Hie  cot  no  more,  I  ween,  were  deem'd  the  cell. 
Where  comely  peace  of  mind,  and  decent  order  dwelL 

A  russet  stole  was  o'er  her  shoulders  thrown ; 
A  russet  kirtle  fenc'd  the  nipping  air ; 
'T  was  simple  russet,  but  it  was  her  own ; 
'T  was  her  own  country  bred  the  flock  so  fiur ! 
*T  was  her  own  labour  did  the  fleece  prepare ; 
And,  sooth  to  say,  her  pupils,  rang'd  around, 
Through  pious  awe,  did  term  it  passing  rsre; 
For  they  in  gaping  wonderment  abound. 
And  think,  no  doubt,  she  been  the  greatest  wight  on 
ground. 

Albeit  ne  flattery  did  coirupt  her  truth, 
Ne  pompous  title  did  debauch  her  ear; 
Goody,  good-woman,  sossip,  n'aunt,  fbrsooth; 
Or  dune,  the  sole  additions  she  did  hear; 
Yet  these  she  challeng'd,  these  she  held  right  dear : 
Ne  would  esteem  him  act  as  mought  behove^ 
Who  should  not  honour'd  eld  with  these  reven: 
For  never  title  yet  so  mean  could  proves 
But  there  was  eke  a  mind  which  did  that  title  lovep 


One  ancient  hen  she  took  deKgfat  to  fM, 
The  plodding  pattern  of  the  busy  dame ; 
Whidi,  ever  and  anon,  impell'd  by  need. 
Into  her  school,  begirt  vridi  chickens,  came ! 
Such  fiivour  did  her  past  deportment  daim : 
And,  if  Neglect  had  lavish'd  on  the  ground 
Fragment  of  bread,  she  would  collect  the  ssme; 
For  well  she  knew^  and  quaindy  could  expound, 
What  sin  it  were  to  waste  the  smallest  crumb  she 
found. 

Herbs  too  she  knew,  and  wellof  eadi  could  spesk 
That  in  her  garden  sipp'd  the  silvery  dew; 
Where  no  vain  flower  disdos'd  a  gaudy  streak ; 
But  herbs  for  use,  and  physic,  not  a  few. 
Of  grey  renown,  within  those  borders  grew: 
The  tufled  basil,  pun-provoking  thyme. 
Fresh  baum,  and  marygold  of  cheerfVd  hue ; 
The  lowly  gill,  that  never  dares  to  dimb ; 
And  more  I  fain  would  sing,  disdaining  here  to 
rhyme. 

Yet  euphrasy  may  not  be  lefb  unsung, 
That  gives  mm  eyes  to  wander  leagues  around; 
And  pungent  radish,  biting  infants*  tongue ; 
And  plantain  ribb'd,  that  hrals  the  reaper's  wound; 
And  maijoram  sweet,  in  shepherd's  posie  found ; 
And  lavender,  whose  spikes  of  azure  bloom 
Shall  be,  ere-wMle,  in  arid  bundles  bound. 
To  lurk  amidst  the  labours  of  her  loom. 
And  crown  her  kerchiefk  clean,  with  mickle  rsre  paw 
fume. 

And  here  trim  rosemarine,  that  whilom  cnwn'd 
The  daintiest  garden  of  the  proudest  peer ; 
Ere,  driven  firom  its  envied  site^  it  found 
A  sacred  shelter  for  its  branches  here ; 
Where  edg'd  with  gold  its  glittering  skirts  mar, 
Oh  wassel  days !  O  customs  meet  and  wett] 
Ere  this  was  banish'd  fitnn  its  lofty  sphert: 
Simplicity  then  sought  this  humble  cell,  [dwdi 
Nor  ever  would  she  more  vrith  thane  and  lofdUqg 

Here  oft  the  dame,  on  Sabbath's  decent  eve^ 
Hymned  such  psalms  as  Stemhold  Ibtth  did  awl% 
If  winter  't  were,  she  to  her  hearth  did  dcavc^ 
But  in  her  sarden  found  a  summer-seat: 
Sweet  melody !  to  hear  her  then  repeat 
How  Israel's  sons,  beneath  a  foreign  kin^ 
While  taunting  foe-men  did  a  song  entreat. 
All,  for  the  nonce,  untuning  every  string, 
Uphung  their  useless  lyres  — miaU  heart  had  llMy 
to  sing. 

For  she  was  just,  and  friend  to  virtuous  lotfv 
And  pass'd  much  time  in  truly  firtnous  deed ; 
And  in  those  elfins*  ears,  would  ofl  deplore 
'  The  timM,  when  IVuth  by  Popish  ragedid bleed; 
And  tortious  death  was  true  Devotion's  meed; 
And  simple  Faith  in  iron  chains  did  mouni. 
That  nould  on  wooden  image  place  her  creed; 
And  lawny  saints  in  smouldorinc  flaniea  didbM: 
Ah!  dearest  Lord,  forelend,  thill  days  diouldi^sr 
return. 

In  elbow-diair,  like  diat  of  Scottish  stem 
By  the  sharp  tooth  of  cankering  e)d  defrc'd^ 
In  vrhich,  when  he  receives  his  diadem. 
Our  sovereign  prince  and  Uef^  Ucge  is  plae*4 
Iba  matron  sate;  and aoiiMrw^n^ she  grac*4 
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(Theworce  of  cfaildren'i  and  of  oourden*  pride !) 
JBMlreit'd  a0h>iit8,  ftir  vilt  afironts  there  pessM ; 
And  warn'd  them  not  the  fretful  to  derid^ 
But  lore  each  other  deer,  whatever  them  belkk 

Right  weQ  ahe  knew  each  temper  to  detciy ; 
To  thwart  the  proud,  and  the  submiia  to  laiae; 
Some  with  yile  oopper-priae  exalt  on  high, 
And  soooe  entice  with  pittance  anall  of  praiae^ 
And  other  some  with  balefiil  iprig  she  'fhiys : 
£*en  abaent,  she  the  reina  of  power  doth  hold. 
While  with  quaint  arte  the  giddy  crowd  she  sways : 
Forewam'd,  if  little  bird  their  praaka  b^oU, 
Twill  whisper  in  her  ear,  and  all  the  scene  unfold. 

Lo  now  with  state  she  utters  the  command ! 
Eftsoons  the  urchins  to  thehr  tasks  repair ; 
'llieir  books  of  stature  small  they  take  in  haod^ 
Which  with  pellucid  horn  secured  are» 
To  save  from  finger  wet  the  letters  fiiin 
Ihe  work  so  gay  that  on  their  back  is  seen, 
St  George's  hi^  achievements  does  declare ; 
On  which  tfailk  wif^  that  haa  y-gaxiag  been, 
Kensthe  ibitb-coming  nkl,  unpleuing  sif^  I  ween ! 

Ah  Juckleaa  be,  and  bom  beneath  the  beam 
Of  evil  star !  it  irks  me  whilst  I  write : 
As  erst  the  bard  *  by  MuUa's  silver  stream, 
Of^  aa  ha  told  of  deadly  dobroua  plight, 
Sigh*d  aa  he  sung,  and  did  in  tears  indite. 
I  For  brandishing  the  rod,  she  doth  b^pn 
To  looee  the  brogues,  tbe  stripling's  late  delight ! 
And  down  tfaey  drop ;  appears  hb  dainty  akm. 
Fair  aa  the  furry-coat  of  wlutest  ermilin. 

O  rutfaiul  aoene !  when  from  a  nook  obacuva, 
His  little  sister  doth  his  peril  see : 
Allplajlul  aaahesata^  she  grows  demure ; 
She  finds  full  aoon  her  wonted  qpirita  flea  | 
She  meditatea  a  prayer  to  set  him  free : 
Nor  gentle  pardon  could  this  dame  deny 
(If  gentle  pardon  could  with  dames  agree) 
To  bsr  aad  giief  that  swells  in  either  eye, 
And  winga  ber  ao  that  all  for  pity  she  could  dye. 

No  loogier  can  she  now  her  shrieka  command; 
And  hardly  ahe  forbears,  through  awfbl  fear, 
To  raafacn  fioitl^  and,  with  presumptuous  hand, 
To  stay  harah  Justice  in  its  mid  career. 
On  thee  ahe  calls,  on  thee  her  parent  dear ! 
(Ah!  too  romote  to  ward  the  shameful  blow !) 
She  aeea  no  kind  domestic  visage  near, 
And  aoon  a  Aoodof  tears  begins  to  flow ; 
Aad  givea  a  looaa  at  Uat  to  unavailing  woe* 

Bat  ah!  wliat  pen  hia  piteous  pHgfat  may  trace? 
Or  what  device  hia  loud  lamenta  explain? 
The  form  unoouth  of  his  diwuiaed  fiuse  ? 
Hie  pallid  hue  that  dyes  his  boks  amain  ? 
Ihe  plentecNia  shower  that  doea  bis  cheek  distain  ? 
Wbn  he^  in  abject  vriae,  implores  the  dame, 
Ne  hopeth  aught  of  sweet  reprieve  to  gain ; 
Or  when  from  high  she  levela  vrell  her  aim. 
And,  tfarougli   th^  thatch,  bis  criea  each  fidling 
aCvoke  paodainu 

The  other  tribe,  aghaat,  with  sore  dismay, 
AUnip  and  oeon  thebr  taska  with  mickle  care: 

•  Spenser. 


By  tums^  aafeony'd,  every  twis  survey. 
And,  from  their  foUowa*  hatsml  wounds,  beware ; 
Knowing,  I  wist,  bow  each  the  aame  may  share ; 
Till  fear  baa  tau^  them  a  pcrfbraBaace  mee^ 
And  to  the  vrell-uowa  obeet  the  daaae  repair ; 
Whence  oft  with  sugar'dcatea  she  doth  Ifaem  greet. 
And  ginger-bread  y-nre ;  now  certei^  doubly  aweet ! 

See  to  dieir  aeata  tfaey  bye  vrith  raany  glee^ 
And  in  beseemly  order  aittea  there ; 
All  but  the  wi^  of  bum  y-galled,  he 
Abbonreth  bendi,  and  stool,  and  fourm,  and  chair ; 
(This  hand  in  mouth  y-fix'd,  that  renda  his  ban* ;) 
And  eke  with  muba  profound,  and  heaving  breast. 
Convulsions  intermitting !  does  dedara 
His  grievoua  wrong ;  his  dame's  uijust  bebcat ; 
And  scorns  her  offcr'd  love  and  Anna  to  be  carcss'd. 


His  fiwe  besprent  with  liquid  cvyatal  f 
His  blooming  .foce  that  seems  a  purple  flower. 
Which  low  to  earth  its  drooping  heaid  declines, 
All  smear'd  aad  sullied  by  a  vernal  shower. 
O  the  hard  bosomaof  despotic  power ! 
All,  all,  but  she,  the  author  of  hia  sbnae. 
All,  all,  but  she,  regret  this  mournful  hour : 
Yet  hence  the  youth,  aad  hence  the  flower  shaU 
claim. 
If  so  I  deem  ar%ht,  transcending  vrorth  and  fome. 

Bdiind  some  door,  in  melancholy  thought. 
Mindless  of  food,  he,  dreary  caitiff!  pines, 
Ne  for  his  fellows'  joyaunce  careth  aught. 
But  to  the  wind  all  merriment  resigns ; 
And  deems  it  shame,  if  he  to  peace  iodines : 
And  many  a  suUcn  look  ascance  is  aent. 
Which  for  hia  dame's  annoyance  be  designs ; 
And  still  the  more  to  pleanire  bun  she's  bent, 
Ibe  more  doth  he,  perverse,  her  haviour  past  resent. 


Ah  me!  how  much  I  foar  lest  pride  it  I 
But  if  that  pride  it  be,  which  tiius  insga 


the! 
linqinrei^ 
Beware,  ye  dames,  with  nice  discernment  see. 
Ye  quench  not  too  the  sparks  of  nobler  fires : 
Ah !  better  far  than  all  the  Muses'  lyres. 
All  coward  arts,  is  Valour's  generous  heat; 
The  firm  fixt  breast  vrfaicb  fit  and  ri|;ht  requires, 
Like  Vernon's  patriot  soul !  more  jusdy  mat 
Hum  Craft  that  pimps  finr  ill,  or  flowery  fidse  I)ecdt 

Yet  nurs'd  vrith  skill,  what  daailin^  fruits  appear ! 
E'en  now  sagadous  Foresigfat  points  to  show 
A  little  ben(£  of  heedless  bisbc^  here, 
And  there  a  chancellor  in  embryo. 
Or  bard  sublhne,  if  bard  may  e'er  be  so. 
As  Milton,  Shakq^eare,  names  that  ne'er  shaQ  die! 
Though  now  be  crawl  along  tbe  ground  so  low. 
Nor  vreeting  bow  the  Muae  shouH  soar  on  high, 
¥ri8heth,  poor  starveling  df !  his  paper  kite  may  fly. 

And  this  perhaps,  who,  oensuriag  tbe  design. 
Low  lays  the  bouse  which  that  of  cards  doth 

build, 
ShaU  Dennis  be !  if  rigid  Fate  incline. 
And  many  an  epic  to  Us  rage  shall  yidd ; 
And  many  a  poet  quit  th'  Aonian  fleld ; 
And,  sour'd  by  age,  profound  be  shall  appear, 
As  he  who  now  vrith  'sdainfbl  fbry  thrill'd 
Surveys  nune  woik ;  and  levels  many  a  sneer. 
And  fUrls  his  wrinkly  fVont,  and  cries,  *•  What 
stuff  is  here?" 
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But  now  Dan  Phabni  gains  the  middle  ikie, 
And  Liberty  unban  her  prison-door ; 
And  like  a  rushing  torrent  out  they  Ay, 
And  now  the  grassy  cirque  had  corer'd  o'er 
With  boisterous  revel-rout  and  wild  uproar ; 
A  thousand  ways  in  wanton  rings  they  run. 
Heaven  shield  their  short-liv*d  pastimes,  I  im- 
plore! 
For  well  may  Freedom  erst  so  deariy  won, 
Appear  to  British  elf  more  gladsome  than  the  Sun. 

Enjoy,  poor  imps !  enjoy  your  sportive  trade^ 
And  chase  gay  flies,  and  cull  the  fiiirest  flowers ; 
For  when  my  bones  in  grass-green  sods  are  lai(C 
For  never  may  ye  taste  more  careless  hours 
In  knightly  castles,  or  in  ladies*  bowers. 
O  vain  to  seek  delight  in  earthly  thing ! 
But  most  in  courts  where  proud  Ambition  towers ; 
Deluded  wight !  who  weens  fair  Peace  can  spring 
Beneath  the  pompous  dome  of  kesar  or  of  king. 

See  in  each  sprite  some  various  bent  appear ! 
These  rudely  carol  most  incondite  lay ; 
Tliose  sauntering  on  the  green,  with  jocund  leer 
Sahite  the  stranger  passing  on  his  way ; 
Some  builden  fintfile  tenements  of  day ; 
Some  to  the  stanmng  lake  their  courses  bend. 
With  pebbles  smooth  at  duck  and  drake  to  play ; 
Tbilk  to  the  huzter*s  savory  cottage  tend. 
In  pastiy  kings  and.  queens  th*  aUotted  mite  to 
spend. 

Here,  as  each  season  yidds  a  different  storey 
Each  season's  stores  in  order  ranged  been; 
Apples  with  cabbage-net  y-cover'd  o'er, 
GalUng  full  sore  th'  unmoney'd  wight,  are  seen ; 
And  goose-b'rie  clad  in  livery  red  or  green ; 
And  here  of  lovely  dye,  the  Catharine  pear. 
Fine  pear !  as  lovely  for  thy  juice,  I  ween : 
O  may  no  wight  e'er  pennylras  come  there. 
Lest  smit  with  ardent  love  he  pine  widi  hopdess 


See!  cherries  here,  ere  cherries  yet  abound, 
'With  thread  so  wMte  in  tempting  posies  ty'd. 
Scattering  like  blooming  maid  thor  glances  round. 
With  pamper'd  lode  draw  little  eyes  aside ; 
And  must  be  bought,  though  penury  betide. 
"Die  plum  all  yzure  and  the  nut  all  brown. 
And  here  each  season  do  those  cakes  abide^ 
Whose  honour'd  names  ^  th*  inventive  dty  own. 
Rendering  through  Britain's  isle  Sslopia's  praises 
known; 

Admir'd  Salopia !  that  with  venial  pride 
Eyes  her  bright  form  in  Severn's  ambient  wave, 
Fam'd  for  her  loyd  cares  in  perils  tir'd. 
Her  daughters  lovely,  and  her  striphngs  brave : 
Ah !  midst  the  rest,  may  flowera  adorn  his  grave 
Whose  heart  did  first  these  dulcet  cates  display ! 
A  motive  fiur  to  Learning's  imps  he  gave, 
Who  cheeriess  o'er  her  darkling  region  stray ; 
Till  Reason's  mom  arise,  and  light  them  on  their 
way. 

*  Shrewsbury  cakes. 


ELEGY. 


Describing  the  sorrow  of  an  tngenmous  suW,  on  At 
ntdanchofy  event  of  a  licentious  ttmour. 

War  mourns  my  friend  ?  why  weeps  hb  dowacast 
eye, 

That  eye  where  mirth,  where  fimcy  us'd  tofltaoe? 
Thy  cheorful  meads  reprove  that  swelling  sgfa; 

Spring  ne'er  enamell'd  fiurer  meads  thsn  tfaine. 

Art  thou  not  lodg'd  in  Fortune's  warm  embrace? 

Wert  thou  not  form'd  by  Nature's  psrtisl  csie? 
Blest  in  thy  song,  and  blest  in  every  grace 

Hiat  wins  the  friend,  or  that  enchants  the  &ir? 

*'  Damon,"  said  be,  <<  thy  partid  praise  restrain ; 

Not  Deimon*s  friendship  can  my  pesce  restore ; 
Alas !  his  very  praise  awakes  my  pain, 

And  my  poor  wounded  bosom  bleeds  the  wen, 

*<  For  oh !  that  Nature  on  my  birth  had  frown'd, 
Or  Fortune  fix'd  me  to  some  lowly  cell; 

Then  had  my  bosom  'scap'd  this  fatd  wound, 
Nor  had  I  l»d  these  vond  sweets  isreweU. 

«  But  led  by  Fortune's  hand,  her  darling  child, 
My  youth  her  vain  licentious  bliss  sdmir*d ; 

In  Fortune's  train  the  syren  Flattery  smil'd, 
And  rashly  hallow*d  all  her  queen  inspir'd. 

"  Of  folly  studious,  e*en  of  vices  vain, 
Ah  vices !  gilded  by  the  rich  and  gay !  ^ 

I  chas'd  the  guildess  daughten  of  the  plaio» 
Nor  dropp'd  the  chase,  till  Jessy  was  my  prejr. 

«  Poor  artless  mdd !  to  stain  thy  spotleKOsme^ 
Expense,  and  art,  and  toil,  united  strove ; 

To  lure  a  breast  that  felt  the  purest  flame^ 
Sustain'd  by  virtue,  but  betray'd  by  lore. 

**  School'd  in  the  science  of  love's  masy  wifc% 
I  dodi'd  each  feature  with  affected  scon ; 

I  spoke  of  jedous  doubts,  and  fickle  smiH 
And,  fdgning,  left  her  anzioas  and  ferion. 

"  Then,  while  the  fiuicy'd  rage  alarm'd  her  cai% 
Warm  to  deny,  and  sedous  to  disprove; 

I  bade  my  words  their  wonted  softness  wear, 
And  aeix'd  the  minute  of  returning  Urrt, 

•<  To  diee,  my  Damon,  dare  I  pdnt  the  rest? 

Will  yet  tl^  love  a  candid  ear  incline? 
Assur'd  that  virtue,  by  misfortune  prert, 

Feels  not  the  shaipness  of  a  pang  like  nane. 

**  Nine  envious  moons  matur'd  her  growing  danti 
Ere-while  to  flaunt  it  in  the  face  of  day ; 

When,  scom'd  of  virtue,  stigmatix'd  by  fime, 
Low  at  my  feet  desponding  Jessy  lay. 

*'  *  Henry,'  she  sud,  *  by  thy  dear  form  subda*4i 
See  the  sad  reliques  of  a  nymph  undone ! 

I  find,  I  find  this  rising  sob  renew'd : 
I  sigh  in  shades,  and  sicken  at  the  Sun. 

*'  *  Amid  the  dreary  sloom  of  night,  I  cry, 

When  will  the  monrs  once  pleaang  scenes  fctnn ' 

Yet  what  can  mom's  returning  ray  supplyi 
Butfbeithat  triumph*  or  but  friends  that 


*<  <  Alas!  no  more  that  jojous  morn  appears 
TTiatled  the  tranquil  hours  of  spotless  fame ; 

For  I  have  steeped  a  father's  couch  m  tears, 
And  tmg*d  a  mother's  glowing  cheek  with  shame. 
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** 'The pocal  birds  that  raise  their  matin  stnun, 
Tlie  ^MMliTe  Iambs,  increase  my  pensire  moan ; 

AU  seem  to  chase  me  from  the  cheerful  plain. 
And  tdk  of  truth  and  innocence  alone. 

"  *  If  through  the  garden's  flowery  tribes  I  stray, 
Where  blwim  the  jasmines  that  could  once  allurv, 

Hope  not  to  find  delight  in  us,  they  say, 
For  i^e  are  spotless,  Jessy ;  we  are  pure. 

« *  Ye  flowers  I  that  well  reproach  a  nymph  so  frail ; 

8sy,  could  je  with  my  virgin  fame  compare  ? 
Hm  brightest  bud  that  scents  the  vernal  gale 

Was  not  so  fragrant,  and  was  not  so  fair. 

**  *  Now  the  grave  old  alarm  the  gentler  young ; 

And  all  my  ftme's  abhorr'd  contagion  flee ; 
^Voohies  eadi  lip,  and  faulters  every  tongue, 

Hiat  Inds  the  mom  propitious  smile  on  me. 

"  *  Thus  tor  your  sake  I  shun  each  human  eye ; 

I  bid  the  sweets  of  blooming  youth  adieu'; 
To  die  I  languish,  but  I  dread  to  die. 

Lest  my  sad  fiue  should  nourish  pangs  for  you. 

"*  Raise  me  fixHu  earth;  the  pains  of  want  remove, 
A  rd  let  me  silent  seek  some  friendly  shore : 

IHere  only,  banish'd  from  the  form  I  love, 
My  weeping  virtue  shall  reliqise  no  more. 

**  *  Be  but  my  fnend ;  I  ask  no  dearer  name ; 

Be  such  the  meed  of  some  more  artful  fiiir ; 
^  could  it  heal  my  peace,  or  chase  my  shame, 

That  pity  gave,  what  love  refus'd  to  share. 

"  *  Poroe  not  my  tongue  to  ask  its  scanty  bread ; 

Nor  hurl  thy  Jessy  to  the  vulgar  cn^w ; 
Not  such  the  parent's  board  at  which  I  fed ! 

Not  such  the  precept  from  his  lips  I  drew ! 

**  *  Baflty,  when  Age  has  silver'd  o'er  my  hair, 
Malioe  may  learn  to  scorn  so  mean  a  spoil ; 

£oTy  may  sHght  a  fkce  no  longer  fair ; 
Aiid  pity,  welcome,  to  my  native  soil.* 

"  8ie  spoke  —  nor  was  I  bom  of  savage  race ; 

Nor  could  theae  hands  a  niggard  boon  assign ; 
Ontefol  she  daap'd  me  in  a  last  embrace, 

And  vow'd  to  waste  her  life  in  prayers  for  mine. 

"  1  «w  her  foot  the  lofty  bark  ascend ; 

I  WW  her  breaat  with  every  passion  heave ; 
I  kA  her — torn  from  every  earthly  fKend ; 

Obi  my  hard  bosom,  which  could  bear  to  leave! 

"  —  Brief  let  me  be;  the  &tal  storm  arose; 

The  biUowB  mg'd,  the  pilot's  art  was  vain ; 
O'er  the  taU  mast  the  circling  surges  close ; 

My  Jesay —  floato  upon  the  watery  plain ! 

'  And  see  mj  youth's  impetuous  fires  decay ; 

Seek  not  to  stop  Reflection's  bitter  tear ; 
htwn  the  IMic,  and  instruct  the  gay, 

Fhaa  Jcaif  flositing  on  her  watery  bier !" 


I.   ABSENCE. 
Ys  shepherds  so  cheerful  and  gay, 

Wliose  flocks  never  carelessly  roam ; 
Should  Corydon's  happen  to  stray. 

Oh  !  call  the  poor  wanderers  home. 
Allow  me  to  muse  and  to  sigh. 

Nor  talk  of  the  change  tliat  ye  find ; 
None  once  was  so  watchful  as  I ; 

I  have  left  my  dear  Phyllis  bdiind. 

Now  I  know  what  it  is,  to  have  stix>ve 

With  tlie  torture  of  doubt  and  desire ; 
What  it  is  to  admire  and  to  love, 

And  to  leave  her  we  love  and  admires. 
Ah !  lead  forth  my  flock  in  the  mom, 

And  the  damps  of  each  evening  repel ; 
Alas !  I  am  faint  and  forlorn : 

— I  have  bade  my  dear  Phyllis  fiueweU. 

Since  Phyllis  voucIisaTd  me  a  look, 

I  never  once  dreamt  of  my  vine : 
May  I  lose  both  my  pipe  and  my  crook. 

If  I  knew  of  a  kid  that  was  mine  \ 
I  priz'd  ev'ry  hour  that  went  by. 

Beyond  aU  that  had  pleas'd me  before; 
But  now  they  are  past,  and  I  sigh ; 

And  I  grieve  that  I  priz'd  than  no  moriii 

But  why  do  I  languish  in  vain; 

Why  wander  thus  pensively  here? 
Oh!  why  did  I  come  from  the  plain, 

Where  I  fed  on  the  smiles  of  my  dear? 
They  tell  me,  my  favourite  maid. 

The  pride  of  that  valley,  is  flown ; 
Alas !  where  with  her  I  have  stray'd, 

I  could  wander  with  pleasure,  alone. 

When  forc'd  the  fair  nymph  to  forego^ 

What  anguish  I  felt  at  my  heart ! 
Yet  1  thought  —  but  it  mi^t  not  be  so— 

'T  was  with  pain  that  she  saw  me  depart. 
She  gaz'd,  as  I  slowly  withdrew ; 

My  path  I  could  hardly  discern ; 
So  sweetly  she  bade  me  adieu, 

I  thought  that  she  bade  me  return. 

Tlie  pilgrim  that  Journeys  all  day 

To  visit  some  far  distant  shrine. 
If  he  bear  but  a  reUque  away, 

Is  happy,  nor  heanl  to  re|dne. 
llius  widely  remov'd  from  the  fiur. 

Where  my  vows,  my  devotion,  I  owe, 
Soft  Hope  is  the  relique  I  bear. 

And  my  solace  wherever  I  go. 

IL  HOPE. 

Mt  banks  they  are  fumiah'd  vrith  bees. 
Whose  murmur  invites  one  to  sleep ; 

My  grottoes  are  shaded  with  trees. 

And  my  hills  are  white  over  with  sheapb 

I  seldom  have  met  with  a  loss, 

Such  health  do  my  fountains  bestow : 


My  fountains  all  bonler'd  with  mo8% 
Where  the  har»4idk  and  videl|ffrow; 
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Not  a  pine  in  wj  grave  is  ifaere  teen. 

But  with  tentuiU  of  woodbine  is  bound : 
Not  a  beech's  more  beautiful  green, 

But  a  sweet-brier  entwines  it  around 
Not  my  fields,  in  the  prime  of  the  year, 

More  oharms  than  my  cattle  unfold ; 
Not  a  brook  that  is  limpid  and  dear, 

But  it  glitters  with  fishes  of  gold. 

One  would  think  she  m^^  like  to  retire 
-  To  the  bower  I  have  laboured  to  rear ; 
Not  a  shrub  that  I  heard  her  admire, 
But  I  hasted  and  planted  it  there. 

0  how  sudden  the  jessamine  strove 
With  the  lilac  to  render  it  gay  ! 

Already  it  calls  for  my  lore. 
To  prune  the  wild  branches  away.. 

Fhnn  the  plains,  frcm  the  woodlands  and  groves, 

What  strains  of  wild  melody  flow ! 
How  the  nightingales  waible  their  loves 

From  thickets  of  roses  that  blow ! 
And  when  her  bright  form  shall  appear, 

Each  bird  shall  harmoniously  join 
In  a  concert  so  soft  and  so  clear, 

As —  she  may  not  be  fond  to  resign. 

1  have  found  out  a  gift  for  my  fair ; 

I  have  found  where  the  wood-pigeons  breed : 
But  let  me  that  plunder  forbear, 

She  will  say  't  was  a  barbarous  deed. 
For  he  ne'er  could  be  true,  she  averr'd. 

Who  would  rob  a  poor  bird  of  its  young : 
And  I  lov*d  her  the  more  when  I  hesrd 

Such  tenderness  fidl  from  her  tongue. 

I  have  heard  her  with  sweetness  unfold 

How  that  pity  was  due  to — a  dove: 
That  it  ever  attended  the  bold; 

And  she  call'd  it  the  sister  of  love. 
But  her  words  such  a  pleasure  convey, 

30  much  I  her  accents  adore. 
Let  her  speak,  and  whatever  she  my^ 

Methinks  I  should  love  her  the  more. 

Can  a  bosom  so  gentle  remain 

Uimiov'd  when  her  Corydon  sighs  ? 
Wni  a  nymph  that  is  fond  of  the  plain. 

These  phdns  and  this  valley  despise  ? 
Dear  regions  of  silence  and  shade ! 

Soft  scenes  of  contentment  and  ease? 
Where  I  could  have  pleasingly  stray'd. 

If  anght,  in  her  absence,  could  please. 

But  where  does  my  Fhyllida  stray? 

And  where  are  her  grots  and  her  bowers  ? 
Are  the  groves  and  the  valleys  as  gay. 

And  the  shepherds  as  gentle  as  ours? 
Hie  groves  may  perhaps  be  as  fiur, 

And  the  fiioe  of  the  valleys  as  fine ; 
Hie  swains  may  in  manners  compare^ 

But  their  love  k  not  equal  to  mine. 


IIL  SOLICITUDE, 

War  will  you  my  passion  reprove  ? 

Why  tsnn  It  alblly  to  grieve? 
Ere  I  show  you  the  charma  of  my  love, 

She  *»  fiuMT  tluui  yoo  can  believe. 


Widi  her  mieM  she  enamours  the  b»ve; 

With  her  wit  she  engages  the  free; 
With  her  modesty  pleasc»  the  9«vt; 

She  is  every  way  pleasing  to  me. 

0  you  that  have  been  of  her  trsin, 
Come  and  join  in  my  amoronslsyst 

1  could  lay  down  my  life  for  the  swsin, 
That  will  sing  but  a  song  in  Imt  pr^ 

When  he  sings,  may  the  nymphs  of  the  toes 
Come  trooping,  and  listen  the  wfaUs; 

Nay  on  him  let  not  Fhyllida  ftown ; 
—  But  I  cannot  allow  her  to  nfla 

For  when  Paridel  tries  in  the  dance 

Any  favour  with  Phyllis  to  find, 
O  how,  with  one  trivial  glance, 

Might  she  ruin  the  peace  of  myndad! 
In  ringlets  he  dresses  his  hair, 

And  his  crook  is  beetudded  around; 
And  his  pipe  —  oh  my  FhyllM»  bewere 

Of  a  magic  there  ia  in  die  sound. 

'T  is  his  with  mock  passion  to  glow, 

'T  is  his  in  smooth  tales  to  unfold, 
How  her  ftct  is  as  bright  as  the  snow, 

And  her  bosom,  be  sure,  is  as  cold. 
How  the  nightingalea  labour  the  stiain, 

With  the  notes  of  hk  charmer  to  vie; 
How  they  vary  their  accents  in  vain. 

Repine  at  biar  triunqths,  and  dic^ 

To  the  grove  or  the  garden  he  stnqr% 

And  pillages  every  sweet; 
Then,  suitmg  the  wreath  to  hb  lays* 

He  throws  it  at  Fhyllis's  feet. 
«  O  Phyllis,"  be  wfaifl|iers»  <<  more  6ir, 

More  sweet  than  the  jessamine's  low*! 
What  are  pinks  in  a  BDom  to  ccnnptfe? 

What  is  eglantine  after  a  shower? 

«  Then  the  lily  no  longer  is  wfaito ; 

The  rose  is  depriv'd  of  its  Moem ; 
Then  the  violets  die  with  despite,         ^  ^^ 

And  the  woodbines  give  up  their  pofin"* 
Thus  elide  the  soft  numbers  akmg* 

And  he  Andes  no  ahefOicrd  bis  petf ; 
—Yet  I  never  should  envy  the  aong^ 

Were  not  Phyllis  to  lend  it  an  ear. 

Let  his  crook  be  with  liyacintfas  boan4 

So  Phyllis  the  tropliy  daapisn; 
Let  his  forehead  with  laurib  bacrami'd, 

So  they  shine  not  in  Fkyliia'a  eyes. 
The  language  that  flowa  from  the  beai1» 

Is  a  stranger  to  Puidd'a  toQgnt ; 
—  Tet  may  she  beware  of  bis  art. 

Or  sure  I  mnatciivy  Ifaaso^^ 


IV.  DI8APP0INTMSNT. 

Yi  shepherds,  give  ear  to  my  lay» 
And  take  no  more  bend  of  mysfassp; 

They  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  stray ; 
I  havenodnmrto  dobuttoweeik 

Yet  do  not  my  mlly  rcpeove ; 
She  was  fiur— and  my  paasioB  bigvn  ( 

She  snul'd— and  I  ooald  not  but  Io*«; 
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Perhaps  I  was  roid  of  all  thought : 

Peihaps  it  was  plain  to  foresee. 
That  a  nymph  so  complete  would  be  sougfat. 

Bj  a  swain  more  engaging  than  me. 
Ah  I  lore  erery  hope  can  inspire  ; 

It  banishes  wisdom  the  while ; 
And  the  lip  of  th#  nymph  we  admire 

Seems  for  ever  adom'd  with  a  smile. 

She  is  ftitfaless,  and  I  am  undone ; 

7e  that  witness  the  woes  I  endure, 
Let  reason  instruct  you  to  shun 

What  it  cannot  instruct  you  to  cure. 
Beware  how  you  loiter  in  vain 

Amid  nymphs  of  a  higher  degree : 
It  is  not  for  me  to  explain 

How  &ir,  and  how  fickle  they  be. 

Alas !  from  the  day  that  we  met, 

What  hope  of  an  end  to  my  woes  ? 
When  I  cannot  endure  to  forget 

The  glance  that  undid  my  repose. 
Yet  time  may  diminish  the  pain : 

The  flower,  and  the  shrub,  and  the  tree, 
WMdi  I  rear'd  for  her  pleasure  in  vain, 

In  time  may  have  comfort  for  me. 

The  sweets  of  a  dew-sprinkled  rose, 

The  sound  of  a  murmuring  streaxi^ 
The  peace  which  from  soHtude  flows, 

Henceforth  shall  be  Corydon*8  theme, 
Hfgfa  tnmsports  are  shown  to  the  sight. 

But  we  *re  not  to  find  them  our  own ; 
Fate  never  bestow*d  such  delight. 

As  I  with  my  Phyllu  had  known* 

0  ye  woods,  spread  your  branches  apace ; 

To  jonr  deepest  recesses  I  fly ; 
Iwoold  hide  with  the  beasts  of  the  chase; 

I  would  vanidi  from  every  eye. 
Jet  mj  reed  shall  resound  thnni^  the  grove 

With  the  same  sad  complaint  it  begun ; 
How  she  amilM  —and  I  could  not  but  love ; 

Was  fiutfakas — and  I  am  undone .' 


THE  DYING  KID. 

Opdma  qtuDqoe  dies  miseris  mortidibtts  aevi 
Prima  ftigit—-  Vimo. 

A  Team  bedews  my  Delia's  eye, 
To  think  yon  playftil  kid  must  die ; 
ftoB  crystal  spring,  and  flowery  mead, 
Moi^  io  faia  prime  of  Kfe^  recede ! 


Erewhile,  in  sportive  circles  round 
She  saw  him  wheel,  and  frisk,  and  bound ; 
From  rock  to  rock  pursue  his  way. 
And  on  the  fearful  margin  play. 

Fleas*d  on  his  various  fipeaks  to  dwell, 
She  saw  him  climb  my  rustic  cell ; 
Thence  eye  my  lawns  with  verdure  bright. 
And  seem  all  ravish*d  at  the  sight 

She  tells  with  what  delight  he  stood 
To  trace  his  features  in  the  flood ; 
Then  skipped  aloof  with  quaint  amase. 
And  then  drew  near  again  to  gaze. 

She  tells  me  how  with  eager  speed 
He  flew  to  hear  my  vocal  reed ; 
And  how  with  critic  &ce  profound. 
And  stedfast  ear,  devour'd  the  sound. 

His  every  frolic,  light  as  air, 
Deserves  the  gentle  Delia's  care ; 
And  tears  be<few  her  tender  eye. 
To  tUnk  the  playful  kid  must  die.  — 

But  knows  my  Delia,  timely  wise, 

How  soon  this  blameless  era  flies  ? 

While  violence  and  craft  succeed ; 

'  Unfair  design,  and  ruChless  deed ! 

Soon  would  the  vine  his  wounds  deplore^ 
And  yield  her  purple  gifb  no  more ; 
Ah !  soon,  eras*d  from  every  grove 
Were  Delia's  name,  and  Siphon's  love. 

No  more  those  bowers  might  Strephon  see^ 
Where  first  he  fondly  gaz*d  on  thee ; 
No  more  those  beds  of  flowerets  find, 
Which  for  thy  charming  brows  he  twin'd. 

Each  wayward  passion  soon  would  tear 
His  bosom,  now  so  void  of  care ; 
And,  when  tiiey  left  his  ebbing  vein, 
What,  but  insipid  age,  remain? 

Tlien  mourn  not  the  decrees  of  Fate, 
That  gave  his  life  so  short  a  date; 
And  I  will  join  thy  tenderest  sighs, 
To  think  that  youth  so  swiftly  ffies ! 
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The  Rev.  CHARLES  CHURCHILL. 


1  HE  Rxv.  Chaklks  Churchill,  a  poet,  once  of 
great  repute,  was  the  son  of  a  curate  of  St.  John's 
Westminster,  in  which  parish  he  was  bom  in  173L 
He  received  his  early  education  at  the  celebrated 
public  school  in  the  vicinity,  whence  he  was  sent  to 
Oxford ;  but  to  this  university  he  was  refused  ad- 
mission on  account  of  deficient  classical  knowledge. 
Returning  to  school,  he  soon  closed  his  further 
education  by  an  early  and  imprudent  marriage. 
Receiving  holy  oiders  from  the  indulgence  of 
Dr.  Shenock,  he  went  down  to  a  curacy  in  Wales, 
where  he  attempted  to  remedy  the  scantiness  of  his 
income,  by  the  sale  of  cyder ;  but  this  expedient 
only  plunged  him  deeper  in  debt  Returning  to 
London,  be  was  chosen,  on  his  father's  death,  to 
succeed  him  as  curate  and  lecturer  of  St.  John's. 
His  finances  still  falling  short,  he  took  various 
methods  to  improve  them ;  at  the  same  time  he  dis- 
played an  immoderate  fondness  for  theatrical  ex- 
hibitions. Hiis  latter  passion  caused  him  to  think 
of  exercising  those  talents  which  he  was  conscious 
of  possessing;  and  in  March,  1761,  he  published, 
though  anonymously,  a  view  of  the  excellencies  and 
defects  of  the  actors  in  both  houses,  which  he  en- 
titled "The  Rosdad.*'  It  was  much  admired, 
and  a  second  edition  appeared  with  the  author's 


name.  Churchill  was  now  at  once  raised  fiom 
obscurity  to  eminence ;  and  the  Rosciad,  which  we 
have  selected  as  his  best  work,  is,  in  fiurt,  the  onlj 
one  of  bis  numerous  publications  on  which  be 
bestowed  due  labour.  The  delineations  are  drawn 
with  equal  energy  and  vivacity ;  the  language  and 
versification,  though  not  without  inequalities,  are 
superior  to  the  ordinary  strain  of  current  poeby, 
and  many  of  the  obs^ations  are  atanqied  vriih 
sound  judgment  and  correct  taste. 

Hie  remainder  of  his  life,  though  concuning 
with  the  period  of  his  principal  fame,  u  little  wottliy 
of  notice.  He  became  a  party  vrriter,  joining  widi 
Wilkes  and  other  oppositionist  and  emplojred  Us 
pen  assiduously  in  their  cause.  With  this  was 
joined  a  lamentable  defect  of  moral  feeling,  ex- 
hibited by  loose  and  irregular  manners.  Throwing 
oflT  bis  black  suit,  he  decorated  his  large  and  clum^ 
person  with  gold  lace ;  and  dismissing  his  wifie,  he 
debauched  from  her  parents  the  duigbter  of  a 
tradesman  in  Westminster.  His  writings  at  lengdi 
became  mere  rhapsodies;  and  taking  a  journey  to 
France  for  the  purpose  of  visiting  Mr.  Wnkai, 
then  an  exile  in  that  country,  he  was  aeixed  with  a 
fever,  which  put  a  period  to  his  life  on  November  4. 
1764,  at  the  age  of  34. 


THE  ROSCIAD. 

XVoscius  deoeas'd,  each  high  aqpiiing  play*r 
Push'd  all  his  int'rest  for  the  vacant  chair. 
Hie  buskin*d  heroes  of  the  mimic  stage 
No  longer  whine  in  love,  and  rant  in  rage ; 
Tlie  monarch  quits  his  throne,  and  condescends 
Humbly  to  court  the  fiivour  of  his  friends ; 
For  pity's  sake  tells  undeserv'd  mishaps, 
And,  their  applause  to  gain,  recounts  his  daps. 
Hms  the  victorious  chid&  of  andent  Rome, 
To  win  the  mob,  a  suppliant's  fbrm  assume. 
In  pompous  strain  fight  o'er  th'  extinguish'd  war, 
And  sho#  where  honour  bled  in  ev'ry  bcar. 

But  though  bare  merit  might  in  Rome  appear 
Hie  strongest  plea  for  &vour,  'tis  not  here ; 
We  form  our  judgment  in  another  way ; 
And  they  vrill  best  succeed,  who  best  can  pay : 
Those,  who  would  gain  the  votes  of  British  tribes, 
Must  add  to  force  ^merit,  force  of  bribes. 

What  can  an  actor  give  ?    In  ev'ry  age 
Cash  hath  been  rudely  bauish'd  horn  the  stage ; 
Monarcha  themselves,  to  grief  of  ev'ry  play'r, 
Appear  as  often  as  their  image  there : 


They  can't,  like  candidate  for  other  seat. 
Pour  seas  of  wine^  and  mountains  raise  of  mea 
Wine!  they  could  bribe  you  with  die  world  as  i 
And  of  roast  bee^  they  only  know  the  tone: 
But  what  they  have  they  give ;  could  Qive  do  i 
Tliough  for  each  million  he  had  brought  boowfiMr? 

Shuter  keeps  open  house  at  Southvrark  iur. 
And  hopes  the  frbends  of  humour  will  be  timm  j 
In  Smithfidd,  Yates  prepares  the  rival  treat 
For  those  who  laughter  love,  instead  of  meat ; 
Foote,  at  Old  House,  for  even  Foote  vrill  be^ 
In  self-concdt,  an  actor,  bribes  with  tea ; 
Which  MTilkinson  at  second-hand  recdves, 
And  at  the  New,  pours  viratcr  on  the  leaves. 

The  town  divided,  each  runs  sev'ral  ways. 
As  passion,  humour,  int'rest,  party  swmy& 
Things  of  no  moment,  colour  of  the  hair. 
Shape  of  a  leg,  complexion  brown  or  fair, 
A  dress  well  chosen,  or  a  patch  miaplac'd^ 
Conciliate  fitvour,  or  create  distaste. 

F^nom  galleries  loud  peals  of  laughter  rol]. 
And  thimder  Shuter's  praises  -»  he  *s  so  ffrwff 
Emboat^d,  the  ladies  must  have  aomedung  nHv^ 
Pdmer!  Oh!  Palmer  tope  the  janty  part. 
Seated  in  pit,  the  dwarf,  with  aching  eyes, 
Looks  up^  and  vows  that  Bany's  out  of  «as  i 
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Whilst  to  ^i  feet  th«  vig'rous  ftripUng  grown. 
Declares  that  Garrick  is  another  Coan.  * 

When  place  of  judgment  is  by  whim  supply'd. 
And  our  opinions  have  their  rise  in  pride ; 
When,  in  discoursing  on  each  mimic  elf, 
We  praise  and  censure  with  an  eye  to  self; 
All  must  meet  friends,  and  Ackman  bids  as  fair 
lo  such  a  court,  as  Garrick,  for  the  chair. 

At  length  agreed,  all  squabbles  to  decide, 
B7  some  one  judge  the  cause  was  to  be  try'd ; 
But  this  their  squabbles  did  afresh  renew. 
Who  should  be  judge  in  such  a  trial :  ^~  Who  ? 

For  Johnson  some,  but  Johnson,  it  was  fear*d. 
Would  be  too  grave ;  and  Sterne  too  gay  appeared: 
Others  for  F^vncklin  voted ;  but  *t  was  known, 
He  sicken'd  at  all  triumphs  but  his  own  : 
Par  Cohnan  many,  but  the  peevish  tongue 
Of  prudent  Age  found  out  that  he  was  young : 
For  Murphy  some  £<ew  piif^ring  wits  declar*d, 
Whilst  Folly  clappM  her  hand^  and  Wisdom  star'd. 
To  mischief  trained,  e'en  from  his  mother's  womb, 
Grown  old  in  fraud,  though  yet  in  manhood's  bloom. 
Adopting  arts,  by  which  gay  villains  rise, 
And  readi  the  heights  wliich  honest  men  despise ; 
Mute  at  the  bar,^and  in  the  senate  loud, 
Dull  *moi^  th?aullest,  proudest  of  the  proud ; 
A  pert,  prim,  prater  of  the  northern  race^ 
Guilt  in  his  heart,  and  famine  in  his  hce. 
Stood  forth :  —  and  thrice  he  wav*d  his  lily  hand  — 
And  thrice  he  twirl'd  his  tye  —  thrice  8trok*d  his 
band —  [aim 

"  At  Friendship's  call,"  (thus  oft  with  trait'rous 
Men,  v<Md  of  faith,  usurp  Faith's  sacred  name) 
"  At  Friendship's  call  1  come,  by  Murphy  sent, 
Who  thus  by  me  devdopes  his  intent. 
But  lest,  transfused,  tlie  spirit  should  be  lost, 
ITiat  spirit  which  in  storms  of  rheCric  tost, 
Bounces  about,  and  flies  like  bottled  beer. 
In  his  own  words  his  own  intentions  hear,      [bom, 
**  Hianks  to  my  friends.  —  But  to  vile  fortunes 
^0  robes  of  fur  these  shoulders  must  adorn* 
Vain  your  applause,  no  aid  from  thence  I  draw ; 
Vain  all  my  wit,  for  what  is  wit  in  law  ? 
Twk»  (curs'd  remembrance !)  twice  I  strove  to  gain 
Admittance  'mongst  the  law-instructed  train, 
^^^  in  the  Temple  and  Gray's  Inn,  prepare 
Yv  clients'  wretched  feet  the  legal  snare ; 
I)(!ad  to  those  arts,  which  polish  and  refine, 
Deaf  to  all  worth,  because  that  worth  was  mmCy 
Twice  did  those  blockheads  startle  at  my  name. 
And,  foul  rcrjectioD,  gave  me  up  to  shame. 
To  laws  and  lawyers  then  I  bad  adieu, 
And  plans  of  far  more  lib'ral  note  pursue. 
^^  will  may  be  a  judge  ^^  my  kindling  breast 
Boms  for  that  chair  which  Rosdus  once  possess'd. 
Bere  gire  your  votes,  your  int'rest  here  ezert^ 
And  let  success  for  once  attend  desert.** 

With  sleek  appearance,  and  with  ambling  pace, 
Anc^  type  of  vacant  head,  with  vacant  face, 
The  Pk^teus  Hill  put  m  his  modett  plea,  — 
"  Let  Favour  ^>eak  for  others.  Worth  for  me.**  — 
^or  who^  like  ham,  his  various  powers  coold  call 
Into  so  many  8bsq>es,  and  shine  in  all  ? 
^^  could  so  nobly  grace  the  motley  list, 
•^/^,  impectar,  doctor,  botemist  ? 
l^nows  any  one  so  well  —  sure  no  one  knows,  — 
At  oocc  to  play,  prescribe,  compound,  compose  t 

*  John  Coan,  a  dwarf,  who  died  in  1764.     C. 


Who  can  —  But  Woodward  camer-^  Hill  slipp'd 

away. 
Melting  like  ghosts,  before  the  rising  day. 

f  With  that  Uxui  cunning,  which  in  fools  supplies. 
And  amply  too,  the  place  of  being  wise, 
Which  Nature,  kind,  indulgent  parent,  gave 
To  qualiiy  the  blockhead  for  a  knave ;        [diarms. 
With  that    smooth    falsehood,   whose    appearance 
And  reason  of  each  wholesome  doubt  disarms. 
Which  to  the  lowest  depths  of  guile  descends, 
By  vilest  means  pursues  the  vilest  ends, 
Wears  Friendship's  mask  for  purposes  of  spite. 
Fawns  in  the  day,  and  butchers  in  the  night ; 
With  that  malignant  envy,  which  turns  pale. 
And  sickens,  even  if  a  friend  prevail. 
Which  merit  and  success  pursues  with  hate, 
And  damns  the  worth  it  cannot  imitate ; 
With  the  cold  caution  of  a  coward's  spleen. 
Which  fears  not  guilt,  but  always  seeks  a  skrcen. 
Which  keeps  this  maxim  ever  in  her  view  — 
What 's  baisefy  done,  should  be  done  safely  too ; 
With  that  diUl,  rooted,  callous  impudence. 
Which,  dead  to  slmme,  and  ev<ry  nicer  sense. 
Ne'er  blush'd,  unless,  in  spreading  Vice's  snares, 
She  bl  under 'd  on  some  virtue  unawares  f 
With  all  these  blessings,  which  we  seldom  find 
Lavish'd  by  Nature  on  one  happy  mind, 
A  motley  figure,  of  the  Fribble  tribe. 
Which  heart  can  scarce  conceive,  or  pen  describe, 
Came  simp'ring  on ;  to  ascertain  whose  sex 
Twelve  sage,  impanelCd  matrons  would  perplex. 
Nor  nude,  nor  female ;  neither,  and  yet  both ; 
Of  neuter  gender,  though  of  Irish  growth  ; 
A  six-foot  suckling,  mincing  in  its  gait ; 
Afiectcd,  peevish,  prim,  and  delicate ; 
Fearfril  it  seem'<j^  though  of  athletic  make^ 
Lest  bnUal  breezes  should  too  roughly  shake 
Its  tender  form,  and  savagfi  motion  spread, 
O'er  its  pale  cheeks,  the  horrid  manly  rod. 

Much  did  it  talk,  in  its  own  pretty  phrase. 
Of  genius  and  of  taste,  of  play 'rs  and  plays ; 
Much  too  of  writings,  which  itself  hBd  wrote^ 
Of  special  merit,  though  of  little  note ; 
For  Fate,  in  a  strange  humour,  had  decreed 
Hiat  what  it  wrote,  none  but  ttse^  should  read  ; 
Much  too  it  chatter'd  of  dramatic  laws. 
Misjudging  critics,  and  misplac'd  applause  ; 
Then,  with  a  self-complacent  jutting  air, 
It  smifd,  it  smirked,  it  wriggled  to  the  chair  ; 
And,  with  an  awkward  briskness  not  its  own. 
Looking  around,  and  perking  on  the  throne. 
Triumphant  seem'd,  when  that  strange  savage  dame. 
Known  but  to  few,  or  only  known  by  name, 
PUun  Conunon-Sense  appear'd,  by  Nature  there 
Appointed,  with  plain  Truth,  to  guard  tlie  chair. 
The  pageant  saw,  and  blasted  with  her  frown. 
To  its  first  state  of  nothing  melted  down. 

Nor  shall  the  Muse  (for  even  there  the  pride 
Of  this  vain  nothing  shall  be  mortified) 
Nor  shall  the  Muse  (should  Fate  ordain  her  rhymes 
Fond,  pleasing  thought !  to  live  in  after-times) 
With  such  a  ^er's  name  her  pages  blot ; 
Known  be  the  character,  the  thing  forgot ; 

f  This  severe  character  was  intended  for  Mr. 
Fitspatrick,  a  person  who  had  rendered  himself  re* 
markable  by  his  activity  in  the  playhouse  riots  of 
1763,  relative  to  the  taking  half  prices.  He  was 
tlie  hero  of  Garrick's  Fribbleriad.     E> 


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


595 


CHURCHILL. 


Letf^  fo  diappoiiit  etch  fbCute  Aim, 
Late  wtCftotcf  «ar^  anddie  without  a  name  I 

Cold-blooded  teitiay  by  enenrate  sires 
Scarce  hammer'd  out,  wben  Nature's  feeble  fires 
GUmmer'd  tbeir  last;  wfaoae  sluggish  blood,  half 

nosey 
Creeps  lab'ring  tlirou^  the  Teins;   whose  heart 

ne'er  glows 
Widi  fimcy-kijidled  heat ;— a  senrile  race, 
Who  in  mere  want  of  fault,  all  merit  pbwe ; 
Who  blind  obedience  paj  to  ancient  schools, 
.  Ingots  to  Greece,  and  sUres  to  musty  rules ; 
With  soleom  consequence  dedar'd  thU  none 
Could  judge  that  cause  but  Sophocles  alone. 
Dupes  to  their  fancied  excellence,  the  crowd. 
Obsequious  to  the  sacred  dictate,  bow*d. 

When,  from  amidst  the  throng,  a  youth  stood  forth. 
Unknown  his  person,  not  unknown  his  worth ; 
His  look  bespoke  applause ;  alone  he  stood. 
Alone  he  stenmi'd  the  mighty  critic  flood. 
He  talk'd  of  ancients,  as  the  man  became 
Who  pris*d  our  own,  but  envied  not  their  fiune ; 
With  noble  rer'rence  spoke  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
And  scom*d  to  tear  the  laurel  from  the  tomb. 

'<  But  more  than  just  to  other  countries  grown, 
Must  we  turn  base  apostates  to  our  own  ? 
Where  do  these  words  of  Greece  and  Rome  excel, 
Huit  England  may  not  please  the  ear  as  well  ? 
What  mighty  magic  *s  in  the  place  or  air. 
That  all  perfection  needs  must  centre  there  ? 
In  states,  let  strangers  blindly  be  preferr*d; 
In  state  of  letters,  merit  should  be  heard. 
Genius  m  of  no  country,  her  pure  ray 
Spreads  all  abroad,  as  gen'ral  as  the  day ; 
Foe  to  restraint,  fitxmi  place  to  place  she  flies, 
And  may  hereafter  e'en  in  Holland  rise. 
May  not  (to  give  a  pleasing  fancy  scope. 
And  cheer  a  patriot  heart  with  patriot  hope) 
May  not  some  great  extensive  genius  raise 
The  name  of  Britain  Ikyve  Athenian  praise ; 
And,  whilst  brave  thirst  of  fame  his  bosom  warmf. 
Make  England  great  in  letters  as  in  arms  ? 
There  may— ttoe  hath  — and  Shakspeare's  Muse 

aspires 
Beyond  tin  reach  of  Greece :  with  natives  fires 
Mounting  aloft,  he  wings  his  daring  flight. 
Whilst   Sophocles  below  stands  trembling  at  his 
height. 

<'  Why  should  we  then  abroad  for  judges  roam. 
When  abler  judges  we  may  find  at  home? 
Happy  in  tragic  and  in  comic  pow*n. 
Have  we  not  Shakspeare  ?  — •  Is  not  Jonson  ours? 
For  them,  your  nat'ral  judges,  Britons,  vote ; 
They  '11  judge  like  Britons,  who  like  Britons  wrote." 

He  said,  and  conquer'd  —  Sense  resum'd  her  sway, 
And  disa|:^inted  pedants  stalk'd  away. 
Shakspeare  and  Jonson,  with  deserv'd  applause, 
Joint-judges  were  ordain'd  to  try  the  cause. 
Meantime  the  stranger  ev'ry  voice  employ'd. 
To  ask  or  tell  his  name  — Who  is  it  ? — Uxnfd. 

Tlius,  when  the  aged  friends  of  Job  stood  mute, 
And,  tamely  prudent,  gave  up  the  dupute, 
Elihu,  with  the  decent  warmth  of  youth. 
Boldly  stood  forA  the  advocate  of  Truth ; 
Confuted  Falsehood,  and  disabled  Pride, 
Whilst  baffled  Age  stood  snariing  at  hb  side 

The  day  of  trial 's  fix'd,  nor  any  fear 
Lest  day  of  trial  should  be  put  off  here. 
Causes  but  seldom  for  delay  can  call 
In  courts  where  forms  arc  few,  fees  none  at  all. 


The  morning  came,  nor  find  I  tbst  the  Sun, 
As  he  on  other  great  events  hath  done, 
Put  on  a  brighter  robe  than  whst  he  won 
To  go  his  journey  in  the  day  before. 

Full  in  the  centre  of  a  spacious  plsm, 
On  plan  entirely  new,  whoe  nothing  vain, 
Nothing  magnificent  appear'd,  but  Art 
With  decent  modesty  perfbrm'd  her  psit, 
Rose  a  tribunal:  from  no  other  court 
It  borrow'd  ornament,  or  sought  support: 
No  juries  here  were  padt'd  to  kill  or  dcsr, 
No  bribes  were  taken,  nor  oathi  broken  hefc; 
No  gownmen,  partial  to  a  client's  cause, 
To  their  own  purpose  tun'd  the  pliant  kwi, 
Eadi  judge  was  true  and  steady  to  hb  tnut, 
As  Mansfield  wise,  and  as  okl  Foster  •  just 

In  the  first  seat,  in  robe  of  various  dyes, 
A  noUe  wildness  flashing  from  his  eyes, 
Sat  Shakspeare.  —  In  one  band  a  wandhebofc, 
For  mighty  wonders  finn'd  in  days  of  yoie; 
The  odier  held  a  globe,  which  to  his  will 
Obedient  tum'd,  and  own'd  the  master's  skill: 
Things  of  the  noblest  kind  his  genius  drew, 
And  look'd  through  Nature  at  a  angle  view: 
A  loose  he  gave  to  his  unbounded  soul, 
And  taught  new  lands  to  rise,  new  scsi  to  roll; 
Call'd  into  being  scenes  unknovm  before, 
And,  passing  Nature's  bounds,  was  siHnethiiig  nwfc 

Next  Jonson  sat,  in  ancient  leambg  tisin'd. 
His  rigid  judgment  Fancy's  flights  reitrsin'd, 
Correctly  prun'd  each  wild  luxuriant  thought, 
Mark'd  out  her  course,  nor  spar'd  a  glorious  ftftt. 
The  book  of  man  he  read  with  nicest  art, 
And  ransack'd  all  the  secrets  of  the  heart; 
Exerted  penetration's  utmost  force, 
And  trac'd  each  passion  to  its  proper  *'""*^ 
Then  strongly  mark'd,  in  liveliest  coIoutb  fl«»i 
And  brought' each  foible  fortii  to  puttie  view. 
Hie  coxcomb  ftlt  a  lash  in  ev'ry  word. 
And  fools,  hung  out,  their  brother  fbob  de»rd. 
His  comic  humour  kept  the  worid  in  awe, 
And  Laughter  frighten'd  Folly  more  than  Lrr. 

But,  hark !— The  trumpet  sounds,  the  crowd  gn« 
way, 
And  the  procession  comes  in  just  airay. 

Now  should  I,  in  some  sweet  poetic  fine, 
Offer  up  incense  at  Apollo's  shrine ; 
Invoke  the  Muse  to  quit  her  calm  abode. 
And  waken  mem'ry  with  a  sleeping  ode. 
For  how  should  mortal  man,  in  mortal  rene, 
Their  titles,  merits,  or  their  names  rehesrae  • 
But  give,  kind  Dullness,  memory  and  i*fin«> 
We  '11  put  off  Genius  till  another  tunc. 

First,  Older  came,— with  sdemn  step,  sad  *oir, 
In  measur'd  time  his  feet  were  taught  to  ^ 
Behind,  from  time  to  time,  he  cast  his  ejre, 
Lest  this  should  quit  his  places  that  stfep  awiji 
Appearances  to  save  hu  only  care ; 
So  things  seem  right,  no  matter  what  they  •>«• 
In  him  his  parents  saw  themselves  i«new'd» 
B^otten  by  m*  Critic  on  Mtn/ Prude. 

Then  came  drum,  trumpet^  hamtb«sf,f^^^ ' 
Next  snuffer,  tweqter,  tk^er^  mUkr,  jairff  •* 
Legions  of  angeh  all  in  tsAile  advance; 
Furies,  all^/Sre,  come  fbrward  in  a  dance  j 
Bsntomhne  figures  then  are  brought  to  view, 
Fools  hand  in  hand  with  fools  gotwobftwa 

•Sir  Michael  Foat«r,  one  of  Aejudgefrf** 
King's  Bench.  ^  ^  . 
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Neit  CMDe  Ito  ttiiuwr  at  Mm  hoiw ; 
One  with  ftiU  pune,  t*  other  with  not  a  fovB. 
Bdmid,  a  group  of  figures  awe  create, 
Set  off  with  all  th'  impcrtiiience  of  state ; 
Bj  iece  and  feather  consecrate  to  fiune, 
EaUtue  kings,  and  queens  without  a  name. 

Hera  Havard,  all  serene,  in  the  same  strains, 
LoTCi,  hstes,  and  rages,  triumphs,  and  complains ; 
Hit  cssjr  vacant  face  proclaim  *d  a  heart 
Which  could  not  fleel  emotions,  nor  impart. 
Witt  hiai  csme  mighty  Davies.     On  my  life. 
Hat  Davies  hath  a  very  pretty  wife  :— 
ftrtpwnsn  all  over!— In  plots  famous  grovm  !— 
Be  mouths  a  sentence^  as  curs  mouth  a  bone. 

Next  Holland  came.— With  truly  tragic  stalk. 
He  creeps,  he  flies.- A  hero  should  not  walk* 
Am  ffwUh  HcaT'n  he  warr'd,  his  eager  eyes 
Plaated  their  batteries  against  the  slues ; 
Attitude,  action,  air,  pause,  start,  sigh,  groan, 
He  boirow'd,  and  noade  use  of  as  his  own. 
By  fortune  thrown  on  any  other  stage, 
He  migfat,  perkapSf  have  pleas'd  an  easy  age ; 
Bot  now  appears  a  copy,  and  no  more, 
Of  tomething  better  we  have  seen  before. 
Hw  actor  who  would  build  a  solid  fame. 
Mm  Intfation's  servile  arts  disclaim ; 
Act  fhmi  himself,  on  his  own  bottom  stand  -, 
I  hate  e*en  Garrick  thus  at  second-hand. 

Behind  came  King.— Bred  up  in  modest  lore, 
BeafaAil  and  young  be  sought  Hibemia*s  shore ; 
Hijemia,  &m*d,  *bove  ev*ry  other  grace. 
For  fflaCchJess  intrepidity  of  face. 
From  her  his  features  caught  the  gcn*rous  flame,* 
And  bid  defiance  to  all  sense  of  shame. 
Tatae^d  by  her  all  rirals  to  surpass, 
MoQgit  Drury*s  sons  he  comes,  and  shines  in  Bnea, 

Lo  Yates ! — ^^thout  the  least  finesse  of  art 
^getf  applause — I  wish  he *d  get  his  part 
^^  hot  Impatience  is  in  full  career, 
Howvikly  <«  Hark*c!  Hark'e!"  grates  the  eac 
^^  active  Fancy  fVom  the  brain  is  sent, 
Aad  Hands  on  tip-toe  for  some  wish'd  event, 
1  late  those  cardess  blunders  which  recall 
A>*pmded  sense,  and  prove  it  fiction  all. 

Ia  characters  of  low  and  vulgar  mould, 
JJJwe  Nature's  coarsest  features  we  behold, 
^^btn,  destitote  of  ev*ry  decent  grace, 
|J"M»ner*d  jests  are  blurted  in  your  face, 
*^  Tates  with  justice  strict  attention  draws, 
^  tnily  from  himself,  and  gains  applause. 
^  when  to  please  himself,  or  charm  his  wife, 
^f^ms  at  something  in  politer  life, 
wha,  blindly  thvrarting  Nature's  stubborn  plan, 
^'wads  the  stage,  by  way  of  gentleman, 
J^  clown,  who  no  one  touch  of  breeding  knows, 
JJ>Bb  like  Tom  £mnddress*d  in  Clincher's  clothes, 
^"■d  of  his  dress,  fbnd  of  his  person  grown, 
ygh'd  at  by  all,  and  to  himself  unknown, 
["■D  ade  to  side  he  struts,  he  smiles,  he  prates, 
ud  teems  to  wonder  what  *s  become  of  Yates, 
^•^oodward,  endow'd  with  various  tricks  of  face, 
*^  master  in  the  science  of  grimace, 
^'"B  Ireland  Tentures,  fav*rite  of  the  town, 
>^dby  the  pleatang  prospect  of  renown ; 
i  ^teakjog  I^rlequin,  maide  up  of  whim, 
^  twins,  Ib  tvrinea,  be  tortures  ev'ry  limb, 
^  to  dte  eye  with  a  mere  monkey's  art, 
^  leaves  to  sense  the  conquest  of  the  heart. 
^c  kagfa  indeed,  but  on  reflection's  birth, 
^t  woodcr  at  ouraeWes,  and  curse  our  mhth. 


His  walk  at  ports  he  flrtiDy  mispbe'd. 
And  inclination  fondly  took  for  taste ; 
Hence  hath  the  town  so  often  seen  display'd 
Beau  in  buriesque,  higfa  life  in  masquerade. 

But  when  bM  wits,  not  such  as  patch  upplaja^ 
Cold  and  correct,  in  these  insipid  d^rs, 
Some  comic  chancter,  strong  fcatur'd,  urge 
To  probability's  extremest  verge^ 
Where  modest  Judgment  her  decree  suspends, 
And  for  a  time,  nor  censures,  nor  commends, 
Where  critics  can't  determine  on  the  spot 
Whether  it  is  in  Nature  found  or  not. 
There  Woodward  safely  shall  his  pow'rs  exert. 
Nor  fiul  of  fkvour  where  he  shows  desert. 
Hence  he  in  Bobadii  such  praises  bore. 
Such  worthy  praises,  Kitely  scarce  had  more. 

By  turns  transfbrm'd  into  all  kind  of  shapes. 
Constant  to  none,  Foote  laughs,  cries,  struts,  and 

scnqtes: 
Now  in  the  centre,  now  in  van  or  rear, 
The  Proteus  shifb^  6ataif,  pearton,  auctioneer. 
His  strokes  of  humour,  and  hn  bursts  of  sport. 
Are  all  contain'd  in  this  one  word.  Distort, 

Doth  a  man  stutter,  look  a-squint,  or  halt  ? 
Mimics  draw  humour  out  of  Nature's  fault, 
With  personal  defects  theur  mirth  adorn. 
And  Imng  misfortunes  out  to  public  scorm 
E'en  I,  whom  Nature  cast  in  hideous  mould, 
Whom,  having  made,  she  trembled  to  behold. 
Beneath  the  load  of  mimicry  may  groan. 
And  find  that  Nature's  errours  are  my  own. 

Shadows  behind  of  Foote  and  Woodward  came  ; 
Wilkinson  this,  Obrien  was  that  name. 
Strange  to  relate,  but  wonderfully  true, 
Hiat  even  shadows  have  their  shaidows  too ! 
With  not  a  single  comic  pow'r  endu'd, 
Tlie  first  a  mere  mere  mimic's  mimic  stood ; 
The  last  by  Nature  form'd  to  please,  who  shows. 
In  Jonson's  Stephen,  which  way  Genius  grows ; 
Self  quite  put  off,  affects,  vritfa  too  much  art. 
To  put  on  Woodward  in  each  mangled  part ; 
Adopts  his  shrug,  his  vrink,  his  stare  ;  nay,  more. 
His  voice,  and  cioaks;  for  Woodward  croak'd  bo- 
fore. 
When  a  dull  copier  simple  grace  n^lects. 
And  rests  his  imitation  in  defects. 
We  readily  forvive ;  but  such  vile  arts 
Are  double  guilt  in  men  of  real  parts. 

By  Nature  form'd  in  her  perverscst  mood. 
With  no  one  requisite  of  art  endu'd, 
Next  Jackson  came.— Observe  that  settled  glare. 
Which  better  speaksa  puppet  than  a  player: 
list  to  that  voice  —  did  ever  Discord  hcsr 
Sounds  so  well  fitted  to  her  unmn'd  ear  ? 
When,  to  enforce  some  very  tender  part. 
The  tif^t-hand  sleeps  by  instinct  on  the  heart ; 
His  soul,  of  every  other  thought  bereft. 
Is  anxious  only  where  to  place  the  left ; 
He  sobs  and  pants  to  soothe  his  weeping  spouse. 
To  soothe  his  weeping  mother,  turns  and  bows. 
Awkward,  embarrass'd,  stiff,  vrithout  the  skill 
Of  moving  gracefully,  or  standing  still, 
One  1^  as  if  su^idous  of  hb  brother. 
Desirous  seems  to  run  away  from  t'  other. 

Some  errours,  handed  down  from  age  to  age, 
Plead  custom's  force,  and  still  possess  the  stage. 
That 's  vile  —  Should  we  a  parent's  fiiults  adore^ 
And  err,  because  our  fethers  err'd  before : 
If;  tnattendve  to  the  author's  mind, 
Some  actors  made  the  jest  they  SP^^^SfjTi* 
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If  bj  low  tricki  tbey  tmuT*d  fiur  Nature*^  mien, 

And  blurr'd  tbe  graces  of  the  simple  scene ; 

Shall  we,  if  reason  rightly  is  employed, 

Not  see  their  fiiults,  or  seeing  not  avoid  ? 

When  Falstaff  stands  detected  in  a  lie, 

Why,  without  meaning,  rolls  Love's  glassy  eye? 

Why  ?  —  There  *s  no  cause  — at  least  no  cause  we 

know  — 
It  was  tbe  fiishion  twenty  years  ago. 
Fashion,  a  word  which  knaves  and  fools  may  use 
Their  knavery  and  folly  to  eicuse. 
To  copy  beauties,  forfeits  all  pretence 
To  fame  —  to  copy  faults,  is  want  of  sense. 

Tet  (though  in  some  particulars  he  fails, 
Some  few  particulars,  where  mode  prevails) 
If  in  these  hallow*d  times,  when  sober,  sad. 
All  gentlemen  are  melandioly  mad. 
When  *ds  not  deem*d  so  great  a  crime  by  half 
To  viobte  a  vestal,  as  to  laugh. 
Rude  Mirth  may  hope  presumptuous  to  engage 
An  act  of  toleration  for  the  stage, 
And  courtiers  will,  like  reasonable  creatures. 
Suspend  vain  fashion,  and  unscrew  their  features, 
Old  Falstaff,  play*d  by  Love,  shall  please  once  more, 
And  humour  set  the  audience  in  a  roar. 

Actors  I  've  seen,  and  of  no  vulgar  name. 
Who,  being  from  one  part  possessed  of  fame. 
Whether  they  are  to  laugh,  cry,  whine,  or  bawl. 
Still  introduce  that  fav*rite  part  in  all. 
Here,  Love,  be  cautious— ne'er  be  thou  betray *d 
To  call  in  tliat  wag  Falstaff's  dangerous  aid ; 
Like  Goths  of  old,  howe'er  he  seems  a  friend. 
He  *ll  seize  that  throne,  you  wish  him  to  defend. 
In  a  peculiar  mould  by  Humour  cast. 
For  Falstafffram'd—  Himself,  the  first  and  last,— 
He  stands  aloof  from  all— maintains  his  state, 
And  scorns,  like  Scotsmen^  to  assimilate. 
Vain  all  disguise  —  too  plain  we  see  tbe  trick. 
Though  the  Knight  wears  the  weeds  of  Dominic. 
And  Boni^Mre,  disgrac'd,  betrays  the  smack, 
In  Anno  Domini,  of  Falstaff's  sack. 

Arms  cross'd,  brows  bent,  eyes  fii'd,  feet  march- 
ing slow, 
A  band  of  malecontents  with  spleen  o'erflow ; 
Wrapt  in  Conceit's  impenetrable  fof. 
Which  Pride,  like  Phoebus,  draws  from  ev'ry  bog, 
Hiey  curse  the  managers,  and  curse  the  town, 
Whose  partial  favour  keeps  such  merit  down. 

But  if  some  man,  more  hardy  than  the  rest. 
Should  dare  attack  these  gnatlingt  in  tlieir  nest ; 
At  once  they  rise  with  impotence  of  rage. 
Whet  their  small  stings,  and  buzz  about  the  stage. 
«  *Tb  breach  of  privilege  !  —  Shall  any  dare 
To  arm  satiric  truth  against  a  player? 
IVeacriptive  rights  we  plead  time  out  of  mind ; 
Actors,  unlash'd  themselves,  may  lash  mankind." 

What !  shall  Opinion  then,  of  nature  free 
And  lib'ral  as  tlic  vagrant  air,  agree 
To  rust  in  chains  like  these,  impos'd  by  things 
Which,  less  than  nothing,  ape  the  pride  of  kings  ? 
No — though  half-poets  with  half-players  join 
To  curse  the  freedom  of  each  honest  line ; 
Though  rage  and  malice  dim  their  faded  cheek ; 
What  the  Muse  fVecly  thinks,  she  '11  freely  speak. 
With  just  disdain  of  ev'ry  paltry  sneer, 
Stranger  alike  to  flattery  and  fear. 
In  purpose  fix'd,  and  to  herself  a  rule, 
Public  contempt  shall  wait  the  public  foot 

Austin  would  always  glisten  in  French  silks, 
Ackman  would  Norris  be,  and  Packer  Wilks. 


For  who,  like  Ackman,  can  w^  humour  pleaie? 
Who  can,  like  Packer,  charm  with  sprightly  emtl 
Higher  than  all  tlie  rest,  see  Bransby  strut: 
A  mighty  Gulliver  in  Lilliput! 
Ludio'ous  Nature !  which  at  once  could  show 
A  man  so  very  high,  so  very  low. 

If  I  forget  thee,  Blakes,  or  if  I  say 
Aught  hurtful,  may  I  never  see  thee  play. 
Let  critics,  with  a  supercilious  air. 
Decry  thy  various  merit,  and  declare 
Frenchman  is  still  at  top ;  —  but  scorn  that  rage 
Which,  in  attacking  thee,  attacks  tbe  age. 
French  follies,  universally  embrac'd. 
At  once  provoke  our  mirth,  and  form  our  taste. 

Long,  from  a  nation  ever  hardly  us'd. 
At  random  censur'd,  wantonly  abus'd. 
Have  Britons  drawn  their  sport,  with  partial  view 
Form'd  gen'ral  notions  from  the  rascal  few ; 
Condemn'd  a  people,  ai  for  vices  known, 
Which,  fVom  tlieir  country  banish'd,  seek  our  own. 
At  length,  howe'er,  the  slavish  chain  is  broke. 
And  Sense,  awaken 'd,  scorns  her  ancient  yoke : 
Taught  by  thee,  Moody,  we  now  learn  to  r^se 
Mirth  from  their  foibles;  from  their  virtues,  priiae. 

Next  came  tbe  legion,  which  our  Summrr  Biyes 
From  alleys,  here  and  there,  contriv'd  to  raise, 
Flush'd  with  vast  hopes,  and  certain  to  succeed 
With  wits  who  cannot  write,  and  scarce  can  re«L 
Vet'rans  no  more  support  the  rotten  cause. 
No  more  from  Elliot's  worth  they  re^  applause ; 
Each  on  himself  determines  to  rely, 
Be  Yates  disbanded,  And  let  Elliot  fly. 
Never  did  play'rs  so  well  an  author  fit. 
To  Nature  dt»d,  and  foes  declar'd  to  Wit 
So  loud  eadi  tongue,  so  empty  was  each  bead, 
So  much  tliey  talk'd,  so  very  little  said. 
So  wondrous  dull,  and  yet  so  wondrous  vain. 
At  once  so  willing,  and  unfit  to  reign. 
That  Reason  swore,  nor  would  the  oath  recall, 
Tlicir  mighty  master's  soul  inform'd  them  aU. 

As  one  with  various  disappointments  md. 
Whom  Dullness  only  kept  from  being  road. 
Apart  from  all  the  rest  great  Murphy  came  — 
Common  to  fools  and  wits,  the  rage  of  fame. 
Wli&t  though  the  sons  of  Nonsense  hail  him  siai, 
AunrroR,  author,  managee,  and  sQUiaa, 
His  restless  soul's  ambition  stops  not  there, 
To  make  his  triumphs  perfect,  dub  Iiim  tlatkr. 

In  person  tall,  a  figure  form'd  to  please ; 
If  symmetry  could  charm,  depriv'd  of  ease ; 
When  motionless  he  stands,  we  all  approve ; 
What  pity  'tis  the  thing  was  made  to  move. 

llis  voice,  in  one  dull,  deep,  unvaried  sound, 
Seons  to  break  forth  from  caverns  under  ground. 
From  hollow  chest  tbe  low  sepulchral  note 
Unwilling  heaves,  and  struggles  in  bis  throat. 

Could  authors  butcfaer'd  give  an  actor  grace* 
All  must  to  him  resign  the  foremost  place. 
When  he  attempts,  hi  some  one  fav'rite  part. 
To  ape  the  feelings  of  a  manly  heart. 
His  honest  features  the  disguise  defy, 
And  his  face  loudly  gives  his  tongue  the  lie. 

Still  in  extremes,  he  knows  no  happy  mean. 
Or  raving  mad,  or  stupidly  serene. 
In  cold-wrought  scenes  the  lifeless  actor  flaga. 
In  passion,  tears  the  passion  into  rags. 
Can  none  remember?-^ Yes  —  I  know  all  must  — 
When  in  the  Moor  be  ground  his  teeth  to  dust, 
When  o'er  the  stage  he  FoUv's  standard  bone. 
Whilst  Conrnion-Sense  stood  trembling  at  the  door. 
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How  few  are  Ibond  with  real  talents  ble8s'd» 
Fewer  wttli  Nature's  gifts  contented  rest 
MiD  from  his  sphere  eccentric  starts  astraj ; 
All  hunt  for  fame ;  but  most  mistake  the  way. 
Bred  at  St  Omer's  to  the  shuffling  trade. 
The  hopeful  youth  a  Jesuit  might  have  made, 
Whh  Tsrious  readings  stor'd  his  empty  skull, 
Leim*d  without  sense,  and  Tenerably  dull ; 
Or,  St  some  hanker's  desk,  like  many  more. 
Content  to  tdl  that  two  and  two  make  four, 
Hii  name  had  stood  in  citt  anvals  fair, 
AndprudeiU  Dullness  mark'd  him  for  a  mayor. 

What  then  could  tempt  thee,  in  a  critic  age, 
flbcfa  blooming  hopes  to  forfeit  on  a  stage  ? 
Coold  it  be  worth  thy  wondrous  waste  d*  pains 
To  publish  to  the  world  thy  bck  of  brains? 
Or  might  not  Reason  e*en  to  thee  have  shown 
Thy  greatest  praise  had  been  to  live  ttfUnoim  ^ 
Tetlet  not  vanity,  like  thine,  despahr : 
Fortune  makes  Folly  her  peculiar  care. 

A  vacant  tiirone  high  plac*d  in  Smithfield  view, 
To  asared  Dullness  and  hafitnt^hom  due, 
llntber  with  haste  in  happy  hour  repair, 
Thy  biilhiight  chum,  nor  fbu>  a  rival  there. 
Sfanter  himself  Aall  own  thy  juster  claim. 
And  venal  Ledgers  puffthar  Murphy's  name. 
Whilst  Vau^Mm  *  or  Dnieper,  call  bun  which  you 

wffl, 
Asll  blow  the  trumpet,  and  give  out  the  bill. 

Iliere  rule  secure,  flom  critics  and  from  senses 
lior  once  shall  Genius  rise  to  give  ofibioe ; 
Eternal  peace  shall  bless  the  hq>py  shore. 
And  htde  frctioiis  break  thy  rest  no  more. 
Than  Covent  Garden  crowds  promiscuous  go, 
Whom  tlie  Muse  knows  not,  nor  desires  to  know. 
Vet'ians  they  seem'd,  but  knew  of  arms  no  more 
ThsB  i^  till  ttiat  time,  arms  they  never  bore : 
like  Westminster  militia  tnun'd  to  fight, 
They  fosrcely  knew  the  left  hand  from  the  right. 
Aihsm'd  among  such  troops  to  show  the  head, 
Thar  duefr  were  scatter'd,  and  their  heroes  fled. 

Sparks  at  bis  glass  sat  comfortably  down 
Totep'ratefro'wn  fixxn  nnile,  and  atnilefhun  frown; 
flbttfa,  the  genteel,  the  airy,  and  the  smart. 


~— «■  was  jost  gone  to  school  to  say  his  part ; 

Bo«  (a  misfortane  which  we  often  meet; 

Wsi  ftit  asleep  at  dear  Statin's  feet  ; 

Sittin,  vridi  her  hero  to  agree, 

teod  on  her  fbet  as  fiut  asleep  as  he ; 

KicUin,  who  largely  deals  in  hslf-form'd  sounds, 

Who  wantonly  transgveases  Nature's  bounds, 

Whoee  acting  'a  hard,  affected,  and  constrain'd. 

Whose  features,  as  each  other  they  disdain'd. 

At  wiance  set,  inflexible  and  coarse, 

ne'er  know  the  wovkings  of  united  force, 

Ke'cr  kindly  soften  to  each  other's  aid, 

Kor  ihow  the  mingled  pow'rs  of  light  and  shade, 

Ko  longer  for  n  tiiankless  stage  concem'd. 

To  worthier  tbou^its  his  mif^i^  genius  tum'd, 

Hanngu'd,  gave  lectures,  made  each  simple  elf 

AlsMot  aa  good  a  qieaker  as  himself; 

Whibt  the  whole  town,  mad  with  mistaken  seal, 

Aa  awkward  rage  for  elocution  feel ; 

I^nll  cits  and  grare  dirines  his  praise  proclaim, 

And  join  vrith  Sheridan's  dieir  Macklin's  name ; 

ftatK^  who  never  car'd  a  single  pin 

Whuher  he  left  otit  nonsense,  or  put  in, 


*  A  gcntlenaan  who  published,  at  this  juncture,  a 
poeni  entitled  The  Retort, 


Who  aim'd  at  wit,  though,  levell'd  in  the  dark, 
Hie  random  arrow  seldom  hit  the  mark, 
At  Islington,  all  by  the  placid  stream 
Where  city  swains  in  bp  of  Dullness  dream, 
Where,  quiet  as  her  strains  their  strains  do  flow. 
That  all  the  patron  by  the  bards  may  know. 
Secret  as  night,  with  Rolt's  experienc'd  aid, 
The  plan  of  future  operations  laid, 
IMected  schemes  the  summer  months  to  cheer, 
Atid  spin  out  happy  folly  through  the  year. 

But  diink  not,  though  these  dastard  chiefs  are  fled, 
Hutt  Covent  Garden  troops  shall  want  a  head ; 
Harlequin  comes  their  chiief !  —See  from  a£ur, 
The  hm  seated  in  fantastic  car ! 
Wedded  to  Novdtv,  hb  only  arms 
Are  wooden  swords,  wands,  talismans,  and  charms; 
On  one  side  Folly  sits,  by  some  call'd  Fun^ 
And  on  the  other,  his  arch-patron,  Lun. 
Behind,  for  liberty  a-thirst  in  vain. 
Sense,  helpless  captive,  drags  the  galling  chain. 
Six  rude  mis-shapen  beasts  the  chariot  draw. 
Whom  Reason  loaths,  and  Nature  never  saw ; 
Monsters,  with  tsils  of  ice,  and  heads  of  fire ; 
Gorgons,  and  Hydras,  and  Chimeras  dire. 
Each  was  bestrode  by  fiill  as  monstrous  wight, 
Giant,  Dwarf,  Genius,  Elf,  Herm^brodite. 
The  town,  as  usual,  met  lum  in  full  cry ; 
The  town,  as  usual,  knew  no  reason  why. 
But  Fashion  so  directs,  and  modems  raise 
On  Fashion's  mouldering  base  their  transient  praise. 

Next,  to  the  field  a  band  of  females  draw 
Then*  force;  for  Britam  owns  no  Salique  law : 
Just  to  their  worth,  we  female  rights  admit. 
Nor  bar  their  claim  to  empire  or  to  wit. 

First,  giggling,  plotting  chamber-maids  arrive. 
Hoydens  and  ronqM,  led  on  by  gen'ral  Clivi^ 
In  spite  of  outward  blemishes,  she  shone 
For  humour  fkm'd,  and  humour  all  her  own. 
Easy,  as  if  at  home,  the  stage  she  trod. 
Nor  sought  the  critic's  praise,  nor  fear'd  his  rod. 
Original  in  spirit  and  in  ease, 
She  pleas'd  by  hiding  all  attempts  to  please. 
No  comic  actress  ever  yet  could  raise, 
On  Humour's  base,  more  merit  or  more  praise. 

With  all  the  native  vigour  of  sixteen, 
Among  the  merry  troop  conspicuous  seen. 
See  lively  Pope  advance  in^  and  tripy 
Corinna,  Cherry,  Honeycomb,  and  &up. 
Not  without  art,  but  yet  to  Nature  true. 
She  charms  the  town  with  humour  just,  yet  new. 
Cheer'd  by  her  promise,  we  the  less  deplore 
The  £Ual  time  when  Give  shall  be  no  more. 

Lo !  Vincent  comes  — with  simple  grace  array'd, 
She  huighs  at  paltry  arts,  and  scorns  parade. 
Nature  through  her  is  by  reflection  shown. 
Whilst  Gay  once  more  knows  Polly  for  his  own. 

Talk  not  to  me  of  diffidence  and  fear— 
I  see  it  all,  but  must  forgive  it  here. 
Defects  like  these  which  modest  terrours  cause, 
From  impudence  itself  extort  applause. 
Candour  and  Reason  still  take  Virtue's  part; 
We  love  e'en  foibles  in  so  good  a  heart. 

Let  Tommy  Ame,  with  usual  pomp  of  style. 
Whose  chief,  whose  only  merit 's  to  compile. 
Who,  meanly  pilfering  here  and  there  a  bit. 
Deals  music  out  as  Murphy  deals  out  wit. 
Publish  proposals,  laws  for  taste  prescribe. 
And  chant  the  praise  of  an  Italian  tribe ; 
Let  hun  reverse  kind  Nature's  first  decrees. 
And  teach  e'en  Brent  a  method  JWt  to  please ; 
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But  neTer  thall  a  tnily  British  ige 
Bear  a  rile  race  of  eunuchs  on  the  stage. 
Thtt  boasted  work  's  call'd  national  in  vain, 
If  one  Italian  voice  pollutes  the  strain. 
Where  tyrants  rule,  and  slaves  with  joy  obey, 
Let  slavirii  minstrels  pour  th*  enervate  lay ; 
To  Britons  ftr  more  noble  pleasures  spring, 
In  native  notes  whilst  Beard  and  Vincent  sing. 

liHght  figure  give  a  title  unto  fiune, 
What  rival  should  with  Yates  dispute  her  claim? 
But  justice  may  not  partial  trophies  raise, 
Nor  sink  the  actress  in  the  woman's  praise. 
Still  hand  in  hand  her  words  and  actions  go, 
And  the  heart  feels  more  than  the  features  show : 
For,  through  the  regions  of  that  beauteous  ttice. 
We  no  vanety  of  passions  trace ; 
Dead  to  the  soft  emotions  of  the  heart, 
Mo  kindred  softness  can  those  eyes  impart ; 
The  brow,  still  fix'd  in  Sorrow's  sullen  frame, 
Void  of  distinction,  marks  all  parts  th^  same. 

What 's  a  fine  person,  or  a  beauteous  face. 
Unless  deportment  gives  them  decent  grace? 
Bless'd  with  all  oth«r  requisites  to  please, 
Some  want  the  striking  elegance  of  ease ; 
Hie  curious  eye  their  awkward  movement  tires ; 
They  seem  like  puppets  led  about  by  wires. 
Others,  like  statues,  in  one  posture  still, 
Give  ffreat  ideas  of  the  workman's  skill ; 
Wond'ring,  his  art  we  praise  the  more  we  view, 
And  only  grieve  he  gave  not  motion  too. 
Weak  of  themselves  are  what  we  beauties  call, 
It  is  the  manner  which  gives  strength  to  alL 
This  teaches  every  beauty  to  unite. 
And  brings  them  forward  in  the  noblest  light. 
Happy  in  this,  behold,  amidst  the  throng, 
With  transient  gleam  of  grace.  Hart  sweeps  along. 
'   If  all  the  wonders  of  external  grace, 
A  person  finely  tum'd,  a  mould  of  face. 
Where,  union  rare.  Expression's  lively  force 
With  Beauty's  softest  magic  holds  discourse, 
Attract  the  eye ;  if  feelings,  void  of  art, 
Rouse  the  quick  passions,  and  inflame  the  heart; 
If  music,  sweetly  breathing  from  the  tongue. 
Captives  the  ear.  Bride  must  not  pass  unsung. 

¥nien  fear,  which  rank  ill.nature  terms  conceit. 
By  time  and  custom  conquer'd,  shall  retreat ; 
When  judgment,  tutor'd  by  experience  sage. 
Shall  shoot  abroad,  and  gather  strength  frmn  age  $ 
When  Heav'n  in  mercy  shall  the  stage  release 
From  the  dull  slumbers  of  a  still-life  piece ; 
When  some  stale  flow'r,  disgracefbl  to  the  walk. 
Which  long  hath  hung,  though  wither'd  on  the 

stalk, 
Shall  kindly  drop,  tfien  Bride  shall  make  her  w^j, 
And  merit  find  a  passage  to  the  day ; 
Brought  hito  action,  she  at  once  shall  raise 
Her  own  renown,  and  justify  our  praise. 

Form'd  for  the  tragic  scene,  to  grace  the  stage, 
With  rival  excellence  of  love  and  rage. 
Mistress  of  each  soft  art,  with  matchless  skill 
lb  turn  and  wind  the  passions  as  she  will ; 
To  melt  the  heart  with  sympathetic  woe, 
Awake  the  sigh,  and  teach  the  tear  to  flow ; 
To  put  on  Pansy's  wild  distracted  glare. 
And  treae  the  soul  with  horrour  and  deqpair ; 
Wilh  just  desert  enroU'd  in  endless  fiune, 
Coosoous  of  worth  superior,  Gibber  came. 

.  When  poor  Alicia's  madd'ning  brains  are  lack'd. 
And  strongly  imag'd  griefs  her  mind  distract : 


Strudi  with  her  grief,  I  catch  the  madness  too! 
My  brain  turns  round,  the  headless  trunk  I  ww! 
The  roof  cracks,  shakes,  and  falls !  — New  honomi 

™*»  .    ,. 

And  Reason  buried  in  the  nun  bes. 

Nobly  disdainful  of  each  slavish  art, 
She  makes  her  first  attack  upon  the  heart: 
Pleas'd  with  die  summons,  it  recdtes  her  Uwi, 
And  all  is  silence,  sympathy,  applause. 

But  when,  by  fond  ambitiou  drawn  aside, 
Giddy  with  praise,  and  puTd  with  female  pndc, 
She  quits  the  tragic  scene,  and,  in  pretence 
To  comic  merit,  breaks  down  Nature's  fence; 
I  scarcely  can  believe  my  ears  or  eyes, 
Or  find  out  Dbber  through  the  dark  disgoite. 

Pritchard,  by  Nature  for  the  stage  designd, 
In  person  graceful,  and  in  sense  refin'd; 
Her  art  as  much  as  Nature's  friend  became 
Her  voice  as  free  from  blemish  as  her  fame. 
Who  knows  so  wdl  in  majesty  to  pkase, 
Attemper'd  with  the  graceful  charms  of  ease? 

When  Congreve's  favour*d  pantomime  to  pta, 
She  comes  a  captive  queen  of  Mooti^  ra«; 
When  Love,  Hate,  Jealousy,  Despair,  sad  Bag^ 
With  wildest  tumults  in  her  breast  engage ; 
Still  equal  to  henelf  is  Zara  seen; 
Her  passions  are  the  passions  of  a  queen.  ^^ 

When  she  to  murder  whets  the  timoroui  Tm»^ 
I  feel  ambition  rush  through  ev'ry  vein ; 
Persuasion  hangs  upon  her  daring  tongue, 
My  heart  grows  flint,  and  ev 'ry  nerre  'f  »**-*5f 

In  comedy  —  "  Nay  there,"  cries  Critic,  "Wo, 
Pritchard  's  for  comedy  too  fiU  and  old. 
Who  can,  with  patience,  bear  the  grey  c«pi«te. 
Or  force  a  laugh  with  over-grown  Julett? 
Her  speech,  look,  action,  humour,  all  sre  ju«; 
But  then,  her  age  and  figure  give  disgu^* 

Are  foibles  &n,  and  graces  of  the  mmd, 

In  real  life,  to  siae,  or  age  confin'd  ? 

Do  spirits  flow,  and  is  good-breeding  plac'd 

In  any  set  circumference  of  waist? 

As  we  grow  old,  doth  affectation  cease, 

Or  gives  not  age  new  vigour  to  caprice? 

If  in  originals  these  thii^  appear. 

Why  should  we  bar  them  in  the  copy  hoe? 

The  nice  punctiliajnongers  of  this  age, 

The  grand  minute  refbrmen  of  the  stag^ 

Slaves  to  propriety  of  ev'ry  kind, 

Some  standanUneasure  for  each  part  sfaodd  Wi» 

Which  when  the  best  of  acton  shall  exceed, 
Let  it  devolve  to  one  of  amaller  breed. 
All  actors  too  upon  the  back  should  bear 
Certificate  of  birth,— time,  when ;— pli<*»  •*"* 
For  how  can  critics  rightly  fix  their  worth, 
Unless  they  know  the  minute  of  their  birth. 
An  audience  too^  deceiv'd,  may  find  too  lata 
That  they  have  clapp'd  an  actor  out  of  daifc 

Figure,  I  own,  at  first  nuy  give  o0Bnct» 
And  harshly  strike  the  eye's  too  curious  ■««•• 
But  when  perfections  of  the  mind  break  ftn^ 
Humour's  chaste  sallies,  judgment's  solid  ^w 
When  the  pure  genuine  flane,  by  NaturetfV*' 
Springs  into  sense,  and  ev'ry  action's  tfaoiv^i 
Before  such  merit  all  oljccdans  fly ; 
Fritchard's  genteel,  and  Ganick's <ix  M"%, 

Oft  have  I,  Pritchard,  aeen  thy  wondwat*"- 
Confess'd  tfiee  graat,  but  find  thee  Cn<^/Sl 
That  worth,  which  shone  in  acatter'd»ysb*w» 
Collected  now,  breaks  forth  with  double  pa«T. 
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Tlie  Jealous  Wife!  on  that  thy  tot)phies  raise, 
Inferior  only  to  the  author's  praise, 

fnm  Dublin,  fam*d  in  legends  of  romance 
For  mighty  magic  of  endianted  lance. 
With  which  her  heroes  ann*d  victorious  prove, 
And  like  a  flood  rush  o*er  the  land  of  Love, 
MoKOp  and  Barry  came  ^~  names  ne'er  designed 
Bj  Fate  in  the  same  sentence  to  be  joined. 
Baii*d  by  the  breath  of  p<^ular  acclaim, 
ITiqr  mounted  to  the  pinnacle  of  Fame ; 
There  the  weak  brain,  made  giddy  with  the  height* 
8piiiT*d  on  the  rival  chiefs  to  mortal  fight. 
Tkm  sportive  boys,  around  some  bason's  brim, 
Bdiold  the  pipe-drawn  bladders  circling  swim : 
But  if  ftom  lungs  more  potent,  there  arise 
Two  bubbles  of  tunore  than  common  size^ 
£sger  for  honour  they  for  fight  prepare. 
Bobble  meets  bubble,  and  both  sink  to  air. 

Uomop,  attached  to  military  pUn, 
ftiU  kept  his  eye  fiz'd  on  his  right-hand  man. 
Whilst  the  naouth  measures  words  with  seeming 

skill, 
The  right-hand  labours,  and  the  left  lies  still ; 
For  he  resolv'd  oo  scripture-groimds  to  go, 
What  the  rifffat  doth,  the  kft^umd  shall  not  know. 
With  studied  impropriety  of  speech. 
He  eoars  beyond  the  hadcney  critic's  reach ; 
To  cpiifaeCB  allocs  emphatic  state, 
Whilst  prindpala,  ungrsc'd,  like  hu*quies  wait ; 
!■  ways  first  trodden  by  himself  excels^ 
And  studs  alone  in  indedinables ; 
Gonjunctioa,  preposition,  adverb  join 
To  stamp  new  vigour  on  the  nervous  line : 
la  monosyllables  his  thunders  roll, 
Hi,  SHI,  n,  AKD,  wx,  tx,  thxt,  iHght  the  aouL 

In  person  taller  than  the  common  sise^ 
Behold  where  Barry  draws  admiring  eyes .' 
When  lab'ring  passions,  in  his  bosom  pent^ 
Convulsive  rage»  and  struggling  heave  for  \ 
^Mdators,  with  imagin'd  terroura  warm, 
<AaziDns expect  the  bursting  of  the  storm: 
But,  all  unfit  in  such  a  pile  to  dwell. 
Hit  voice  comes  Ibtth,  like  Echo  flnnn  her  cell ; 
To  swell  the  tempest  needfbl  aid  denies, 
Aai  all  m-dawn  the  stage  in  feeble  murmur  dies. 
What  man,  like  Barry,  with  such  pains  can  err 
In tiocutioD,  actioii,  character? 
Whtt  man  could  give,  if  Bany  was  not  here, 
fcch  wcU-applauded  tenderness  to  Lear? 
Who  dse  can  speak  so  verv,  very  fine, 
Ast  tense  may  kindly  end  with  ev'ry  line? 
Some  doscn  lines  before  the  ghost  is  there, 
BAold  him  for  the  solemn  scene  prepare. 
^  bow  he  frames  his  eyes,  poises  each  limb, 
te  the  whole  body  into  proper  trim.  — 
Aoa  whence  we  learn,  with  no  great  stretch  of  art, 
^  lines  hence  comes  a  ghost,  and  ha!  a  start 

When  be  appears  most  perfect,  still  we  find 
ftiwiliiiH^  wiilcfa  jars  upon,  and  hurts  the  mind. 
Whstcver  lights  upon  a  part  are  thrown, 
^<i  lee  loo  plainly  tliey  are  not  his  own. 
Kilaiiefinm  Nature  ever  yet  he  caught ; 
Xor  knew  a  feeling  which  he  was  not  taught ; 
^nsi'd  his  tropbies  an  die  base  of  art, 
Asd  conn'd  bis  paasionay  ss  he  conn'd  his  pert 
Qiib,  finm  afiu-y  lur'^1  bv  die  scent  of  fome, 
^  ilagt  LtfiatiMn*  put  in  his  daim, 
"^  "   '  -  and  Booth.     Alone^ 


r  vent; 


^of  Bettcrton 
I  be  walked,  and 
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For  how  should  modems,  mushrooms  of  tlie  day, 
Who  ne'er  thosa  masters  knew,  know  how  to  play? 
6rey>bearded  vet'rans,  who,  with  partial  tongue^ 
Extol  the  times  when  they  themselves  were  young, 
Who^  having  lost  all  relish  for  the  stage, 
See  not  their  own  defects,  but  lash  the  age, 
Receiv'd  with  joyful  murmurs  of  applause. 
Their  darling  chief,  and  lin'd  his  fav'rite  cause. 

Far  be  it  from  the  candid  Muse  to  tread 
Insulting  o'er  the  ashes  of  the  dead. 
But,  just  to  living  merit,  she  maintains, 
And  dares  the  test,  whilst  Garrick's  genius  reigns; 
Ancients  in  vain  endeavour  to  excel. 
Happily  pnds'd,  if  they  could  act  as  welL 
But  though  prescription's  force  we  disallow, 
Nor  to  antiquity  submissive  bow ; 
Tbouffh  we  deny  imaginary  grace. 
Founded  on  accidents  of  time  and  place ; 
Yet  real  worth  of  ev'ry  growth  shall  bear 
Due  praise^  nor  must  we,  Quin,  forget  thee  there. 

His  words  bore  sterling  weight,  nervous  and 
strong, 
In  manly  tides  of  sense  thev  roll'd  along. 
Happy  in  art,  he  chiefly  had  pretence 
To  keep  up  numbers,  yet  not  forfeit  sense. 
No  actor  ever  greater  heights  could  reach 
In  all  the  labour'd  artifice  of  speech. 

Speech!  Is  that  all? — And  shall  an  actor  found 
An  universal  fame  on  partial  ground  ? 
Parrots  themselves  speak  properly  by  rote. 
And,  in  six  months,  my  dog  shall  howl  by  note. 
I  laugh  at  those,  who,  when  the  stage  they  tread. 
Neglect  the  heart,  to  complhnent  ti^  head ; 
IViSi  strict  propriety  then*  cares  confin'd 
To  weigh  out  words,  while  passion  halts  behind. 
To  ^Uable-dissecton  they  appeal. 
Allow  them  accent,  cadence,  —  fools  may  feel ; 
But^  spite  of  all  the  criticising  elves, 
Those  who  would  make  us  feel,  must  feel  themselves. 

His  eyes,  m  gloomy  socket  taught  to  roll, 
Frodaim'd  the  sullen  habit  of  his  soul. 
Heavy  and  phlegmatic  he  trod  the  stage. 
Too  proud  for  tenderness,  too  dull  for  rage. 
When  Hector's  lovely  widow  shines  in  tears, 
Or  Bowe'a  gay  rake  dependant  virtue  jeera^ 
With  the  same  cast  of  features  he  is  seen 
To  chide  the  libertine^  and  court  the  queen. 
FWxn  the  tame  scene,  which  without  passion  flow% 
With  just  desert  his  reputation  rose ; 
Nor  less  he  pleas'd,  when,  on  some  surly  plan, 
He  was,  st  once,  the  actor  and  the  man. 

In  Brute  he  shone  unequall'd :  all  agree 
Oanick's  not  half  so  great  a  brute  as  he. 
When  Gate's  labour'd  scenes  are  brought  to  view. 
With  equal  praise  the  actor  labour'd  too ;  • 
For  still  you  *11  find,  trace  passions  to  their  root. 
Small  diff*rence  'twixt  the  stoic  and  the  brute. 
In  &ncied  scenes,  as  in  life's  real  plan. 
He  could  not,  for  a  moment,  sink  the  man. 
In  whate'er  cast  his  character  was  bid. 
Self  still,  like  oil,  upon  the  surikce  play'd. 
Nature,  in  spite  of  all  his  skill,  crept  in : 
Horatio,  Dorax,  FaUtafi*,  —still 't  was  Qum. 

Next  follows  Sheridan  ^  a  doubtful  name. 
As  yet  unsettled  in  the  rank  of  Fame. 
This,  fondly  lavish  in  his  praises  grown. 
Gives  bun  all  merit;  that  allows  him  none. 
Between  them  both  we  ni  steer  the  middle  course 
Nor,  loving  pnuse,  rob  Judgment  of  her  force. 
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JuBt  hit  coiiceptloii8»  mtunl  and  great : 
Hif  fedings  ftroog,  his  words  enforc'd  with  weight 
Was  8pee(L&m*d  Qjuin  himself  to  hear  him  spok. 
Envy  would  drive  the  colour  from  his  cheek : 
But  wtfip-damff  Nature,  niggard  of  her  grace^ 
Deny'd  the  social  pow*rs  of  voice  and  ftice. 
Fix*d  in  one  frame  of  features,  glare  of  eye^ 
Pkssions,  like  chaos,  in  confiislon  lie : 
In  vain  the  wonders  of  his  skill  are  try'd 
Toifarm  distinctions  Nature  hath  deny*d. 
£Qs  Yoice  no  touch  of  harmony  admits, 
Irregularly  deep  and  shrill  by  fits : 
Hie  two  extremes  appear  like  man  and  wife^ 
Coupled  together  for  the  sake  of  strife. 

Ws  action  *s  alwm  strong,  but  sometimes  such, 
Tliat  candour  must  declare  he  acts  too  much. 
Why  must  impatience  fidl  three  paces  back  ? 
Why  paces  three  return  to  the  attack  ? 
Why  is  the  right  leg  too  fbifoid  to  stir, 
UnJess  in  motion  semidrcular? 
Whir  must  the  hero  with  the  Naflor  vie, 
And  hurl  die  dose-dench'd  fist  at  nose  or  eye? 
In  royal  John,  with  Philip  angry  grown, 
I  tfumght  he  would  have  knodL*d  poor  Daries 

down* 
Infatiknan  ^rrant !  was  it  not  a  diame^ 
To  fright  a  king  so  harmless  and  so  tam^? 
But,  spite  of  aU  defects,  his  ^ories  rise ; 
And  Art,  by  Judgment  fbrm'd,  with  Nature  vies : 
Behold  him  sound  the  d^  of  Hubert's  soul, 
Whilft  in  hu  own  contending  passions  roll ; 
View  the  whole  scene,  with  critic  judgment  scan, 
And  then  deny  him  inerit  if  you  can. 
Where  he  falls  short,  *t  u  Nature's  fkult  alone; 
Where  he  succeeds,  the  merit 's  all  his  own. 

Last  Garrickcame.  —  Behind  him  throng  a  train 
Of  mariing  critics,  igmxrint  as  vain. 

One  fbids  out^  —  *<  He  's  of  stature  somariat 
low- 
Tour  hero  always  should  be  tall,  you  know.  «• 
IVue  nat'ial  greatness  all  conasts  in  height*' 
Produce  your  voucher.  Critic.  —  "  Sergeant  Kite." 

Another  can't  fbrgive  the  paltry  arts 
By  whidi  he  makes  his  way  to  shallow  hearts ; 
Mere  pieces  of  finesse,  traps  for  applause  — 
'<  Avaunt,  unnaf  rsl  start,  aflfected  pause." 

For  me^  by  Nature  form'd  to '   ~ 
I  can't  acquit  by  wholesale,  nor 
Hie  best  tilings  carried  to  excess  are  wrong: 
The  start  may  be  too  frequent,  pause  too  long; 


But,  only  us*d  in  proper  time  and  plao^ 
Severest  judgment  must  aUow  them  grace. 

If  bunglers,  form'd  on  Imitation's  plan, 
Just  in  the  way  that  monkies  mimic  man, 
Tbeir  copied  scene  with  mangled  arts  disgrace^ 
And  pause  and  start  with  the  same  vacant  hot ; 
We  join  the  critic  laugh;  those  trices  we  soon. 
Which  spoil  the  scenes  they  mean  them  to  adoro. 
But  whoi,  from  Nature's  pure  and  genuine  soone^ 
Tliese  strokes  of  acting  flow  with  ffen'roos  Ifaroe, 
When  in  the  fbatures  ail  the  soul  "%  pourtray'd, 
And  passions,  such  as  Ganrick's,  are  disfday'd. 
To  me  they  seem  ftom  quickest  feelmgs  caught: 
Each  start  is  Nature ;  and  each  pause  is  Tliougbt 

When  Reason  yields  to  Fusion's  wild  alanm^ 
And  the  whole  state  of  man  bupin  arms; 
What  but  a  critic  could  oondonn  the  play^Ty 
For  pausing  here^  when  CooUSenae  pauses  there? 
I  Whilst,  woridng  from  the  heart,  the  fire  I  tracc^ 
And  maxk  it  strongly  flaming  to  die  fbct ; 
Whilst,  in  eadi  sound»  I  hear  the  very  man  ; 
I  can't  catch  words,  and  pity  those  who  can. 

Let  wits,  like  spiden,  from  tiie  tortured  haia. 
Fine-draw  the  critic-web  with  curious  pain : 
"nie  gods,— 'a  kindness  I  with  tiianks  must  pijt  — 
Have  form'd  me  of  a  coarser  kind  of  day ; 
Not  stung  with  envy,  nor  with  pain  diaeas'd, 
A  poor  dull  creature,  still  with  Nature  plea8*d ; 
Hence  to  tl^  praises,  Ganrick,  I  agree^ 
And,  pleas'd  with  Nature,  must  be  pleaa'd  witfi  thep. 

Now  I  might  teU,  how  silenoe  rc&n'd  dwc 
And  deep  attention  hush'd  the  nMs  rout : 
How  ev'ry  claimant,  toiiur'd  with  desire, 
Was  pale  as  ashes,  or  as  red  as  fire: 
dut,  loose  to  ftme,  the  Muse  more  simply  meiM, 
Rejects  all  flourish,  and  relates  mere  fSsct^ 

The  judges,  as  the  severel  parties  came,   Idsmi, 
Widi  temper  heard,  with  judgment  weigh'd  each 
And,  in  their  sentence  hap^y  agreed. 
In  name  of  both,  great  Shak^eare  thus  decreed. 

«  If  manly  sense;  if  Nature  Unk'd  with  Ait; 
If  thorough  knowledge  of  the  bnman  heart; 
If  pow'rs  of  acting  vast  and  unconfin'd; 
If  fewest  fiiults  with  greatest  beautka  join'd; 
If  stRMig  expression,  and  stna^e  pow*n  wbfidi  fis 
Within  die  magic  circle  of  die  eye.; 
If  fedings  whfeh  tew  hearts,  like  Ids, 
And  which  no  fhce  so  vrell  as  his  can  show, 
Deserve  the  preTrenoe-  Garridc,  take  die 
Nor  quit  it— till  diou  place  an  equd  thereu 
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EDWARD  YOUNG. 


JjmrAmD  Toohg»  a  poet  of  copsideniUe  celebrity, 
vai  tbe  only  too  of  Dr.  Edward  Young,  fellow  of 
Windwtter  College,  and  rector  of  Upham,  Hamp- 
tUn,  He  was  bom  at  his  father's  liring,  in  1684^ 
sod  was  educated  at  Winchester  school,  whence  he 
was  removed  to  New  College,  and  afterwards  to 
Corpus  Cbristi  College^  Oxford.  By  tbe  favp^r  of 
Archbishop  Tenison  he  obtained  a  law-fellowship 
St  AH-Sotils.  At  this  time  his  chief  pursuit 
sppears  to  have  been  poetry ;  and  it  is  little  to  his 
oedit,  with  reqpect  to  his  choice  of  patrons,  that  he 
hss  sought  them  through  all  the  political  chsnges  of 
tbe  timew  IVagedy  was  one  of  his  fitvourite  pur- 
nits,  m  which  his  '<  Revenge,*'  dedicated  in  1721 
to  the  Duke  of  Wharton,  was  regarded  as  his 
juiodpal  effort.  Many  other  performances,  how- 
crer,  took  their  turn,  <^  which  the  most  noted  at 
lUs  time  were  his  «  Fkraphrsse  on  Fart  of  the 
Book  of  Job  ;*'  and  «  Tbe  Lore  of  Fame,  or  the 
Uaimssl  Fteion.*' 

Tonog,  now  in  his  forty-fourth  year,  having 
given  up  his  prospects  as  a  layman,  todc  orders, 
sod  was  nominated  one  of  the  Royal  Chaplains. 
He  pubUshed  some  prose  worlcs  as  the  fruits  of  his 
aewprolession,  of  which  were,  <<Tbe  True  Estimate 
of  Human  Ufe,*'  representing  only  its  dark  side ; 
sod  «  An  Apology  fin'  Frinces,  or  the  Reverence 
doe  to  Oovenunent,**  a  sermon,  well  suited  to  a 
In  1730^  be  was  praented,  by 


collcce,  to  the  rectory  of  Welwyn,  in  Hertfordshire; 
sod  m  the  following  year  he  married  Lady  Elixa- 
bctfa  Lee,  widow  of  Colonel  Lee,  and  daughter  of 
the  Earl  of  Lichfield.  Hiis  lady  he  lost  in  1741, 
after  she  had  borne  him  one  son.  Other  aActing 
bonly  losses  occurred  about  that  period,  and  aggra- 
valcd  his  di^iosition  to  melancholy ;  and  it  was  in 
tfiii  year  that  he  commenced  his 


the  «  Night  Thoughts.*'  This  production  is  truly 
original  in  design  and  execution :  it  imitates  none, 
and  has  no  imitators.  Its  spirit  is,  indeed,  gloomy 
and  severe^  and  its  thecdogy  awful  and  overwhelm- 
ing. It  seems  designed  to  pludc  iq>  by  the  roots 
every  consolation  for  human  evils,  except  that 
founided  on  the  scheme  of  Christianity  wluch  the 
writer  adopted ;  yet  it  presents  reflections  which 
are  inculcated  with  a  force  of  language,  and  sub- 
limity of  imagination,  almost  unparidleled.  It 
abounds  with  £e  fiuilts  characteristic  of  the  writer, 
and  u  spun  out  to  a  tedious  length,  that  of  nine 
books  *  but  if  not  often  read  throus  l^  it  will  never 
sink  into  neglect  It  was  evidenUy  the  fiivourite 
work  of  the  author,  who  ever  after  wished  to  be 
known  as  the  composer  of  the  «  Night  Thoughts." 
The  numerous  editions  of  the  work  sufficiently 
prove  the  hold  which  it  has  taken  of  die  public 
jnind. 

The  lyric  attempts  of  Toung  were  singularly 
unfortunate,  not  one  of  his  piecei  of  that  class 
baring  a  claim  for  perusal ;  and,  indeed,  many  of 
his  other  poetical  writings  display  inequalities,  and 
defocts  of  taste  and  judgment,  very  extraordinary 
for  a  writer  of  his  rank.  In  an  edition  of  his 
works,  published  during  his  life,  in  four  vols.  8va, 
he  Idmself  excluded  several  compositions,  wbicb  he 
thought  of  inferior  merit,  and  expunged  many  da. 
dications,  of  which  he  was  doubtless  ashamed.  A 
letter  to  him,  from  Archbishop  Seeker,  proves, 
however,  that  at  a  kte  period  of  life  be  had  not 
ceased  to  solicit  preferment.  He  latteriy  fell  un- 
der domestic  sway,  and  was  entirely  subdued  to 
the  controul  of  a  housekeeper.  Toung  continued 
to  exist  till  April  1765,  when  he  expired  in  his 
84th  year. 


A  FARAPHRASE 

OV  TAVt  OP 

TBE  BOOr  OF  JOB. 

1  nnicc  happy  Job  long  liv'd  in  regal  states 
Nor  saw  the  sumptuous  East  a  prince  so  graat; 
Whose  worldly  stores  in  such  abundance  low'd, 
Whoae  heart  with  such  exalted  virtue  glow'd. 
At  length  misfortunes  take  theu*  turn  to  reign. 
And  lib  OD  ills  succeed!  a  dreadful  train! 
What  DOW  but  deaths,  and  poverty,  and  wrong, 
The  sword  wide-wasting,  the  reproachful  tongue, 


And  spotted  plagues,  that  marii'dhb  find»  all  o'er 
So  thick  with  pains,  they  wanted  room  for  more ! 
A  change  so  sad  what  mortal  here  could  bear? 
Exhausted  woe  had  left  him  nought  to  fear ; 
But  gave  him  all  to  grief.     Low  earth  he  press'd. 
Wept  in  the  dust,  ai^  sorely  smote  his  breast 
His  friends  around  the  deep  affliction  moum'd. 
Felt  all  his  pangs,  and  groan  f<nr  groan  retum'd; 
In  anguish  of  their  hearts  their  mantles  rent^ 
And  seven  long  days  in  solemn  silence  spent ! 
A  debt  of  reverence  to  distress  so  great ! 
Tlien  Job  oontain'd  no  more ;  but  curs'd  his  fe^ 
His  day  of  birth,  its  inauspicious  light, 
He  wishes  sunk  in  shades  of  endless  nigl|t» 
If  m  ^  ^  I 
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And blottedftooi tht Tftr ;  nor fiMn to cniv€ 
Dortfay  insCant  death ;  mi|iiitient  for  the  grmre, 
Hut  feat  of  peace,  that  manson  of  repose. 
Where  reet  and  mortak  are  no  longer  foes; 
Where  oounseUon  are  huah*d,  and  mighty  kings 
(Oh  happy  torn !)  no  more  are  wretched  thfaigs. 

Hit  words  were  daring,  anddispleas'd  his  friends ; 
His  conduct  ther  reprore,  and  he  defends ; 
And  now  they  kudled  into  warm  debate, 
And  sentunents  oppos'd  with  equal  heat ; 
FEx*d  in  opinion,  both  refuse  to  yield, 
And  summon  all  their  reason  to  the  field : 
So  high  at  length  their  arguments  were  wrought, 
They  reach'd  the  last  extent  of  human  thought : 
A  pause  ensued  —  When,  lo !  Heaven  interpos*d| 
And  awefuUy  the  long  contention  dos'd. 
Fdll  o*er  thrir  heads,  with  terrible  surprise, 
A  sudden  whirlwind  bhicken*d  ail  the  skies  t 
(They  saw,  and  trembled !)  from  the  darknessbtoke 
A  dreadfbl  voice,  and  thus  th*  Almighty  spoke : 

**  Who  gives  his  tongue  a  loose  so  bold  and  vatn^ 
Censures  my  conduct,  and  repmves  my  reign ; 
Lifts  up  his  thought  against  me  fitnn  the  dust, 
And  tells  tiie  World's  Creator  what  is  just? 
Of  late  so  brave,  now  lift  a  dauntless  eye, 
Face  my  demand,  and  give  it  a  reply :  — 
Where  didst  thou  dweUat  Nature's  early  birth  ? 
Who  laid  foundations  for  the  spacious  Earlh  f 
Who  on  its  surfkce  did  extend  the  line. 
Its  form  determine,  and  its  bulk  confine? 
Who  ftx'd  the  corner-stone?  What  hand,  dedare^ 
Hung  it  on  nought,  and  iasten'd  it  on  air ; 
When  the  bright  morning  stars  in  concert  sung. 
When  Heaven's  high  arch  with  loud  hosannahs 

rung. 
When  shouting  sons  of  God  the  triumph  crown'd. 
And  the  wide  concave  thunder'd  with  the  sound? 
Earth's  numerous  IcmgdamMy  hast  thou  view'd  them 

all? 
And  can  thr  span  of  knowledge  grssp  die  ball? 
Who  heav'd  the  monfilam,  which  sublimely  stands, 
And  casts  its  shadow  into  distant  lands? 

^  Who^  stretching  forth  his  sceptre  o'er  the  deep^ 
Can  tiwt  wide  world  in  due  sulgection  keep  ? 
I  broke  die  (j^obe,  I  scoop'd  its  hollow  side, 
And  did  a  baiwn  for  the  floods  provide; 
I  chain'd  them  with  my  word ;  the  boiling  sea, 
Woik'd  up  in  tempests,  hears  my  great  decree ; 
'  Thus  far,  thy  floating  tide  shall  be  convey'd ; 
And  here,  O  main,  be  thy  proud  billows  stay'd.* 

^  Hast  thou  explor'd  the  jecrvtt  of  the  deep. 
Where,  shut  from  use,  unnumber'cl  treasures  sleep? 
Where,  down  a  thousand  fathoms  from  the  day, 
Springs  the  great  fountain,  mother  of  the  sea? 
Those  gloomy  paths  did  tlqr  bold  foot  e'er  tread. 
Whole  worlds  of  waters  rolling  o'er  thy  head  ? 

«  Hath  the  cleft  caKivopcn'd  wide  to  thee  ? 
Death's  inmost  chambers  didst  thou  ever  see? 
E'er  knock  at  his  tremendous  gate,  and  wade 
To  the  bh^k  portal  through  th' incumbent  slvde  ? 
Deep  are  those  shades;  but  shades  still  deeper  hide 
My  counsels  from  the  ken  of  human  pride. 

<<  Where  dwdls  the  %bt/    In  what  ivfblgent 
dome? 
And  where  has  dorJbietff  made  her  disroa.  home  ? 
Thou  know'st,  no  doubt^  since  thy  large  heart  is 

fivugfat 
With  ripen'd  wisdom,  through  long  ages  brought; 
Since  Nature  was  call'd  forth  when  thou  wast  by, 
And  into  bebg  rose  beneath  thine  eye ! 


**  ArtwittM  begotm?  Who  their  9iAtK  knew? 
Flrom  whom  oaeoend  uM  pearly  drops  oi  daw? 
To  bind  die  stream  by  night,  what  hand  a 
Or  whiten  morning  with  the  hemrffreat  f 
Whose  powerful  breath,  from  northern  regionUowa, 
Touches  the  sea,  and  turns  it  into  stone : 
A  sudden  desert  spreads  o'er  reafans  defac'd. 
And  lays  one  half  of  the  creation  waste?  [sm 

**  Tliott  know'st  me  not ;  thy  hlindneas  CMmot 
How  vast  a  distance  parts  thy  God  hooL  tbea. 
Canst  thou  in  wlUrMndf  mount  akft?  Canst  then 
In  clouds  and  darkness  wrap  thy  awefU  brow  ? 
And,  when  day  triumphs  in  meridun  light. 
Put  forth  thy  hand,  and  shade  tibe  worid  with  night? 

**  Who  launch'd  the  dmi»  in  air,  and  bad  tfacB 
roU 
Suspended  seas  aloft,  finom  pole  to  pole? 
Who  can  reflrerii  the  burning  sandy  plain. 
And  quench  the  summer  with  a  waste  of  rain  ? 
Who,  in  rough  deserts  fax  from  human  toil. 
Made  rocks  bring  forth,  and  desolation  smile? 
There  blooms  the  rose,  where  human  foce  ne'er  shoae^ 
And  spreads  its  beauties  to  the  Sun  alone. 

<<  To  check  the  shower,  who  lifb  his  hand  oo  Ugl^ 
And  shuts  the  sluices  of  th'  exhaustfd  sky. 
When  Earth  no  longer  mourns  her  gaping  \ 
Her  naked  mountains,  and  her  russet  plams ; 
But,  new  in  lifb^  a  cheerfUl  prospect  yields 
Of  shining  rivers,  and  of  vei^ant  fields; 
When  groves  and  forests  lavish  all  their  bloom. 
And  iiarth  and  Heaven  are  fill'd  with  rich  pcrfinne  ? 

«  Hast  thou  e'er  scal'd  my  wintiy  skies,  and  sesli 
Of  Aotf  and  twnot  my  north<*m  magaxine? 
These  the  dread  treasures  of  mine  anger  arc^ 
My  funds  of  vengeance  for  the  day  of  war. 
When  clouds  rain  death,  and  storms  at  my  co^ 

mand 
Rage  through  the  worid,  or  waste  agnihy  land. 

«  Who  tMight  the  rapid  wmdt  to  fly  so  fort. 
Or  shakes  the  centre  with  his  eastern  Mast? 
Who  from  the  skies  can  a  whole  deluge  pour? 
Who  strikes  through  Nature  with  the  solenm  letf 
Of  dreadful  thunder,  points  it  where  to  fidl. 
And  in  fierce  Hgktiung  wrsps  the  flying  ball? 
Not  he  who  trembles  at  the  darted  fires. 
Falls  at  the  sound,  and  in  the  ilaih  exptreik 

**  Who  drew  the  eomei  out  to  such  a  siae^ 
And  pour'd  his  flaming  trsin  o'er  half  the  skies? 
Did  thy  resentment  hang  him  out  ?    Docs  he 
GUre  on  the  nation,  and  denounce,  from  thee? 

'*  Who  on  low  Earth  can  moderate  the  rein, 
That  guides  the  ttan  alons  th*  ethereal  pUn? 
Appomt  their  seasons,  and  direct  their  coarse. 


Tbdr  lustre  brighten,  and  supply  their  force? 
Canst  thou  the  skies*  benevolence  restrain. 
And  cause  the  Pleiades  to  shine  in  vain? 
Or,  when  Orion  sparkles  from  his  sphere, 
Thaw  the  cold  season,  and  unbind  die  year? 
Bid  Massaroth  his  destin'd  station  know, 
And  teach  the  bright  Arcturus  where  to  glow? 
BCine  is  the  ihI^  with  all  her  stars ;  I  poor 
Myriads,  and  myriads  I  reserve  in  store.         [bonw 
**  Doet  thou  pronounce  where  day-ligfat  shall  be 
And  draw  the  purple  curtain  of  the  mom  ; 
Awake  the  Sun,  and  bid  him  come  away. 
And  glad%  world  with  his  obsemiious  ray? 
Hast  thou,  enthron*d  in  flaming  giory,  driven 
Triumphant  round  the  qpacious  nng  oi  Heaven? 
That  pomp  of  hght,  what  hand  so  for  displays. 
That  distant  Earth  lies  basking  in  die  blaie? 
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<(  Who  £d  the  «w/ wMi  her  rich  powera  invest, 
And  light  up  reason  in  the  human  breast  ? 
To  riuMf  with  IVcsh  increase  of  lustre  bright, 
When  stars  and  Sun  are  set  in  endless  night? 
To  these  my  Tarious  questions  make  reply." 
Th*  Ahnigfaty  spdce ;  and, speaking,  shook  tfaesky. 

Whst  then,  OuJdAan  sire,  was  ^  surprise ! 
Thus  thou,  with  trembling  heart  and  down.H»st 

tye&i  — 
**  Once  and  again,  which  I  in  groans  deplore^ 
If  jr  tongue  has  err*d ;  but  shall  presume  no  more. 
My  voice  is  in  eternal  silence  bound. 
And  sU  my  soul  &Us  prostrate  to  the  ground.*' 

He  oessM ;  when,  lo,  again  th*  Alnughty  spoke ; 
The  ssme  dread  voice  from  the  black  whirlwind 
broke. 
"  Gu  that  arm  measure  with  an  arm  divine  ? 
And  canst  thou  thunder  with  a  voice  like  mine? 
Or  in  the  hollow  of  thy  hand  contain 
The  bulk  of  vraters,  the  wide^^reading  main. 
When,  mad  with  tempests,  all  ihe  billows  rise 
In  sll  their  rage,  and  dash  the  distant  skies  ? 

**  Come  forth,  in  beauty's  excellence  array'd ; 
And  be  the  grandeur  of  diy  power  dlsplay'd ; 
Bit  00  omnipotence,  and,  frowning,  make 
1^  spacious  round  of  the  creation  shake; 
Dispstch  thy  vengeance,  bid  it  overthrow 
IViumphant  vice,  lay  loifty  tyrants  low, 
And  crumble  them  to  dust.     When  this  is  done^ 
I  grant  thy  safety  lodg'd  in  thee  alone ; 
Of  thee  thou  art,  and  mayst  undaunted  stand 
Behind  the  buckler  of  thine  own  right-band. 

**  Pond  man !  the  vision  of  a  moment  made ! 
l^ream  of  a  dream  !  and  shadow  of  a  shade ! 
^V^  worlds  hast  thou  produc'd,  what  creatures 

iram'd; 
Whst  insects  cherish'd,  that  thy  God  is  blam'd  ? 
When  pain'd  with  hunger,  the  wild  raven's  brood 
Loud  calls  on  God,  importunate  for  food : 
Who  hears  their  cry,  who  grants  their  hoarse  request, 
And  stills  the  clamour  of  the  craving  nest  ? 
**  Who  in  the  stupid  ostrich  has  subdued 
A  parent's  care,  and  fond  inquietude? 
^^hile  far  she  flies,  her  scattered  eggs  are  found, 
^'^ithout  an  owner,  on  the  sandy  ground  5 
Cut  out  on  fortune,  they  at  mercy  lie, 
And  borrow  life  from  an  indulgent  sky  : 
Adapted  by  the  Sun,  in  blaze  of  day, 
IIkj  ripen  under  his  prolific  ray. 
Unnundful  she,  that  some  unhappy  tread, 
^y  crush  her  young  in  their  neglected  bed. 
^'Httt  time  she  skims  along  the  field  vrith  speed, 
^  scorns  the  rider,  and  pursuing  steed. 

**  How  rich  the  peacock !  what  bright  glories  run 
From  plume  to  plume,  and  vary  in  the  Skm ! 
He  proudly  spreads  them  to  the  golden  ray, 
Gires  all  his  colours,  and  adorns  the  day ; 
Vith  conscious  state  the  spacious  round  displaysi 
And  slowly  moves  amid  the  waving  bhize. 

"  Who  taught  the  hawk  to  find,  in  seasons  wise, 
I^erpetual  summer,  and  a  change  of  skies  ? 
^^Iten  clouds  deform  the  year,  she  mounts  the  wind, 
Sioots  to  the  south,  nor  fears  the  storm  behind  $ 
Ihe  Sun  returning,  she  returns  again, 
lives  in  his  beams,  and  leaves  ill  days  to  men. 
"  Though  strong  the  hawk,  though  practis'd  well 
to  fly. 
An  esgle  drops  her  in  a  lower  sky ; 
An  esgle,  when,  deserting  human  siffht, 
She  sedu  the  Sun  in  her  unwearied  flight : 


Did  thy  command  her  ydhm  pinion  lift 

So  high  in  air,  and  set  her  on  the  clHt, 

Where  &T  above  l%  vrorld  die  dwells  alone^ 

And  proudly  makes  the  strength  of  rocks  her  owa  ; 

Thence  wide  o'er  Nature  takes  her  dread  survey. 

And  vrith  a  glance- predestinates  her  prey? 

She  feasts  her  young  with  blood;  and,  hovering  o'er 

Til'  unstaugfater'd  host,  enjoys  the  jmnnu^d  gore. 

<*  Know'st  thou  howmany  moons,  by  me  assign'd. 
Roll  o'er  the  mountain  goat,  and  forest  hind, 
Whfle  prmant  tiiey  a  mother's  load  sustain? 
Tbey  bend  in  anguish,  and  cast  forth  their  pain. 
Hale  are  tiieir  young,  from  human  fraOties  freed.; 
Walk  unsustain'd,  and  unassisted  feed ; 
Tbey  live  at  once ;  forsake  the  dam's  warm  side ; 
Take  the  wide  worid,  with  Nature  for  their  guide ; 
Bound  o'er  the  lawn,  or  seek  the  oistant  glade ; 
And  find  a  home  in  each  delightful  shade.        [rae^ 

«  Will  the  tall  reem,  which  knows  no  Lord  but 
Low  at  the  crib,  and  ask  an  alms  of  thee  ? 
Submit  his  unworn  dM)ulder  to  the  yoke. 
Break  the  stiff  clod,  and  o'er  thy  furrow  smoke  ? 
Since  great  his  strength,  go  trust  him,  void  of  care ; 
Lay  on  hu  neck  the  toil  of  all  the  year ; 
Bid  him  brine  home  the  seasons  to  thy  doors^ 
And  cast  his  Toad  among  thy  gather'd  stores. 

**  Didst  thou  from  service  tilie  wild  ass  discbaige, 
And  break  his  bonds,  and  bid  him  live  at  hirge. 
Through  the  wide  waste,  his  ample  mansion,  roam. 
And  1^  himself  in  his  unbounded  home  ? 
By  Nature's  hand  magnificently  f^ 
^s  meal  is  on  the  range  of  mountains  spread ; 
As  in  pure  air  aloft  he  bounds  along. 
He  sees  in  distant  smoke  the  dty  dmmg ; 
Conscious  of  fi^edom,  scorns  the  smothered  train, 
The  threatening  driver,  and  the  servile  rein. 

'*  Survey  the  vnv like  horse !  didst  thou  invest 
With  thunder  his  robust  distended  chest  ? 
No  sense  of  fear  hb  dauntless  soul  allajrs ; 
*T  is  dreadful  to  behold  his  nostrik  blaze ; 
To  paw  the  vale  he  proudly  takes  delight. 
And  triumphs  in  the  fullness  of  his  might; 
High  rais'd  he  snufl^  the  battle  from  a&r. 
And  bums  to  plunge  amid  the  raging  war ; 
And  mocks  at  dea£,  and  throws  his  foam  around, 
And  in  a  storm  of  fbry  shakes  the  ground. 
How  does  his  firm,  his  rising  heart  advance 
Full  on  the  brandish'd  swoid,  and  shaken  lanoe : 
While  his  fix'd  eye-balls  meet  the  dazsUng  shield. 
Gaze,  and  return  the  lightning  of  the  field ! 
He  sinks  the  sense  of  pain  in  generous  pride, 
Nor  fbels  tlie  shaft  that  trembles  in  his  side ; 
But  neighs  to  the  shrill  trumpet's  dreadfiil  bhst 
Till  death ;  and  wlien  he  groans,  he  groans  his  last. 

«  But,  fiercer  still,  the  lordly  lion  stalks^ 
Grimly  majestic  in  his  lonely  walks ; 
When  round  he  glares,  all  Ihring  creatures  fly; 
He  clears  the  desert  with  his  rolling  eye. 
Say,  mortal,  does  be  rouse  at  thy  command. 
And  roar  to  thee,  and  live  upon  thy  hand  ? 
Dost  thou  for  him  in  forests  bend  thy  bow. 
And  to  his  gloomy  den  the  morsel  throw. 
Where  bent  on  death  lie  hid  his  tawny  brood. 
And,  couch'd  in  dreadful  ambush,  pant  for  blood  ; 
Or,  stretch'd  on  broken  limbs,  consume  the  day. 
In  darkness  wrapt,  and  slumber  o'er  their  prey  ? 
By  the  pale  Moon  they  take  their  destin'd  round. 
And  la^  their  sides,  and  furious  tear  the  ground. 
Now  slirieks  and  dying  groans  the  desert  fill ; 
Tlicy  rage,  they  rend ;  their  ravenous  jaws  distil 
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With  crimson  foam ;  aad,  wboi  the  banquet 's  o'«r, 
They  stride  away,  and  paint  their  steps  with  gore ; 
In  flight- alone  the  shepherd  puts  his  trust. 
And  shudders  at  the  talon  in  the  dust 

**  Mild  is  my  behemoth,  though  large  his  frame ; 
Smooth  is  his  temper,  and  represt  his  flame, 
While  unprovok'd.     This  native  of  the  flooid 
LiAs  his  broad  foot,  and  puts  ashore  for  food ; 
Earth  sinks  beneath  him,  as  he  moves  along 
To  seek  the  herbs,,  and  mingle  with  the  throng. 
See  with  what  strength  his  lurden'd  loins  are  bound, 
All  over  proof  and  shut  against  a  wound. 
How  like  a  mountain  cedar  moves  his  tail ! 
Nor  can  his  complicated  sinews  fail. 
Built  high  and  wide,  his  solid  bones  surpass 
Tlie  bars  of  steel ;  Us  ribs  are  ribs  of  brass ; 
His  port  majestic  and  his  armed  jaw 
Give  the  wide  forest,  and  the  mountain,  law. 
The  mountains  feed  him  ;  there  the  beasts  admire 
The  mighty  stranger,  and  in  dread  retire ; 
At  length  his  greatness  nearer  they  survey, 
Onxe  in  his  shadow,  and  his  eye  obey. 
Hie  fens  and  marshes  are  his  cool  retreat. 
His  noontide  shelter  from  the  burning  heat ; 
Tlieir  sedgy  bosoms  his  wide  couch  are  made. 
And  mves  of  willows  give  him  all  their  shade. 
«  His  eye  drinks  Jordan  up,  when  fir*d  with 
drought 
He  trusts  to  turn  its  current  down  his  throat ; 
In  lessen'd  waves  it  creeps  along  the  plain  : 
He  sinks  a  river,  and  he  thirsts  again. 

'<  Go  to  the  Nile,  and,  from  its  fruitful  side. 
Cast  forth  thy  line  into  the  swelling  tide : 
With  slender  hair  leviathan  command. 
And  stretch  his  vastness  on  the  loaded  strand. 
Will  he  become  thy  servant?     Will  he  own 
Thy  lordly  nod,  and  tremble  at  thy  frown? 
Or  with  tus  sport  amuse  thy  leisure  day, 
And,  bound  in  silk,  with  diy  soft  maidens  play  ? 

**  Shall  pompous  banquets  swell  with  sucha  piixe  ? 
And  the  bowl  journey  round  his  ample  size  ? 
Or  the  debating  merchants  share  the  prey. 
And  various  limbs  to  various  marts  convey  ? 
Through  his  firm  skull  what  steel  its  way  can  win? 
What  ibrcefiil  engine  can  subdue  his  skm  ? 
Fly  ftr,  and  live ;  tempt  not  his  matchless  might : 
The  bravest  shrink  to  cowards  in  his  sight ; 
The  rasbest  dare  not  rouse  him  up :  Who  then 
Shall  turn  on  me,  among  the  sons  of  men  ? 
**  Am  I  a  debtor  ?  Hast  thou  ever  heard 
Whence  come  the  gifts  that  are  on  me  oonferr'd  ? 
My  lavish  fruit  a  thousand  valleys  fills. 
And  mine  the  herds  that  grace  a  thousand  hills : 
Earth,  sea,  and  air,  all  Nature  is  my  own  ; 
And  stars  and  Sun  are  dust  beneath  my  throne. 
And  dar*st  thou  with  the  World's  great  Father  vie^ 
IhoUf  who  dost  tremble  at  my  creature's  eye  ? 

"  At  ftiU  my  large  leviathan  shall  rise. 
Boast  all  his  strengUi,  and  ^read  his  wondrous  size. 
Who^  great  in  arms,  e*er  stripped  his  shining  mail. 
Or  crown*d  his  triumph  with  a  single  scale  ? 
Whose  heart  sustains  him  to  drew  near  ?     Behold, 
Destruction  yawns ;  his  spacious  jaws  unfold. 
And  marshall'd  round  the  wide  expanse,  disclose 
Teeth  edc  *d  with  death,  and  crowding  rows  on  rows : 
What  hi&>us  fangs  on  either  side  arise ! 
And  what  a  deep  abyss  between  them  lies  I 
Mete  vrith  thy  lance,  and  with  thy  plummet  sound, 
Hie  one  how  long,  the  other  how  profound. 


His  bulk  is  charg'd  with  such  a  furious  soul, 
That  clouds  of  smoke  from  bis  spread  oostrikroQ, 
As  from  a  furnace ;  and,  when  rous'd  his  Wf 
Fate  issues  from  his  jaws  in  streams  of  (ire. 
The  rage  of  tempests,  and  the  roar  of  seas, 
Thy  terrour,  this  thy  great  superior  please ; 
Strength  on  his  ample  shoulder  sits  in  itate; 
His  well-join*d  limbs  are  dreadfully  compli^; 
His  flakes  of  solid  flesh  are  slow  to  part; 
As  steel  his  nerves ;  as  adamant  his  heart 

**  When,  late  awak*d,  he  rears  him  from  the  floodi, 
And,  stretdung  forth  his  stature  to  the  cloudsi 
Wiitiies  in  the  Sun  aloft  his  scaly  height, 
And  strikes  the  distant  hills  with  tnuisient  lig^ 
Far  round  are  fatal  damps  of  terrour  spread, 
The  mighty  fear,  nor  blush  to  own  tbdr  draaL 
**  JjKTgs  is  his  ftront ;  and,  when  his  buniA'd 
eyes 
Lift  linear  broad  lids,  the  morning  seems  to  me. 
*'  In  vain  may  death  in  various  shapes  invade, 
The  8wifUwing*d  arrow,  the  descending  blade ; 
Hia  naked  breast  their  impotence  defies; 
The  dart  rebounds,  the  brittle  &lchion  flies. 
Shut  m  himself;  the  war  widiout  he  hears, 
Safe  in  the  tempest  of  their  rattling  spean ; 
The  cumber*d  strand  their  wasted  volleys  strow ; 
His  sport,  the  rage  and  labour  of  the  foe. 

*<  His  pastimes  like  a  cauldron  boil  the  flood, 
And  bU^ken  ocean  vrith  the  rising  mud ; 
The  billows  feel  him,  as  be  works  his  way ; 
His  hoary  footsteps  shine  along  the  sea; 
The  foam  high-wnmght  with  white  divides  the  gnca, 
And,  distant  saSlon  point  where  Death  has  bcee. 

**  His  like  Earth  bean  not  on  her  spacious  hce; 
Alone  in  Nature  stands  his  dauntless  race, 
For  utter  ignorance  of  fear  renown'd. 
In  wrath  he  rolls  his  baleful  eye  around ; 
Makes  every  swoln,  disdainful  heart  subside, 
And  holds  dominion  o*er  die  sons  of  pride.'* 
Then  the  Chaldiran  eas*d  his  labouring  breast, 
With  full  conviction  of  his  crime  opprest 

**  Hxni  canst  accomplish  all  things,  Lord  of 
Might! 
And  every  thought  is  naked  to  thy  sight 
But,  oh  !  thy  ways  are  wonderful,  and  lie 
Beyond  the  deepest  reach  of  mortal  eye. 
Oft  have  I  heard  of  thine  almighty  power; 
But  never  saw  thee  till  this  dreadful  hour. 
0'erwhelm*d  vrith  shame,  the  Lord  of  IJSt  I  ^ 
Abhor  myself  and  give  my  soul  to  thee. 
Nor  shall  my  weakness  tempt  thine  anger  moR: 
Man  is  not  made  to  quettum,  but  adore*' 
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THB  COMPLAINT: 

OR, 

NIGHT-TH0UOHT8. 

rmEWACM, 

ii  the  oocukm  of  this  poem  was  reo/^  not  Jtctiiiout  i 
n  the  method  pursued  in  it  was  rather  tmjxuedf 
bjf  whit  spontaneously  arose  in  the  author*s  mind 
00  thstoccBsbn,  than  meditated  m  designed  ;  which 
will  appear  rery  probable  from  the  nature  of  it. 
For  it  differs  fhim  the  common  mode  of  poetry, 
whjch  it,  from  long  narrations  to  draw  short  mo- 
nla.  Here,  on  the  contrary,  the  narrative  is 
short,  and  the  morality  arising  from  it  makes  the 
bulk  of  the  poem.  Tlie  reason  of  it  is,  that  the 
tatu  mentioned  did  naturally  pour  these  moral 
rdlectioas  on  tlie  thought  of  the  writer. 

NlQBT  THE   FlESi: 
ON 

LIFE,  DEATH,  AND  IMMORTALITY, 

>  TBI  EIGHT  BOK.  AETHUR   ONSLOW,    SPBAKEE  OP 

THB  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS. 

h'd  Nature's  sweet  restorer,  balmy  Steep  ! 

(cv  like  the  world,  his  ready  visit  pays 

^here  fortune  smiles ;  the  wretched  he  forsakes ; 

vift  on  his  downy  pinion  flies  from  woe, 

Jid  Ugfats  on  lids  unsullied  with  a  tear. 

Fnaadiart  (as  usual)  and  disturb'd  repose, 

wake :  How  happy  they,  who  wake  no  more ! 

et  that  were  ndn,  if  dreams  infest  the  grave. 

wake,  emerging  from  a  sea  of  dreams 

umakuous;  where  my  wreck'd  desponding  thought, 

mn  wave  to  wave  of /ancied  misery, 

t  random  drove,  her  helm  of  reason  lost 

tiough  now  restor'd,  *t  is  only  change  of  p^in^ 

^  bitter  change !)  severer  for  severe. 

^  Dmf  too  short  for  my  distress ;  and  Ni^a, 

'cQ  in  the  vtmth  of  her  dark  doaiain, 

'  amdnne  to  tlie  c<dour  of  my  fate. 

^V^  sable  goddess !  from  her  c^on  throne, 

1  nyleas  majesty,  now  stretches  forth 

<r  leaden  sceptre  o'er  a  slumbering  world. 

lace,  how  dead!  and  darkness,  how  profound ! 

or  eye,  nor  listening  ear,  an  object  finds; 

nMioo  sleeps.     'T  is,  as  the  general  pulse 

^Hfe  stood  still,  and  Nature  made  a  pause ; 

B  awefnl  pause !  prophetic  of  her  end. 

Mi  let  her  |»ropliecy  be  soon  frilfiU'd ; 

tfe/ drop  the  curtain;  I  can  lose  no  more. 

Ancr  aJod  Darkneu  /  solenm  sisters !  twins 

tan  andent  Ntgkt,  who  nurse  the  tender  thought 

>  rwMfi,  and  on  reason  build  resolve, 
W  column  of  true  majesty  in  man,) 
wt  me :  I  will  thank  you  in  the  grave ; 

e  grate,  your  kingdom:  tA^re  thb frame  shall  faU 
victim  sacred  to  your  drrary  shrine, 
itwfattare  je?  — 
IVxi,  who  didat  put  to  flight 
imid  AfeNce,  when  the  morning  stars, 
QiU]^  dMmted  o'er  the  rising  ball ! 
ti>oa,  whose  word  fhxn  solid  darkness  struck 
■t  ipvk,  the  Sun ;  strike  wisdom  fimn  my  soul ; 
f  iov],  which  flies  to  thee,  her  trust,  her  treasure, 
oaaen  to  their  gold,  while  others  rest 
IWougb  thb  opaque  of  Nature,  and  oisoyl. 


This  double  nkht,  tfaoMDlt  one  pitying  ray. 
To  lighten,  and  to  cheer.     O  leid  my  mind, 
(A  nmid  that  fain  would  wander  from  its  woe,) 
Lead  it  through  various  scenes  of  ^  and  death  $ 
And  from  eaSi  scene,  the  noblest  truths  inspire. 

.  Nor  less  inspire  my  conduct,  than  my  songf 

I  Teach  my  best  reason,  reason ;  my  best  will 
Teach  rectitude ;  and  fix  my  firm  resolve 
Wisdom  to  wed,  and  pay  ho:  long  arrear : 
Nor  let  the  phial  of  thy  vengeance,  pour'd 
On  this  devoted  head,  be  pour'd  in  vain. 

The  bell  strikes  one.     We  take  no  note  of  time 
9ut  from  its  loss.     To  give  it  then  a  tongue. 
Is  wise  in  man.     As  if  an  angel  spoke, 
I  feel  the  solemn  sound.     If  heard  aright. 
It  is  the  kTtell  of  my  departed  houn : 
Where  are  they  ?  With  the  years  beyond  the  flood. 
It  is  the  signal  that  demands  dispatdi ; 
How  mu(£  is  to  be  done  ?  My  hopes  and  fean 
Start  up  alarm'd,  and  o'er  life's  narrow  verge 
Look  down  —  On  what  ?  a  fruhomless  abjrss  1 
A  dread  eternity  !  how  surely  mine  / 
And  can  eternity  belong  to  me. 
Poor  pensioner  on  the  bounties  of  an  hour  ? 

How  poor,  how  rich,  how  abject,  how  august. 
How  complicate,  how  wonderful,  is  man  ! 
How  passing  wonder  He,  who  made  him  such ! 
Who  centered  in  our  moke  such  strange  extremes ! 
FVom  difierent  natures  marvelously  mixt. 
Connection  exquiute  of  distant  worlds ! 
Distinguished  Unk  in  being's  endless  chain ! 
Midway  from  nothistg  to  the  Deity  I 
A  beam  ethereal,  suUy'd  and  absorpt ! 
Though  sully'd  and  dishonour'd,  still  divine  I 
Dim  miniature  of  greatness  absolute ! 
An  heir  of  glory !  a  fhul  child  of  dust ! 
JSW/ifetf  immortal !  insect  m/Sni(e  / 
A  worm !  a  sod !  —  I  tremble  at  myself. 
And  in  myseu  am  lost!  at  home  a  stranger. 
Thought  wanders  up  and  down,  surpris'd,  aghas^ 
And  wondering  at  her  own :  How  Reason  reels ! 
O  what  a  miracle  to  man  is  man. 
Triumphantly  distress'd!  what  joy,  what  dread  ! 
Alternately  transported,  and  ahurm'd ! 
What  can  preserve  my  life  ?  or  what  destix>y  ? 
An  angel's  arm  can't  simtch  me  from  the  grave ; 
Legions  of  angels  can't  confine  me  there. 

'T  is  past  conjecture ;  all  thincs  rise  in  proof: 
While  o'er  my  limbs  sleep*B  soft  dominion  spread, 
What  though  my  soul  fr^tastic  measures  trod 
O'er  fiury  fields ;  or  moum'd  along  the  gloom 
Of  pathless  woods ;  or,  down  the  craggy  steep 
Hurl'd  headlong,  swam  with  pain  the  mantled  pool;^ 
Or  acal'd  the  diff ;  or  danc'd  on  hollow  winds, 
With  antic  shapes,  wild  natives  of  the  brain  ? 
Her  ceaseless  flight,  thou^  devious,  speaks  her  nature 
Of  subtler  essence  than  the  trodden  clod ; 
Active,  aerial,  towering,  unconfin'd, 
Unfettered  with  her  gross  companion's  falL 
E'en  sUent  night  proclaims  my  soul  immortal  .* 
E'en  silent  night  proclaims  eternal  dav. 
For  human  weal.  Heaven  husbands  al  I  events ; 
Dull  sleep  instructs,  nor  sport  vain  dreams  in  vain. 

Why  then  their  loss  deplore,  that  are  not  lost? 
Why  wanders  wretched  thought  their  tombs  around. 
In  infidel  distress?  Are  ofi^  there? 
Slumbers,  rak'd  up  in  dust,  ethereal  fire  ? 
They  live !  they  greatly  live  a  life  on  Earth 

j  Unkindled,  unconceiv'd ;  and  Anom  an  eye 

I  Of  tenderness  let  heavenly  pity  frll  ^ 
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On  me,  more  justly  nmnber*d  with  ibit  deed. 
This  M  tiw  dewrt,  thit  the  siolitude : 
How  populous,  how  Tital,  is  the  mre  I 
Tkis  is  cfeation*s  melancholy  nuiTt, 
Tlie  vale  ftinereel,  the  sed  ejfpreu  gloom ; 
The  land  of  apparitions,  empty  shades  ! 
All,  all  on  Eaith,  is  shadow,  aSl  beyond 
Is  mbttonce  t  the  reverse  is  folly's  creed : 
How  solid  all,  where  change  shall  be  no  more  > 

Tku  is  the  bud  of  being,  the  dim  dawn, 
Hie  twilight  of  our  day,  £e  vestibule : 
Zj^'s  thMtre  as  yet  is  shut,  and  Death, 
Strong  Death,  alone  can  heave  the  massy  bar, 
This  gross  impediment  of  clay  remove. 
And  make  us  embryos  of  existence  fVee. 
Tram  real  life,  but  little  more  remote 
Is  A^  not  yet  a  candidate  for  light, 
Tbejutwre  embryo,  slumbering  in  his  sire. 
Embryos  we  must  be,  till  we  Umt  the  shell, 
Yon  ambient  asure  shell,  and  spring  to  life, 
The  life  of  gods,  O  transport !  and  of  man. 

Tet  man,  fool  man !  here  buries  all  his  thoughts; 
Inters  celestial  hopes  without  one  sigh. 
Prisoner  of  Earth,  and  pent  beneath  the  Moon, 
Mere  pinions  all  his  wiJies  ;  wing*d  by  Heaven 
To  fly  at  infinite ;  and  reach  it  there, 
'i¥here  seraphs  gather  immortality. 
On  life's  £ur  tree,  fast  by  the  throne  of  God. 
What  golden  joys  ambrosial  clustering  glow. 
In  his  full  beam,  and  ripen  for  the  just. 
Where  momentary  ages  are  no  more !  [expire ! 

Where  Time,  and  Pain,  and  Chance,  and  Death 
And  is  it  in  die  flight  of  threescore  years. 
To  push  eternity  from  human  thought. 
And  smother  souls  immortal  in  the  dust  ? 
A  soul  immortal,  spending  all  her  fires, 
Wasting  her  strength  in  strenuous  idleness, 
Thrown  into  tumult,  raptur*d  or  alarm*d, 
At  aught  this  scene  can  threaten  or  indulge, 
Besembles  ocean  into  tempest  vnxHight, 
To  waft  a  feather,  or  to  drown  a  fly. 

Where  fidls  this  censure  ?  It  o*erwhebns  myself ; 
How  was  my  heart  incrusted  by  the  world ! 

O  how  self.fetter'd  was  my  grovelling  soul ! 

How,  Uke  a  worm,  was  I  wrapt  round  and  round 

In  silken  thought,  which  reptile  Fancif  spun, 

Till  darken'd  Reason  lay  quite  clouded  o*er 

With  soft  conceit  of  endless  comfort  here, 

'^or  yet  put  forth  her  wings  to  reach  the  skies ! 
Night-visions  may  befriend  (as  sung  above) : 

Our  waking  dreams  are  fatal.     How  I  dreamt 

Of  things  impossible !  (Could  sleep  do  more?) 

Of  joys  perpetual  in  perpetual  change ! 

Of  stable  pleasures  on  the  tossing  wave  ! 

Eternal  sunshine  in  the  storms  of  life ! 

How  richly  were  my  noon-tide  trances  hung 

With  gorgeous  tapestries  of  pictured  joys ! 

Joy  behind  joy,  in  endless  perspective ! 

Till  at  Death's  toll,  whose  resUess  iron  tongue 

Galls  daily  for  his  millions  at  a  meal, 

Starting  I  woke,  and  found  myself  undone. 

Where  now  my  phrenzy*s  pompous  furniture  ? 

Hie  cobweb*d  cottage,  with  its  ragged  wail 

Of  mouldering  mud,  is  rotfoUy  to  me ! 

The  spider*^  most  attenuated  thread 

Is  cord,  is  cable,  to  man's  tender  tie 

On  earthly  bliss  !  it  breaks  at  every  breese. 
O  ye  blest  scenes  of  permanent  delight ! 

Full,  above  measure !  lasting,  beyond  bound ! 

A  ;«i7ieiiit^y  of  bUas  is  bliss. 


Could  you,  so  ridi  in  rapture^  lear  an  end. 
That  ghastly  thought  would  drink  up  all  your  joj^ 
And  quite  unparadise  the  realms  of  Ught 
Safe  are  you  lodg'd  above  these  rolling  spbeics; 
The  baleful  influence  of  whose  gkldy  dance 
Sheds  sad  vicissitude  on  all  beneath. 
Here  teems  with  revolutions  eveiy  hour; 
And  rarely  for  the  better;  ortheAoe, 
More  moital  than  the  common  births  of  fate. 
Each  moment  has  its  sickle,  emukMis 
Of  Tme^%  enormous,  scythe,  whose  ample  sweep 
Strikes  empires  fhmr  the  root ;  each  wumtnt  plqps 
His  little  weapon  in  the  narrower  sphere 
Of  sweet  domestic  comfort,  and  cuts  down 
The  fiurest  bloom  of  sublunary  bliss. 

Bliss !  sublunary  bliss  !  •—  proud  words,  and  vain! 
Implicit  treason  to  divine  decree ! 
A  bold  invasion  of  the  rights  of  Heaven  ! 
I  dasp'd  the  phantoms,  and  I  found  them  air. 
O  had  I  weigh'd  it  ere  my  fond  embrace ! 
What  darts  of  agony  had  miss'd  my  heartl 

Death  !  great  proprietor  of  all !  *t  u  thine 
To  tread  out  empire,  and  to  quench  the  stars. 
The  Sun  himself  by  thy  permission  shines ; 
And,  one  day,  thou  shalt  pluck  him  from  his  w^bat. 
Amid  such  mishty  plunder,  why  exhaust 
Tliy  partial  quiver  on  a  mark  so  mean  f 
Why  thy  peculiar  rancour  wreak'd  on  mr  / 
Insatiate  archer  !  could  not  one  suflSce  ' 
Thy  shaft  flew  thrice  {  and  thrice  my  peace  was  ^bin ; 
And  thrice^  ere  thrice  yon  Moon  had  fill*d  her  bom. 

0  Cynthia !  why  so  pale  ?  Dost  thou  lament 
Thy  wretched  neighbour?  Grieve  to  see  thy  wfarcl 
Of  ceaseless  change  outwhirl'd  in  human  lUe  ? 
How  wanes  my  borrowed  bliss !  from  fortune's  smile, 
Precarious  courtesy !  not  virtue*s  sure. 
Self-given,  solar  ray  of  sound  delight. 

In  every  vory'd  posture,  place,  and  hour. 
How  widow'd  every  thought  of  every  joy  ! 
Thought,  busy  thought !  too  busy  for  my  peace ! 
Through  the  dark  postern  of  time  long  el^»*d. 
Led  s(SUy,  by  the  stillness  of  the  night, 
Led,  like  a  murderer,  Tand  such  it  proves!) 
Strays  (wretched  rover !)  o'er  the  pleasing  pustf 
In  Quest  of  wretchedness  perversely  strays  ; 
And  finds  all  desert  nmo;  and  meets  the  j^~ 
Of  my  departed  joys ;  a  numerous  train ! 

1  rue  die  riches  of  my  former  fate ; 
Sweet  comfort's  blasted  dusters  I  honent ; 
I  tremble  at  the  blessings  once  so  dear ; 
And  every  pleasure  pains  me  to  the  heart. 

Yet  why  complain  t  or  why  complain  fyr  ooe? 
Hangs  out  the  Sun  his  lustre  but  fbr  me. 
The  singte  man ?  Are  angels  all  beside? 
I  mourn  for  millions :  't  is  the  common  lot; 
In  this  shape,  or  in  that,  has  Fkte  entafl'd 
The  mother's  throes  on  all  of  woman  bom. 
Not  more  the  children,  than  sure  heirs,  of  jaom. 

War,  Famine,  Pest,  Volcano^  Slonn,  and  ¥it9. 
Intestine  broils,  Oppnsssion,  wiUi  her  heart 
Wrapt  up  in  triple  brass,  besi^^  mai>¥i«#l 
God's  image  disinherited  of  day. 
Here,  plung'd  in  mines,  forgets  a  Sun  was  inadeb 
There,  beii^  deathless  as  their  haughty  lord. 
Are  hammer'd  to  the  galling  oar  fbr  lire ; 
And  plow  the  winter's  wave,  and  reap  despaor. 
Some,  for  hard  masters,  brokoi  under  amtsi. 
In  battle  lopt  away,  with  half  their  limbs, 
Beg  bitter  bread  through  realms  their  valotxr  sby*^ 
If  so  the  tyrant,  or  his  minion,  doom. 

Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


NlQHT  L 


THE  COMPLAINT. 


5S9 


Oa  hopehw  mohkodnt  icmoiidcii  wiM 

At  onot;  and  make  a  reftige  of  the  grave. 

How  groaning  kotpitalttjeei  their  dM  I 

Wbal  numbers  groan  for  sad  admission  there ! 

What  numbers,  once  in  Forttme*B  lap  high-fed. 

Solicit  the  cold  hand  of  Charity ! 

To  shock  us  more,  solicit  it  inTun ! 

Ye  silken  sons  of  pleasure !  since  in  pains 

Ton  rue  more  modish  visits,  visit  here, 

Aad  breathe  from  your  debauch :  give,  and  reduce 

ht^/Ur's  dominion  o'er  you :  but  so  greet 

four  impudence,  you  blush  at  what  is  right. 

Happy !  did  sorrow  seise  on  tuck  alone. 
Hd  prudence  can  defend,  or  virtue  save ; 
Diseaae  invades  the  chastest  temperance ; 
ind  puniahment  the  guiltless;  and  alarm, 
rfanmgb  thickest  8ha£s,  pursues  the  fond  of  peace, 
tfsa's  caution  often  into  danger  turns ; 
ind  his  guard,  fidling,  crushes  him  to  death. 
^  k^ipmeti  itself  makes  good  her  name; 
>iir  very  wishes  give  us  not  our  wish. 
9ow  distant  oft  &  thine  we  doat  on  most, 
^rom  that  for  which  we  doat,yUtcity  / 
Hie  tmoothetl  course  of  Nature  hasats  pains  I 
knd  iraiear  friends,  through  error,  wound  our  rest 
KTithoot  misfortune,  what  calamities! 
ind  what  hostilities,  without  afoe! 
'for  are  Ibes  wanting  to  the  best  on  Earth. 
hit  endleas  is  the  Im  of  human  ills, 
Ind  sighs  might  sooner  fiul,  than  cause  to  sigh. 

A  part  bow  small  of  the  terraqueous  globe 
f  tmantpd  by  man !  the  rest  a  watte, 
iodLs,  deserts,  frosen  seas,  and  burning  sands ; 
¥ild  faaiuits  of  monsters,  poisons,  stings,  and  death, 
inch  is  £arth*s  melancholy  map !  but,  hr 
dore  md !  tfab  Earth  b  a  true  map  of  man. 
b  boanded  are  its  haughty  lord's  delights 
To  ««#'s  vride  empure ;  where  deep  troubles  toss, 
ioud  sorroass  howl,  envenom'd  passions  bite, 
Uveooua  calamiiies  our  vitals  seise, 
bid  thranteningyhie  wide  opens  to  devour. 

What  tlien  am  I,  who  sorrow  for  n^ftdf! 
a  age,  in  infimcy,  from  others*  aid 
sail  our  hope;  to  teach  ustobeirmd. 
nhstf.  Nature's Jln^  Uui  lesson  to  mankind : 
[Wselfiah  heart  deserves  the  pain  it  feels. 
fore  fcnerous  soctow,  whUe  it  sinks,  exalts ; 
Lad  cossseioos  virtue  mitigates  the  pang. 
iornrtoey  more  than  pnofence,  bids  me  give 
bgin  tbotigfat  a  aecond  channel ;  who  divide, 
liey  weaken  too^  the  torrent  of  their  grief. 
Take  tfacn,  O  Woddl  thy  mudi  indebted  tear : 
low  sad  ms%fat  is  human  happiness. 
To  ittae  whose  thought  can  pierce  beyond  an  hour ! 
^tbon!  whata'cr  thou  art,  whose  heart  exults! 
rottldst  thou  I  should  congratulate  thy  fate?  [me. 
know  thou  wouldst ;  thy  pride  demands  it  finom 
«t  thy  pride  pardon,  what  thy  nature  needs, 
Skc  sahrtaiy  censure  of  a  friend. 
Wo  happy  wrtiek  I  by  blindness  thou  art  blest ; 
ly  doCa^  dandled  to  perpetual  smiles. 
Laow,  nmUrr  /  at  thy  peril  art  thou  pleas'd ! 
ly  pleasure  is  the  promise  of  thy  pain. 
fi^iirfiase^  like  a  creditor  severe, 
(at  risaa  in  demand  for  her  delay ; 
he  mafcrs  m  scourge  of  past  prosperity, 

ea  more,  and  double  thy  distress. 
Fortune  makes  her  court  to  thee, 
hy  find  beast  dances^  while  the  Sj^ren  sin^ 


Dear  is  %  wdfaa ;  tidnk  me  not  unkind ; 
I  would  not  damp,  but  to  secure  thy  jojrs. 
Think  not  that/»r  is  sacred  to  the  storm : 
Stand  on  thy  guard  against  the  emSks  of  Fate. 
Is  Heaven  tremendous  in  its  flrowns?  Most  sure ; 
And  in  its  favoun  formidable  too : 
Its  favours  here  are  trials,  not  rewards ; 
A  call  to  duty,  not  discharge  from  care; 
And  should  alarm  us,  full  as  much  as  woes; 
Awake  us  to  their  caium  and  eonseqwnce  t 
And  make  us  tremble,  weigh'd  with  our  desert; 
Awe  Nature's  tumult,  and  chastise  her  joys. 
Lest,  while  we  clasp,  we  kill  them ;  nay,  invert 
To  worse  than  svmfle  misery,  their  charms. 
Mevolted  yjj9f  like  foes  in  dvil  war. 
Like  bosom  friendships  to  resentment  sour'd. 
With  rage  envenom'd  rise  against  our  peace. 
Beware  what  Eardi  calls  happiness ;  beware 
All  joys,  but  joys  that  never  can  expire. 
Who  builds  on  less  than  an  immortal  base. 
Fond  as  he  seems,  condemns  his  joys  to  death. 

Mine  died  with  thee.  Philander !  thv  last  sigh 
Dissolv'd  the  charm ;  the  disenchanted  Earth 
Lost  all  her  lustre.     Where  her  glittering  towers? 
Her  golden  mountains,  where  ?  all  dariien'd  down 
To  lUkked  waste ;  a  dreary  vale  of  tean ; 
The  great  nugidan's  dead!     Thou  poor,  pale  piece 
Of  out-cast  earth,  in  darkness !  what  a  change 
From  yesterday !    Thy  darling  hope  so  near, 
(Long-labour'd  prise  I)  O  how  ambition  flush'd 
Thy  glowing  cheek !     Ambition  truly  great. 
Of  virtuous  praise.    Deaih*B  subtle  seed  within 
(Sly,  treacherous  miner !)  working  in  the  dark, 
Snul'd  at  thy  well-concoited  scheme,  and  beckon'd 
The  worm  to  riot  on  that  rose  so  red, 
Unfiuled  ere  it  fell ;  one  moment's  prey  { 

Man's  foresight  is  condiHonally  wise  ;  ^ 
Lorenzo!  wisdom  into  folly  turns 
Oft,  the  firrt  instant,  its  idea  faur 
To  labouring  thought  is  bom.     How  dim  our  eye ! 
The  present  moment  terminates  our  sight ;     [nextf 
Clouds,  thick  as  those  on  doomsday,  drown  the 
We  penetrate,  we  prophesy  in  vain. 
Time  is  dealt  out  by  particles ;  and  each. 
Ere  mingled  .with  the  streaming  sands  of  life. 
By  Fate's  inviolable  oath  is  sworn 
Deep  silence,  **  Where  eternity  begins.'* 

By  Nature's  law,  what  may  be,  may  be  fioar  / 
There 's  no  prerogative  in  human  hours. 
In  human  hearto  what  bolder  thought  can  rise 
Than  man's  presumption  on  to-morrow's  dawn  ? 
Where  is  to-morrow  ?   In  another  world.   - 
For  numben  this  is  certain ;  the  reverse 
Is  sure  to  none ;  and  yet  on  this  perhaps. 
This  peradventure,  infamous  for  lies. 
As  on  a  rock  of  adamant,  we  build 
Our  mountain  hopes,  spin  out  eternal  schemes^ 
As  we  the  fatal  sisters  could  out-spin, 
And,  big  with  life's  futurities,  expire. 

Not  e'en  Philander  had  bespoke  his  shroud : 
Nor  had  he  cause ;  a  warning  was  deny'd : 
How  many  fall  as  sudden,  not  as  safe ! 
As  sudden,  though  for  years  admonish'd  home. 
Of  human  Uls  the  last  extreme  beware, 
Beware,  Lorenzo !  a  slow  sudden  death. 
How  dreadful  that  deliberate  surprise ! 
Be  wise  to-day ;  't  is  madness  to  defer ; 
Next  day  the  fatal  precedent  will  plead ; 
Thus  on,  till  wisdom  is  push'd  out  of  life. 
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Tew  after  ywr  H  «Mk»  tUl  an  m  iid» 

And  to  tbe  merciet  of  a  moment  leaves 

Hm  vait  concerns  of  an  eternal  scene. 

If  not  so  frequent  would  not  this  be  strange? 

Hiat 'tis  so  frequent,  tAif  is  stranger  stiU. 
Of  man*8  miraculous  mistakes,  this  bears 

Hie  pahn,  «  lliat  all  men  are  about  to  live,*' 

For  ever  on  the  brink  of  being  bom. 

All  pay  themselves  the  compliment  to  think 

They  one  day  shall  not  drivel :  and  their  pride 

On  this  reversion  takes  up  ready  praise ; 

At  least,  their  own ;  ^a&xjuture  selves  applaud ; 

How  ezcdlent  that  life  they  ne'er  will  lead ! 

Time  lodg'd  in  their  own  hands  lsfoily*s  vails ; 

ITiat  lodg'd  in/ote's,  to  wisdom  they  consign ; 

The  tUng  they  can't  but  jmrpote,  they  postpone; 

*T is  not  in/oUy,  not  to  scorn  a  fool; 

And  scarce  in  human  wisdom,  to  do  mor& 

All  promise  is  poor  dilatory  man. 

And  that  through  every  stage :  when  young,  indeed^ 

In  fiill  content  we^  sometimes,  nobly  rest, 

Unanzious  for  ourselves ;  and  only  wish. 

As  duteous  sons,  oar  fathers  were  more  wise. 

At  Mtrf  jf  man  suspects  himself  a  fool ; 

JTnows  k  s^  forty,  and  reforms  his  plan ; 

^^JV^  chidei  his  infamous  delay. 

Pushes  his  prudent  purpose  to  resolve: 

In  all  the  magnanimity  of  thought 

Resolves ;  and  re-resolves ;  then  dies  the  same. 

And  why  ?  Because  he  thinks  himself  immortal. 
All  men  think  all  men  mortal,  but  themselves ; 
Hiemselves,  when  some  alarming  shock  of  fate 
Strikes  through  their  wounded  hearts  the  sudden 

dread; 
But  their  hearts  wounded,  like  the  wounded  air. 
Soon  close;    where,  past  the  shaft,  no  trace    is 

found. 
As  from  the  wing,  no  scar  the  sky  retains ; 
The  parted  wave  no  furrow  from  the  keel ; 
So  dies  in  human  hearts  the  thoughts  of  death. 
E'en  with  the  tender  tear  which  Nature  sheds 
O'er  those  we  love,  we  drop  it  in  their  grave. 
Can  I  forget  Philander  ?  That  were  strange ! 

0  my  ftill  heart !  ^  But  should  I  give  it  vent, 
Hie  longest  ni^t,  though  longer  (Zr,  would  fail, 
And  the  lark  listen  to  my  midnighi  song. 

The  sprightly  lark's  shrill  matin  wakes  the  mom ; 
Gntf*%  sharpest  thom  hard  pressing  on  my  breast, 

1  strive,  with  wakeful  melody,  to  cheer 

The  suUen  gloom,  sweet  Philomel !  like  thee, 

And  call  the  stars  to  listen :  every  star 

Is  deaf  to  mine,  enamour'd  of  thy  lay. 

Tet  be  not  vain ;  there  are,  who  thine  excel. 

And  charm  through  distant  ages :  wrapt  in  shadc^ 

Prisoner  of  darkness !  to  the  sUent  hours. 

How  often  I  repeat  their  rage  divine. 

To  lull  my  griefs,  and  steal  my  heart  from  woe ! 

I  roll  their  raptures,  but  not  catch  their  fire. 

Dark,  though  not  blind,  like  thee,  Msonides ! 

Or,  Milton !  thee ;  ah,  could  I  reaoh  your  strain  > 

Or  his,  who  made  Moonides  our  own. 

Man  too  he  sung :  immortal  man  I  sing ; 

Oft  bunts  my  song  beyond  the  bounds  of  life ; 

What,  now,  but  immortality  can  please  ? 

O  had  he  press'd  his  theme,  pursued  the  track. 

Which  opens  out  of  darkness  into  day ! 

O  had  he,  mounted  on  his  wing  of  fire,  ^ 

Soar*d  wha«  I  sink,  and  sung  tmmortal  man ! 

How  had  it  blest  mankind,  and  rescued  me ! 


NioBT  THB  Saoovn. 
oir 

TI3iE,  DEATH,  AND  FRIENDSHIP. 

TO  THI  EIGHT  HON.  THB  ZA&L  OP  WILMIVQIOV. 

*'  When  the  cock  crew,  he  wept** — mote  by  that  cje 
Which  looks  on  me,  on  all :  that  power,  who  bids 
This  midni^t  sentinel,  with  clarion  shrill. 
Emblem  of  that  which  shall  awake  tbe  dead. 
Rouse  souls  from  slumber,  into  thoughts  of  Heaoen. 
Shall  I,  too,  weep  ?  Where  then  is  fortitude? 
And,  fortitude  abandon'd,  where  is  man  ? 
I  know  the  terms  on  which  he  sees  the  light; 
He  that  is  bora,  is  'listed ;  life  is  war ; 
Eternal  war  with  woe.     Who  bears  it  best. 
Deserves  it  least.  —  On  other  themes  1 11  dweO. 
Lorenzo !  let  me  turn  my  thoughts  on  thee. 
And  thine,  on  themes  may  profit ;  profit  there 
Where  most  they  need.     Hiemes,  too^  the  genoiiK 

growth 
Of  dear  ndhmder's  dust.     He  thus,  though  dead, 
May  still  befriend  —  What  themes?     7Hme*s  «oi». 
drousprice. 

Death,  friendship,  and  Fhilander's  final  scene. 

80  could  I  touch  these  themes,  as  miffht  obtain 
Thine  ear,  nor  leave  thy  heart  quite  £sei^ag*d, 
The  good  deed  would  delight  me;  half  imptc« 
On  my  dark  cloud  an  Iris;  and  fVom  grief 
Call  glory.  —  Dost  thou  mourn  Philander's  file? 

I  kn^  thou  say'st  it :  Says  thy  Ij^  the  same? 

He  mourns  the  dead,  who  lives  as  they  dewn 

Where  is  that  thirst,  that  avarice  of  time, 

(O  glorious  avarice !)  thought  of  death  iuint^ 
As  mmour'd  robberies  endear  our  gold  ? 

O  time  /  than  gold  more  sacred ;  more  a  load 

Hian  lead,  to  fools ;  and  fools  reputed  wise. 

What  moment  granted  man  without  account? 

What  years  are  squander'd,  wisdom*9  debt  onpaUJ 

Our  wealth  in  days,  all  due  to  that  discharge.  I 

Haste,  haste,  he  lies  in  wait,  he  's  at  the  door. 

Insidious  Death  /  should  his  strong  hand  aifcsl, 

No  composition  sets  the  prisoner  free. 

Eternity**  inexorable  chain 

Fast  binds ;  and  vengeance  datms  the  full  tnem. 
How  Uite  I  shudder'd  on  the  brink !  how  Isle 

Life  call'd  figr  her  last  refuge  in  despair ! 

That  time  is  mine,  O  Mead !  to  thee  I  owe; 

Fain  would  I  pay  thee  with  etermiv* 

But  ill  my  gem'us  answen  my  desuv ; 

My  sickly  song  u  mortal,  past  thy  cure. 

Accept  the  will ;  —  that  dies  not  with  my  susn. 
For  what  calls  thy  disease^  Loreoao  ?  not 

For  Esculapian,  but  for  moral  aid. 

Thou  think'st  it  folly  to  be  wise  too  soon. 

Youth  is  not  rich  in  time,  it  may  be  poor; 

Part  with  it  as  with  money,  qparing ;  pay 

No  moment,  but  in  purchase  of  its  wotlh ; 

And  what  its  wortli,  ask  death-bads ;  they  cm  id 

Pkrt  with  it  as  with  lifo,  reluctant ;  big 

With  holy  hope  of  nobler  time  to  come ; 

Time  higher  aim'd,  still  nearer  the  great  mart 

Of  men  and  angels ;  virtue  more  divine^ 
Is  this  our  duty,  wisdom,  gloryt  ^um  ' 

{These  Heaven  benign  in  vital  union  binda) 

And  sport  we  like  the  natives  of  tbe  bough, 

When  vernal  sunt  inspire?  Ammtemtnt 
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Mm's  great  demand :  to  trifle,  is  to  iite : 
And  b  it  then  a  trifle,  too,  to  die  ? 

Thou  aay'st  I  preach,  Lorenzo !  't  is  confest 
"What  if,  for  once,  I  preach  thee  quite  awake  T 
Who  wants  amutement  in  the  flame  of  battle  ? 
Is  it  not  treason  to  the  soul  immortal^ 
Her  foes  in  arms,  eternity  the  prize  ? 
Wm  toys  amuse,  when  medicines  cannot  cure? 
When  spirits  ebb,  when  life's  enchanting  scenes 
Tbeir  histre  lose,  and  lessen  in  our  sight. 
As  lands,  and  cities  with  theur  gUttering  spires. 
To  the  poor  shatter'd  bark,  by  sudden  storm 
Thrown  off  to  sea,  and  soon  to  perish  there? 
Will  toys  amuse?  No :  thrones  will  then  be  toys, 
And  earth  and  skies  seem  dust  upon  the  sckle. 
Bedeem  we  time  ?  »•  Its  loss  we  dearly  buy. 

What  pleads  Lorenzo  for  his  high.priz*d  sports? 

He   pleads  Hm^n   numerous  blanks;    be    loudly 
pleads 

The  straw.]ike  trifles  on  life's  common  stream. 

Vnun  whom  those  blanks  and  trifles^  but  from  thee  f 

No  Hankj  no  tryU,  Nature  made,  or  meanL 

Viitae,  or  purposed  virtue^  still  be  thine ; 

HUf  cancds  thy  compUunt  at  once.     This  leaves 

In  tsct  no  tr^,  and  no  blank  in  time. 

TUs  greatens,  fiUs,  immortalizes  all ; 

TkU,  the  blest  art  of  turning  all  to  gold ; 

7%»  the  good  heart's  prerogative  to  raise 

A  royal  tribute  firom  the  poorest  hours; 

Immense  revenue !  every  moment  pays, 

Jf  nothing  more  than  purpose  in  thy  power ; 

Thy  purpose  firm,  is  equal  to  the  deel: 

Who  does  the  best  his  drcumstance  allows, 

Does  weO,  acts  nobly ;  angels  could  no  more. 

Onr  outward  act  indeed  a£nits  restraint ; 

'T  is  not  in  things  o'er  thought  to  domineer ; 

Gnavd  vrell  thy  thought ;  our  thoughts  are  heard  in 
Heaven. 
On  all  important  time,  through  every  age, 

Hwugh  much,  and  warm,  the  wise  have  uig'd ;  the 
man 

Is  yet  anboniy  who  duly  weighs  an  hour. 

^  l*9e  lost  a  datf*  —  the  prince  who  nobly  cried 

Had  hecn  an  emperor  without  his  crown ; 

Of  Borne  ?  Say,  rather,  lord  of  human  race : 

Hespok^  as  if  deputed  by  mankind. 

A  dioiild  all  qpeak  :  so  Ueason  speaks  in  all : 

fVom  the  soft  whispers  of  that  God  in  man. 

Why  iy  to  fblly,  why  to  phrenzy  fly. 

For  nscoe  fiom  the  Uevmg  we  possess? 

Tiaw^  liie  supreme !  —  Time  is  Eternity ; 

IVq^uent  vridi  all  eternity  can  give ; 

I^egnant  with  all  that  makes  archangels  smile. 

Who  murders  time,  be  crushes  in  the  birth 

A  power  ethereal,  only  not  ador'd. 

Ah !  how  unjust  to  Nature  and  himself. 

Is  tfaongfatlesii,  thankless,  inconsistent  man ! 

like  children  babbling  nonsense  in  their  sports^ 

We  ccnmre  Nature  for  a  span  too  short ; 

Hat  span  too  short,  we  tax  as  tedious  too ; 

Tortare  invention,  ail  expedients  tire. 

To  lash  the  lingering  moments  into  speed. 

And  wUri  us  (happy  riddance !)  from  ourselves 

Ari^  brainlesB  Art !  our  furious  charioteer 

(For  ifatun^%  voice  unstifled  would  recall) 

I  headlong  towards  the  precipice  of  death ; 
,  most  our  dread ;  death  thus  more  dreadAil 


O  wfaii  a  riddle  of  absurdity ! 

;  is  pain ;  takes  off  our  chariot^wheels ; 


How  heavily  we  drag  the  load  of  life] 
Blest  leisure  is  our  curse ;  like  that  of  Cain, 
It  makes  us  wander ;  wander  Earth  around 
To  fly  that  tyrant,  Thought     As  Atlas  groan'd 
The  world  beneath,  we  groan  beneath  an  hour. 
We  ciy  for  mercy  to  the  next  amusement ; 
The  next  amusement  mortgages  our  fields ; 
Slight  inconvenience !    Prisons  hardly  frown. 
From  hateful  Time  if  prisons  set  us  finee. 
Yet  when  Death  kindly  tenders  us  relief, 
We  call  him  cruel ;  years  to  moments  shrink, 
Ages  to  years.     Tlie  telescope  is  turn'd. 
To  man's  false  optics  (fVom  his  folly  false) 
Time,  in  advance,  behind  him  hides  his  wings, 
And  seems  to  creep,  decrepit  with  his  age ; 
Behold  him,  when  past  by ;  what  then  is  seen. 
But  his  broad  pinions  swifter  than  the  winds  ? 
And  all  mankind,  in  contradiction  strong. 
Rueful,  aghast !  ciy  out  on  his  career. 

Leave  to  thy  foes  these  errours,  and  these  ills ; 
To  Nature  just,  their  cause  and  cure  explore; 
Not  short  Heaven's  bounty,  boundless  our  expense ; 
No  niggard,  Nature ;  men  are  prodigals. 
We  vjaste,  not  use  our  time ;  we  breiuhe,  not  live. . 
Time  watted  is  existence,  us*d  is  life, 
And  bare  existence,  man,  to  live  ordain'd, 
Wrings,  and  oppresses  with  enormous  weight 
And  why?  since  Time  was  given  for  use,  not  wasle^ 
Injoin'd  to  fly ;  with  tempest,  tide,  and  stars. 
To  keep  his  speed,  nor  ever  wait  for  man ; 
7Hme*B  use  was  doom'd  a  pleasure ;  waste,  a  pain  ; 
Hiat  man  mighty^e/  his  errour,  if  imseen ; 
And,  feeling,  fly  to  labour  for  his  cure ; 
Not,  blundering,  split  on  idleness  for  ease. 
Life's  cares  are  comforts ;  such  by  Heaven  de^gn'd ; 
He  that  has  none,  must  make  them,  or  be  wretched. 
Cares  are  employments,  and  without  employ 
The  soul  is  on  a  rack ;  the  rack  drest. 
To  souls  most  adverse ;  action  all  their  joy. 

Here  then,  the  riddle,  mark'd  above,  unfolds; 
Then  time  turns  torment,  when  man  turns  a  fooL 
We  rave,  we  wrestle,  wiA  great  Nature's  plan  / 
We  thwart  the  Deity ;  and  't  is  decreed. 
Who  thvrart  his  will,  shall  contradict  thdr  own. 
Hence  our  unnatural  quarrels  with  ourselves ; 
Our  thou^ts  at  enmity ;  our  boaom-broQ ; 
We  push  Time  from  us,  and  we  wish  him  back : 
Lavish  of  lustrums,  and  yet  fond  of  life ; 
Life  we  think  long,  and  short;   Death  seek,  and 

shun: 
Body  and  soul,  like  peevish  man  and  wife. 
United  jar,  and  yet  are  loth  to  part. 

Oh  the  dark  days  of  vanity !  while  here. 
How  tasteless !  and  how  terrible,  when  gone ! 
Gone !    they  ne'er  go ;   when  past,  they  haunt  us 

still; 
The  spirit  walks  of  ev'ry  day  deceased ; 
And  smiles  an  angel,  or  a  fury  frowns. 
Nor  death,  nor  life  delight  us.     If  tixaepast. 
And  time  possest,  both  psin  us,  what  can  please  ? 
Ihat  which  the  Deity  to  please  ordain'd. 
Time  us'd.     The  man  who  consecrates  his  hours 
By  vigorous  effort,  and  an  honest  torn. 
At  once  he  draws  the  sting  of  life  and  death ; 
He  walks  with  Natures  and  her  paths  are  peace. 

Our  errour's  cause  and  cure  are  seen :  see  next 
Time's  nature,  origin,  importance,  speed  / 
And  thy  great  gain  from  urging  his  career.-— 
AU-sensual  man,  because  untouch'd,  unseen, 
He  looks  on  Time  as  nothing.     Nothing  else 
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Is  truly  iiuui*8;  *t  it  lbrtuiie*s  —  TSdm 's  «  god. 
Hast  thou  iie*cr  heard  of  Time*s  onmipocence ; 
For,  or  againtt,  what  wooders  he  can  do ! 
And  will :  to  stand  blank  neuter  he  disdains. 
Not  on  thote  terms  was  Time  CHeaven's  stranger !) 

sent 
On  his  important  embassy  to  man. 
Lorenso !  no :  On  the  long^estin*d  hoiu; 
"Pnm  ererlasting  ages  growing  ripe, 
That  meraocsble  hmir  of  wondrous  birth, 
When  the  Dread  Sire,  on  emanatbn  bent, 
And  big  with  Nature,  rising  in  his  mi^it, 
Call*d  forth  creation  (for  then  Time  was  bom), 
Bj  Godhead  streaming  through  a  diousand  worlds  $ 
Not  on  thote  terms,  from  the  great  days  of  Heaven, 
Vrom  old  Eternity's  mysterious  oib, 
Was  Time  cut  off,  and  cast  beneath  the  skies; 
The  skies,  which  watch  him  in  his  new  abode. 
Measuring  his  motions  by  rerohing  spheres ; 
That  horologe  machinery  dirine.  [pl*y» 

Hours,  days,  and  months,  and  years,  his  children 
like  numerous  wings  around  him,  as  he  flies : 
Or,  rather,  as  uneqiuil  plumes,  they  shape 
His  ample  pinions,  swift  as  duted  flame. 
To  gain  his  goal,  to  reach  his  ancient  rest, 
Andjouk  anew  Etermty,  his  sire ; 
In  his  afiimiito6i%  to  nest, 
When  worlds,  that  count  his  circles  now,  unhing'd 
(Fate  the  loud  signal  sounding)  headlong  rush 
To  timeless  night  and  chaos,  wbience  they  rose. 

Why  spur  the  speedy  ?  Why  with  levities 
New-wing  thy  short,  short  day's  too  rapid  flight  ? 
Know'st  thou,  or  vrhat  thou  dost,  or  what  is  done  ? 
Han  flies  ftom  Time,  and  TYm^  fhxn  man ;  too  soon 
In  sad  divorce  this  double  flight  must  end ; 
And  then,  where  are  we?  where,  Lorenso !  then 
Thy  sports?  thy  pomps?— I  grant  thee,  in  a  state 
Not  unambitious ;  in  the  n^ffled  shroud. 
Thy  Parian  tomb's  triumphant  arch  beneath. 
Has  Death  his  fopperies  ?  Then  well  may  Life 
Put  on  her  plume,  and  in  her  rsinbow  shine. 
Te  weU-'Omu/'d  f  ye  lilies  of  our  land ! 
Te  lilies  male  /  who  neithn-  toil,  nor  ^in, 
(As  sister  lilies  might)  if  not  so  ^maie 
As  Solomon,  more  sumptuous  to  the  sight ! 
Ye  de&cate  I  who  nothing  can  support, 
Yoursdves  most  insupportable !  for  whom 
The  winter  rose  must  blow,  the  Sun  put  on 
AJirighter  beam  in  Leo;  silky-^oft 
Favonius  breathe  still  softer,  or  be  chid ; 
And  other  worlds  send  odours,  sauce,  and  song, 
And  robes,  and  notions,  fhun'd  in  foreign  looms ! 
O  ye  LoTNisos  of  our  age !  who  deem 
One  moment  unamus'd,  a  misery 
Not  made  for  feeble  man !  who  call  aloud 
For  evciy  bawble  drivell'd  o'er  by  sense ; 
For  rattles,  and  conceits  of  every  cast. 
For  change  of  lollies,  and  relays  of  joy. 
To  drug  your  patient  through  the  tedious  lengdi 
Of  a  short  winter's  <%— say,  sages !  say. 
Wit's  ondes !  say,  dreamers  of  gay  dreams ! 
How  will  you  weather  an  eterwd  night, 
Where  aDcheipedientsfiul?  [sleep 

O  treacherous  Conscience  /   wlule  she  seems  to 
On  rose  and  myrtle,  lull'd  with  syren  song ; 
While  she  seems,  nodding  o'er  her  charge^  to  drop 
On  headlong  appetite  the  slacken'd  rein. 
And  give  us  up  to  licence  unrecall'd, 
Unmark'd ;— see,  ftom  behind  her  secret  stand, 
Hm  sly  intaner  minutes  every  fault, 


And  her  dread  £afy  inA  horronr  fiUs. 
Not  the  gross  act  akne  employs  her  pen ; 
She  reconnoitres  Fanctf's  any  band; 
A  wstchftil  foe !  the  formidable  spy, 
Listening,  o'eihears  the  whispers  of  our  csmp: 
Our  dawning  purposes  of  hart  expk)re% 
And  steals  our  embryos  of  iniquity. 
As  alUr^Mcious  usurers  conceal 
TMr  doomsday-book  ftom  all-consomiag  hein; 
Unis^  with  indulgence  most  severe^  die  tresis 
Us  spendthrifts  of  inestimable  time ; 
Unnoted,  notes  each  moment  misapplied; 
In  leaves  more  durable  than  leaves  of  bnis 
Writes  our  whole  history :  which  i>M(4  aiall  md 
In  every  pale  delinquent's  private  ear ; 
And  Jti^^mm/ publish ;  publish  to  more  vrorkk 
Than  this;  and  endless  age  in  groans reKmnd 
Lorenzo,  such  that  sleeper  in  thy  breast ! 
Such  is  her  slumber ;  and  her  vengeance  mek 
For  slichted  counsel ;  ntcft  thy  fiiSire  peace! 
And  tlunk'st  thou  still  thou  canst  be  wise  <mim/ 

But  why  on  tim^  so  lavish  is  mv  soog? 
On  this  great  theme  kind  Nature  keeps  s  sdiool, 
To  teach  her  sons  herself    Each  night  we  dic^ 
Each  mom  are  bom  anew :  each  diqr,  s life! 
And  shall  we  kill  each  day?    IfTV^kills; 
Sure  Vice  must  butcher.     O  what  heaps  of  sbia 
Cry  out  for  vengeance  on  us !  Time  destnj'd 
Is  suicide,  where  more  than  blood  is  spQt 
Time  flics.  Death  urges,  knells  call,  Heaven  imiMb 
Hell  threatens:  All  exerts ;  in  efibrt,  sll; 
More  than  creation  labours !  — labours  monf 
And  is  diere  in  creation  what,  amidst 
Hiis  tumult  universal,  wine'd  dispatrli, 
And  ardent  energy,  supindy  yawns? 
J/on sleeps;  and  man  alone ;  and  moii,  whose fiic> 
Fate  irrevenible,  entire,  extreme. 
Endless,  hairJiung,  breeze^shakeo,  o'er  tbegulf 
A  moment  trembles;  drops !  and  man,  kr  wImb 
All  else  is  in  ahum !  man,  the  sole  cause 
Of  this  surrounding  storm !  and  yet  he  skcp^ 
As  the  storm  rock'd  to  rest  —  Tluow  yam  s»tf? 
Throw  em|ttrei,  and  be  bhunelesSi    Moments  loie; 
Heaven's  on  their  wing :  a  moment  we  msj  ^ 
When  worlds  want  wealth  to  buy.    Bid/^ttDd 

still, 
Bid  him  drive  back  his  car,  and  reimport 
Ihe  period  past,  re-give  the  given  hoinr. 
Lorenso,  more  than  miracles  we  want; 
Lorenso  —  O  for  yesterdays  to  come ! 

Such  is  the  language  of  the  man  awak; 
Hb  ardour  sudi,  for  what  opjn^esses  tbeci 
And  is  his  ardour  vain,  Ixaneaiao?  No; 
That  more  than  miracle  the  gods  indulge; 
7VMi<^  is  yesterd(^  retum'd ;  retum'd 
FulUpower'd  to  cancel,  expiate^  rsise,  sdon, 
And  reinstate  us  on  the  rock  of  peac& 
Let  it  not  share  its  predecessor's  Arte; 
Nor,  like  iu  ekUr  sisters,  die  a  fooL 
Shall  it  evaporate  in  ftmne?  fly  off 
Fuliginous,  and  slain  us  deeper  still  ? 
Shall  we  be  poorer  for  the  plenty  ponr'd  ? 
More  wretdied  for  the  clemencies  of  Heana. 

Whei«8hallIfindAMi/  Angds!  tdlmewboA 
Touknowham:  be  is  near  you:  point  faim  oat: 
Shall  I  see  glories  beaming  ftom  his  brow? 
Or  trace  his  footsteps  by  the  firing  floweif  ? 
Your  golden  wings,  now  hovering  o'er  him,  *•■ 
Prote^ion;  now,  are  waving  in  applause 
To  that  blest  son  of  foresight!  krdof  fti*! 
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rbat  ftwdul  independent  on  to-^norrow  / 

i¥boee  work  it  done ;  who  triumphs  in  the  past  ,• 

MThose  yeOerdayt  look  backwards  with  a  smile ; 

^or,  like  the  Futhian,  wound  him  as  they  fly ; 

rhat  oommon.  but  opprobrious  lot !  past  hours, 

[f  not  by  guilt,  yet  wound  us  by  their  flight, 

[f  folly  bounds  our  prospect  by  the  grave, 

ill  feding  of  futurity  benumb'd ; 

ill  god^like  passion  for  eternals  quendit ; 

Ul  relish  of  realities  expir*d ; 

lenounc'd  all  correspondence  with  the  skies ; 

>iir  fteedom  chain'd;  quite  wingless  our  desire ; 

ji  sense  dark-prison*d  all  that  ought  to  soar ; 

^rone  to  the  centre;  crawling  in  the  dust ; 

XgfMwinted  every  great  and  glorious  aim ; 

Smbnited  every  fiioilty  divine ; 

feait-buiy'd  in  the  rubbish  of  the  world. 

[1w  world,  diat  gulf  of  souls,  immortal  souls, 

ball  elevate,  angelic,  wing'd  with  fire 

To  reach  the  disUnt  skies,  and  triumph  there 

Ni  tfanmes,  which  shall  not  mourn  their  masten 

cfaang'd: 
^baofglk  we  from  EarUif  etkereai^  they  that  fea 
uch  veneration  due,  O  man,  to  man. 
7bo  venerate  themselves,  the  world  despise. 
Vv  iHiat,  gay  friend !  is  this  etcutckeatCd  world, 
ITbicfa  hangs  out  Death  in  one  eternal  night ; 
k  nigbt,  that  glooms  us  in  the  noon-tide  ray, 
LBd  wxapa  our  thought,  at  banquets,  in  the  shroud? 
ife's  little  stage  is  a  small  eminence^ 
Dcb-falgfa  the  grave  above ;  that  home  of  man, 
Hiere  dwells  the  multitude  :  We  gate  around ; 
Te  read  their  monuments ;  we  sigh ;  and  while 
Fe  aigfay  we  sink ;  and  are  what  we  deplor*d ; 
jnncntiiig,  or  lasaented,  all  our  lot ! 

Is  Death  at  distance?  No  ;  he  has  been  on  thee^ 
Lad  grr'n  sure  earnest  of  his  final  blow. 
!hoae  hours  that  late^  smil'd,  where  are  they  now? 
Wid  to  thought,  and  ghastly !  drown*d,  all  drown'd 
n  thai  great  deep,  whidi  nothing  disembogues ! 
Lnd,  dying,  they  bequeathed  thee  snudl  renown. 
Iw  test  are  on  the  wing :  how  fleet  their  flight ! 
Lfaeadj has  the  fatal  trsin  took  fire; 
I  moment,  and  the  world 's  blown  up  to  theeg 
[be  Sun  is  darkness,  and  the  stars  are  dust. 

*Tis  greatly  wise  to  talk  with  our  past  hours; 
Ind  ask  them,  what  report  they  bore  to  Heaven ; 
knd  how  they  might  have  borne  more  welcome 


fhar  answers  foim  what  men  experience  call ; 
f  wudom*9  friend,  her  best ;  if  not,  worst  foeb 
>  recoocfle  them !  ViinA  Experience  ane^ 
'  Ihere  *s  nothing  here,  but  what  ta  nothing  weighs; 
[he  more  oar  joy,  the  more  we  know  it  vain ; 
Lad  bj  success  are  tutor'd  to  despair." 
Sor  iff  it  only  duis,  but  mtitf  be  sa 
Vho  knows  not  tl^  though  gn^,  is  still  a  child. 
^ooae  then  from  Euth  the  graqi  of  ibnd  desire, 
K^eigh  anchor,  and  some  lumpier  clime  explore. 
Art  thou  so  moor'd  thou  canst  not  disengage^ 
for  give  thy  thoogfats  a  ply  to  future  scenes? 
incebgri^*s  pasamg  breath,  blown  up  fhmi  Eaitl^ 
.i^ght  as  me  summer's  dust^  we  take  in  air 
i  moment's  giddy  flight,  and  fidl  min ; 
^oin  the  dull  masi^  increase  the  tro£en  soil, 
lad  sioeis  till  Earth  bersdf  shall  be  no  more ; 
Bnce  iken  (as  emmet%  their  small  world  o'erthroawa) 
Wtf  ware  aaas'd,  from  out  Earth's  ruins  crawl, 
lad  rise  to  |fate  eitreme  of  foul  or  lUr, 
ks  inaii*«oini  chsice  (oootrolkr  of  the  skies !) 


As  man's  despotic  will,  pcriiaps  one  boor, 
(O  how  omnipotent  is  thne!)  decrees; 
Should  not  each  warning  give  a  strong  alarm? 
Warning,  fiir  less  Uian  that  of  bosom  torn 
From  bosom,  bleeding  o'er  the  sacred  dead ! 
Should  not  each  dial  strike  us  as  we  pass, 
Portentous,  as  the  written  wail,  whidi  struck. 
O'er  midn^ht  bowls,  the  proud  Assyrian  pale, 
Ere-while  high-flusht  with  insolence  and  wine  ? 
Like  that,  the  dial  speaks ;  and  points  to  tliee^ 
Lorenzo !  loth  to  break  thy  banquet  up. 
**  O  man,  thy  kingdom  is  departing  fWnn  thee ; 
And,  while  it  lasts,  is  emptier  tlian  my  shade." 
Its  silent  language  such :  nor  need'st  thou  call 
Tliy  Magi,  to  decypher  what  it  means. 
Know,  Uke  the  Median,  fate  is  in  thy  walls: 
Dost  ask,  J/ow/  Whencef  BelshaszarJike,  amaz'd? 
Man's  make  encloses  the  sure  seeds  of  death; 
JJfe  feeds  the  murderer :  Ingrate  !  he  thrives 
On  her  own  meal,  and  then  his  nurse  devonnk 

But  here,  Lorenso,  the  delusion  lies: 
That  toUxr  shadow,  as  it  measures  life. 
It  life  resembles  too :  life  speeds  away 
"From  point  to  point,  though  seeming  to  ttandrtli 
The  cunning  fugitive  is  swift  by  stealth: 
Too  subtle  is  the  movement  to  be  seen ; 
Tet  soon  man's  hour  is  up,  and  we  are  gone. 
Warnings  point  out  our  danger ;  gnomon%  timet 
As  thete  are  useless  when  tlie  Sun  is  set ; 
So  those,  but  when  more  glorious  reaton  shines. 
Bea$on  should  judge  in  all ;  in  reason's  eye. 
That  sedentary  shadow  travels  hard. 
But  such  our  gravitation  to  the  wrong. 
So  prone  our  hearts  to  whisper  what  we  wish, 
'T  is  later  with  the  wise  than  he  *s  aware ; 
A  Wilmington  goes  slower  than  the  Sun : 
And  all  mankind  mistake  their  time  of.  day ; 
E'en  age  itself.     Fresh  hopes  are  hourly  sown 
In  furrow'd  brows.     To  gentle  life's  descent 
We  shut  our  eyes,  and  think  it  is  a  plain. 
We  take  fair  days  in  winter,  for  the  spring ; 
And  turn  our  blessing  into  bane.     Since  oft 
Man  must  compute  that  age  he  cannotyee^ 
He  scarce  believes  he  's  oMer  for  his  years. 
Unis^  at  life's  latest  eve,  we  keep  in  store 
One  disappointment  sure,  to  crown  the  rest ; 
The  disappointment  of  a  promis'd  hour. 

On  Miff,  or  similar.  Philander !  thou 
Whose  mind  was  moral,  as  the  preacher's  tongue; 
And  strong,  to  wield  all  science^  worth  the  name; 
How  often  we  talk'd  down  the  summer's  Sun, 
And  cool'd  our  passions  by  the  bieesy  stream ! 
How  often  thaw'd  and  sborten'd  winter's  eve. 
By  conflict  kind,  that  struck  out  latent  truth. 
Best  ftmnd,  so  sought ;  to  dif  rtdute  more  coy  I 
Thoughts  disentangle  passing  o'er  the  lip ; 
Clean  runs  the  thrrad ;  if  nol^  't  is  thrown  vmy^ 
Or  kqpt  to  tie  up  nonsense  for  a  song ; 
Song,  fiuhionabty  fhiitless ;  such  as  stsins 
'DMtfanqf,  and  onhallow'd  pataon  fires ; 
Chiming  her  saints  to  Cytherea's  fkne. 

Know'st  thou,  Lorenso !  what  a  fHend  cnajaina? 
As  bees  mix*  nectar  draw  from  fragrant  flowers. 
So  men  from  friendship,  wixdom  and  ddig^i 
Twins  ty'd  by  Nature ;  if  they  part,  they  die. 
HMt  thou  no  friend  to  set  thy  tnind  sbroach  ? 
Ooed  jmis  wOl  Btagnata    Thoughts  dmt  up  want 

air. 
And  spoil,  like  bales  unopen'd  to  the  Sua 
Hadtboughtbeenallysweet  speech  had  been  denied; 
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Speech*  tbougfat'a  canal !  speech,  thoug^'s  critenon 

too! 
Tliought,  in  the  mine,  may  come  forth  gold,  or  dross; 
When  coin'd  in  word,  we  know  its  rtal  worth. 
If  sterling,  store  it  for  thy  future  use : 
*T  will  buy  thee  benefit ;  pertiaps  renown. 
Thought,  too,  deliver*d,  is  the  more  possest; 
Teaching,  we  learn ;  and,  giving,  we  retain 
The  birtibs  of  intellect ;  when  dumb,  forgot 
Speech  Tentilates  our  intellectual  fire ; 
Speech  burnishes  our  mental  magazine ; 
Brightens,  for  ornament ;  and  whets,  for  use; 
What  numbers,  sheath*d  in  erudition,  lie, 
Plutag'd  to  the  hilts  in  venerable  tomes, 
And  rusted  hi ;  who  might  have  borne  an  edge, 
And  play*d  a  sprightly  beam,  if  bom  to  speech ; 
If  bom  blest  heirs  of  half  their  mother's  tongue ! 
'T  is  thought's  exchange,  which,  like  th'  alternate 

push 
Of  waves  conflicting,  breaks  the  learned  scum, 
And  defecates  the  student's  standing  pooL 

In  coHtemplation  is  Ms  proud  resource  ? 
'T  is  poor,  as  proud,  by  convene  unsustain'd. 
Rude  Aought  mns  wild  in  coniemplatum^s  field ; 
Convene,  the  menage,  breaks  it  to  the  bitt 
Of  due  restraint ;  and  emulaHon*s  spur 
Gives  graoeftil  energy,  by  rivals  aw*d. 
*Tis  convene  qualifies  for  solitude ; 
As  exercise,  for  salutary  rest 
By  that  untutor'd,  Contemj)latum  raves ; 
AjmI  Naiure*9  fool,  by  Wisdom  is  undone. 

Witdomf  though  ridier  than  Pemvian  mines, 
And  sweeter  than  the  sweet  ambrosial  hivc^ 
¥^hat  is  she,  but  the  means  of  happinets  f 
That  unobtain'd,  than  folly  more  a  fool ; 
A  melancholy  fbol,  without  her  bells. 
FriendsMp,  the  means,  of  wisdom,  richly  gives 
The  precious  end,  which  makes  our  wia£m  wisei 
Natwre,  in  seal  for  human  amity. 
Denies,  or  damps,  an  undivided  yij. 
Joy  is  an  hnport ;  joy  is  an  exchange ; 
Joy  flies  monopolists :  it  calls  for  two ; 
Rich  fruit !  Heaven-planted !  never  pluckt  by  one. 
Needful  auxiliars  are  our  friends,  to  give 
To  todal  man  tme  relish  of  himself. 
Full  on  ourselves,  descending  in  a  line, 
Fteasure't  bright  beam  is  feeble  in  delight: 
Delight  intense  is  taken  by  rebound ; 
Reverberated  pleasures  fire  the  breast 

Celestial  HappHnest,  whene'er  she  stoops 
To  visit  Earth,  one  shrine  the  goddess  finds, 
And  one  alone,  to  make  her  sweet  amends 
For  absent  Heaven  —  ^  bosom  of  a  friend ; 
Where  heart  meets  heart,  reciprocally  sd^ 
Each  other's  pillow  to  rqxMe  divine. 
Beware  the  counteifbit;  in /Nunon's  flame 
HcMts  mdt,  but  melt  like  ice,  soon  harder  firosei 
IVue  love  strikes  root  in  muDA;  passion's  foe : 
Ftrftitf  aknie  cntendcrs  us  for  life : 
I  wrong  her  much  —  entenders  us  for  ever : 
Of  Fnend»hip*%  fiurest  fruits,  the  fruit  most  fiur 
Is  virtue  kindling  at  a  rival  fire, 
And,  emuUnufy,  rapid  in  her  race. 
O  the  soft  enmhy !  endearing  strife ! 
Hub  carries  frieiidship  to  her  noon-tide  point. 
And  gives  the  rivet  of  etemi^.  [themes, 

¥roai  Friendtkip,  which    outlives   my   former 
Glorious  survivor  of  old  Time  and  Death; 
IWxn  Fricnddiip,  tfaus^  that  flower  of  heavenly  seed; 


Hie  wise  extract  Eardi's  most  Hyblaan  bliss, 
Superior  wisdom,  crown'd  with  oniling  joy. 

But  for  whom  blossoms  this  Elysian  Jltfieer  f 
Abroad  they  find,  who  cherish  it  at  home, 
Lorenzo !  pardon  what  my  love  extorts. 
An  honest  love,  and  not  afraid  to  frown. 
Though  choice  of  follies  finten  on  the  great. 
None  clings  more  obstinate  than  &ncy,  fond. 
That  sacred  Friendship  is  their  easy  prey ; 
Caught  by  the  wafbira  of  a  golden  lure^ 
Or  fiudnation  of  a  high-born  smUe. 
Their  smiles,  the  great,  and  the  co^ttet,  throw  out 
For  others'  hearts,  tenacious  of  their  own ; 
And  we  no  less  of  ours,  when  sudi  the  bait 
Te  fortune's  cofferers!  Ye  powers  of  wealth ! 
Can  gold  gain  friendship  ?  Impudence  of  hope ! 
As  inUl  mere  man  an  angel  might  beget. 
Love,  and  love  only,  is  the  loan  for  love. 
Lorenzo !  pride  repress ;  nor  hope  to  find 
A  friend,  but  what  has  found  a  friend  in  thte. 
All  like  the  purdiase;  f^  the  price  will  pay; 
And  this  makes  friends  such  miracles  below. 

What  if  (since  darine  on  so  nice  a  theme) 
I  show  thee  friendship  delicate,  as  dear, 
Of  tender  violations  apt  to  die  ? 
Re$erve  will  wound  it ;  and  dutrust,  dealroj. 
Deliberate  in  all  things  with  thy  friend. 
But  since  friends  grow  not  diidc  on  every  l»x^ 
Nor  every  fiiend  unrotten  at  die  core ; 
First,  on  thy  friend,  deliberate  widi  diyaeif ; 
Bnise^  ponder,  sift ;  not  eager  in  the  choio^ 
Nor  jealous  of  the  chosen ;  fixing,  fix ; 
Judge  before  friendship,  then  confide  till  death. 
Weu,forthy  fnend;  but  nobler  far  for  thee ; 
How  gallant  danger  for  Earth's  highest  prim ! 
<A  friend  is  worth  all  hazards  we  can  run. 
*<  Poor  is  the  friendless  master  of  a  worid: 
A  world  in  purchase  for  a  firiend  is  gain.** 

So  sung  he,  ^ansels  hear  that  angds  dog! 
Angels  firom  fliendahip  gather  half  tfadr  joy,) 
So  sung  Philander,  as  his  friend  went  loiind 
In  the  rich  ichor,  in  the  generous  blood 
Of  Bacchus,  purple  god  of  joyous  wit, 
A  brow  solute^  uid  ever-lauflnng  eye. 
He  drank  long  health,  and  vfrtne,  to  bb  fnend  ; 
His  firiend,  who  waim'd  him  more^  iHu  mora  a»- 

spir'd. 
FriendMh^  's  the  wine  of  life ;  but  flieudsUp  nem 

g^ot  such  was  his)  is  neither  strons,  nor  pan, 
!  for  the  bright  complexion,  oorSal  wvMliv 
And  elevating  spirit,  of  a  friend, 
For  twenty  summers  ripening  by  ny  iide^ 
AH  fiKulence  of  fidsehood  lo^g  thronvn  down ; 
All  social  virtues  rising  in  hit  soul ; 
As  crystal  dear ;  and  smiling  as  they  rise ! 
Here  nectar  flows ;  it  sparkles  in  our  ai^ ; 
Rich  to  the  taste,  and  genuine  firom  Hie  heatt: 
Higb-flavour'd  Mias  for  gods !  on  Earth  bs^nve .' 
On  Earthbowiotf/  — FhiknderSsnoBMrew 

Think'st  thou  the  theme  intoxicatoa  my  song  ? 
Am  I  too  warm?  Too  warm  I  oaiiiBot  be. 
I  lov'd  him  much ;  but  now  I  love  fairn  man. 
Like  birds,  whose  beautieB  bmguish,  ha]f490Bced'< 
Till,  mounted  on  die  wing^  thor  gloasy  {dmsa 
Expanded  shine  with  azure,  green,  and  gold; 
How  blessmgs  brighten  as  ttoy  take  llwir  fli^ ! 
His  flight  Fhaan£r  took  ;  his  upward  flight 
If  ever  soul  ascended.    Hadhedropt^ 
Cnmt eagle geniMs!)  OfaftdhcktftU 
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One  feather  as  he  flew  ;  I,  then,  had  wrote, 

What  firienda  might  flatter ;  prudent  foes  foibear ; 

BiTsls  scarce  damn ;  and  Zcilus  reprieve. 

Yet  what  I  can,  I  must ;  it  were  profime 

To  quench  a  glory  lighted  at  the  skies, 

And  cast  in  shadows  his  illustrious  close. 

fltnnge !  the  theme  most  affecting,  most  sublime^ 

Momentous  most  to  man,  should  sleep  unsung ! 

And  yet  it  sleeps,  by  genius  unawak*d, 

Pahum  or  Ckristian  ;  to  the  bhish  of  wit 

Man's  highest  triumph !  man*s  profoundest  fiUl ! 

The  deatk-bed  of  the  just !  is  yet  undrawn 

By  mortal  hand !  it  merits  a  diyine : 

Angels  should  paint  it,  angels  ever  there : 

Hine,  on  a  post  of  honour,  and  of  jov. 

Dare  I  presume^  then  ?  but  Philander  bids ; 
And  glory  tempts,  and  inclination  calls  — 
let  am  I  struck ;  as  struck  the  soul,  beneath 
Asrial  grovet*  impenetrable  gloom ; 
Or,  in  some  mighty  rum*s  solemn  shade ; 
Or,  gating  by  pale  lamps  on  hi^i-bam  dust. 
In  vanlts ;  thin  courts  of  poor  unflatter'd  kings; 
Or,  at  the  noidnigfat  a//ar*s  hallow'd  flame. 
Is  it  religion  to  proceed  ?     I  pause  ^- 
And  enter,  aw'd,  the  temple  of  my  theme; 
Isithtsdeatb-bed?  No:  it  is  his  shrine : 
BchoU  him,  there,  just  rising  to  a  god. 

The  chaznber  where  the  gw>d  man  meets  his  fifUe, 
Is  privileg'd  beyond  the  common  walk 
Oitirtuous  life,  quite  in  the  verge  of  Heaven. 
Fly,  ye  profane  !  If  not,  draw  near  with  awe, 

Btetxn  the  blessing,  and  adore  the  chance^ 

That  tfirew  in  thb  Betbesda  your  disease  ; 

If  unresior*d  by  this,  despair  your  cure. 

For,  Acre,  resistless  demonstration  dwells ; 

A  deatb.bed  *s  a  detector  of  the  heart 

Bere  tir*d  disshnulatum  drops  her  mask, 

nmragh  life's  grimace,  that  mistress  of  the  scene! 

Bere  raal,  and  apparent,  are  the  same. 

Tou  see  the  man  ;  you  see  his  hold  on  Heaven, 

If  toand  his  virtue ;  as  Fhilander*s  sound. 

Heaven  waits  not  the  last  moment ;  owns  her  friends 

On  this  side  death,   and  points  them  out  to  men ; 

A  lecture,  silent,  but  of  sovereign  power ! 

To  vice,  conlusion ;  and  to  virtue,  peace. 
Whatever  force  the  boastful  hero  plays, 

Virtue  alone  has  majesty  in  death ! 

And  greater  still,  the  more  the  tyrant  frowns. 

PUnder !  he  severely  frown*d  on  thee. 

"  No  warning  given  !  Unceremonious  Fate ! 

A  sudden  rush  from  life's  meridian  joy ! 

A  wrench  from  all  we  love  I  from  all  we  are  I 

A  restleaa  bed  of  pain  !  a  plunge  opaque 

Beyond  conjecture !  feeble  Natwre^%  dread ! 

Stag  Aauoit's  shudder  at  die  dark  unknown ! 

A  nm  eitinguisht !  a  just-opening  grave ! 

And  oh !  the  last,  last,— what?  (can  words  express? 

HiODgfat  resich  it?)  die  last— st<en«e  of  a  friend !" 

Where  are  tfaoae  horroun,  that  amasement,  where, 

TUs  hideous  group  of  ills,  which  »n^  shock, 

Demand  fiom  man  ?  —  I  thought  him  man  till  now. 

TlKongb     Naturo's  wreck,    through  vanqmsfat 

agonies,  [gloom,) 

(like  die  atari  struggling  through  this  midnight 

what  gleams  of  joy !  whatmore  than  human  peace ! 

Where,  the  ftail  mortal?  thepoor  abject  worm? 

Ko^  not  m  deatti,  the  Mono/  to  be  found* 

His  conduct  ia  •  legacy  fior  all ; 

Richer  than  l£ammafC%  fbr  hb  single  heir. 

His  confiMTtera  he  comforts ;  great  in  ruin. 


With  unrductant  grandeur,  giiet,  not  yiddf 
His  soul  sublime ;  and  closes  with  his  fiUe^ 

How  our  hearts  burnt  within  us  at  the  scene .' 
Whence  this  brave  bound  o'er  limits  fixt  to  man  ? 
Hb  God  sustains  him  in  his  final  hour ! 
His  final  hour  brings  glory  to  his  God ! 
Man's  glory  Heaven  vouchsafes  to  call  her  own. 
We  gase,  we  weep ;  mizt  tears  of  grief,  of  joy ! 
Amasement  strikes !  devotion  bursts  to  flame ! 
Ovrvtwfa  adore  !  and  It^iddt  believe ! 

As  some  tall  tower,  or  lofty  mountain's  brow. 
Detains  the  Sun,  illustrious,  from  its  height  y 
While  rising  vapours,  and  descending  shiules. 
With  damps  and  darkness,  drown  the  qwdous  vale; 
Undampt  by  doubt,  undarken'd  by  despair, 
Philander,  thus,  augustly  rears  his  head. 
At  that  black  hour,  whidi  seneral  horrour  sheds 
On  the  low  level  of  th'  inglorious  throng : 
Sweet  Peace,  and  heavenly  Hope,  and  humble  •%, 
Divinely  beam  on  his  exalted  soul ; 
Destruction  gild,  and  crown  him  for  the  skies. 
With  JBcommunicable  lustre  bright. 


NtGHTTHX  ThOU). 

NARCI8SJL 

TO  HIE  GKACX  THX  DDCHKSS  OF  roXTLAKD. 

Ignoscenda  quidem^  adrent  si  ignoscere  manes. 

Viao. 

FaoM  dreanuy  where  thought  in  fimcy's  mase  runs 

mad, 
To  reoMon,  that  heaven-lighted  lamp  in  man. 
Once  more  I  wake ;  and  at  the  destin'd  hour. 
Punctual  as  lovers  to  the  moment  sworn, 
I  keep  my  assignation  with  my  woe. 

O  !  lost  to  virtue,  lost  to  manly  thought. 
Lost  to  the  noble  sallies  of  the  soul ! 
Who  think  it  solitude  to  be  alone. 
Communion  sweet !  communion  large  and  high ! 
Our  reaoon,  guardian  angd,  and  our  God  / 
Then  nearest  these,  when  others  most  remote  ; 
And  all,  ere  long,  shall  be  remote,  but  these. 
How  dreadful,  then,  to  meet  them  all  alone, 
A  stranger  [  unacknowledg'd !  unapprov'd  ! 
iVbtowoothem;  wed  them;  bind  them  to  thy  breast ; 
To  win  thy  wish,  creation  has  no  more. 
Or  if  we  wish  a  fourth,  it  is  a  friend- 
But  friends,  how  mortal !  dangerous  the  desire  ! 

Take  Phoebus  to  yourselves,  ye  basking  bards 
Inebriate  at  fair  Fortune's  fountain-head ; 
And  reeling  through  the  wilderness  of  joy  *, 
Where  Sentt  runs  savage,  broke  from  Reaeon^s  chain ! 
And  sings  fidse  peace,  dll  smother'd  by  the  poll. 
My  fortune  is  unlike ;  unlike  my  song ; 
Unlike  the  doty  my  song  invokes. 
I  to  Dfl^'s  soft^'d  sister  pay  my  court, 
(Endymion's  rival !)  and  her  aid  implore ; 
Now  first  implor'd  in  succour  to  the  Mute* 

Thou,  who  didst  lately  borrow  Cynthia's  form  V 
And  modestly  forego  thine  own  !  O  thou. 
Who  didst  thyself,  at  midnight  hours,  in^iro  ! 
Say,  why  not  Cynthia  patroness  of  song  ? 
As  thou  her  crescent,  she  thy  character 
Assumes;  still  more  a  goddess  by  the  change. 

Are  there  demurring  wits,  who  dare  dispute 

•    At  the  Duke  of  Norfolk's  masquerade 
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'Fliis  revolution  in  tiie  world  inspir*d  f  i 

Ye  train  Pierian  !  to  the  hvnar  sphere,  | 

In  silent  hour,  address  your  ardent  call  I 

For  aid  immortal ;  less  her  brother's  right  i 

She,  with  the  spheres  harmonious,  nightly  leads 
The  maxy  dance,  and  hears  their  matchless  strain, 
A  strain  for  gods,  denied  to  mortal  ear. 
Transmit  it  heard,  thou  silver  queen  of  Heaven ! 
What  title,  or  what  name,  endears  the  most ! 
Cynthia !  Cyllen^ !  Phoebe  !  or  dost  hear 
With  higher  gust,  fair  Portland  of  the  skies  ? 
Is  that  tihe  soft  enchantment  calls  thee  down, 
More  powerful  than  of  old  Circean  charm? 
Come;  but  from  heavenly  banquets  with  thee  bring 
The  soul  of  song,  and  whisper  in  my  ear 
Tlie  theft  divine ;  or  in  propitious  dreams     [breast 
(For  dreams  are  thine)   transfuse  it  through  the 
Of  thy  first  votary.  ~^  But  not  thy  last ; 
If,  like  thy  namaake^  thou  art  ever  kind. 

And  kind  thou  wilt  be ;  kind  on  such  a  theme ; 
A  theme  so  like  thee,  a  quite  lunar  theme. 
Soft,  modest,  melancholy,  female,  fair ! 
A  theme  that  rose  all-pale,  and  told  my  soul 
*T  was  m^ ;  on  her  fond  hopes  perpetual  night ; 
A  night  which  struck  a  damp,  a  deadlier  damp. 
Than  that  which  smote  me  from  Philandcr's  tomU 
Narciasa  follows,  ere  his  tomb  is  clos'd. 
Woes  cluster ;  rare  are  solitary  woes ; 
They  loVe  a  train,  they  tread  each  other*s  heel ; 
Her  dMth  invades  fas  mournful  right,  and  claims 
Tlie  grief  that  started  from  my  lids  for  him  : 
Seizes  the  faithless,  alienated  tear. 
Or  shares  it,  ere  it  fSdls.     So  frequent  death, 
Sorrow  he  more  than  causes,  he  confounds ; 
For  human  sighs  his  rival  strokes  contend. 
And  make  distress,  distraction.     Oh  Philander ! 
What  was  thy  fate  ?    A  double  fate  to  me ; 
Portent,  and  pain !  a  menace,  and  a  blow  ! 
Like  the  black  raven  hovering  o*er  my  peace, 
Not  less  a  bird  of  omen,  than  of  prey. 
It  caird  Narcissa  long  before  her  hour ; 
It  caird  her  tender  soul,  by  break  of  bliss, 
From  the  'first  blossom,  firom  tfie  buds  of  joy ; 
Those  few  our  noxious  fate  unblasted  leaves 
In  this  inclement  dune  of  human  life. 

Sweet  harmonist !  and  beautiful  as  sweet ! 
And  young  as  beautiful !  and  soft  as  young ! 
And  gay  as  soft !  and  innocent  as  gay ! 
And  happy  (if  au^t  happy  here)  as  good ! 
For  fortune  fond  had  built  her  nest  on  high. 
Like  birds  quite  exquisite  of  note  and  plume, 
IVansfixt  by  fate  (who  loves  a  lofty  mark), 
How  from  the  sununit  of  the  grove  she  fell. 
And  left  it  unharmonious !     All  its  charms 
Extinguisht  in  the  wonders  of  her  song ! 
Her  song  still  vibrates  in  my  ravish'd  ear. 
Still  melting  there,  and  with  voluptuous  pain 
(O  to  forget  her !)  thrilling  through  my  heart ! 

Song,  beauty,  youth,  love,  virtue,  joy ;  this  group 
Of  bright  ideas,  flowers  of  Paradise, 
As  yet  unforfeit !  in  one  blaxe  we  bind, 
Kneel  and  present  it  to  the  skies ;  as  all 
We  guess  of  Heaven  :  and  the$e  were  all  her  own. 
And  she  was  mine;  and  I  was  —  uku /— most 

bleats 
Gay  title  of  the  deepest  misery ! 
As  bodies  grow  more  ponderous,  robb'd  of  life ; 
Good  lost  weighs  more  in  grief,  than  gain*d  in  joy. 
Like  bloasom'd  trees  o*ertum*d  by  vernal  storm, 
Lovely  in  death  the  beauteous  ruin  lay ; 


And  if  in  death  still  lovely,  lovdier  there, 
Far  lovelier !  pity  swells  the  tide  of  love. 
And  will  not  the  severe  excuse  a  sigh  ? 
Scorn  the  proud  man  that  is  asbam'd  to  weep ; 
Our  tears  indulg*d  indeed  deserve  our  shame. 
Ye  that  e*er  lost  an  angel !  pity  me. 

Soon  as  the  lustre  languish*d  in  her  eye. 
Dawning  a  dimmer  day  on  human  sight ; 
And  on  her  cheek,  the  residence  of  spring. 
Pale  omen  sat ;  and  scattered  fears  around 
On  all  that  saw,  (and  who  would  cease  to  gaxe. 
That  once  had  seen?)  with  haste,  parental  haste, 
I  flew,  I  snatch*d  her  from  the  rigid  North, 
Her  native  bed,  on  which  bleak  Boreas  blew. 
And  bore  her  nearer  to  the  Sun ;  the  Sun 
(As  if  the  Sun  could  envy)  check*d  his  beam, 
Deny*d  his  wonted  succour ;  nor  with  more 
Regret  bdield  her  drooping,  than  the  bells 
Of  lilies ;  fairest  hiies,  not  so  ftir ! 

Queen  lilies!  and  ye  painted  populace ! 
Who  dwell  in  fields,  and  lead  ambrosial  lives ! 
In  mom  and  evening  dew,  your  beauties  bathe, 
And  drink  the  Sun ;  which  gives  your  cheeks  to 

glow, 
And  ouUblush  (mine  excepted)  every  fiur ; 
You  gladlier  grew,  ambitious  of  her  hand, 
Wliich  often  cropt  your  odours,  incense  meet 
To  thought  so  pure !    Ye  lovely  fugitives ! 
Coeval  race  with  man !  for  man  you  smile ! 
Why  not  smile  at  him  too  ?    You  share  indeed 
His  sudden  pass ;  but  not  his  constant  pain. 

So  man  is  made ;  nought  ministers  delight. 
But  what  his  glowing  passions  can  engage  ; 
And  glowing  passions,  bent  on  aught  below. 
Must,  soon  or  late,  with  anguish  turn  the  scab ; 
And  anguish,  after  rapture,  how  severe  * 
Rapture?    Bold  man!    who.tempfst  the  wraih 

divine. 
By  plucking  fruit  denied  to  mortal  taste. 
While  here,  presuming  on  the  rights  of  Hearen. 
For  transport  dost  thou  call  on  every  hour, 
Lorenzo?    At  thy  friend's  expense,  be  wise ; 
Lean  not  on  Earth ;  't  wfll  pierce  thee  to  the  heart ; 
A  broken  reed,  at  best;  but  ofk,  a  spear; 
On  its  sharp  point  peace  bleeds,  and  liope  expiree 

Turn,    hopeless    thought!    turn    fVom  h«r:  — 
Tliought  repeird 
Resenting  rallies,  and  wakes  every  woe. 
Snatch'd  ere  thy  prime !  and  in  thy  bridal  hour ! 
And  when  kind  fortune,  with  thy  lover,  smil'd ! 
And  when  high-flavour'd  thy  fr^  opening  joys! 
And  when  blind  man  pronounc*d  thy  bli^  complete ! 
And  on  a  foreign  shore ;  where  stranger*  wept.' 
Strangers  to  thee ;  and  more  surprising  still, 
Strangers  to  kindness,  wept :  their  eyes  let  fall 
Inhuman  tears !  strange  tears!  that  trickled  down 
From  marble  hearts !  obdurate  tenderness! 
A  tenderness  that  call*d  them  more  severe ; 
In  spite  of  Nature's  soft  persuasion,  stcePd } 
While  Nature  melted,  SuperstUion  rav'd ; 
That  moum'd  the  dead ;  and  Mis  denied  a  f^vtv 

Hieir  sighs  incensed ;  sighs  foreign  to  the  will  * 
Their  will  the  tiger  suck*d,  outragM  the  stonn. 
For,  oh !  the  curst  ungodliness  of  xeal  \ 
While  sinful  flesh  relented,  ^wit  nurst 
In  blind  Infallibiiity^B  embrace. 
The  sainted  spirit  petrify'd  the  breast ; 
Denied  the  charity  of  dust,  to  spread 
O'er  dust !  a  charity  their  dOgs  «njoy. 
What  could  I  do  ?  What  succour  ?  Wl»t  tesourer'? 
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With  pious  sacrilege,  a  grave  I  stole ; 
"With  impious  piety,  that  grave  I  wrong*A  ; 
Short  in  my  duty !  coward  in  my  grief ! 
More  like  her  murderer,  than  friend,  I  crept, 
Wfth  soft-suspended  step,  and  muffled  deep 
In  midnight  darkness,  whispered  my  last  sigh. 
I  whisper' d  what  should  echo  through  their  realms; 
Nor  writ  her  name,  whose  tomb  should  pierce  the 

skies. 
Presumptuous  fear !   How  durst  I  dread  her  foes, 
WfaiJe  Nature's  loudest  dictates  I  obey*d  ? 
Bsrdon  necessity,  blest  shade  !  Of  grief 
And  indignation  rival  bursts  I  pour'd ; 
Half  execration  mingled  witli  my  prayer ; 
Kindled  at  man,  while  I  his  God  ador'd ; 
Sore  gmdg'd  the  savage  land  her  sacred  dust; 
Stampt  the  curst  soil ;  and  with  humani^ 
(Denied  Narcissa)  wish*d  them  all  a  grave* 

Glows  my  resentment  into  guilt  ?  What  guilt 
Can  equal  violations  of  the  dc»d? 
The  dead  how  sacred !     Sacred  is  the  dust 
Of  this  Heaven-labour'd  form,  erect,  divine  ! 
This  Heaven^^osum'd  majestic  robe  of  Earth, 
ffe  deign*d  to  wear,  who  hung  the  vast  expanse 
With  azure  bright,  and  doth'd  the  Sun  in  gold. 
When  every  passion  sleeps  that  can  offend ; 
When  strikes  us  every  motive  that  can  melt ; 
When  man  can  wreak  his  rancour  uncontroCdt 
That  strongest  curb  on  insult  and  ill-will; 
Tken,  spleen  to  dust  /  the  dust  of  innocence  ! 
An  angel's  dust !  ^  This  Lucifer  transcends ; 
When  he  contended  for  the  patriarch's  bones, 
*T  was  not  the  strife  of  malice,  but  of  pride ; 
The  strife  of  pontiff  pride,  not  pontiff  gall. 

For  less  than  this  is  shocking  in  a  race 
Most  vnetchedf  but  flx>m  streams  of  mutual  love ; 
And  vnereated,  but  for  love  divine, 
And,  but  for  love  divine,  this  moment  iost, 
By  fate  resorb'd,  and  sunk  in  endless  night 
Man  hard  of  heart  to  man  !  of  horrid  things 
Most  horrid !  'Idid  stupendous,  highly  strange ! 
Yet  oft  his  courtesies  are  smoother  wrongs ; 
lYide  brandishes  the  favours  he  confers, 
And  eootamdious  his  humanity ; 
What  then  his  vengeance  ?  Hear  it  not,  ye  stars ! 
And  tboa,  pale  Siloon !  turn  paler  at  the  sound; 
Misn  is  to  man  the  sorest,  surest  ill. 
A  prerioas  blast  foretels  the  rising  storm ; 
O'erwiiehniDg  turrets  threaten  ere  they  fall; 
VoJcaiM>es  bsSowere  they  disembogue; 
£arch  trembles  ere  her  yawning  jaws  devour ; 
And  snooke  betrays  the  wide-consuming  fire: 
Rnm  fi'Otn  man  is  most  conceal'd  when  near. 
And  aends  the  dreadful  tidings  in  the  blow. 
Is  tiBS  tbe  flight  of  fimcy  ?  Would  it  were ! 
f^tmmmn'»  Sovereign  saves  all  beings,  but  himself, 
That  ludeous  sight,  a  naked  human  heart 

jPir'ci  is  the  Muse ?    And  let  the  Muse  be  fir'd: 
|jnK>  x>oe  inflam'd,  when  what  he  speaks,  he  feels, 
%ad  ixB  f2ie  nerve  most  tender,  in  his  friends  ? 
g^ote  to  mankind!  Philandw-  had  his  foes ; 
ae  felt  tiie  truths  I  sing,  and  I  in  him. 
Sut  be,  MUW  I,  hd.  more ;  past  ills,  Narcissa ! 
Ire  sostk  in  thee,  thou  recent  wound  of  heart ! 
Wlmi^  |>liecds  with  other  cares,  with  other  pangs ; 
*mag»  niaiKKrous,  as  the  numerous  ills  that  swann'd 
Yer  thy  ditinguish'd  fiite,  and,  clustering  there 
1^^^  g^  ttis  locusts  on  the  land  of  Nile, 
g^dm  cW  mth  more  deadly,  and  more  dark  the  grave. 
fgf  tkot,  forgot  my  touching  tale) 
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How  was  each  circumstance  wi^  aspics  arm'd  ? 
An  aspic,  each !  and  all,  an  hydra  woe: 
What  strong  Herculean  virtue  could  suffice  ?  — 
Or  is  it  rirtue  to  be  conquer'd  here  ? 
This  hoary  cheek  a  train  of  tears  bedews; 
And  each  tear  mourns  its  own  distinct  distress ; 
And  each  distress,  distinctly  moum'd,  demands 
Of  grief  still  more,  as  heighten'd  by  the  whole. 
A  grief  like  this  proprietors  excludes : 
Not  friends  alone  such  obsequies  deplore; 
They  make  mankind  the  mourner;  carry  sighs 
Far  as  the  fatal  Fame  can  wing  her  way ; 
And  turn  the  gayest  thought  of  gayest  age, 
Down  their  right  channel,  through  the  vale  of  death. 

The  vale  of  death !  that  hush'd  Cimmerian  vale. 
Where  (iofibietf,  brooding  o'er  unfinish'd  fates. 
With  raven  wing  incumbent,  waits  the  day 
(Dread  day !)  that  interdicts  all  future  change ! 
That  subterranean  world !  that  land  of  ruin ! 
Fit  walk,  Lorenzo,  for  proud  human  thought .' 
There  let  my  thought  expatiate,  and  explore 
Balsamic  truths  and  healing  sentiments, 
Of  all  most  wanted,  and  most  welcome,  here. 
For  gay  Lorenzo's  sake,  and  for  thy  own, 
My  soul !  "  The  fhiits  of  dying  friends  survey ; 
Expose  the  vain  of  life;  weigh  life  and  death ; 
Give  death  his  eulogy ;  thy  fear  subdue ; 
And  labour  that  first  palm  of  noble  minds, 
A  manly  scorn  of  terrour  fWnn  the  tomb." 

TUs  harvest  reap  from  thy  Nardssa's  grave. 
As  poets  feign'd  from  Ajax*  streaming  blood 
Arose,  with  grief  inscrib'd,  a  mournful  flower; 
Let  wisdom  blossom  from  my  mortal  wound. 
And  Jtrst,  of  dying  friends ;  what  fhiit  from  these 
It  bnngs  us  more  than  triple  aid ;  an  aid 
To  chase  our  thoughtlessness, /ear,  pride,  and  guilt. 

Our  dying  friends  come  o  er  us  like  a  cloud. 
To  damp  our  brainless  ardours ;  and  abate 
That  glare  of  life  which  often  blinds  the  wise. 
Our  dying  friends  are  pioneers,  to  smooth 
Our  rugged  pass  to  death;  to  break  those  bars 
Of  terrour  and  abhorrence  Nature  throws 
Cross  our  obstructed  way;  and,  thus  to  make 
Welcome,  as  srfe,  our  port  from  every  storm. 
Each  friend  by  fate  snatch'd  from  us,  is  a  plume 
Fluck'd  from  the  wing  ot  human  vanity. 
Which  makes  us  stoop  from  our  aifSrial  heights^ 
And,  dampt  with  omen  of  our  own  decease. 
On  drooping  pinions  of  ambition  lower'd. 
Just  skim  Earth's  surface,  ere  we  break  it  up, 
O'er  putrid  earth  to  scratch  a  little  dust. 
And  save  the  world  a  nuisance.     Smitten  friends 
Are  angels  sent  on  errands  full  of  love ; 
For  us  they  languish,  and  for  us  they  die : 
And  shall  they  languish,  shall  they  die,  in  vain? 
Ungratefol,  shall  we  grieve  their  hovering  shades, 
Which  wait  the  revolution  in  our  hearts? 
Shall  we  disdain  tbehr  sQent,  soft  address; 
Their  posthumous  advice,  and  pious  prayer  ? 
Senseless,  as  herds  that  graie  then:  hallow'd  graves, 
IVead  under  foot  their  agonies  and  groans ; 
Frustrate  their  anguish,  and  destroy  their  deaths  ? 

Lorenzo!  no;  the  thought  of  doUh  indulge ; 
Give  it  its  wholesome  empire !  let  it  reign, 
That  kind  chastiser  of  thy  soul  in  joy ! 
Its  reign  will  spread  thy  glorious  conquests  iar. 
And  still  the  tumults  of  thy  ruffled  breast : 
Auspicious  era !  golden  days,  begin ! 
The  thought  of  death  shall,  like  a  god,  inspire. 
And  why  not  think  on  death?     Is  Ufe  the  theme 
Nn  2 
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Of  ererythchiglit?  and  wish  of  erery  hour? 

And  song  of  erery  joy  ?    Surprking  truth ! 

Tim  beaten  spaniers  fondness  not  so  strange. 

To  ware  the  numerous  ills  that  seise  on  life 

As  their  own  property,  their  lawful  prey  ; 

Ere  man  has  measur'd  half  his  weary  stage, 

His  luxuries  hare  left  him  no  reserve, 

No  maiden  relishes,  unbroach*d  delights ; 

On  oold-serv'd  repetitions  he  subsists. 

And  in  the  tasteless  present  chews  the  past ; 

Disgusted  chews,  and  scarce  can  swallow  down. 

Like  lavish  ancestors,  his  earlier  jrears 

Have  disinherited  his  ftiture  hours, 

Whidi  starve  on  arts,  and  glean  their  former  field. 

live  ever  here,  Lorenxo !  »•  shocking  diought .' 
So  shocking,  they  who  wish,  disown  it,  too ; 
Disown  fh!m  shame,  what  they  from  folly  crave. 
Live  ever  in  the  womb,  nor  see  the  light? 
For  what  live  ever  here?  —  With  labouring  step 
To  tread  our  former  footsteps  ?     Pace  th^  round 
Eternal  ?     To  dimb  life's  worn,  heavy  wheel. 
Which  draws  up  nothing  new?  To  beat,  and  beat 
The  beatdn  track  ?    To  bid  each  wretched  day 
The  former  mock  ?    To  surfeit  on  the  same. 
And  yawn  our  joys?     Or  thxtnk  a  misery 
For  change,  thouffh  sad?  To  see  what  we  have  seen? 
Hear,  till  unhcara,  the  same  old  sUU>ber*d  tale? 
To  taste  the  tasted,  and  at  each  return 
Less  tasteftd  ?    0*er  our  palates  to  decant 
Another  vintage?     Strain  a  fatter  year, 
Tlirough  loaded  vessels,  and  a  laxer  tone  ? 
Crazy  machines  to  grind  £arth*s  wasted  fruits  \ 
lU-ground,  and  worse-concocted !     Load,  not  life ! 
Hie  rational  foul  kennels  of  excess ! 
StiU-«treaming  thoroughfares  of  dull  debauch ! 
TVembling  each  gulp,  lest  death  should  snatch  tiie 
bowL 

Such  of  our /Ine-onet  is  the  wish  refin* 
So  would  they  have  it :  elegant  desire ! 
Why  not  invite  the  bellowing  stalls,  and  wilds  ? 
But  such  examples  might  their  riot  awe. 
Hmmgh  want  of  virtue,  that  is,  want  of  thought, 
(Hiough  on  6n^  thought  they  £Mher  all  their 

flights,) 
To  what  are  they  reduc*d?    To  love,  and  hate 
The  same  vain  world;  to  censure,  and  espouse, 
This  painted  shrew  of  life,  who  oUls  them  fool 
Each  moment  of  each  day  ;  to  flatter  bad 
Through  dread  of  wotm  ;  to  cling  to  this  rude  rock. 
Barren,  to  them,  of  good;  and  sharp  with  ills, 
And  hourly  blacken*d  with  impending  storms, 
And  infinnous  (br  wrecks  of  human  hope»> 
Scar'd  at  the  gloomy  gulf,  that  yawns  beneath. 
Such  are  their  triumphs !  such  their  pangs  of  joy  i 

'T  is  time,  h%h  time,  to  shift  this  dismal  scoie. 
This  kugg%  this  hideous  state,  what  art  can  cure  ? 
One  only ;  but  diat  one,  what  all  may  reach ; 
Virtue  —  she,  wonder-working  goddess !  charaas 
That  rooir  to  bloom ;  and  tames  the  pointef  s&mc;^ 
And,  what  will  more  surprise,  Lormiso!  gives 
To  life's  sick,  nauseous  iteration^  change; 
And  straitens  Nature's  circle  to  a  line. 
Belicv'st  thou  this,  Lorenxo?  lend  an  ear, 
A  patient  ear,  thou  'It  blush  to  disbelieve. 

A  languid,  leaden,  iteration  reigns, 
And  ever  must,  o'er  those,  whose  joys  are  joys 
Of  sight,  smell,  taste :  the  cuckow-eeasons  sii^ 
Hie  same  dull  note  to  such  as  nothing  prise. 
Hot  what  those  seasons,  from  the  teeming  Earth, 
To  doating  sam  indulge.     But  nobler  minds, 


Which  relish  fruiu  unripen'd  by  the  Am, 

Make  their  days  various ;  various  as  the  dyes 

On  the  dove's  neck,  which  wanton  in  his  rays. 

On  minds  of  dove-like  innocence  possest. 

On  lighten'd  minds,  that  bask  in  virtue's  besmi, 

Nothing  hangs  tedious,  nothing  old  revcdves 

In  that,  for  which  they  long ;  for  which  they  fire. 

Their  glorious  efforts,  wing'd  with  heavenly  hope^ 

Each  rising  morning  sees  still  higher  rise ; 

Each  bounteous  dawn  its  novelty  presents 

To  worth  maturing,  new  strength,  lustre^  fiune; 

While  Nature's  circle,  like  a  chariot-wheel 

Rolling  beneath  their  elevated  aims. 

Makes  their  fair  prospect  fairer  every  hour ; 

Advancing  wrtue,  in  a  line  to  bliss  ; 

Virtue,  which  Christian  motives  best  inspire ! 

And  Um,  which  Christian  schemes  alone  ensure 

And  shall  we  then,  for  Virtue's  sake,  commtfict 

Apostates ;  and  turn  infidels  for  joj  ? 

A  truth  it  is,  few  doubt,  but  fewer  trust, 

*<  He  sins  against  tMs  l^e,  who  slights  the  fwat** 

What  is  this  life?     How  few  their  fisvourite  knov! 

Fond  in  the  dark,  and  blind  in  our  embrace^ 

By  passionately  loving  life,  we  make 

Lov'd  life  unlovely ;  hugging  her  to  death. 

We  give  to  time  eternity's  r^ard ; 

And,  dreaming,  take  our  passage  for  our  port 

Life  has  no  value  as  an  end,  but  means; 

An  end  deplorable !  a  means  divine  ! 

When  't  is  our  all,  't  is  nothing !  worse  than  noagk; 

A  nest  of  pains :  vrhen  held  as  nothing,  much : 

Like  some  fiur  hum'rists,  life  is  most  enjoy  *d. 

When  courted  least ;  most  worth,  when  disrstecm'd : 

Tlien  't  is  the  seat  of  comfort,  rich  in  peace; 

In  prospect  richer  far ;  important!  aweful! 

Not  to  be  mention'd,  but  with  sboutb  of  praise ! 

Not  to  be  thought  on,  but  with  tides  of  joy ! 

Hie  mighty  bads  of  eternal  bliss ! 

Where  now  the  baanren  rock  f  the  jtaitUed  shr^v  f 

Where  now,  Lorenxo !  life's  eternal  round  f 

Have  I  not  made  my  triple  promise  good? 

Vain  is  the  world ;  but  only  to  the  vain. 

To  what  compare  we  then  this  varying  scenes 

Whose  worth  ambiguous  rises,  and  dedines? 

Waxes,  and  wanes ?    (In  all  propitious,  m^ 

Assists  me  here)  compare  it  to  the  Moon ; 

Dark  in  herself,  and  indigent ;  but  rich 

In  borrowed  lustre  frtmi  a  higher  qibere. 

When  gross  suilt  interposes,  labouring  Earth, 

O'ershadow'd,  mourns  a  deep  eclipse  of  joy ; 

Her  joys,  at  brightest,  pallid,  to  that  font 

Of  fiall  efiblgent  glory,  whence  they  flow. 

Nor  is  that  glory  distent :  Oh  Lorenaoi 
A  good  man,  and  an  angel!  these  betwew 
How  thin  the  barrier !  what  divides  their  ble  ? 
Perhaps  a  moment,  or  perhaps  a  vear ; 
Or,  if  an  age,  it  is  a  moment  still ; 
A  moment,  or  eternity  's  forgot 
Then  be,  what  once  they  were,  who  now  are  goAs; 
Be  what  Philander  was,  and  chim  the  skitfc 
Starts  timid  Nature  at  the  gloomy  pass? 
The  «2/l  frtnuirioii  call  it;  and  be  cbaer'd: 
Aic4  it  is  often,  and  why  not  to  thee  ? 
To  hope  the  best,  is  pious,  brave,  and  wise; 
And  m^  itself /irociiiv^  what  itjircnonefc 
Lifb  is  much  flatter'd,  Death  is  much  tiadnc'd  5 
Compare  the  rivals,  and  the  kinder  crown. 
«  Strange  competition  /"— IVue,  Lorcnao !  stsmg^^ 
So  little  life  can  cast  into  the  scale. 

Life  makes  the  soul  c' 
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Death  grres  her  wings  to  mount  abore  the  splieres. 
Hvou^  chink%  ftyl'd  organs,  dim  life  peeps  at 

light; 
Jkaik  bunts  th*  inTolving  cloud,  and  all  is  day ; 
All  eje,  aU  ear,  the  disembody'd  power. 
Death  has  feign'd  evils,  Naiure  shall  not  fbel ; 
Ij/^  ill  sobitantial,  If^uiiMi  cannot  shun, 
bootthemighty  Jlim^  thatsonof  Heaven? 
By  tjrnmt  IMe  dethnm'd,  imprison'd,  pain*d  ? 
By  Death  enlarg'd,  ennobled,  deify*d  ? 
Death  but  entombs  the  body ;  l^e  the  soul. 

*b2>Aiatbengufltless?  How  he  marks  his  way 
With  dreadfiil  waste  of  what  deserves  to  shine ! 
Alt,  genius,  fortune,  elevated  power ! 
With  various  lustres  thete  light  up  the  world, 
Winch  Death  puts  out,  and  darkens  human  race.*' 
I  giant,  Lorenzo !  this  indictment  just : 
The  sage,  peer,  potentate,  king,  conqueror ! 
Death  humbles  these ;  more  barbarous  l^e,  tfaemon. 
Life  k  the  triumph  of  our  moulderiog  d^ ; 
Ikathy  of  the  spirit  infinite !  divine ! 
Death  has  no  dread,  but  what  finail  Sfe  imparts ; 
Nor  &e  true  joy,  but*what  kind  death  improves. 
Mo  bUss  has  ^  to  boast,  till  death  can  give 
Fsr  greater ;  li^*s  a  debtor  to  the  grave^ 
Ouk  btdoe  !  letting  in  eternal  day. 

Lorenso!  blush  at /om^neit  for  a  Ij^ 
Which  sends  celestial  souls  on  errands  vik, 
Tocaler  for  the  sense  $  and  serve  at  boards, 
Where  every  ranger  of  the  wilds,  perhaps 
£ach  reptfle,  justly  claims  our  upper  hand. 
Luxurious  least !  a  soul,  a  soul  immortal, 
In  all  the  dunties  of  a  brute  bemir*d ! 
lanmo !  blush  at  terrmtr  for  a  deathf 
Which  gives  thee  to  repose  in  festive  bowers, 
Where  nectars  qparkle,  angels  minister. 
And  more  than  angels  share,  and  raise,  and  crown, 
And  eternise,  the  birth,  bloom,  bursts  of  bliss. 
Whst  need  I  more  ?     O  Death,  the  palm  is  thine. 
Hien  welcome.  Death !  thy  dreaded  harbingers, 
^  and  <<tMBje;  disease,  though  long  my  guest; 
Tiiat  plucks  my  nerves,  those  tender  strings  of  lUe ; 
Which,  pluck'd  a  little  more,  will  toll  the  bell, 
IW  call  my  few  friends  to  my  funeral ; 
Where  fcebk  Nature  drops,  perhaps,  a  tear, 
Wide  Reason  and  Religion,  better  taught, 
Gongrstulate  the  dead,  and  crown  his  tomb 
With  wresth  triumphant     Death  is  victory ; 
It  binds  in  chains  the  raging  ills  of  lifb : 
lAUt  mod  ambiium,  wrath  mad  aoariee, 
I^ifgc'd  at  his  diariot-wheel,  applaud  his  power. 
That  ills  corrosive,  cares  importunate. 
Are  not  immortal  top,  O  Death!  is  thine. 
Our  day  of  dissolution  !  —  name  it  right ; 
Tis  our  great  pay^y ;  't  is  our  harvest,  rich 
And  ripe.      What  though  the  sickle,  sometimes 

keen, 
Jim  sears  us  as  we  reap  the  golden  min? 
More  tlHn  thy  balm,  O  Gilead!  heals  the  wound. 
BM*s  feeble  cry,  and  Death*%  deep  dismal  groan. 
Are  slender  tributes  low.tax*d  Nature  pays 
For  mighty  sain :  the  gain  of  each,  of  life ! 
BotO!  the  last  the  former  so  transcends, 
l^dia,  conipar*d;  life  lives  beyond  the  grave. 

AndfM  I,  Death!  no  joy  from  thought  of  thee? 
Deatky  the  great  counsellor,  who  man  inspires 
With  every  nobler  thought,  and  fairer  deed ! 
Deatk,  the  deliTercr,  mho  rescues  man ! 
Deaths  the  rewarder,  who  the  rescued  crowns! 
Death,  that  absolves  my  birth;  a  curse  without  it ! 


Rich  death,  that  realises  all  my  < 
Toils,  virtues,  hopes ;  without  it  a  c 
Death,  of  all  pain  the  period,  not  of  joy ; 
Joy*s  tource,  and  jm^^,  still  subsist  unhurt : 
One,  in  my  soul ;  and  one,  in  her  great  Sire ; 
Though  the  four  vrinds  were  warring  for  my  dust 
Yes,  and  from  winds,  and  waves,  ai^  central  night. 
Though  prison'd  there,  my  dust  too  I  redahn, 
(To  dust    when    drop  proud  Nature's  proudest 

qiherea,) 
And  live  entire.     Death  is  the  crown  of  life : 
Were  death  denied,  poor  man  would  live  in  vain; 
Were  death  denied,  to  live  would  not  be  life ; 
Were  death  denied,  e*en  fbols  would  wish  to  die. 
Death  wounds  to  cure :  we  fall ;  we  rise,  we  re^ ! 
Spring  from  our  fetters ;  fasten  in  the  skies ; 
Where  blooming  Eden  withers  in  our  sight: 
Death  gives  us  more  than  was  in  Eden  lost 
This  king  of  terrours  is  the  prince  of  peace. 
When  shall  I  die  to  vanity,  pain,  death? 
Wlien  shaU  I  i&f  — When  shall  I  Uve  for  ever? 


Night  ths  Fouetu. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  TRIUMPH. 

Contasning  our  only  Cure  for  the  Fear  of  Death  $  and 
proper  Sentiments  of  that  inestimable  Blessing. 

TO  TBS   aONOUaABLl  ME.  TOEK& 

A  MUCH-iMDSRXD  Muse,  O  Torke !  intrudes. 
Amid  the  smiles  of  fortune,  and  of  youth, 
Thine  ear  is  patient  of  a  serious  song.  — 
How  deep  implanted  in  the  breast  of  man 
The  dread  of  deadi!  I  sing  its  sovereign  cure. 

Why  start  at  Death  ?    Where  is  he  ?    Death  ar- 
rived. 
Is  past ;  not  come  or  gone,  he 's  never  here. 
Ere  Ai^  sCTMorion  fails ;  bUu:k.boding  man 
Receives,  not  suffers.  Death's  tremendous  blow. 
The  knell,  the  shroud,  the  mattock,  and  the  grave; 
The  deep  damp  vault,  the  darkness,  and  the  worm ; 
Tliese  are  tlie  bugbears  of  a  winter's  eve. 
The  terrours  of  the  living,  not  the  dead. 
Imagination**  fool,  and  mtmr's  wretch, 
Man  makes  a  death,  which  Nature  never  made; 
Then  on  the  point  of  his  own  foncy  fklls ; 
And  feels  a  thousand  deaths,  in  fearing  one. 

But  were  death  fHghtful,  what  has  aw  to  fear  ? 
If  prudent,  age  should  meet  the  friendly  foe, 
And  shelter  in  his  hospitable  gloom. 
I  source  can  meet  a  monument,  but  holds 
My  younger ;  every  date  cries— ««  Come  away." 
And  whet  recalls  me?     Look  the  worid  around 
And  tell  me  what:  the  wisest  cannot  tell. 
Should  any  bom  of  woman  give  his  thought 
Full  range  on  just  dislike's  unbounded  field ; 
Of  things,  die  vanity ;  of  men,  the  flaws ; 
Flaws  in  die  6«< ;  the  many,  flaw  aU  o'er; 
Anleopards,  spotted,  or,  as  Ethiops,  dark ; 
Vivacious  ifl.goorf  dying  immature; 
(How  immature,  Nardssa's  marble  tells!) 
And  at  his  death  bequeathing  endless  pain; 
His  heart,  though  bold,  would  sicken  at  the  sight, 
And  spend  itsetf  in  sighs,  for  future  scenes. 

But  grant  th  life  (and  just  it  is  to  grant 
To  lucky  life)  some  perquisites  of  joy  ; 
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A  time  there  u,  wbea,  like  m  thrice-told  tale, 
Long-rifled  life  of  sweet  can  yield  no  more, 
But  from  our  commerU  on  the  comedy, 
Pleasing  reflecdonf  on  parts  well  sustain*d. 
Or  purpos*d  emendations  where  we  iaird, 
Or  hopes  of  plaudits  from  our  candid  Judge, 
When,  on  their  exit,  souls  are  bid  unrobe. 
Toss  JFortune  back  her  tinsel,  and  her  plume. 
And  drop  this  mask  of  flesh  behind  the  scene. 

With  me,  that  time  is  come ;  my  world  is  dead ; 
A  new  world  rises,  and  new  manners  reign .' 
Foreign  comedians,  a  spruce  band !  arrive. 
To  push  me  from  the  scene,  or  hiss  me  tlierc. 
What  a  peri  race  starts  up !  the  strangers  gaze, 
And  I  at  tliem ;  my  neighbour  is  unknown ; 
Nor  that  the  worst :  Ah  me !  the  dire  effect 
Of  loitering  here,  of  deatli  defrauded  long ; 
Of  old  so  gracious  (and  let  that  suflice). 
My  very  master  knows  me  not.  — 

SliaU  I  dare  say,  peculiar  is  the  fate  ? 
I've  been  so  long  remember*d,  I'm  forgot. 
An  object  ever  pressing  dims  the  sight, 
And  hides  behind  its  wdour  to  be  seen. 
When  in  his  courtiers*  ears  I  pour  my  plaint. 
They  drink  it  as  the  nectar  of  the  great ; 
A  nd  squeeze  my  hand,  and  beg  me  come  to-morrow. 
Refusal !  canst  thou  wear  a  smoother  form  ? 

Indulge  me,  nor  conceive  I  drop  my  theme  : 
W1k>  cheapens  life,  abates  theytmr  of  death: 
Twice  told  the  period  spent  on  stubborn  Troy, 
Court  favour,  yet  untaken,  I  besiege ; 
Ambition's  ill-judged  effort  to  be  rich. 
Alas !  ambition  makes  my  little  less ; 
Embittering  the  possest.     Why  wish  for  more  ? 
Wishing,  of  all  employments,  is  the  worst ; 
Philosophy's  revene ;  and  health's  decay. 
Were  I  as  plump  as  stall'd  theology. 
Wishing  would  waste  me  to  this  sJuide  again. 
Were  I  as  wealthy  as  a  South-sea  dream, 
Wisfting  is  an  expedient  to  be  poor. 
IFisftingf  that  constant  hectic  of  a  fool ; 
Caught  at  a  court ;  purg'd  off  by  purer  air, 
And  simpler  diet ;  sifU  of  rural  life ! 

Blest  be  that  hand  divine,  which  gently  laid 
My  heart  at  rest,  beneatli  this  humble  shed. 
The  world  *s  a  stately  bark,  on  dangerous  seas, 
Witli  pleasure  seen,  but  boarded  at  our  peril ; 
Here,  on  a  single  plank,  tlirown  safe  ashore, 
I  hear  the  tumult  of  the  distant  throng. 
As  tliat  of  seas  remote,  or  dying  storms : 
And  meditate  on  scenes,  more  silent  still ; 
Pursue  my  theme,  and  fight  the  fear  of  death. 
Here,  like  a  shepherd  gazing  from  his  hut. 
Touching  Iiis  reed,  or  leaning  on  his  staff, 
Eager  ambitions  fiery  chase  I  see ; 
I  see  the  circling  hunt,  of  noisy  men, 
Burst  law's  enclosure,  leap  tlie  mounds  of  right. 
Pursuing,  and  pursued,  each  other's  prey ; 
As  wolves,  for  rapine ;  as  the  fox,  for  wiles ; 
Till  Death,  that  mighty  hunter,  earths  them  all. 

Why  all  this  toil  for  triumphs  of  an  hour  ? 
What  though  we  wade  in  wealth,  or  soar  in  fame? 
Earth's  highest  station  ends  in,  "  Here  he  lies," 
And  "  Dust  to  dust"  concludes  her  noblest  song. 
If  this  song  lives,  posterity  shall  know 
One,  though  in  Britain  bom,  witli  courtiers  bred, 
Who  thought  e'en  gold  might  come  a  day  too  late ; 
Nor  on  his  subtle  death-bed  plann'd  his  scheme 
For  fvsture  vacancies  in  church  or  state ; 
Some  avocation  deeming  it—  to  die, 


Unbit  by  rage  canine  of  <^^  richj 

Guilt's  blunder !  and  the  loudest  laugh  of  HelL 

O  my  coevals !  remnants  of  yourselves ! 
Poor  human  ruins,  tottering  o'er  the  grave ! 
Shall  we,  shall  aged  men,  like  aged  trees. 
Strike  deeper  their  vile  root,  and  closer  ding. 
Still  more  enamour'd  of  this  wretched  soil  ? 
Shall  our  pale,  withcr'd  hands,  be  still  stretcfa'doat. 
Trembling,  at  once,  vrith  eagerness  and  age  ? 
With  avarice  and  convulsions,  grasping  hard  ? 
Grasping  at  air !  for  what  has  Earth  beside? 
IVIan  wants  but  little;  nor  that  little,  long: 
How  soon  must  he  resign  his  very  dust, 
Which  frug;al  Nature  lent  him  for  an  boor ! 
Years  uner/ferienc*d  rush  on  numerous  ills; 
And  soon  as  man,  exjtert  from  time,  has  found 
The  kef^  of  life,  it  opes  the  gates  of  death. 

When  in  this  vale  of  years  I  badcward  look. 
And  miss  such  numbers,  numbers  too  of  such, 
Firmer  in  liealth,  and  greener  in  their  age. 
And  stricter  on  their  guard,  and  fitter  far 
To  play  life's  subtle  game,  I  scarce  believe 
I  still  survive ;  and  am  I  fond  of  life. 
Who  scarce  can  think  it  possible,  I  live? 
Alive  by  miracle !  or,  what  is  next. 
Alive  by  Mead !  if  I  am  still  alive. 
Who  long  have  buried  what  gives  life  to  live^ 
Firmness  of  nerve,  and  energy  of  thought. 
Life's  lee  is  not  more  sfiallow  than  impure 
And  vapid ;  sense  and  reason  show  the  door. 
Call  for  my  bier,  and  point  me  to  the  dust. 

O  thou  great  Arbiter  of  life  and  death  ! 
Nature's  immortal,  immaterial  Sun  ! 
Whose  all-prolific  beam  late  call'd  me  forth 
From  darkness,  teeming  darkness,  where  I  lay 
The  worm's  inferior,  and,  in  rank,  beneath 
The  dust  I  tread  on,  high  to  bear-  my  brow. 
To  drink  tlie  spirit  of  die  golden  day. 
And  triumph  in  existence ;  and  could  know 
No  motive,  but  my  bliss ;  and  hast  ordain'd 
A  rise  in  blessing !  with  the  /w/riarcA's  joy, 
Thy  call  I  follow  to  the  land  unknmtm ; 
I  trust  in  thee,  and  know  in  whom  I  trust ; 
Or  life,  or  death,  is  equal ;  neither  weighs : 
All  weight  in  this <—  O  let  me  live  to  thee! 

Though  Nature's  terrours,  Urns,  may  be  represt ; 
Still  frowns  grim  DeaUi ;  guilt  points  tlie  tyrant's 

spear. 
And  whence  all  human  guilt  ?  From  death  fbrfot 
Ah  me !  too  long  I  set  at  nought  the  swarm 
Of  friendly  ^^-amings,  which  around  me  flew ; 
And  smil'd,  unsmittcn  :  small  my  cause  to  smile ! 
DcttUCs  admonitions,  like  sliafts  upward  dxK, 
More  dreadful  by  delay,  the  longer  ere 
'I1iey  strike  our  hearts,  the  deeper  is  their  wound; 
O  think  how  deep,  Lorenzo !  here  it  sdngs : 
Who  can  appease  its  anguisli  ?  Iiow  it  bums! 
Wlmt  hand  the  barb'd,envenom  d,  tliought  can  dnw  ? 
Wliat  liealing  hand  can  pour  the  balm  of  peace, 
And  turn  my  sight  undaunted  on  the  tomb? 

With  joy  —  witli  grief,  that  hctding  hand  I  see ; 
Ah !  too  conspicuous  !  it  is  fix'd  on  high. 
On  high  ^— What  means  my  phrenzy  ?  1 1" 
Alas !  how  lotv  !  how  far  beneath  the  skies ! 
Tlie  skies  it  form'd ;  and  now  it  bleeds  for  m^— 
But  bleeds  the  balm  I  want —  Yet  still  it  Aterir; 
Draw  the  dire  steel  ^ah  no !  the  dreadful  bksBOii 
What  heart  or  can  sustain,  or  dares  forego ! 
There  himgs  all  human  hope ;  that  naU  supports 
Tlie  falling  univenc :  that  gone,  we  drop; 
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HoiTour  receives  us,  and  the  ciiMmal  wish 
Creation  had  been  smoCher'd  in  her  birth  — 
Darkness  is  his  curtain,  and  his  bed  tlic  dust ; 
When  stars  and  Sun  are  dust  beneath  his  thron  .> ! 
In  Heaven  itself  can  such  indulgence  dwell  ? 
0  what  a  groan  was  there !  a  groan  Twt  his* 
He  sdxM  our  dreadful  right ;  the  load  sustain*d ; 
And  beaVd  the  mountain  from  a  guilty  world. 
A  thousand  worlds,  so  bought,  were  bought  too  dear ; 
Sensations  new  in  angels'  bosoms  rise ; 
Suspend  then*  song !  and  nukke  a  pause  in  bliss. 

O  for  their  song ;  to  reach  my  lofty  theme  ! 
Inspire  me,  Night  /  with  all  thy  tunefUl  spheres ; 
Wlulst  I  with  seraphs  share  seraphic  themes ! 
And  show  to  men  the  dignity  of  man ; 
Lest  I  blaspheme  my  subject  with  my  song. 
I    Shall  Pagan  pages  glow  celestial  ilaine, 

And  Christian  languish  ?  on  our  hearts,  not  heads, 

Falls  the  foul  in&my :  my  heart .'  awake. 

What  can  awake  thee,  unawak*d  by  thist 

**  Expended  deity  on  human  weal  ?" 

Fed  the  great  truths^  which  burst  the  tenfold  night 

Ofheaihen  erroor,  with  a  golden  flood 

Ofendkssday:  to  (eel,  is  to  be  fir*d ; 

And  to  believe,  Lorenzo !  is  to  feel. 

Thou  most  indulgent,  most  tremendous  Power ! 
Still  more  tremendous,  for  thy  wondrous  love ! 
That  arms,  with  awe  more  aweful,  thy  commands ; 
And  foul  transgression  dips  in  sevenfold  night ! 
How  our  hearts  tremble  at  thy  love  immense ! 
In  love  immense,  inviolably  just ! 
Thou,  nstber  than  ihj  justice  should  be  stain*d,  . 
Didst  stain  the  cross ;  and  work  of  wonders  far 
The  greatest,  that  thy  dearest  far  might  bleed. 

Bold  thought !  shall  I  dare  speak  it,  or  repress  ? 
Should  man  more  execrate,  or  boast,  the  guilt 
Whidi  roused  such  vengeance?  which  such  love  in- 
flamed? [arms, 
0*er  guilt  (how  mountainous !)  with  out-stretcb*d 
^Hem  justice  and  sofUsmiling  love  embrace, 
Supporting,  in  full  majesty,  thy  throne. 
When  seem'd  its  majesty  to  need  support. 
Or  that,  or  manj  inevitably  lost ; 
\lliat,  but  the  fathomless  of  thought  divine^ 
Could  labour  such  expedient  from  despair. 
And  rescue  both  f  both  rescue !  both  exalt ! 
O  bow  are  both  exalted  by  the  deetl  \ 
The  wondrous  deed !  or  shall  I  call  it  more  ? 
A  wonder  in  Omnipotence  itself! 
A  mystery  no  less  to  gods  tlian  men ! 

Not  tkuxt  our  infidels  the  Eternal  draw, 
A  God  all  o^er,  consummate,  absolute, 
FuU-orb'd,  in  his  whole  round  of  rays  complete : 
"Rey  set  at  odds  Heaven's  jarring  attributes ; 
And,  with  one  excellence,  another  wound ; 
Maim  Heaven's  perfection,  break  its  equal  beams, 
Bid  mercy  triumph  over  —  God  himself, 
Undeifled  by  their  opprobrious  praise : 
A  God  all  mercy,  b  a  God  unjust. 

Ye  brainless  wits  !  ye  baptiz'd  infidels ! 
Ye  worse  for  mending !  wash'd  to  fouler  stains ! 
The  ransom  was  paid  down ;  the  fund  of  Heaven, 
Heaven's  inexhaustible,  exhausted  fund, 
Amazing,  and  amaz'd,  pour'd  forth  the  price, 
All  {Mice  beyond :  though  curious  to  compute, 
Archangels  &il'd  to  cast  the  mighty  sum : 
Ita  value  vast,  ungrasp'd  by  minds  create. 
For  ever  hides,  and  glows,  in  the  Su]>reme. 

And  was  the  ransom  paid  ?  it  was :  and  paid 
(What  can  exalt  the  bounty  more  ?)  for  you  / 


llie  Sun  beheld  it»>  no^  the  shocking  scene 
Drove  back  his  chariot:  midnight  vol'd  his  face ; 
Not  such  as  this ;  not  such  as  Nature  makes ; 
A  midnigia  Nature  shudder'd  to  behold ; 
A  midnight  new !  a  dread  eclipse  (without 
Opposing  spheres)  from  her  Creator's  frown  ! 
Sun  !  didst  thou  fly  thy  Maker's  pain?  Or  start 
At  that  enormous  load  of  human  guilt,         [cross  ; 
Which  bow'd  his  blessed  head;  o'erwhelmod  his 
Made  groan  the  centre ;  burst  Earth's  marble  womb, 
With  pangs,  strange  pangs !  deliver'd  of  her  dead  ? 
Hell  howl'd ;  and  Heaven  that  hour  let  fidl  a  tear ; 
Heaven  wept,  that  men  might  smile !  Heaven  bled, 

that  man 
Might  never  die !       ■ 

And  is  devotion  virtue?  *ThcompeU*(L 
Wliat  heart  of  stone  but  glows  at  thoughts  like  these  ? 
Such  contemplations  mount  us ;  and  should  mount 
The  mind  still  higher ;  nor  ever  glance  on  man 
Unn^tur'd,  uninlam'd.  —  Where  roll  my  thoughto 
To  rest  from  wonders?  other  wonders  rise ; 
And  strike  where'er  they  roll :  my  soul  is  caught : 
Heaven's  sovereign  blessings,  clustering  from  the 

cross. 
Rush  on  her,  in  a  throng,  and  close  her  round, 
Hie  prisoner'of  amaze !  —  in  his  blest  ^e 
I  see  the;>a^  and  in  his  death  die  jtrice. 
And  in  his  great  ascent  the  ;»vo^  supreme 
Of  immortaUty.  —  And  did  he  rise  ? 
Hear,  O  ye  nations !  hear  it,  O  ye  dead ! 
He  rose  !  he  rose !  he  burst  the  bars  of  death. 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  everlasting  gates ! 
And  give  the  King  of  glory  to  come  in. 
Wlio  is  the  King  of  glory  ?  he  who  leh 
His  throne  of  glory,  for  the  pang  of  death ! 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  everhisting  gates  I 
And  give  the  King  of  glory  to  come  in. 
Who  is  the  King  of  glory  ?  he  who  slew 
The  ravenous  foe,  tluit  gorg'd  all  human  race ! 
The  King  of  glory,  he,  whose  glory  fiU'd 
Heaven  with  amazement  at  his  love  to  man ; 
And  Mdth  divine  complacency  bdield 
Pouters  most  illumin'd,  wilder'd  in  the  theme. 

The  theme,  tlic  joy,  how  then  shall  man  sustain  ? 
Oh  the  burst  gates!    crush'd  stmg!   demoliah'd 
throne !  [Heaven ! 

Last  gasp !  of  vanquish'd  Death.  Shout  Earth  and 
This  sum  of  good  to  man.     Whose  nature,  then, 
Took  wing,  and  mounted  with  him  fVom  the  tomb  ! 
Then,  then,  I  rose ;  then  first  humanity 
Triumphant  pass'd  the  crystal  ports  of  Ught, 
(Stupendous  guest !)  and  seiz'd  eternal  youth, 
Seiz'd  in  our  name.     E'er  since,  't  is  blasphemous 
To  call  man  mortal.     Man's  mortality  [ration 

Was,  then,  transferr'd  to  death ;  and  Heaven's  du- 
Unalienably  seal'd  to  this  frail  fnOne, 
This  child  of  dust  —  Man,  all  immortal !  hail ; 
Hail,  Heaven !  all  kvish  of  strange  gifts  to  man ! 
Thine  all  the  glory ;  man's  the  boundless  bliss. 

Where  am  I  rapt  by  this  triumphant  theme, 
On  Christian  joy's  exulting  wing,  above 
Th*  Aonian  mount  ?  Alas !  sm^l  cause  for  joy ! 
What  if  to  pain  immortal  ?  if  extent 
Of  being,  to  preclude  a  close  of  woe  ? 
Where,  then,  my  boast  of  immortality  ? 
I  boast  it  still,  though  cover'd  o'er  with  guilt ; 
For  guilt,  not  innocence,  his  life  he  pour'd, 
'T  is  guilt  alone  can  justify  his  death  ! 
Nor  that,  unless  his  death  can  justify 
Relenting  guilt  in  Heaven's  indulgent  sight. 
N  n  A-  I 
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If,  lick  of  fo^,  I  relent;  he  writei 

My  name  in  Heaven,  widi  that  inverted  apear 

(A  qpear  deep-dipt  in  blood !)  which  pierc'd  hia  side, 

And  open'd  there  a  font  for  all  mankind. 

Who  •tme,  who  combat  crimei,  to  drink«  and  live: 

TUSf  orAj  thitt  subdues  they^  <f  death. 

And  what  is  Mil/ »•  Survey  the  wondrous  cure : 
And  at  each  step,  let  higher  wonder  rise ! 
*<  Pardon  for  infinite  o&noe !  and  pardon 
Through  means  that  speak  its  value  infinite ! 
A  pardon  bought  with  blood  {  with  blood  divine ! 
With  blood  divine  of  him  I  made  my  foe ! 
Persisted  to  provoke !  though  woo*d,  and  aw*dt 
Blest,  and  diastis'd,  a  flagrant  rebel  still ! 
A  rebel,  *midst  the  blunders  of  his  throne ! 
Nor  I  alone !  a  rebel  universe ! 
My  species  up  in  arms !  not  one  exempt ! 
Tet  for  the  foulest  of  the  foul  he  dies, 
Most  joy*d,  for  the  redeem*d  fhxn  deepest  guUt ! 
As  if  our  race  were  held  of  highest  rank  ; 
And  godhead  dearer,  as  more  kind  to  man  !*' 

Bound,  every  heart !  and  every  bosom,  bum ! 
O  what  a  scale  of  miracles  is  here ! 
Its  lowest  round,  high  planted  on  the  skies ; 
Its  towering  sunmiit  lost  beyond  the  thought 
Of  man  or  angel !  O  that  I  could  climb 
Hie  wonderful  ascent,  with  equal  praise ! 
PraUet  flow  for  ever  (if  astonishment 
Will  give  thee  leave  :)  my  praiae !  for  ever  flow ; 
liaise  ardent,  cordial,  constant,  to  high  Heaven 
More  fragrant,  than  Arabia  sacrific'd. 
And  all  her  spiey  mountains  in  a  flame. 

So  dear,  so  due  to  Heaven,  shall  praiae  descend, 
With  her  soft  plume  (from  plaunve  angel*s  wing 
First  pluck*d  by  man)  to  tickle  mortal  ears, 
Tims  diving  in  the  pockets  of  the  great  ? 
Is  praiu  the  perquisite  of  every  paw, 
Hiougb  black  as  Hell,  that  grapples  well  for  gold  ? 
Oh  love  of  gold !  thou  meanest  of  amours ! 
Shall  protie  her  odours  waste  on  virtue's  dead. 
Embalm  the  base,  perfume  the  stench  of  guilt. 
Earn  dirty  bread  by  washing  £thiop«  fair. 
Removing  filth,  or  sinking  it  from  sights 
Ascavenger  in  tcenet,  where  vacant  posto. 
Like  gibbets  yet  untenanted,  expect 
Their  future  ornaments?  From  courts  and  thrones, 
Return,  apostate  Prai$e  !  thou  vagabond ! 
Hxm  prostitute  !  to  thy  first  love  return. 
Thy  first,  thy  greatest,  once  unrivall*d  theme. 

There  flow  redundant ;  like  Meander  flow, 
Back  to  thy  fountain ;  to  that  Pi^ent  Power, 
Who  gives  the  tongue  to  sound,  the  thought  to  soar. 
The  soul  to  fre.     Men  homage  pay  to  men, 
Hioughtless  beneath  whose  dreadful  eye  they  bow 
In  mutual  awe  profound  of  clay  to  day. 
Of  guilt  to  guilt;  and  turn  then*  back  on  thee, 
Ortat  Sire  !  whom  thrones  celestial  ceaseless  sing : 
To  prostrate  angels,  an  amasing  scene ! 
O  the  presumption  of  man's  awe  for  man  ! 
Man's  Author !  End !  Restorer !  Law !  and  Judge ! 
Thine,  all;  day  thine,  and  thine  this  gloom  of  n^A/, 
With  all  her  wealtfi,  with  all  her  radiant  worlds: 
What,  night  eternal,  but  a  frown  from  thee  ? 
What,  Heaven's  meridian  glory,  but  thy  smile  ? 
And  shall  not  praise  be  thine,  not  human  praise  ? 
While  Heaven's  high  host  on  hoMvjaia  live? 

Omay  I  breathe  no  longer  than  I  breathe 
My  soul  in  praise  to  him,  who  gave  my  soul, 
And  all  her  infinite  of  prospect  fair. 
Cut  througli  the  shades  of  Hell,  ^rcol  iwte  !  by  thee. 


0  moat  adorable !  most  unador'd ! 

Where  shall  thy  praise  begin,  which  ne*er  shoukl 

end? 
Where'er  I  turn,  what  claim  on  all  applause ! 
How  is  mjiJM^%  sable  mantle  labour'd  o'er. 
How  richly  wrought  with  attributes  divine !  [pomp^ 
What  wMdtmx  shines!    what  love!  this  midnigfat 
This  gorgeous  arch,  with  golden  worlds  inlay 'd! 
Built  with  divine  ambition !  nought  to  thee ; 
For  others  this  profusion :  thou,  apart. 
Above  !  beyond  !  O  tell  me,  mighty  Mind  \ 
Where  art  thou?  Shall  I  dive  into  the  deept 
Call  to  the  Am,  or  ask  the  roaring  whndM^ 
Yoit  their  Creator !  Shall  I  question  loud 
The  thunder,  if  in  that  th*  Almighty  dwells  ? 
Or  holds  he  furious  ttorms  in  straiten'd  reins. 
And  bids  fierce  wkbrlwindt  wheel  his  rapid  car  ? 
What  mean  these  questions?  Trembling,  I  retract; 
My  prostrate  soul  adores  the  present  God : 
Phuse  I  a  distant  deity  ?  He  tunes 
My  voice  (\£  tun'd);  the  nerve,  that  writes,  sustaiasr 
Wrapt  in  his  being,  I  resound  his  praise : 
But  though  past  ail  difiiis'd,  without  a  shore. 
His  essence ;  local  is  his  throne,  (as  meet,) 
To  gather  d»e  diqperst,  (as  standards  call 
The  listed  from  afrur) :  to  fix  a  point, 
A  central  point,  collective  of  his  sons, 
Since^/imte  every  nature  but  his  own. 

The  nameless  JTe,  whose  nod  is  Naiwne^%  birdi ; 
And  ^o^ttfv's  shield,  the  shadow  of  his  hand ; 
Her  dissolution,  his  suspended  smile ! 
Tlie  great  Fbrtt^Latt  t  pavilion'd  high  be  aks^ 
In  darkness  from  excessive  splendour  borne, 
By  gods  unseen,  unless  through  lustre  lost. 
His  glory,  to  created  gloiy,  bright. 
As  that  to  central  horrours ;  he  looks  down 
On  all  that  soars ;  and  qiaiis  immensi^. 

Though  night  unnumber'd  worlds  unfolds  to  view. 
Boundless  creation !  what  art  thou  ?  A  beam, 
A  mere  efllluvium  of  his  majesty : 
And  shall  an  atom  of  this  atom-world 
Mutter,  in  dust  and  sin,  the  tfieme  of  Heaiven  ? 
Down  to  the  centre  should  I  send  my  tbovj^ 
Hirough  beds  of  glittering  ore,  and  glowing  gems 
Their  beggar'd  blue  Mrants  lustre  for  my  lay ; 
Goes  out  in  darkness :  if,  on  towering  wing, 

1  send  it  through  the  boundless  vault  of  stars ! 
The  stars,  though  rich,  what  dross  dieir  gold  to  tkeCf 
Great!  good!  wise!  wonderful!  eternal  King! 
If  to  those  conKious  stfirs  thy  throne  around, 
Praise  ever-pouring,  and  imbibing  bliss ; 

And  ask  their  strain  ;  they  want  it,  more  they  wan^ 
Poor  their  abundance,  humble  their  sublime^ 
Languid  their  energy,  their  ardour  cold. 
Indebted  still,  their  highest  rapture  buma ; 
Short  of  its  mark,  defective,  though  divine.  [ak»e; 
Still  more— This  theme  is  aaan's,  and  man's 
Their  vast  appointments  reach  it  not :  they  are 
On  Earth  a  bounty  not  indulg'd  on  higfa ; 
And  downward  look  for  Heaven's  superior  praise ! 
First  bom  of  ether !  high  in  fields  of  light ! 
View  man,  to  see  the  glory  of  your  God  1 
Could  angels  envy,  th^  IukI  envied  kert; 
And  some  did  envy  ;  and  the  rest,  though  gods, 
Yet  still  gods  unredeemed,  (there  triumphs  man. 
Tempted  to  weigh  the  dust  against  the  skies,) 
They  less  would/ise^  thou^  more  adorn,  my  t* 
They  sung  Creation  (for  in  that  they  sbar'd): 
How  rose  in  melody,  that  child  of  love ! 
Creations  great  superior, man !  is  thine ; 
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Thine  is  redempAon ;  they  jutt  gKf»  the  \trf : 

'T  is  thine  to  niae,  and  eternise,  the  song ; 

Though  human,  yet  divine :  for  should  not  this 

Raise  man  o*er  man,  and  kindle  seraphs  here  f 

Redempdmf  't  was  creation  more  sublime ; 

Bedemptkn  !  *t  was  the  labour  of  the  skies ; 

Far  Mare  than  labour  —  It  was  death  in  Heaven. 

A  truth  ao  strange !  *t  were  bold  to  think  it  true ; 

If  not  ftr  bolder  still  to  disbeliere ! 
Hen  pause,  and  ponder :  was  there  death  in 
Hearen? 

Whatt  then  on  Earth  ?  On  Earth,  which  struck  the 

blow? 
Who  stmdc  it  ?  Who  ?  ^  O  how  is  fMofi  enlarged 
Seen  tianough  this  medium !  how  the  pigmy  towers ! 
Ho<w  counterpois*d  fab  origin  fiom  dust ! 
How  ooimterpob*d,  to  dust  his  sad  return ! 
How  Toided  his  vast  distance  from  the  skies  ! 
How  near  he  prossts  on  the  seraph's  wing ! 
Which  is  the  seraph  ?  Which  the  bom  of  clay  ? 
How  this  demonstrates,  through  the  thickest  doud 
Of  gaih,  aaA,  ciej  oondens'd,  the  son  of  Heaven  J 
The  tUmbU  son  ;  the  made,  aind  the  re-made ! 
And  aball  Heaven's  double  property  be  lost? 
Kan's  double  madnws  only  can  destroy. 
To  man  the  bleeding  cross  has  promised  otf ; 
The  Mffding  cross  he»  sworn  eternal  grace ; 
Who  ^nve  kSi  life,  what  grace  shall  be  deny? 

0  ye !  who,  from  this  rock  rfagetf  leap, 
Aposcntcs,  plunging  headlong  in  the  deep! 
What  cordial  joy,  wW  consolation  strong. 
Whatever  winds  arise,  or  billows  roll, 
Our  interest  in  die  master  of  the  storm ! 
CKnc  tkertf  and  in  wreck'd  Nature's  ruin  smite  / 
Whife  vile  i^ostates  tremble  in  a  cafan. 

Man!  knowthyselfl    All  wisdom  centres  there: 
To  none  man  seems  ignoble,  but  to  man ; 
Angela  tiiat  grandeur,  men  o'erlook,  adndre : 
How  loaig  shall  human  nature  be  their  book, 
Degeocsvie  mortal !  and  unread  by  thee  ? 
The  beam  dim  reoam  dieds  shows  wonders  there ; 
What  Ins^  contents !  Illustrious  faculties  ! 
But  the  grand  comment,  which  displays  at  full 
Our  f'n—f"  beigfat,  scarce  sever'd  from  divine, 
By  Heaven  compos'd,  was  publish'd  on  the  cross. 

Who  looks  on  that,  and  sees  not  in  himself 
An  awcAxl  stranger,  a  terrestrial  god  ? 
A  glorious  partner  with  the  Deity 
In  that  high  attribute,  immortal  life  ? 
If  a  God  bleeds,  be  bleeds  not  for  a  worm : 

1  gaae,  and,  as  I  gaze,  my  mounting  soul 
ritffhrs  atimnge  fire,  Eternity  !  at  thee ; 

And  drops  the  world  ^  or  rather,  more  enjoys : 
Hov  cbaag'd  the  fiure  of  Nature !  how  improved ! 
Wfaaft  acem'd  a  chaos,  shines  a  glorious  world, 
Or,  what  a  world,  an  Eden  ;  beigbten'd  all ! 
It  Is  anoCiier  scene !  another  self! 
And  still  another,  as  time  rolb  along ; 
And  tfiat  s  atffhx  more  illustrious  stUl. 
Beyond  long  ages,  yet  roU'd  up  in  shades 
Uaptere'd  by  bold  conjecture's  keenest  ray, 
WiMt  evolutions  of  surprising  fate ! 
How  Nature  opens,  and  receives  my  soul 
la  bocmdleas  walks  of  raptur'd  thought!  where  gods 
fnecNinter  and  embrace  me !  What  new  births 
Of  Strang  adventure,  foreign  to  the  Sun ; 
Wbesv  what  now  charms,  perhaps,  whate'er  exists, 
Old  ttmt^  and  fair  ereatiofh  are  forgot !     . 
I,  tias  esdnavagant  ?  Of  man  wc  form 
llxiravagant  conception,  to  be  just : 


Qmceptioo  unconfin'd  wants  wings  to  reach  tarn : 
Beyond  its  reach,  the  Godhead  only,  more, 
^tf,  the  great  Father  !  kindled  at  one  flame 
The  world  of  rarionals;  one  spirit  pour'd 
From  spirit's  aweful  fountain  t  pour'd  himself 
Through  all  their  souls ;  but  not  in  equal  stream^ 
IVofuse,  or  frugal,  of  th'  aspiring  God, 
As  his  wise  plan  demanded  ;  and  when  past 
Their  various  trials  in  their  various  q[>heres, 
If  they  continue  rational,  as  made, 
Resorbs  them  all  into  himself  again  ; 
His  throne  thefar  centre,  and  his  smile  thenr  crown. 
Why  doubt  we,  then,  the  ^Umous  truth  to  sing^ 
Though  yet  viMimg,  as  deem'd,  perhaps,  too  bold? 
Angels  are  men  of  a  superior  khid ; 
Angels  are  men  in  lighter  habit  clad, 
High  o'er  celestial  mountains  wing'd  in  flight; 
And  men  are  angels  loaded  for  an  hour, 
Who  wade  this  miry  vak,  and  dimb  with  pain, 
And  slippery  step,  the  bottom  of  the  steep. 
Ansels  their  failings,  mortals  have  their  praise ; 
While  here,  of  corps  ethereal,  such  enroU'd, 
And  summon'd  to  die  forums  standard  soon, 
Which  flames  eternal  crimson  through  the  sides. 
Nor  are  our  brothers  thoughtless  of  their  kin. 
Yet  absent ;  but  not  absent  fVom  their  love. 
Michael  has  fought  our  batdes  ;  Raphael  sung 
Our  triumphs ;  Gabriel  on  our  errands  flown, 
Sent  by  the  Sovereign :  and  are  these,  O  man  ! 
Hiy  friends,  thy  warm  allies?  and  thou  (shame  burn 
The  dieek  to  cinder !)  rival  to  the  brute ? 

ReUgion  's  AIL     Descending  fVom  the  skies 
To  wretched  man,  the  goddess,  in  her  lef^. 
Holds  out  this  world,  and,  in  her  right,  the  next  / 
ReHgitm  i  the  sole  voucher  man  is  man ; 
Supporter  solo  of  man  above  himself ; 
E'en  in  this  night  of  frailty,  change,  and  death, 
She  gives  the  soul  a  soul  that  acts  a  god. 
Religion !  Phnridence !  an  afWr-state ! 
.  Here  is  firm  footing ;  here  is  solid  rock ! 
I  This  can  support  us ;  all  is  sea  besides ; 
Sinks  under  us ;  biestorms,  and  then  devours. 
His  hand  the  good  man  fastens  on  the  skies, 
And  bids  Earth  roll,  nor  feels  her  idle  whirl. 
As  when  a  wretch,  fhmi  thick,  polluted  air. 
Darkness  and  stench,  and  suffocation-damps. 
And  dungeon-horrours,  by  kind  fate,  discharg'd, 
Climbs  some  fair  eminence,  where  ether  pure 
Surrounds  him,  and  Elysian  prospects  rise. 
His  heart  exults,  his  spirits  cast  their  load: 
As  if  new-born,  he  triumphs  in  the  change; 
So  joys  the  soul,  when,  from  inglorious  aims, 
And  sordid  sweets,  from  feculence  and  froth 
Of  ties  terrestrial,  set  at  large,  she  mounts 
To  reoson's  region,  her  own  element. 
Breathes  hopes  unmortal,  and  affects  the  skies. 

Religion  /  thou  the  soul  of  happiness ; 
And,  groaning  Calvary,  of  thee  !   There  shine 
The  noblest  truths ;  there  strongest  motives  sting  ; 
There  sacred  violence  assaults  the  soul ; 
There,  nothing  but  compulsion  is  forborne. 
Can  love  allure  us  ?  or  can  terrour  awe  ? 
He  weeps !  —  the  falling  drop  puto  out  the  Sun ; 
He  sighs — the  sigh  Ilarth's  deep  foundation  shakes. 
If  in  his  love  so  terrible,  what  then 
His  wrath  inflam'd  ?  his  tenderness  on  fire  ? 
Like  sof^  smooth  oil,  outblasing  other  fires? 
Can  prayer,  can  praise,  avert  it?  — Thou,  my  M/ 
My  theme !  my  inspiration !  and  my  crown  I 
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My  soul's  amhitioii,  pleasure  weal  A !  — my  world ! 
My  light  in  darknens !  and  my  life  in  death ! 
My  bo&st  through  time !  bliss  through  eternity ! 
Eternity,  too  short  to  speak  thy  praise ! 
Or  fathom  thy  profound  of  love  to  man ! 
To  man,  of  men  the  meanest,  e'en  to  me ; 
My  sacrifice !  my  God !  —what  things  are  these ! 
What  then  art  thou  ?  by  what  name  shall  I  call 
thee? 
Knew  I  the  name  devout  archangels  use. 
Devout  archangels  should  the  name  enjoy, 
By  me  unrivall'd ;  thousands  more  sublime. 
None  half  so  dear,  as  that,  which,  though  unspoke, 
Still  glows  at  heart :   O  how  omnipotence 
Is  lost  in  love  !  Thou  great  philanthropist ! 
Father  of  angels !  but  the  friend  of  man ! 
Like  Jacob,  fondest  of  the  younger  bom  ! 
Thou,  who  didst  save  him,  snatch  the  smoking  brand 
From  out  tlie  flames,  and  quench  it  in  thy  blood ! 
How  art  thou  pleas* d,  by  bounty  to  distress .' 
To  make  us  groan  beneath  our  gratitude. 
Too  big  for  birtli !  to  favour,  aiui  confound ! 
To  challenge,  and  to  distance  all  return ! 
Of  lavish  love  stupendous  heights  to  soar. 
And  leave  praise  panting  in  the  distant  vale ! 
Thy  right,  too  great,  defrauds  thee  of  thy  due ; 
And  sacrilegious  our  sublimest  song. 
But  since  the  naked  wiii  obtains  thy  smile, 
Beneath  this  monument  of  praise  unpaid. 
And  future  life  symphonious  to  my  strain, 
(That  noblest  hymn  to  Heaven  !)  for  ever  lie 
Jntomb'd  my  fear  ofdeaUi!  and  every  fear. 
The  dread  of  every  evil,  but  thy  frown. 

Whom  see  I,  yonder,  so  demurely  smile  ? 
Laughter  a  labour,  and  might  break  their  rest 
Ye  quietists,  in  homage  to  the  skies ! 
Serene !  of  soft  address !  who  mildly  make 
An  unobtrusive  tender  of  your  hearte. 
Abhorring  violence ;  who  halt  indeed ; 
But,  for  the  blessing,  wrestle  not  with  Heaven ! 
Think  you  my  song  too  turbulent  ?  too  warm  ? 
Are  jtassionSf  tlicn,  the  pagans  of  the  soul  ? 
Reason  alone  baptiz'd  ?  alone  ordained 
To  touch  things  sacred  ?  Oh  for  warmer  still ! 
Guilt  chills  my  zeal,  and  age  benumbs  my  powers : 
Oh  for  an  humbler  heart !  and  prouder  song ! 
Thou,  my  mucb.injur*d  theme  !  with  that  soft  eye 
Which  melted  o'er  doom*d  Salem,  deign  to  look 
Compassion  to  tlie  coldness  of  my  breast ; 
And  pardon  to  the  winter  in  my  strain. 

Oh  ye  cold-hearted,  frozen,  formalists  ! 
On  such  a  theme,  *t  is  impious  to  be  calm ; 
Pasaon  is  reason,  transport  temper,  here. 
Shall  Heaven,  which  gave  us  ardour,  and  has  shown 
Her  own  for  man  so  strongly,  not  disdain 
What  smooth  emollients  in  theology, 
Recumbent  virtue's  downy  doctors,  preach ; 
That  prose  of  piety,  a  lukewarm  praise? 
Rise  odours  sweet  from  incense  umnjlantd  T 
Devotion,  when  lukewarm,  is  undevout ; 
But  when  it  glows,  its  heat  »  struck  to  Heaven  ; 
To  human  hearts  her  golden  harps  are  strung ; 
High  Heaven's  ordiesira  chaunts  amen  to  man. 

Hear  I,  or  dream  I  hear,  their  distant  strain, 
Sweet  to  the  soul,  and  tasting  strong  of  Heaven, 
Soft-wafted  on  celestial  pity's  plume. 
Through  the  vast  spaces  dT  the  universe. 
To  cheer  me  in  this  melancholy  gloom  ? 
Oh  when  will  Death  (now  stingless),  like  a  frimd. 
Admit  me  of  their  chou*  ?  O  when  will  Death 


This  mouldering,  old,  partition-wall  throw  down? 

Give  beings,  one  in  nature,  one  abode  ? 

Oh  Death  divine !  that  giv'st  us  to  the  skies ! 

Great^/ii/ure  /  glorious  patron  of  the  patf , 

And  present  /  when  shall  I  thy  shrine  adore? 

From  Nature's  continent,  immensely  wide. 

Immensely  blest,  this  little  isle  ofl^ 

Tliis  dark,  incarcerated  colony. 

Divides  us.     Happy  day !  that  breaks  our  cbain; 

lliat  manumits ;  tiat  calls  from  exile  home ; 

That  leads  to  Nature's  great  mHropoUs, 

And  re-adraits  us,  throu^  die  guardimi 

Of  elder  brothers,  to  our  Father*s  throne  ; 

Who  hears  our  Advocate,  and,  through  his 

Beholding  man,  allows  that  tender  name. 

*T  is  this  makes  Christian  triumph  a 

'T  is  this  makes  joy  a  duty  to  the  wise ; 

'T  is  impious  in  a  good  man  to  be  tad. 

See  thou,  Lorenzo !  where  hangs  all  our  hope? 
Touch'd  by  the  cross,  we  live ;  or,  mosr  than  die; 
That  touch  which  touch'd  not  angds ;  more  dirine 
Than  that  which  touch'd  confusion  into  fonn. 
And  darkness  into  glory  :  partia]  touch! 
Ineifably  pre-eminent  regaid ! 
Sacred  to  man,  and  sovereign  through  the  whok 
Ix)ng  golden  chain  of  miracles,  which  hangs 
From  Heaven  through  all  duration,  and  supportt 
In  one  illustrious  and  amazing  plan, 
TTiy  welfare,  Nature/  and  thy  God's  renown ; 
That  touch,  with  charm  celesdal,  heals  the  soid 
Diseas'd,  drives  pain  from  guilt,  lights  hie  in  deatk 
Turns  Earth  to  Heaven,  to  heavenly  thrones  tnos- 

forms 
The  ghastly  ruins  of  the  mouldering  tomb. 

Dost  ask  me  when  ?  When  he  wlio  died  rrtums; 
Returns,  how  chang'd  !    Where  then  the  inaa  v( 

woe? 
In  glory's  terrours  all  the  Godhead  bums ; 
And  all  his  courts,  exhausted  by  the  tide 
Of  deities,  triumphant  in  his  train, 
I^eave  a  stupendous  solitude  in  Heaven ; 
Replenish'd  soon,  replenish'd  with  increase 
Of  pomp,  and  multitude ;  a  radiant  band 
Of  angels  new ;  of  angels  from  the  tonU^ 

Is  Uiis  my  fancy  thrown  remote  ?  and  rise 
Dark  doubts  between  the  promise  and  <*veat  ? 
I  send  thee  not  to  volumes  for  thy  cure ; 
Read  Nature ;  Nature  is  a  friend  to  truth; 
Nature  is  Christian ;  preaches  to  mankind ; 
And  bids  dead  matter  aid  us  in  our  creed. 
Hast  thou  ne'er  seen  the  comet's  flaming  fl^ht  ? 
Th'  illustrious  stranger,  passing,  terrour  shnib 
On  gazing  nations ;  from  his  fiery  train 
Of  length  enormous,  takes  his  ample  rannd 
Tlirough  depths  of  ether ;  coasts  unnumber'd  worids. 
Of  more  than  solar  glory  ;  doubles  wide 
Heaven's  mighty  cape  ;  and  then  revisits  Eaithk 
From  the  long  travel  of  a  thousand  yean^ 
Thus,  at  the  destin'd  period,  shall  return 
He,  once  on  Earth,  who  bids  the  ctxnet  blase : 
And,  with  him,  all  our  triumph  o'er  the  tomk 

Nature  is  dumb  on  this  important  point ; 
Or  hope  precarious  in  low  whisper  breathes ; 
Fait/i  sptaks  aloud,  distinct ;  e'en  adders  bear: 
But  turn,  and  dart  into  the  dark  again. 
Fait/i  builds  a  bridge  across  the  gulf  of  DeKh, 
To  break  the  shodi  blind  Nature  cannot  shun, 
And  lands  thought  smoothly  on  the  further 
Death's  terrour  is  the  maantsan  fiitk  nsnoves; 

That  mountain  barriia'  betfr|^^(|fi|  and  peace 
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'T  hjidtk  disuTiM  <lMtniction ;  and  alMolfCs 
Froqii  CTcry  clamorous  charge,  the  guiitkas  tombk 
Why  duibelieTe?    Lorenxo !  —  **  Reaton  bids, 
AU-sacred  reason.**— Hold  her  sacred  still; 
Nor  shalt  thou  want  a  riyal  in  thy  flame : 
AU-sacred  recuon  I  source,  and  soul,  of  all 
Demanding  praise,  on  Earth,  or  Earth  abore ! 
My  heart  is  thine :  deep  in  iu  inmost  folds, 
lire  thou  with  life ;  live  dearer  of  the  two. 
Wear  I  the  blessed  cross,  by  fortune  stamp'd 
On  passive  Nature,  before  thouglit  was  bom  ? 
My  birth*s  blind  bigot !  fir'd  with  local  seal ! 
No !  JUason  re-baptis*d  me  when  adult; 
Weighed  true,  and  false,  in  her  impartial  scale; 
My  heart  became  the  convert  of  my  head, ' 
And  made  that  choice,  which  once  was  but  my  &tc. 
**  On  argument  alone  my  faith  is  built  :'* 
Reaam  pursu*d  hfailh ;  and  unpursued 
Where  proof  invites,  't  is  reason,  then,  no  more : 
And  such  our  proof,  Hiat,  or  our  faith  la  right. 
Or  Meamm  lies,  and  Heaven  design'd  it  wrong : 
Absolve  we  thb?    What,  then,  is  blasphemy? 

Fond  as  we  are,  and  justly  fond,  of  faith, 
Betuon,  we  grant,  demands  our  first  r^^ard ; 
The  mother  bonour*d,  as  the  daughter  dear. 
Reason  the  root,  ftdr  faith  is  but  the  flower ; 
Hie  fiiding  flower  shall  die;  but  reason  lives 
Immortal,  as  her  Father  in  the  skies. 
When  Jidth  is  virtue,  reason  makes  it  so. 
Wrong  not  the  Christian;  think  not  reason  i/ours : 
*T  is  reason  our  great  Master  holds  so  dear ; 
*T  is  reason**  injur*d  rights  his  wrath  resents ; 
*T  is  reason^s  voice  obey*d  his  glories  crown ; 
To  give  lost  reason  life,  he  pour'd  liis  own>; 
Beliere,  and  show  the  reason  of  a  man ; 
Baliere^  and  taste  the  pleasure  of  a  God ! 
Believe,  and  look  with  triumph  on  the  tomb : 
Throu^  reason*s  wounds  alone  thy  faith  can  die ; 
Which  dying,  tenfold  terrour  gives  to  death. 
And  dips  in  verunn  his  twice-mortal  sting. 

Learn  hence  what  honours,  what  loud  jtaans,  due 
Td  those,  who  push  our  antidote  aside ; 
Those  boasted  friends  to  reason,  and  to  man. 
Whose  fatal  love  stabs  every  joy,  and  leaves 
Death's  terrour  heighten*d,  gnawing  on  his  heart 
These  pompous  sons  of  reason  idoliz'd 
And  TDified  at  once ;  of  reason  dead, 
Then  deify*d,  as  monarchs  were  of  old ; 
What  conduct  plants  proud  laurels  on  their  brow? 
While  love  of  truth  through  all  their  camp  resounds, 
They  draw  Pride's  curtain  o*eT  the  noon-tide  ray, 
Spfte  up  their  inch  of  reason,  on  the  point 
Of  philosophic  wit,  caWd  argument ; 
And  then,  eiulting  in  their  taper,  cry, 
"  Behold  the  Sun  :*'  and,  Indian-like,  adore. 

Talk  they  of  morals^  O  thou  bleeding  Love ! 
Thoa  maker  of  new  morab  to  mankind ! 
The  grand  morality  is  love  of  thee. 
As  wise  as  Socrates,  if  such  they  were, 
(Nor  win  they*bate  of  that  sublime  renown,) 
As  wue  a*  Socraten,  might  justly  stand 
Tba  definition  of  a  modem  fooL 

A  Clxriatian  is  the  highest  style  of  man : 
And  is  tbere,  who  the  blessed  cross  wipes  off, 
As  a  foul  blot  from  his  dishonour*d  brow  ? 
If  aagda  tiemUe,  't  is  at  such  a  sight : 
Ibe  wretch  they  quit,  desponding  of  their  charge, 
More  struck  with  grief  or  wonder,  who  can  tell  ? 

Tc  sold  to  sense !  ye  citizens  of  Earth ! 
{ For  such  alone  the  Christian  banner  fly) 


Know  y«  how  wise  your  choice,  how  great  your  gain  ? 
Behold  the  picture  of  Earth's  happiest  man : 
"  He  calls  his  wish,  it  comes ;  he  sends  it  back, 
And  says,  he  call*d  another ;  that  arrives, 
Meets  the  same  welcome ;  yet  he  still  calls  on ; 
TiU  one  calls  him,  who  varies  not  bis  call. 
But  holds  him  fast,  in  chains  of  darkness  bound, 
1111  Nature  dies,  axkd  judgment  sets  him  free ; 
A  freedom  far  less  welcome  Uian  his  chain.'* 

But  grant  man  happy ;  grant  him  happy  long: 
Add  to  life's  highest  prize  her  latest  hour ; 
Tliat  hour,  so  late,  is  nimble  in  approach. 
That,  like  a  post,  comes  on  in  full  career : 
How  swift  the  shuttle  flies,  that  weaves  thy  shroud  i 
Where  is  the  fable  of  thy  former  years? 
Tlirown  down  the  gulf  of  time ;  as  far  from  thee 
As  they  had  ne'er  been  thine;  the  day  in  hand. 
Like  a  bird  struggling  to  get  loose,  is  going ; 
Scarce  now  possess'd,  so  suddenly  't  is  gone ; 
And  each  swift  moment  fled,  is  death  advanc'd 
By  strides  as  swift ;  Eternity  is  all ; 
And  whose  Eternity  ?  Who  triumphs  there? 
Bathing  for  ever  in  the  font  of  blisi ! 
For  ever  basking  in  the  Deity ! 
Lorenzo !  who  ?  —  Thy  conscience  shall  reply. 

O  give  it  leave  to  speak ;  *t  wDl  speak  ere  long^ 
Thy  leave  unask'd :  Lorenzo !  hear  it  now. 
While  useful  its  advice,  its  accent  mild. 
By  the  great  edict,  the  divine  decree, 
Truth  is  deposited  with  man's  last  hour ; 
An  honest  hour,  and  faithful  to  her  trust: 
Truth,  eldest  daughter  of  the  Deity ; 
Truth,  of  his  council,  when  he  made  the  worids; 
Nor  less,  when  he  shall  judge  the  worlds  he  made; 
Though  silent  long,  and  sleeping  ne'er  so  sound, 
Smother'd  with  errours,  and  opprest  with  toys. 
That  Heaven-commissioned  hour  no  sooner  calls, 
But,  from  her  cavern  in  the  soul's  abyss. 
Like  him  they  fable  under  ^tna  whelm 'd. 
The  goddess  bursts,  in  thunder,  and  in  flune ; 
Loudly  convinces,  and  severely  pains. 
Dark  demons  1  discharge,  and  hydra  stings; 
The  keen  vibration  of  bright  truth  ^-'W  Hell: 
Just  definition  !  though  by  schools  untaught 
Ye  deaf  to  truth  !  peruse  this  parson'd  page. 
And  trust,  for  once,  a  prophet,  and  a  priest ; 
**  Men  may  Uve  fools,  but  fools  they  cannot  die.** 


Night  the  Fifth. 
THE  RELAPSE. 

TO  THI  KtOHT  HON.  THI  BAKL  OF  LITCHFIKLD. 

LoazMzo !  to  recriminate  is  just 

Fondness  for  fame  is  avarice  of  air. 

I  grant  the  man  is  vain  who  writes  for  praise. 

Praise  no  man  e'er  deserv'd,  who  sou^t  no  more. 

As  just  thy  second  charge.     I  grant  the  Mtise 
Has  often  blush'd  at  her  degenerate  sons, 
Retain'd  by  sense  to  plead  her  filthy  cause; 
To  raise  the  low,  to  magnify  the  mean, 
And  subtilize  the  gross  into  refin'd  : 
As  if  to  nmgic  numbers'  powerful  charm 
'T  was  given,  to  make  a  civet  of  their  song 
Obscene,  and  sweeten  ordure  to  perfume. 
Wit,  a  true  pagan,  deifies  the  brutes 
And  lifb  our  swine.enjoyments  from  the  mire. 

The  fact  notorious,  nor  obecMre  the  cause. 
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We  wear  the  chains  otpUamre  and  i^  pride, 
Thtte  share  tlie  man ;  and  these  distract  him  too ; 
Draw  different  ways,  and  clash  in  their  commands. 
Pride,  like  an  eagle,  builds  among  the  stars. 
But  pleature,  lark-like,  nests  upon  the  ground. 
Joys  shar'd  by  brute-creation,  pride  resents; 
Fteemtre  embraces:  man  would  both  enjoy. 
And  both  at  once  :  a  point  how  hard  to  gainl 
But,  what  can't  wit,  when  stung  by  strong  desire? 

Wit  dares  attempt  this  arduous  enterprise. 
Since  joys  of  Krue  can't  rise  to  reaeon*^  taste ; 
In  subtle  90})ldstry'%  laborious  forge, 
WU  hammers  out  a  reason  new,  that  stoops 
To  sordid  scenes,  and  meets  them  with  applausei 
Wii  calls  the  grace*  the  chaste  zone  to  loose ; 
Nor  less  than  a  plump  god  to  fill  tlie  bowl : 
A  thousand  phantoms,  and  a  thousand  spells, 
A  thousand  opiates  scatters,  to  delude^, 
To  fincinate,  inebriate,  lay  asleep. 
And  the  fool'd  mind  delightfully  confound,  [more ; 
Thus  that  which  shock' d  the  ju^gTn^n^,  shocks  no 
Tliat  which  gave  pride  offence,  no  more  offends. 
Pleasure  and  pride,  by  nature  mortal  foes, 
At  war  eternal,  which  in  man  shall  reign, 
By  wU*s  address,  patch  up  a  fatal  peace. 
And  hand  in  hand  lead  on  the  rank  debauch, 
From  rank,  refin'd  to  delicate  and  gay. 
Art,  cursed  art !  wipes  off  th'  indebted  blush 
From  Nature's  cheek,  and  bronzes  every  shame. 
Man  smiles  in  ruin,  glories  in  his  guilt. 
And  infamy  stands  candidate  for  praise. 

All  writ  by  man  in  favour  of  the  soul, 
These  sentual  ethics  fiu*,  in  bulk,  transcend. 
The  flowers  of  eloquence,  profusely  pour'd 
O'er  spotted  vice,  fill  half  the  letter'd  world. 
Can  powers  of  genius  exorcise  their  page, 
And  consecrate  enormities  witli  song? 
But  let  not  these  inexpiable  strains 
Condemn  the  Muse  that  knows  her  dignity ; 
Nor  meanly  stops  at  time,  but  holds  the  world 
As  't  is,  in  Nature's  ample  field,  a  point, 
A  point  in  her  esteem ;  from  whence  to  start, 
And  run  the  round  of  universal  space. 
To  visit  being  universal  there. 
And  being's  Source,  that  utmost  fliglit  of  mind ! 
Yet,  spite  of  this  so  vast  circumference. 
Well  knows,  but  what  is  moral,  nought  is  grcaL 
Sing  syrens  only?     Do  not  angels  sing ? 
There  is  in  poesy  a  decent  pride. 
Which  well  becomes  her  when  she  speaks  to  prose, 
Her  younger  sister ;  haply,  not  more  wise. 

Think'st  thou,  Lorenzo !  to  find  pastimes  here? 
No  guilty  passion  blown  into  a  flame. 
No  foible  flatter'd,  dignity  disgrac'd. 
No  fairy  field  of  fiction,  all  on  flower, 
No  rainbow  colours,  here,  or  silken  tale : 
But  solemn  counsels,  images  of  awe, 
Truths,  which  eternity  lets  fall  on  man       [spheres. 
With    double    weight,     through    these    revolving 
This  death-^eep  silence,  and  incumbent  shade : 
Thoughts,  such  as  shall  revisit  your  last  hour; 
Visit  uncall'd,  and  live  when  life  expires ; 
And  thy  dark  pencil,  midnight  /  darker  still 
In  melancholy  dipt,  embrowns  the  whole. 

Yet  this,  even  this,  my  laughter-loving  friends ! 
I^renzo !  and  thy  brothers  of  the  smile ! 
IF,  what  imports  you  most,  can  most  engage, 
Sliall  steal  your  ear,  and  diain  you  to  my  song. 
Or  if  you  fiiil  me,  know,  the  wise  shall  taste 
The  truths  I  sing ;  the  truths  I  sing  shall  feel ; 


And,  iMing,  give  a«ent ;  and  thetr  assent 
Is  ample  reoompense ;  is  more  than  praiae. 
But  chiefly  thine,  O  litcfafidd  !  nor  mistake ; 
TUnk  not  unintroduc'd  I  force  my  way; 
Nardasa,  not  unknown,  not  unallied. 
By  virtue,  or  by  blood,  illuatrions  yoitfli ! 
To  thee,  from  blooming  amaranthme  bowera» 
Where  all  the  language  harmoi^,  descends 
Uncall'd,  and  asks  admittance  for  the  Muse : 
A  Muse  that  will  not  pain  thee  with  thy  praise; 
Thy  praise  she  drops,  by  nobler  stiU  in8|xr'd. 

O  thou !  Blest  Spirit !  whether  the  aupremc^ 
Great  antemundane  Father !  in  whose  breast 
Embryo  creation,  unborn  being,  dwelt, 
And  ail  its  various  revolutions  roU'd 
Present,  though  fiiture ;  prior  to  themsdves ; 
Whose  breath  can  blow  it  into  nought  again ; 
Or,  from  his  throne  some  delegated  power. 
Who,  studious  of  our  peace,  dkMt  turn  the  Ihaa^ 
From  vain  and  vfle,  to  solid  and  suUime ! 
Unseen  thou  lead'st  me  to  deh'dous  drau^ita 
Of  inspiration,  from  a  purer  stream. 
And  fuller  of  the  ^,  than  that  whidi  bmH 
From  fiun'd  Caatalia :  nor  is  yet  allay  *d 
My  sacred  thirst ;  though  long  my  soul  has  raisg'd 
Through  pleasing  paths  of  moral  and  disxme. 
By  thee  sustain'^  and  lighted  by  the  stars. 

By  them  best  lighted  are  the  paths  of  ikem^t 
Nights  are  ibear  dmfs,  their  most  Olumin'd  hotan. 
By  day,  the  soul,  o'erbome  by  life's  career, 
Stunn'd  by  the  din,  and  giddy  with  the  glve^ 
Reels  far  from  reason,  jostled  by  the  throc^ 
By  day  the  soul  is  pasaive,  all  her  thmighta 
Impos'd,  precarious,  broken  ere  mature. 
By  night,  traai  objects  free,  from  paaaioo  cool, 
Thoughts  uncontroll'd,  and  unimpreas'd,  the  birtbs 
Of  pure  election,  arbitrary  range^ 
Not  to  the  limits  of  one  worid  confin'd ; 
But  from  ethereal  travds  light  on  Earikf 
As  voyagers  drop  andior,  for  repose. 

Let  Indians,  and  the  gay,  like  Indians,  food 
Of  feather'd  fopperies,  the  Sun  adore : 
Darkness  has  more  divinity  for  me  • 
It  strikes  thought  inward ;  it  drives  bads  the  sool 
To  settle  on  horself,  our  point  supreme ! 
There  lies  our  theatre  !  there  sits  our  Judges 
Darkness  the  curtain  drops  o'er  life's  dull  scene; 
'T  is  the  kind  hand  of  Providence  stretch'd  out 
'Twizt  man  and  vanity ;  *t  is  reason**  rdgn. 
And  wrtue*s  too ;  these  tutelary  shades 
Are  man's  asyhim  from  the  tainted  throng. 
Nig^  is  the  good  man's  Jriend,  and  guardiam  too  ; 
it  no  less  rescues  virtue,  than  irtqnres. 

Virtue,  for  ever  frail,  as  fiur,  below, 
Her  tender  nature  suflfers  in  the  crowd. 
Nor  touches  on  the  world,  witixmt  a  stain : 
The  world  's  infectious  ;  few  bring  back  at  cte, 
Immaculate,  the  manners  of  the  mom. 
Something  we  thou^,  is  blotted !  we  resah>*d. 
Is  shaken ;  we  renounc*d,  returns  again. 
Each  salutation  may  slide  in  a  sin 
Unthought  before,  or  fix  a  former  flaw. 
Nor  b  it  strange :  light,  motion,  concourse,  nmse. 
All,  scatter  us  abro«i ;  thought  outward  haaod. 
Neglectful  of  our  home  affairs,  flies  off 
In  fume  and  dissipation,  quits  her  chai^ 
And  leaves  the  breast  unguarded  to  the  foe. 

Present  example  gets  within  our  guard. 
And  acts  with  dmMe  force,  by  few  repdl'd. 
Ambition  fires  ambition ;  ia9$  of  giain 
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Strikes,  like  a  pestilence,  from  breast  to  breast ; 

JUotj  pride,  jferfid^f  blue  vapours  breathe ; 

And  inhumanity  is  caught  from  man, 

FVom  smiling  man.     A  slight,  a  single  glance, 

And  shot  at  random,  often  has  brought  home 

A  sudden  ferer  to  the  throbbing  heart, 

Of  envy,  rancour,  or  impure  desire* 

We  se^  we  hear,  with  peril ;  safety  dwells 

Remote  from  multitude  j  the  world  *s  a  sdiool 

Of  vrrong,  and  what  proficients  swarm  around ! 

We  must  or  imitate,  or  disapprove ; 

Must  list  as  their  accomplices,  or  foes  ;* 

That  stains  our  innocence ;  this  wounds  our  peace. 

Fhmi  Nature's  birth,  hence,  wisdom  has  been  smit 

With  sweet  recess,  and  languish'd  for  the  shade. 

Thia  sacred  shade,  and  solitude,  what  is  it  ?   ' 
*T  b  the  felt  presence  of  the  Deity. 
Few  are  the  friuUs  we  flatter  when  alone, 
Fice  sinks  in  her  allurements,  is  ungilt, 
And  looks,  like  other  objects,  black  by  night 
By  night  an  atheist  half-belieres  a  God. 

Night  is  fair  virtue's  immemorial  friedd ; 
Tlie  conscious  Moon,  through  every  distant  age. 
Has  held  a  lamp  to  wisdom,  and  let  fidl. 
On  contemplation*^  eye,  her  purging  ray. 
The  fiun'd  Athenian,  be  who  woo'd  from  Heaven 
PkSosop^  the  fiur,  to  dwell  with  men^ 
And  form  their  manners,  not  inflame  their  pride, 
While  o'er  his  head,  as  fearful  to  molest 
His  labouring  mind,  the  stars  in  silence  slide, 
And  seem  all  gaxing  on  their  future  guest, 
See  him  soUdtmg  his  ardent  suit 
In  private  audience :  all  the  live-long  night, 
Rigid  in  thought,  and  motionless,  he  stands; 
Nor  quits  his  theme,  or  posture,  till  the  Sun 
(Rode  drunkard  rising  rosy  from  the  main!) 
Disturbs  his  nobler  intellectual  beam, 
And  gives  him  to  the  tumult  of  the  world,     [waste 
Hailf  precious  moments !  stol'n  fhmi  the  black 
Of  minder'd  time!     Auspicious  midnight  /  hail ! 
The  worid  excluded,  every  passion  husht. 
And  open'd  a  calm  intercourse  with  Heaven, 
Here  the  soul  sits  in  council ;  ponders  past. 
Predestines  Juture  action  ;  sees,  not  feels, 
Tomnltuous  life,  and  reasons  with  the  storm: 
All  her  lies  answers,  and  thinks  down  her  charms. 

What  awefiil  joy !  what  mental  liberty  ! 
I  am  not  pent  in  darkness ;  rather  say, 
(If  not  too  bold,)  in  darkness  I'm  embower'd. 
Deligbtful  gloom !  the  clustering  thoughts  around 
Spontaneous  rise,  and  blossom  in  the  shade ; 
Rot  droop  by  day,  and  sicken  in  the  sun. 
Thaug/d  borrows  light  elsewhere ;  from  iiuA  first  fire. 
Fountain  of  animation !  whence  descends 
Umia,  my  celestial  guest !  who  deigns 
Nightly  to  visit  me,  so  mean ;  and  now. 
Conscious  how  ne«»dful  discipline  to  man, 
Vtam.  pleasing  dalliance  with  the  charms  of  night 
My  wandering  thought  recalls,  to  what  ezdtes 
Ar  other  beat  of  heart!     Narcissa's  tomb ! 
Or  is  it  ftebtt  Nature  caUs  me  back, 
And  bnaks  my  spirit  into  grief  acain  ? 
Is  it  a  Stygian  vapour  in  my  Mood? 
A  cold,  slow  puddle,  creeping  through  my  veins  ? 
Or  is  it  thus  with  all  men?  —  Thus  with  aU. 
What  are  we  ?     How  unequal !    Now  we  soar^ 
And  now  we  sink :  to  be  the  «»n«,  transcends 
Oar  present  prowess.     Dearly  pays  the  soul 
toe  lodging  ill ;  too  dearly  rents  her  clay* 
I  a  baffled  oounseUor !  but  adds 


The  blush  of  weakness  to  the  bane  of  woe.- 

Tlie  noblest  spirit,  fighting  her  hard  fate. 

In  this  damp,  dusty  region,  charg'd  with  stonns. 

But  feebly  flutters,  yet  untaught  to  fly ; 

Or,  flying,  short  her  flight,  and  sure  her  falL 

Our  utmost  strength,  when  down,  to  rise  again ; 

And  not  to  yield,  though  beaten,  all  our  praise. 

'T  is  vain  to  seek  in  men  for  more  than  man. 
Though  proud  in  promise,  big  in  previous  thought. 
Experience  damps  our  triumjSi.     I  who  late^ 
Emerging  from  the  shadows  of  the  grave. 
Where  grief  detain'd  me  prisoner,  mounting  high, 
Threw  wije  the  gates  of  everlasting  day, 
And  call'd  mankind  to  glory,  shook  oflT  pain, 
Mortality  shook  off,  in  ether  pure. 
And  strudc  the  stars ;  now  feel  my  spirits  fail ; 
They  drop  me  from  the  zenith ;  down  I  rush. 
Like  him  whoip  fbble  fledg'd  with  waxen  wings. 
In  sorrow  drown'd  ^  but  not  in  sorrow  lost 
How  wretched  b  the  man  who  never  moum'd  ! 
I  dive  for  precious  pearl  in  sorrov's  stream : 
Not  so  the  thoughtless  man  that  only  grieves ; 
Takes  all  the  torment,  and  rejects  the  gain 
(Inestimable  gain !)  and  gives  Heaven  leave 
To  make  him  but  more  wretched,  not  more  wise. 

If  wisdom  is  our  lesson  (and  what  else 
Ennobles  man?  what  else  have  angels  learnt?) 
Griff/  more  proficients  in  tliy  school  are  made. 
Than  genius,  or  proud  learning,  e'er  could  boast. 
Voracious  leanung,  often  over-fed. 
Digests  not  into  sense  her  motley  meal. 
Thb  book-case,  with  dark  booty  almost  burst. 
This  forager  on  others'  wisdom,  leaves 
Her  native  farm,  her  reason,  quite  untill'd. 
WiUi  mixt  manure  she  surfeits  the  rank  soil, 
Dung'd,  but  not  dress'd ;  and  rich  to  beggary. 
A  pomp  untameable  of  weeds  prevails. 
Her  servant^s  wealth,  encumber'd  wisdom  mourns. 

And  what  says  genius  ?  **  Let  the  dull  be  wise.** 
Genius,  too  hard  for  right,  can  prove  it  wrong ; 
And  loves  to  boast,  where  blush  men  less  inspir'd. 
It  pleads  exemption  from  the  laws  of  sense ; 
Considers  reason  as  a  leveller; 
And  scorns  to  share  a  blessing  with  the  crowd. 
That  wise  it  could  be,  thinks  an  ample  claim 
To  gfory,  and  to  pleasure  gives  the  rest 
Crassus  but  sleeps,  Ardelio  is  undone. 
Wisdom  less  shudders  at  a  fool,  than  wit 

But  wisdom  smiles,  when  humbled  mortals  weep. 
When  sorrow  wounds  the  breast,  as  ploughs  the 

glebe. 
And  hearts  obdurate  feel  her  softening  shower ; 
Her  seed  celestial,  then,  glad  wisdom  sows ; 
Her  golden  harvest  triumphs  in  the  soil. 
If  so,  Nardssa !  welcome  my  Relapse  / 
I'll  raise  a  tax  on  my  calamity, 
And  reap  rich  compensation  fhmi  my  pain. 
I'll  range  the  plenteous  intellectual  field ; 
And  g^her  every  thought  of  sovereign  power 
To  dnse  the  moral  mabdies  of  man ; 
Thoughts,  which  may  bear  transplanting  to  the  skies, 
Though  natives  of  this  coarse  penurious  soil : 
Nor  wholly  wither  there,  where  ser(mhs  sing, 
Refin'd,  exalted,  not  annull'd,  in  Heaven. 
Reason,  the  sun  that  gives  them  birth,  the  same 
In  either  clime,  though  more  illustrious  there. 
These  choicely  cull'd,  and  elepntly  rang'd» 
Shall  form  a  garland  for  Narcissa's  tomb ; 
And,  poadventure,  of  no  fading  flowers. 

Say  on  what  themes  shall  punled choice  descend? 
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<*  Til'  importance  of  contemplating  the  tomb ; 
ffhf  men  decline  it ;  suicide's  foul  birth ; 
The  various  kind  of  grief  j  the  faults  of  age  ,• 
And  death* s  dread  diaracter--^  invite  my  song.*' 

And,  first,  th*  importance  of  our  end  survey'd 
Friends  counsel  quick  dismission  of  our  grief : 
Mistaken  kindness !  our  hearts  heal  too  soon. 
Are  they  more  kind  than  he^  who  struck  the  blow ' 
Who  bid  it  do  his  errand  in  our  hearts, 
And  banish  peace,  till  nobler  guests  arrive. 
And  bring  it  back,  a  true  and  endless  peace? 
Calamities  sue  friends :  as  glaring  day 
Of  these  unnumbered  lustres  robs  our  sight ; 
Prosperity  puts  out  unnumbered  thoughts 
Of  import  high,  and  li^  divine,  to  man. 

The  man  hovr  blest,  who,  sick  of  gaudy  scenes, 

i Scenes  apt  to  thrust  between  us  and  ourselves  !) 
s  led  by  choice  to  take  his  &vourite  walk. 
Beneath  death*s  gloomy,  silent,  cypress  shades, 
Unpierc'd  by  vanity's  fiuitastic  ray ; 
To  read  his  monuments,  to  weigh  his  dust, 
Visit  his  vaults,  and  dwell  among  the  tombs ! 
Lorenzo !  read  with  me  Narcissa's  stone ; 
(Nardssa  was  thy  favourite !)  let  us  read 
Her  moral  stone !  few  doctors  preach  so  weU  ; 
Few  orators  so  tenderly  can  toudi 
The  feeling  heart     What  pathos  in  the  date  ! 
Apt  words  can  strike :  and  yet  in  them  we  see 
Faint  images  of  what  we,  here^  enjoy. 
What  cause  have  we  to  build  on  length  of  life  ? 
Temptations  seize,  when  fear  is  laid  asleep ; 
And  ill  foreboded  is  our  strongest  guard. 

See  from  her  tomb,  as  from  an  humbler  shrine, 
Truths  radiant  goddess !  sallies  on  my  soul. 
And  puts  DdusiorCs  dusky  train  to  flight ; 
Dispds  the  mists  our  sultry  jxtssions  raise. 
From  objects  low,  terrestrial,  and  obscene : 
And  shows  the  real  estimate  of  things ; 
Which  no  man,  unafflicted,  ever  saw  ; 
Pulls  off  the  veil  frt>m  Virlue*s  rising  charms; 
Detects  Temptation  in  a  thousand  lies. 
Truth  bids  me  look  on  men,  as  autumn  leaves, 
And  all  they  bleed  for,  as  the  summer's  dust. 
Driven  by  tlie  whirlwind :  lighted  by  her  beams, 
I  widen  my  horizon,  gain  new  powers. 
See  things  invisible,  feel  things  remote, 
Am  present  with  futurities ;  think  nouglit 
To  noan  so  foreign,  as  the  joys  possest ; 
Nought  so  much  his,  as  those  beyond  the  grave. 

Tsio  folly  keeps  its  colour  in  her  sight ; 
Pale  worldly  wisdom  loses  all  her  charms  ; 
In  pompous  promise,  from  her  schemes  profound, 
If  future  fate  she  plans,  't  is  all  in  leaves, 
Like  Sibyl,  unsubstantial,  fleeting  bliss ! 
At  the  first  blast  it  vanishes  in  air. 
Not  so,  celestial :  wouldst  thou  know,  Lorenzo ! 
How  differ  worldly  wisdom^  and  ^vine  f 
Just  as  the  waning,  and  the  waxing  Moon. 
More  empty  worldly  wisdom  every  day  ; 
And  every  day  more  fair  her  rival  sliines. 
When  latert  there  's  less  time  to  play  the  fool. 
Soon  our  whole  term  for  wisdom  is  expir'd  : 
(Hxm  know'st  she  calls  no  council  in  the  grave :) 
And  everlasting  fool  is  writ  in  fire, 
Or  real  wisdom  wafts  us  to  the  skies. 

As  worldly  schemes  resemble  Sibyls*  leaves, 
The  good  man's  days  to  Sibyls'  books  compare, 

iln  ancient  story  raid,  thou  know'st  the  tale,) 
a  price  still  rising,  as  in  number  less, 
Inestimable  quite  his  final  hour. 


For  that  who  thrones  am  offer,  oflb-  thrones; 

Insolvent  worlds  the  purchase  cannot  pay. 

"  Oh  let  me  die  his  death  !'*  all  Nature  cries. 

"  Then  live  his  life."  —  All  Nature  faulteis  there. 

Our  great  physician  daily  to  consult, 

To  commune  with  the  grave,  our  only  cure. 

What  grave  prescribes  the  best?.—  A  friend's; 
and  yet, 
From  a  fnend*s  grave  how  soon  we  disengage ! 
E'en  to  the  dearest,  as  his  marble,  cold. 
Why  are  friends  nvisht  from  us?  'T  is  to  bind, 
By  soft  qff(Ation*B  ties,  on  human  hearts. 
The  thought  of  death,  which  reason^  too  supine. 
Or  misemploy'd,  so  rarely  fastens  there. 
Nor  reason,  nor  affection,  no,  nor  both 
Combin'd,  can  break  the  witchcrafrs  of  the  worid. 
Behold,  th'  inexorable  hour  at  hand ! 
Behold,  th*  inexorable  hour  forgot ! 
And  to  forget  it,  the  chief  aim  of  life. 
Though  wdl  to  ponder  it,  is  life's  chief  end. 

Is  Death,  that  ever-threatening,  ne'er  remote, 
That  all-important,  and  diat  only  sure, 
(Come  when  he  will)  an  unexpected  guest  ? 
Nay,  though  invited  by  the  loudest  calls 
Of  blind  imprudence,  unexpected  stUl  ? 
Though  numerous  messengers  are  sent  before. 
To  warn  his  great  arrival.     What  the  cause. 
The  wondrous  cause,  of  this  mysterious  iU  ? 
All  Heaven  looks  down  astonish'd  at  the  sight 

Is  it,  that  life  has  sown  her  joys  so  thick. 
We  can't  thrust  in  a  single  care  between  ? 
Is  it,  that  life  has  such  a  swarm  ofcares^ 
The  thought  of  death  can*t  enter  for  the  throng? 
Is  it,  that  time  steals  on  with  downy  feet. 
Nor  wakes  indulgence  from  her  golden  dream  ? 
To.day  is  so  like  yesterday,  it  cheats ; 
We  take  the  lying  sister  for  the  same. 
Life  glides  away,  Lorenzo !  like  a  brook  ; 
For  ever  changing,  unperceiv*d  the  change. 
In  the  same  brook  none  ever  bath'd  him  twice : 
To  the  same  life  none  ever  twice  awoke. 
We  call  the  brook  the  same ;  the  same  we  think 
Our  life,  though  still  more  rapid  in  its  flow ; 
Nor  mark  the  mttch,  irrevocably  laps'd. 
And  mingled  with  die  sea.     Or  shall  we  say 
(Retaining  still  the  brook  to  bear  us  on) 
That  life  is  like  a  vessel  on  the  stream  ? 
In  life  embark'd,  we  smoothly  down  the  tide 
Of  time  descend,  but  not  on  time  intent ; 
Amus'd,  unconscious  of  the  gliding  wave ; 
Till  on  a  sudden  we  perceive  a  shock  ; 
We  start,  awake,  look  out ;  what  see  we  there  ? 
Our  brittle  bark  is  burst  on  Charon's  shore. 

Is  this  the  cause  death  flies  all  human  tbouglit  ? 
Or  is  it  judgment,  by  the  wiU  struck  blind, 
Hiat  domineering  mistress  of  the  soul ! 
Like  him  so  strong,  by  Dalilah  the  fair? 
Or  is  it  fear  turns  startled  reason  back. 
From  looking  down  a  precipice  so  steep  ? 
*T  is  dreadful ;  and  the  drosul  is  wisely  plac*d. 
By  Nature,  conscious  of  the  make  of  man. 
A  dreadfbl  fnend  it  is,  a  terrour  kind, 
A  flaming  sword  to  guard  ihe  tree  of  lif^ 
By  that  unaw'd,  in  life's  most  smiling  honr. 
The  good.-mttn  would  repine ;  would  st^er  joys. 
And  bum  impatient  for  his  promis'd  skies. . 
The  bad,  on  each  punctilious  pique  of  pride^ 
Or  glocnn  of  humour,  would  give  rage  the  ran  ; 
Bound  o'er  the  barrier,  rush  into  the  dark, 
And  mar  the  schemes  of  lEVovidence  below. 
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What grosn  WBS  that,  Loranso? — Furies!  rise. 
And  drown  in  your  less  eiecrabie  yell 
Dritannis's  shames     There  took  her  gloomy  flight. 
On  wing  impetuous,  a  black  sullen  soul, 
Blasted  from  Hell,  with  horrid  lust  of  death. 
Thy  friend,  the  brafe,  the  gallant  Altamont, 
So  call'd,  80  thought  —  And  then  he  fled  the  field. 
Leabsse  the  fear  of  death,  than  fear  of  life. 
0  Britain,  infamous  for  suicide  ! 
An  uiand  in  thy  manners,  far  disjoin'd 
From  the  whole  world  of  ratianaU  beside ! 
In  ambient  waves  plunge  thy  polluted  head. 
Wash  the  dire  stain,  nor  shock  the  continent. 
But  thou  be  shocked,  while  I  detect  the  cause 
(X  tdf-anauUf  expose  the  monster's  birth. 
And  bid  oMorrmcff  hiss  it  round  the  world. 
Blame  not  thy  clime,  nor  chide  the  distant  Sun  -, 
The  Son  is  innocent,  thy  clime  absolv'd  : 
Itnmond  climes  kind  Nature  never  made, 
ihc  cause  I  sing,  in  Eden  might  prevail. 
And  proves,  it  is  thy  foUy,  not  thy  fiite. 

The  aoul  of  man  (let  man  in  homage  bow, 
^^  names  his  soul),  a  native  of  the  skies ! 
Higfa^MMn,  and  free,  her  freedom  should  maintain, 
Unsold,  unmortgaged  for  Earth's  little  bribes. 
Ih'  illustrious  stranger,  in  this  foreign  land, 
like  strangers,  jealous  of  her  dignity, 
Studious  of  home,  and  ardent  to  return. 
Of  Earth  suspicious,  Earth's  enchanted  cup 
With  cool  reserve  light  touching,  should  indulge 
On  immortaiitjf,  her  godlike  taste,  [there* 

Here  take  large  draughts ;  make  her  chief  banquet 

But  some  reject  this  sustenance  divine ; 
To  beggarly  vile  appetites  descend ;  [Heaven : 

Aik  ahns  of  Earthf    for   guests  that  came  from 
Sbk  bto  slaves ;  and  sell,  for  present  hire, 
Thar  rich  nsversiou,  and  (what  shares  its  fate) 
TboT  native  Jreedoniy  to  the  prince  who  sways 
This  nether  world.     And  when  his  payments  fail. 
When  his  foul  basket  gorges  them  no  more. 
Or  their  pall'd  palates  loath  the  basket  full ; 
Are  UMtantly,  with  wild  demoniac  rage, 
For  breaking  all  the  chains  of  Proridence, 
iod  bursting  their  confinement ;  though  fast  barr*d 
By  laws  divine  and  human  ;  guarded  strong 
^ith  kamwrs  doubled  to  defend  the  pass, 
The  blackest,  nature,   or  dire  guilt  can  raise ; 
And  motad  round  witli  fathomless  destruction, 
^  to  receive,  and  whelm  them  in  their  fall. 

^Kh,  Britons !  is  the  cause,  to  you  unknown. 
Or  worse,  o*erlook*d ;  o*erlookM  by  magistrates, 
Thu  criminals  themselves.     I  grant  the  deed 
h  madness :  but  the  madness  of  the  heart. 
And  what  is  that?     Our  utmost  bound  of  guilt 
A  lensual,  unreflecting  life,  is  big 
]^  monstrous  births,  and  suicide,  to  crown 
^  black  infernal  brood.     The  bold  to  break 
J^f^en's  law  supreme,  and  desperately  rush 
'^BOBgh  sacred  Nature**  murder,  on  their  own, 
Beeaaae  they  never  think  of  death,  Aey  die. 
T  is  equally  man's  duty,  glory,  gain, 
^once  to  shun,  and  meditate,  his  end. 
^l>en  by  the  bed  of  languishment  we  sit, 
(Tbe  seat  of  vntdom  I  if  our  choice,  not  fate,) 
^>  o*er  our  dying  friends,  in  anguish  hang, 
^^  the  cold  dew,  or  stay  the  sinking  heid, 
^waber  thdr  moments,  and,  in  every  clock, 
^  at  the  vmce  of  an  eternity ; 
^  the  dim  lamp  of  life  just  feebly  M 
Aq  agonizing  bcsm,  at  us  to  gaze. 


Then  sink  again,  and  quiver  into  death, 

That  most  pathetic  herald  of  our  own  ! 

How  read  we  such  sad  scenes  ?  As  sent  to  man 

In  perfect  vengeance  ?  No ;  in  pity  sent ; 

To  melt  him  down,  like  wax,  and  then  impress. 

Indelible,  Death**  Inuige  on  his  heart ; 

Bleeding  for  others,  trembling  for  lumselil 

We  bleed,  we  tremble,  we  forget,  we  smile. 

The  mind  turns  fool,  before  the  cheek  is  dry. 

Our  quick-retumingyo//^  cancels  all ; 

As  the  tide  rushing  rases  what  is  writ 

In  yielding  sands,  and  smooths  the  lettered  shore. 

Lorenzo  !  hast  thou  ever  weigh'd  a  ^h  f 
Or  studyM  the  pliilosophy  of  tears  f 
(A  science,  yet  unlectur'd  in  our  schools !) 
Hast  tliou  descended  deep  into  the  breast. 
And  seen  their  source  ?  If  not,  descend  witli  me. 
And  trace  these  briny  rivulets  to  their  springs. 
Our  funeral  tears  from  diflerent  causes  rise. 
As  if  from  separate  dstems  in  the  soul, 
Of  various  kinds,  tliey  flow.     From  tender  hearts, 
By  soft  contagion  call'd,  some  burst  at  once. 
And  stream  obsequious  to  the  leading  eye. 
Some  ask  more  time,  by  curious  art  distilled. 
Some  hearts,  in  secret  hard,  unapt  to  melt. 
Struck  by  the  magic  of  the  public  eye. 
Like  Moses*  smitten  rock,  gush  out  amain. 
Some  weep  to  share  the  fate  of  the  deceas'd. 
So  high  in  merit,  and  to  them  so  dear. 
They  dwell  on  praises,  which  they  think  tliey  share ; 
And  thus,  without  a  blush,  conunend  themselves. 
Some  mourn,  in  proof,  that  something  tiiey  could 

love: 
They  weep  not  to  relieve  their  grief,  but  show. 
Some  weep  in  perfect  justice  to  the  dead, 
As  conscious  ^  their  love  is  in  arrear. 
Some  mischievously  weep,  not  unappris'd. 
Tears,  sometimes,  aid  the  conquest  of  an  eye. 
With  what  address  the  soft  Ephesians  draw 
Hieir  sable  net- work  o*er  entangled  hearts ! 
As  seen  through  crystal,  how  tlieir  roses  glow. 
While  liquid  pearl  runs  trickling  down  their  cheek  1 
Of  hers  not  prouder  Egypt's  wanton  queen, 
Carousing  gems,  herself  dissolv'd  in  love. 
Some  weep  at  death,  abstracted  from  the  dead, 
And  celebrate,  like  Charles,  their  own  decease. 
By  kind  construction  some  are  deem*d  to  weep, 
Because  a  decent  veil  conceals  their  joy. 

Some  weep  in  earnest,  and  yet  weep  in  vain ; 
As  deep  in  indiscretion,  as  in  woe. 
Passion,  blind  passion !  impotently  pours 
Tears,  that  deserve  more  tears ;  while  reason  sleeps, 
Or  gazes  like  an  idiot,  unconcem'd ; 
Nor  comprehends  the  meaning  of  the  storm ; 
KLnows  not  it  speaks  to  lier,  and  her  alone. 
Irrationals  all  sorrow  are  beneath. 
That  noble  gift !  that  privilege  of  man  ! 
From  sorrow**  pang,  the  birth  of  endless  joy. 
But  these  are  barren  of  that  birth  divine: 
They  weep  impetuous,  as  the  summer  storm, 
And  full  as  short !  The  cruel  grief  soon  tam'd. 
They  make  a  pastime  of  the  stingless  talc ; 
Far  as  the  deep  resounding  knell  they  spread 
The  dreadful  news,  and  hardly  feel  it  more. 
No  grain  of  wisdom  pays  them  for  their  uH)e,  [death 
Half-round  the  globe,  the  tears  pump'd  up  by 
Are  spent  in  watering  vanities  of  life ; 
In  making  folli/  flourish  still  more  fair, 
When  the  ack  soul,  her  wonted  stay  witlidrawn, 
Reclines  on  earth,  and  sorrows  in  the  dust ; 
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Inftead  of  kaniing,  there,  ber  true  tupport. 
Though  there  thrown  down  ber  true  support  to  leaniy 
"Without  Heaven's  aid,  impatient  to  be  blest, 
She  crawls  to  the  next  shrub,  or  bramble  vile. 
Though  from  the  stately  cedar's  arms  she  fell ; 
With  stale,  forsworn  embraces,  clings  anew. 
The  stranger  weds,  and  blossoms,  as  before. 
In  all  the  fruitless  fopperies  of  life : 
Presents  her  weed,  well  fended,  at  the  ball. 
And  raffles  for  the  death*s  head  on  the  ring. 

So  wept  Aurelia,  till  the  destin'd  youth 
Stepp*d  in,  with  his  receipt  for  making  smiles, 
And  blandiing  sables  into  bridal  bloom. 
So  wept  Lorenzo  fair  Clarissa's  fate ; 
Who  gave  that  angel  boy,  on  whom  he  dotes ; 
And  died  to  give  him,  orphan'd  in  his  birth  ! 
Not  such,  Nardssa,  my  distress  for  thee. 
1*11  make  an  altar  of  thy  sacred  tomb. 
To  sacrifice  to  wisdom.     What  wast  thou  ? 
"  Young,  gay,  9n^  fortunate  /*'  Each  yields  a  theme. 
I'll  dwell  on  each,  to  shun  thought  more  severe ; 
(Heaven  knows  I  labour  with  severer  still !} 
I'll  dwell  on  each,  and  quite  exhaust  thy  death. 
A  soul  without  reflection,  like  a  pile 
Without  inhabitant,  to  ruin  runs. 

And,  first,  thy  youth.  What  says  it  to  gray  hairs? 
Narcissa,  I'm  l>ecome  thy  pupil  now—' 
Early,  bright,  transient,  duiste,  as  morning  dew, 
She  sparkled,  was  exhal'd,  and  went  to  Heaven. 
Tine  on  this  head  has  snow'd  ;  yet  still 't  is  borne 
Aloft ;  nor  thinks  but  on  anoMer's  grave. 
Cover'd  widi  shame  I  speak  it,  age  severe 
Old  worn-out  vice  sets  down  for  virtue  fair ; 
With  gracdess  gravity,  chastising  youth. 
That  youth  cha^'d  surpassing  in  a  fault 
Father  of  all,  forgetfulness  of  death : 
As  if,  like  objects  passing  on  the  sight, 
Death  had  advanc'd  too  near  us  to  be  seen : 
Or,  that  life's  loan  time  ripen'd  into  right ; 
And  men  might  plead  prescription  from  the  grave ; 
Deathless,  from  repetition  of  reprieve. 
Deathless  ?  fiu*  from  it !  such  are  dead  already ; 
Tlieir  hearts  are  buried,  and  the  world  their  grave. 

Tell  me,  some  god !  my  guardian  angel !  tell. 
What  thus  infatuates  ?  what  enchantment  plants 
The  phantom  of  an  age,  'twixt  us  and  death 
Already  at  the  door  ?  He  knocks,  we  hear, 
And  yet  we  will  not  hear.     What  mail  defends 
Our  untouch'd  hearts?  What  mirade  turns  off 
The  pointed  thought,  which  from  a  thousand  quivers 
Is  daily  darted,  and  is  daily  shunn'd? 
We  stand,  as  in  a  battle,  throngs  on  throngs 
Around  us  falling ;  wounded  oft  ourselves ; 
Though  bleeding  with  our  wounds,  immortid  still ! 
We  see  Time's  furrows  on  another's  brow. 
And  Death  entrench'd,  preparing  his  assault 
How  few  themselves  in  that  just  mirror  see ! 
Or,  seeing,  draw  tfaeur  inference  as  strong ! 
2%tf»v  death  is  certain ;  donbtHii  here :  he  mutt, 
And  smm;  we  nuuf,  within  an  age,  expire,    [green ; 
Thou^  gray  our  heads,  our  thoughts  and  aims  are 
Like  daznag'd  docks,  whose  hand  and  bell  dissent ; 
FoUy  sinss  six,  while  Nature  points  at  twelve. 

Absurd  longevity  I  More,  more,  it  cries : 
More  life,  more  wealth,  more  trasli  of  every  kmd. 
And  wherefore  mad  for  more,  when  relish  feils  ? 
(^iect,  and  appetite,  must  dub  for  joy ; 
SbtM  folly  labour  hard  to  mend  the  bow, 
Baubles,  I  mean,  that  strike  us  from  wUhout, 
While  Nature  is  relaxing  every  string  ? 


Ask  thought  for  joy ;  grow  rich,  and  board 
Think  you  the  soul,  when  this  life's  rattles  cesser 
Has  nothing  of  more  manly  to  succeed? 
Contract  the  taste  immortal :  learn  e'en  now 
To  relish  what  akme  subsists  hereafter. 
Divine,  or  none,  henceforth  your  joys  for  ever. 
Of  age  the  glory  is,  to  wi$h  to  die. 
Hiat  wish  is  praite,  and  promise  ;  it  applauds 
Past  life,  and  promises  our  future  btias. 
What  weakness  see  not  children  in  tbeir  sires? 
Grand>climacterical  absurdities ! 
Gray-hair'd  authority,  to  feults  of  youth. 
How  shocking !  it  makes  folly  thrice  a  fiool ; 
And  our  first  childhood  might  our  last  despise. 
Peace  and  etteem  is  all  that  age  can  hope. 
Nothing  but  wisdom  gives  ^bejirtt  t  the  last. 
Nothing,  but  the  repuU  ofbemg  wise. 
Folly  bars  both ;  our  age  is  quite  undone 

What  foUy  can  be  ruiker?  Like  our 
Our  wishes  lengthen,  as  our  sun  declines. 
No  wish  should  loiter,  tiien,  this  side  the  grme. 
Our  hearts  should  leave  the  world,  before  the  fcMll 
Calls  for  our  carcasses  to  mend  the  soiL 
Enough  to  live  in  tempest,  die  in  port ; 
Age  should  fly  concourse,  cover  in  retreat 
Defects  of  Judgment,  and  the  wiU    subdne ; 
Walk  thoughtful  on  the  silent,  solemn  shore 
Of  that  vast  ocean  it  must  sail  so  soon  ; 
And  put  good-works  on  board ;  and  wait  the  wind 
Hut  shortly  blows  us  into  worlds  unknown ; 
If  unconsiderd  too,  a  dreadful  scene  I 

All  should  be  prophets  to  themselves ;  fenMC 
Thdr  future  fate;  their  future  fete  fioreMe; 
This  art  would  waste  the  bitterness  of  dcatfap 
The  thought  of  death  alone,  tJbiefear  deslaey^ 
A  disafiection  to  that  precious  thought 
Is  more  than  midnight  darkness  on  the  aod. 
Which  sleeps  bene^  it,  on  a  predpke^ 
PuTd  off  by  the  first  blast,  and  lost  for  even. 

Dost  ask,  Lorcnxo,  why  so  warmly  prest. 
By  repetition  hammer'd  on  thine  ear. 
The  tliought  of  death?  That  thouglit  is  the madaae. 
The  gnmd  machine !  that  heaves  us  from  the  dost, 
And  rears  us  into  men.    Tliat  thought,  plied  hooKf 
Will  soon  reduce  tlie  ghastly  precipice 
0'er.hanging  Hdl,  will  soften  the  Affmt>»m^^ 
And  gently  slope  our  passage  to  the  gnve ; 
How  warmly  to  be  wish'd !  What  heart  of  fiesh 
Would  trifle  with  tremendous  ?  dare  extremes  ? 
Yawn  o'er  the  fitOe  of  infinite?  What  hand. 
Beyond  the  blackest  brand  of  censure  boU, 
(To  speak  a  language  too  well  known  to  tlwc^) 
Would  at  a  moment  give  its  otf  to  rh^iu^p. 
And  stamp  the  die  for  an  eternity? 

Aid  me,  Narcissa !  aid  me  to  keep  pact 
With  Destiny  ;  and  ere  her  sdssars  cut 
My  thread  of  life,  to  break  this  tougher  iluuai 
Of  mord  death,  that  ties  me  to  the  worid. 
Sting  thou  my  slumbering  reason  to  send  fiwifa 
A  thought  of  observation  on  the  foe ; 
To  sally ;  and  survey  the  rapid  march 
Of  his  ten  thousand  mesaengois  to  man  ; 
Wbo>  Jehu-like,  behind  him  turns  tbem  alL 
All  accident  apart,  by  Nature  sign'd. 
My  warrant  is  gone  out,  thou^  donnant  yet; 
Perhaps  behind  one  moment  lurks  my  feteu 

Must  I  thenySmiNmf  only  look  fer  Death  ? 
Backward  I  turn  mine  eye,  and  find  him  ilier^ 
Man  is  a  sdf-survivor  every  year. 
Man,  like  a  streanu  is  in  peipetual  flow. 

I  ^  I 
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I  *8  a  destroyer  of  quoddian  prey. 
My yoMtk,  mj  noon-iide,  his;  ray  yesterday j 
Tbe  bold  invader  shares  the  jtrettrU  hour. 
Each  BBoment  on  the  former  shuts  the  grave. 
WUk  man  is  growing,  tife  is  in  decrease ; 
And  cradles  rock  us  nearer  to  the  tomb. 
Our  birtli  Is  nothing  hut  our  death  begun ; 
As  tapers  waste  that  instant  they  take  fire. 
Shall  we  then  fear,  lest  that  should  come  to 


Wfaidi  comes  to  pass  each  moment  of  our  lives  ? 
If  ftar  we  must,  let  that  death  turn  us  pale, 
Wfaieh  murders  sdvn^  and  imfour;  whatremains 
Sbould  lather  call  on  death,  than  dread  his  caU. 
Te  partners  of  my  fault,  and  my  decline !       [kneU 
Thoi^itless  of  death,  but  when  your  neighbour's 
(Rode  visitant !)  knocks  hard  at  your  dull  senses 
And  with  its  thunder  scarce  obtains  your  ear ! 
Be  death  your  theme,  in  every  place  and  hour ; 
Nor  kmger  want,  ye  monumental  sires ! 
A  brother  tomb  to  tell  you  ye  shall  die. 
Thac  death  you  dread  (so  mat  is  Nature's  skill ! ) 
Know,  you  shall  court  before  you  shall  enjoy. 

But  you  are  leam'd ;  in  volumes,  deep  you  sit ; 
la  wisdom,  shallow :  pompous  ignorance ! 
Would  yon  be  still  more  learned  than  tbe  leam*d? 
Learn  w^  to  know  how  much  need  not  be  known, 
And  what  that  kruiwledge,  which  impairs  your  tetue. 
Oar  needful  knowledge,  like  our  needful  food, 
Unfaed^'d,  lies  open  in  life's  common  field ; 
And  bids  all  welcome  to  the  vital  feast 
Toa  aeom  what  lies  before  you  in  the  page 
Of  JVbfMf^  and  Exjteriencef  moral  truUi : 
Of  indispensable,  eternal  fhiit ; 
Fndt,  on  which  mortals  feeding,  turn  to  gods : 
And  dive  in  tderux  for  distinguish'd  names. 
Dishonest  fomentation  of  your  pride ! 
Smking  in  virtue,  as  you  rise  in  fiune. 
Tour  learning,  like  the  hmar  beam,  afibrds 
Li^ity  but  not  heat ;  it  leaves  you  undevout, 
loosen  at  heart,  while  speculation  shines. 
Awake,  ye  curious  indagators !  fond 
Of  knowing  all,  but  what  avaib  you  known. 
If  yon  would  lovn  Death**  character,  attend. 
AH  casta  of  conduct,  all  degrees  of  health, 
AH  dies  of  fortune,  and  all  dates  of  age, 
TogedHT  shook  in  Ids  impartial  urn. 
Come  Covth  at  random :  or,  if  choice  is  made, 
Tbe  dioice  la  quite  $arcaaHc,  and  insults 
AH  bold  conjecture,  and  fond  hopes  of  man. 
What  ocmntless  multitudes  not  only  leavcy 
Bwt  deeply  ditappoint  us,  by  their  deaths! 
Tfcnw^  greait  our  sorrow,  greater  our  surprise; 
Like  other  tyrants,  Death  delights  to  smite^ 
Whai^  anaitten,  most  proclaims  tlw  pride  of  power, 
And  arbitrary  nod*     £Gs  joy  supreme. 
To  bid  tbe  wretch  survive  tbe  fortunate ; 
the  Ifeeble  wrsp  tfa*  athletic  in  his  shroud ; 
iad  weeping  fathers  buHd  theor  children's  tomb : 
liedBie^  Narciasa!^  What  though  short  thy  date? 
firtme^  not  n^ng  suns,  the  mind  matures. 
Thai,  fife  is  long,  which  answers  Hfte's  great  end. 
the  time  that  bears  no  fhiit,  deserves  no  name ; 
[Ik  mm  of  wisdom  b  the  man  of  years. 
Sd  faoorf  youth  Methusalems  may  me ; 
>  bowr  ndtdated  on  their  flattering  tombs ! 

Tfiinisan'n  ynuth  has  lectur'd  me  thus  far. 
knd  csn  her  gaiety  give  counsel  too? 
nisty  like  the  Jews'  fiun'd  oracle  of  gems, 
jprklr*  instractkm ;  such  as  throws  new  light, 


And  opens  more  the  cAamcfifr  ^cbiirtA; 
Ill-known  to  thee,  Lorenso !  tku  thy  vaunt : 
«  Give  Death  his  duc^  the  wretched,  and  the  cad  ; 
E'en  let  him  sweep  liis  rubbish  to  the  grave ; 
Let  him  not  violate  kind  Nature's  laws. 
But  own  man  bom  to  Hve  as  well  as  die*** 
Wretched  and  oUL  thou  giv'st  him ;  ycvng  and  g^ 
He  takes ;  and  plunder  is  a  tyrant's  joy. 
What  if  I  prove,  «  That  furthest  from  the/ear, 
Are  of^  nearest  to  the  stroke  of  fate?" 

All,  more  than  common,  menaces  an  end. 
A  blaze  betokens  brevity  of  life : 
As  if  brifffat  embers  should  emit  a  flamc^ 
Glad  spirits  sparkled  finom  Narcissa's  eye,  ^ 

And  made  youth  younger,  and  taught  life  to  live. 
As  Nature's  opposites  wage  endless  war, 
For  this  offence,  as  treason  to  the  deep 
Inviolable  stupor  of  his  reign. 
Where  but^  and  turbulent  a-mbitionf  sleep. 
Death  took  tmiSt  vengeance.     As  he  life  dc 
More  life  is  still  more  odious ;  and,  reduc'd 
By  conquest,  aggrandizes  more  his  power. 
But  v)herefore  aggrandiz'd  ?  By  Heaven's  decree, 
To  plant  the  soul  on  her  eternal  guard, 
In  aweful  expectation  of  our  end. 
Thus  runs  Doith's  dread  conmiission :  **  Strike^  but  so 
As  most  alarms  the  living  by  the  dead." 
Hence  stratagem  delights  hun,  and  surprisCf 
And  cruel  sport  with  man's  securities. 
Not  simple  conquest,  triumph  is  his  aim :       [most 
And,  where  least  fnsr'd,  there  conquest  triumphs 
This  proves  my  bold  assertion  not  too  bold. 
What  aie  his  arts  to  lay  our  fears  asleep  ? 
Tiberian  arts  his  purposes  wrap  up 
In  deep  dissunulation's  darkest  night 
Like  princes  unconfest  in  fbreign  courts. 
Who  travel  under  cover.  Death  assumes 
Tbe  name  and  look  of  tife,  and  dwells  among  us. 
He  takes  all  shapes  that  serve  his  black  designs : 
Though  master  of  a  wider  empire  fiur 
Than  that  o'er  which  the  Roman  eagle  flew. 
Like  Nero,  he  's  a  fiddler,  charioteer. 
Or  drives  his  /lAoeton,  in  female  guise ; 
Quite  unsuspected,  till,  the  wheel  beneath, 
His  disarray'd  oblation  he  devours. 

He  most  affects  the  fbrms  least  like  himself, 
His  slender  self.     Hence  burly  corpulence 
Is  his  familiar  wear,  and  sleek  disguise. 
Behind  the  rosy  bloom  he  loves  to  lurk, 
Ch*  ambush  in  a  smile ;  or  wanton  dive 
In  dimples  deep ;  love's  eddies,  which  draw  in 
Unwary  hearts,  and  sink  them  in  despair. 
Such,  on  Narcissa's  couch  he  loiter'd  long 
Unknown ;  and,  when  detected,  still  was  seen 
To  smile  i  such  peace  has  innocence  in  death ! 
Most  happy  they !  whom  least  his  arts  deceive. 
One  eye  on  Death,  and  one  full  fix'd  on  Heaven, 
Becomes  a  mortal,  and  immortal  man. 
Long  on  his  wUes  a  piqu'd  and  jealous  spy, 
I've  seen,  or  dreamt  I  saw,  the  tyrant  dress; 
Lay  by  his  horrours,  and  put  on  his  snules. 
Say,  Muse,  for  thou  remember'st,  call  it  back, 
And  show  Lorenzo  the  surprising  scene ; 
If 't  was  a  dream,  his  genius  can  explain. 

'T  was  in  a  circle  of  the  gay  I  stood. 
Death  would  have  enter'd ;  Nature  push'd  him  back ; 
Supported  by  a  doctor  of  renown. 
His  point  he  gain'd.     Then  artfiiUy  dismist 
Hie  sage ;  for  Death  design'd  to  be  conceal'd. 
He  ffave  an  old  viyacious  usurer^  ^  ■ 
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Hit  me^rt  aqMct,  and  hit  nakad  baMi ; 
In  gratitiKte  ibr  plumping  up  his  pray, 
Ajptmper^d  spemttkrift  J  whose  fimtastic  sir, 
Well-tehion'd  figure,  and  oockadad  brow, 
He  took  in  change,  aisd  underneath  the  pride 
Of  costly  linen,  tuck'd  his  iilthy  shroud. 
His  crooked  bow  he  straigfaten*d  to  a  cane ; 
And  hid  his  deadly  shafts  in  Myra's  eye. 

Hie  dreadftil  maiquerader,  thus  equipt. 
Out-sallies  on  adventures.     Ask  you  where  ? 
Where  is  he  not?  For  his  peculiar  haunts. 
Let  tkis  suffice ;  sura  as  night  follows  day. 
Death  treadi  in  pieature'a  footsteps  round  the  world, 
'When  jrfeafniv  treadi  the  paths  which  twruoii  shuns. 
When,  against  reaton,  riot  stmts  the  door, 
And  gtaety  supplies  the  place  of  tentet 
Then,  foremost  at  the  banquet  and  tlie  ball. 
Death  leads  the  dance,  or  stamps  the  deadly  die ; 
Nor  ever  frils  the  midnight  bowl  to  crown. 
Gaily  carousfaig  to  his  gay  compeers, 
Infy  he  laughs,  to  see  them  laugh  at  him, 
As  absent  ftur ;  and  when  the  revel  burns, 
yfhenfear  is  banlsh'd,  and  triumphant  tliought. 
Calling  for  all  the  joys  beneath  the  Moon, 
Against  him  turns  the  key,  and  bids  him  sup 
11^  their  progenitors— he  drops  his  mask  ; 
Frowns  out  at  full ;  they  start,  despair,  expire. 

Scarce  with  more  sudden  terrour  and  surprise. 
From  his  bh^k  masque  of  nitre,  touch*d  by  fire. 
He  burslB,  expands,  roars,  biases,  and  devoiurh 
And  is  not  this  triumphant  treachery. 
And  nure  than  simple  eonfuettf  in  the  fiend? 

And  now,  Lorenao,  dost  thou  wrap  thy  soul 
In  soft  security,  because  unknown 
Which  moment  is  commission'd  to  destroy  ? 
In  death**  uncertainty  thy  danger  lies. 
Is  death  uncertain?  Therefore  thou  be  fit] 
FExt  as  a  oentinel,  all  eye,  all  ear, 
All  expectation  of  the  coming  foe. 
Rouse,  stand  in  arms,  nor  Ittn  against  thy  spear ; 
Lest  slumber  steal  one  moment  o'er  thy  soul, 
KndifaU  surprise  thee  nodding.    Watch,  be  strong; 
Hnis  pive  each  day  the  merit,  and  renown. 
Of  dying  well ;  thouch  doom'd  but  once  to  die. 
Nor  let  life's  j»eriod  mdden,  (as  from  most,) 
Hide  too  fhan  thee  the  precious  mm  of  lifo. 

Early,  not  sudden,  was  Nardssa's  fiite. 
Soon,  not  surprising.  Death  his  visit  paid. 
Her  thought  went  forth  to  meet  him  on  his  way. 
Nor  g^jf  fovgot  it  was  to  die : 
Thougli  fortune  too,  (our  third  and  final  theme,) 
As  an  acoonmlice,  pky*d  her  gaudy  plumes, 
And  every  guttering  gewgaw,  on  her  si^t, 
To  daxsle,  and  debauch  it  ftom  its  mar£ 
Death*%  dreadful  advent  is  the  mark  of  man ; 
And  every  thought  that  misKS  it,  is  blind. 
FitHwne^  with  youth  and  gotf^  oonspir'd 
To  weave  a  t9^  wreath  of  happiness 
(If  happiness  on  Earth)  to  crown  her  brow. 
And  could  Death  charge  through  such  a  shiniqg 


That  shining  shield  mtafet  the  tyrant's  spear, 
As  if  to  damp  our  elevated  aims. 
And  strongly  preach  humiliw  to  man. 
O  how  portentous  is  prosperity ! 
How,  oomei-like,  it  threatens,  while  h  ddnes ! 
Few  years  but  yield  us  proof  of  JDAtfA'a 
To  cull  his  victims  from  the  fairest  fold. 
And  Shaath  his  shafb  in  all  the  pride  of  life. 
When  flooded  with  abundance,  pttipkd  o'er 
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With  nmAhmam,  bloamM  vitfa  fmj  Mm, 
Set  up  in  ostentation,  made  the  gaie, 
The  gaudy  centra,  of  the  public  eye, 
When^-?Miig  thus  has  toss'd  her  child  in  air, 
Snatcfat  fWim  the  covert  of  an  humble  state, 
How  often  hafe  I  seen  hhn  drapt  at  once, 
Our  momrog's  envy !  and  our  evening's  si^i 
As  if  her  bounties  were  the  signal  gtveo^ 
Hit  flovreiy  wreath  to  mark  the  sacrifice, 
And  call  Death's  anows  on  the  destin'd  pngi; 

il^ybrHfur  aaema  hi  cniel  league  with>lf. 
Ask  you  for  what?  To  give  hb  war  on  n|an 
The  deeper  dread,  and  more  illustrious  spoils 
Thus  to  keep  daring  mortals  more  in  nw^ 
And  burns  Lorenao  still  for  the  sublime 
Oflifb?  To  hang  his  airy  nest  on  high, 
On  the  slight  timber  of  the  topmost  bough, 
Rockt  at  each  breeie,  and  menacing  n  fall? 
Granting  grim  Death  at  equal  distance  tkeret 
Yet  peace  begins  just  where  andition  ends. 
What  makes  man  vnretched?  Happi 
Lorenao !  no ;  'T  is  happiness  ditdam^d* 
She  comes  too  meanly  drest  to  win  our  smile ; 
And  calls  herself  Content^  a  homdy  name ! 
Our  flame  is  transmit  wad  content  oar  wean. 
Ambition  turns,  and  shuts  the  door  agatnat  hci, 
And  weds  a  to^  a  tempeett  in  her  steid ; 
A  tempest  to  warm  tran^Mui  near  of  kin. 
Unknowing  what  our  mortal  state  admits, 
Life's  modeet  joys  we  ruin,  while  we  raise ; 
And  all  our  ecstasies  are  wounds  to  peace; 
Ptece,  the  foil  portion  of  mankind  below. 

And  since  thv  peace  b  dear,  ambitioua  yamh ! 
Of  fortune  fond!  as  thot^^fatless  of  tiiy  late ! 
As  late  I  drew  Death**  picture,  to  stir  up 
Thy  wholesome  fhars ;  now,  drawn  in  oootrv^  m 
Gay  Fortune**,  thy  vain  hopes  to  reprimand, 
See,  high  in  air,  the  sportive  goddess  hangsi 
Unlocu  her  casket,  spreads  her  glitteriM  am^ 
And  calls  the  giddy  winds  to  puff  abroad 
Her  random  bountias  o'er  the  gaping  fhion^ 
All  rush  rapacious ;  fiiends  o'er  trodden  friaadi; 
Sons  o'er  their  fiithers;  sulnectso'er  their  kings; 
Priests  o*er  their  sods ;  and  lovers  o'er  the  1^ 
(Still  fRorr  ador*dJ  to  snatch  the  goldap   ' 

6oU  glitters  most,  where  vrhta  shines  m 
As  stars  firom  abaant  sons  hare  leave  to  shin 
O  wl^it  a  predoua  pack  of  votariaa 
Unkennel'd  ftom  the  prispos,  and  ihe  ataani 
F6ur  in,  all  qp«nfaig  m  their  idol's  pnilia ; 
All,  ardeqti  eye  each  vaft^ira  of  hir  hwad* 
And,  wide  expanding  their  vonicioits  jp«% 
Morsel  on  morsal  swaUow  dawn  wKhrar^d. 
Untested,  through  mad  appedta  for  more  ; 
Gotg'd  10  the  throat,  yet  lean  and 
Sagacious  all,  to  tiaoe  Ihe  ffaallcal  gane^ 
And  bold  to  seise  the  gsfatasfc,     If  (blast  rJisnri!) 
Gourt^eplqriv  aweelly  fares^  thfy  fancfa,  th^y  ^ 
O'er  just,  o*er  aMrad»  aU-foiWdatt  ground, 
Druak  wi^  the  bur^ng  scent  af  place  or  poapst^ 
Stanch  to  tha  foot  of  hicra,  till  tliry  dia. 

Or,  if  for  men  you  take  tfasnw  aa  I  nurk 
Theif  waiman!,  thou  their  mppoa  fotea  am  sajF* 
With  aim  mia^naaanr'^  imd  impetuous  ysi^ 
Some  darting,  strike  tfarir  aidant  with  for  oC; 
Through  fury  taposaaas  it  <  asma  anccecd. 
But  stumble,  and  let  foU  ^  taken  priscw 
FVom  tome,  by  sudden  hbist%  't  is  wfaM'd  «w«f^ 
And  lodg'd  m  bosoms  that  «aW  draant  tt  gtim. 
To  tome itsticka s<i^clma(|hat|4rh«P  W»  ^C 
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Ton  li  the  mM,  Md  aortal  b  the  wwadL 
Smt,  o^or-cMBMwr'd  oftfaiir  bagi,  nm  mad, 
Orom  «Mkr  goM,  yet  wMp  for  wvit  or  bned. 
TogeAtr  mme  (unhappy  nniMl)  sdM^ 
And  rand  abuBdaiiee  into  poverty ; 
I^ad  eroeln  the  mfcn  of  the  law,  and  amOts : 
anOeatootfaafloddM;  but amflaa moal allhoM^ 
rJMt  victaiM  of  eiorintant  desii« !) 
Who  panh  at  tfarir  own  raquaM,  and»  wMmM 
har  load  of  lavish  giattla»  axpibna, 
is  ftmou  for  her  munhen  ^in  I 


IWnmnber  small,  which  happiness  can  haar. 
TlMNighMrtectfiDr  awhile  their  fiitaa;  at  last 
(WcoaeinToheatham  aU:  aft  Death's appraaeh, 
All  read  their  ridws  backward  into  kMi, 

Mnm»  in  jnat  proportion  to  their  stores 
i  J}mik*»  approach  (if  orthodox  my  song) 
en'd  bj  the  lore  of  Forhme*B  smiles. 
:  then  still  a  gUittoa  of  bright  gold  ? 
;  then  still  lapadous  of  thy  nun? 
ivas  a  sUtting  nark,  a  signal  blow ; 
▲  blow  which,  while  it  execntesy  elams } 
Aadatarties  tfaooaanda  with  a  siqgle  ftlL 
As  when  none  stately  growth  of  oak,  or  pine, 
Which  nods  aloA^  and  proodlv  spreads  her  shade, 
T^  Son'e  deiance^  and  the  flop's  defonoei 
By  tise  strong  strokes  of  labouring  hinds  subdued, 
Umd  ggws  hsr  lest,  and,  rushing  from  her  height 
la  fwBibwws  ruin,  thnndetfc  to  the  ground; 
The  coBMcione  foieet  trembles  at  the  shock. 
And  lall,  asMl  stream,  end  distant  dale,  resound, 

Ibeee  high  ehn'd  dartsof  i)eot*,  and  these  alons^ 
ShmU  I  collect,  my  quiver  would  be  iiil]. 
A  tpdrtgf  which,  suspended  in  mid  eir, 
Or  near  Heaven's  ^rpiWr,  u  the  sodiac,  hung^ 
(8e  coold  H  bfi,)  lAeiitf  dnw  the  puUic  ej% 
The  ^eae  end  contemplation  of  mankind  I 
A  conaeeBation  aspeful,  yet  ben^ 
To  guide  the fi^jf  through  li£i*s  tempestuous  wavei 
Nor  wutHer  them  to  strike  the  common  rock, 
•Isr  danger,  to  gnow  more  secure, 
;  In  bappineas,  £oiget  their  fitte.*' 
» beppj  pest  the  comnaon  lot^ 
^m  erani'd  of  daa^,  but  too  g^  to  ftar. 
3evioo*dtfaeftir  Aspwiac  Ae  wee  kind: 
Jn  J  ■mhjfcpiV  fortune^  fiune^  they  both  were  blest  s 
Ul  wbo  knew,  eneieds  ^et  In  envy  lov'd: 
2en  iuKj  ten  inop9  ilnisbt  bsppiness  ? 
'Izt  vraa  the  nuptial  hour.     Her  stately  dome 
Koae  OBI  tlie  eoimding  beach.    The  gli^ering  spires 
lout  in  the  watvi^  and  breek  against  the  shore : 
otoenh  those  |^iltefing  8hedow%  human  joys. 
fcelMtiilosamoroiB^sroil'dt  be  takes  his  leav^ 
b  le  oiMhrenSj  in  ecstasies^  at  eve. 

ifintids.    The  news  anivea: 
I  saw  it  in  her  servant's  ^e, 
it  aeen  (her  heart  was  apt  to  £iel) ; 
I'd,  without  the  furious  oceen's  aid. 


t  the  sumptuous,  bridal  monimient, 

mgaSttj^  biUows  innocently  xoor ; 

sd  tbo  xoogh  saikir,  passing,  drops  a  tear ; 

tMT  ?  — *  Cm  lean  sufficeF-^-But  not/or  m& 
Bureffbsta!  end  our  arts  how  vain ! 
tram  of  thought  I  took  to  shun, 
iflo«oiim»ihte-»3%aedied  together} 
i!  iinJeai|f<f»y death! 

^m  U>  meaner  n^er  to  pert,  is  peece— 

nimmt    Pity  falaedi  et  thoi«ht  of  thee. 

t  tkmn  eKaeloi^iiaarmes  noL  mjfaejf. 


Survive  eMesjr/—  J%ai  cntes  all  otl»r  woe^ 
Nardasahves;  Philander  is  forgot 
O  the  soft  commerce!  O  the  tender  tie^ 
CkMe-twistod  with  the  fibres  of  the  heart ! 
Which,  broken,  break  them ;  and  drain  off  the  soul 
Ofhumanjoy;  and  make  it  pain  to  live-— 
And  is  it  then  to  live?  When  «mcA  friends  part, 
'T  is  the  survivor  dies— My  heart,  no  more. 


Niesf  vam  Sunk 
TffE  INFWEL  RECLAIMED. 

IN  TWO  XASTS. 

ConUamng  the  Nature,  Proof,  and  Importance,  if 
ImmortaBhf, 

Pau  L 

Where,  among  other  TIdngt,  Giory  and  Mches  are 
partiadarly  considered. 

TO  THS    KIOHT    ROM.    BnTET  PKLBAX,    FIBST  lOED 

coioassioifxE   or   n»  TKEASuar,  avd  cbav- 

CXIXOE  OP  TBS  SXCBBQVnU 

Preface, 

Few  ages  have  been  deeper  in  diepute  about  reH. 
gion  then  thie.  The  dinnito  ebout  religion,  end 
the  practiee  of  it,  sddom  go  together.  The 
shorter,  therefore^  the  dispute^  the  bettsr.  Itfdnk 
it  may  be  reduced  to  this  siiiffle  qoeetkni,  Jseieis 
ioMnoHat,  or  is  he  notf  If  he  is  not,  ell  our 
disputes  are  mere  amueemente,  or  trieb  ci  skilL 
In  tUe  caee,  truth,  reason,  rdUbsn,  which  give 
our  dieooureee  ench  pomp  and  eolemnity,  are  (ae 
will  be  shown)  mere  empty  eound,  wtehout  eny 
meening  in  them.  But  tf  man  is  immortal,  it 
will  behove  faim  to  be  very  eerious  shout  eteniel 
coneequenoee  j  or,  m  omer  wovde,  to  be  truly  re> 
ligious.  And  this  greet  ftmdamental  truth,  un- 
eetablished,  or  unai^ened  in  the  miiub  of  men, 
is,  I  conceive,  the  real  source  and  support  of  all 
our  infidelity ;  how  remote  soever  the  particukr 
oljectioas  adnmced  m^  seem  to  be  from  it. 

StnMe  appearanees  alftct  moet  men  much  more 
than  absiraet  reasonings  g  and  we  daily  see  6edif» 
drop  aioynd  us,  but  the  soul  is  invi^ble.  The 
power  which  inclination  has  over  Hiejudffnent,  is 
greater  then  can  be  well  conceived  l^  those  diet 
have  not  had  an  experience  of  it;  and  of  whet 
numbers  b  it  the  sad  intereet  thet  sonls  should  not 
survive !  The  heathen  world  confessed,  that  they 
rather  hoped,  than  firmly  beHeoed,  immortality  I 
And  how  many  heathens  have  we  still  amongst 
us !  Th»  secred  pege  sssures  us,  that  life  and  inw 
mortality  isbrongfat  to  light  by  the  Gospel :  but  by 
how  many  b  the  Gospel  rejected,  or  overlooked! 
F^om  these  considerations^  and  from  my  bcsng 
accidentally  privy  to  the  sentiments  of  some  per- 
ticuler  persons,  I  have  been  long  persmded  that 
most,  if  not  all,  our  infideb  (whaterer  name  thej 
take,  and  whatever  echeme,  fior  arguaeent's  eake^ 
end  to  keep  themselves  in  countenance,  they  p». 
trcmise)  are  supported  in  their  deplorable  enour, 
by  some  doubt  of  their  tMmorfa%,  et  the  bottOBS. 
And  I  am  satisfied,  that  men  onoe  thoroughly  con- 
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vinoed  of  thdr  immortality,  tro  not  6r  from 
being  ChristiaBs.  For  it  is  luurd  to  conceiTe, 
that  a  man,  fiilly  conscious  eternal  pain  or  hap- 
piness will  certainly  be  his  lot,  should  not  ear- 
nestly,  and  impartially,  inquire  after  the  surest 
means  of  escaping  one,  and  securing  the  other. 
And  of  such  an  earnest  and  impartial  inquiry,  I 
irell  know  the  consequence. 
Here;,  therefore,  in  proof  of  this  most  fundamental 
tnntfa,  some  plain  arguments  are  offered ;  argu- 
ments  derired  from  principles  which  infidels  adbut 
in  common  with  belierers ;  arguments,  which  ap- 
pear to  me  altogether  nrresistible ;  and  such  as, 
I  am  satisfied,  will  have  great  wdght  with  all, 
who  give  themselres  the  small  trouble  of  looking 
leriously  into  their  own  bosoms,  and  of  obserring,^ 
with  any  tolerable  degree  of  attention,  what  dai^ 
passes  round  about  them  in  the  world.  If  some 
arguments  shall,  here,  occur,  which  others  have 
declined,  they  are  submitted,  with  all  deference, 
to  better  judgments  in  this,  of  all  points  the  mott 
important  For,  as  to  the  being  of  a  God,  that  is 
no  longer  disputed ;  but  it  is  undisputed  for  this 
reason  only ;  via.  because,  where  the  least  pre- 
tence to  reason  is  admitted,  it  must  for  ever  be 
indisputable.  And  of  consequence  no  man  can  be 
betncjed  into  a  dispute  of  that  nature  by  vafdty ; 
which  has  a  principal  share  in  animating  our  mo- 
dem  combatants  against  other  articles  of  our  belief. 

Sos  *  (for  I  know  not  yet  her  name  in  Heaven) 
Not  early,  like  Nardssa,  left  the  scene ; 
Nor  sudden,  like  Philander.     What  avail  ? 
This  seeming  mitigation  but  inflames  ; 
This  fancied  mediane  heightens  the  disease. 
The  longer  known,  the  closer  still  she  grew ; 
And  gradual  parting  is  a  gradual  death* 
*T  b  the  grim  tyrant's  engine,  which  extort^ 
By  tardy  pressure's  still  increasing  weight. 
From  hardest  hearts,  conftession  of  distress. 

O  the  long,  dark  approach  through  years  of  pain, 
Death's  gallery !  (might  I  dare  to  call  it  so) 
With  dismal  doubt,  and  sable  terrour,  hung : 
Sick  hope'n  pale  lamp,  its  only  glimmering  ray : 
There,  fitfe  my  melancholy  vnJk  ordain'd, 
Forbid  teff-iwe  itself  to  flatter,  there. 
How  oft  I  gaz*d,  prophetically  sad ! 
How  oft  I  saw  her  dead,  while  yet  in  smiles  I 
In  smiles  she  sunk  her  grief  to  lessen  mine. 
She  spoke  me  comfort,  and  increased  my  pain, 
like  powerful  armies  trenching  at  a  town, 
By  slow,  and  sQent,  but  resistless  sap. 
In  his  pale  progress  gently  gaining  around, 
Death  urg'd  his  deadly  siege  ;  in  spite  of  art, 
Of  all  the  balmy  blessings  Nature  lends 
To  succour  frail  humanity.    Ye  stars ! 
(Not  mm  frit  made  familiar  to  my  sight) 
And  thou,  O  Moon !  bear  vritness ;  numy  a  night 
.  He  tore  the  pillow  from  beneath  my  head. 
Tied  down  by  sore  attention  to  the  shock* 
By  ceaseless  depredations  on  a  life 
Dearer  than  that  he  left  me.     Dreadful  post 
Of  observation !  darker  every  hour ! 
Less  dread  the  day  that  drove  me  to  the  brink. 
And  pmnted  at  eternity  below ; 
When  my  soul  shuddered  at  futurity ; 
When,  on  a  moment's  point,  th*  important  die^ 
Of  lifb  and  death  spun  doubtful,  ere  it  fell, 
And  tum'd  up  life ;  my  title  to  more  woe. 

•  Referring  to  Night  V. 


But  vrliy  more  woe?  Moreoomlbrtletitbev 
Nothing  b  dead,  but  tfmt  vrUdi  wisb'd  to  St ; 
Nothing  b  dead,  but  wretchedness  and  pan ; 
Nothinff  b  dead,  but  what  encumber'd,  gall'd, 
Block*d  up  the  pass,  and  barr'd  from  real  1^ 
Where  dweUs  that  wish  most  ardent  of  the  wise? 
Too  dark  die  Sun  to  see  it ;  highest  stars 
Too  low  to  reach  it ;  Death,  great  Death  akne, 
O'er  stars  and  Sun  triumphant,  bnds  us  there. 

Nor  dreadful  our  transition  ;  thoug^i  the  mindl 
An  artist  at  creating  sdf-alarms, 
Rich  in  expedients  for  inquietude, 
Is  prone  to  psant  it  dreadfuL     Who  can  tske 
Z>«oM*s  pordah  true  ?  The  tyrant  nevw  aat. 
Our  sketch  all  random  strokes,  conjecture  sU ; 
Close  shuts  the  grave,  nor  telb  one  single  tsk 
Death,  and  his  image  rising  in  the  brain. 
Bear  faint  resemblance ;  never  are  alike  ; 
Ptfor  shakes  th^  pencil ;  JVmr^  k>vf«  ezocss ; 
Dark  Ignorance  is  lavish  of  her  shades : 
And  these  the  formidable  picture  draw. 

But  grant  the  worst;  'tbpast;  new  prospedinr. 
And  drop  a  veil  eternal  o'er  her  tombu 
Far  other  views  our  contemplation  dairo. 
Views  that  o'erpay  Ae  rigours  of  our  life ; 
Views  that  suspend  our  agom'es  in  death. 
Wrapt  in  the  thought  of  immortality, 
Wnpt  in  the  sing^  th^  triumphant  thought  I 
Long  life  might  lapse,  age  unperoeivM  come  on; 
And  find  the  soul  unsated  with  her  tlieine. 
Its  nature,  proof,  importanee,  fire  my 
O  that  my  song  could  emulate  my  soul  * 
Like  her,  hnmortaL     No !  -.-  the  sou) 
A  mark  so  mean ;  far  noMer  hope  inl 
If  endless  ages  can  outweigh  an  houTj 
Let  not  the  laurel,  but  the  palm,  ' 

Thy  natttre,  immortality !  who  knows? 
And  yet  who  knows  it  not  ?  It  b  but  life 
In  stronger  tivead  of  bnghter  colour  span, 
And  spun  for  ever ;  dipt  by  cruel  fkte 
In  Stygian  dye,  how  blaek,  how  btitOekertl 
How  ihort  our  correspondence  with  the  Son ! 
And  while  it  lasts,  mglorious !  Our  beat  decdi» 
How  vranting  in  their  weight !  Our  fai^KSt  jor^ 
Small  oordiab  to  support  us  in  our  pain. 
And  give  us  strengtfi  to  sufl^.     But  bow  grmi. 
To  mingle  interests,  converse  amsticay 
With  all  the  sons  of  reason,  scatter'd  wide 
Through  habitable  tpaee,  wherever  born, 
Howe'er  endow*d  1-  To  live  free  citiaena 
Of  univerttl  Nature!  To  lay  hold 
By  more  than  feeble  ZhieA  on  the  St^mrme  I 
To  call  Heaven's  rich  unfathomable  mines 
(Bifines,  which  support  archangels  in  their  HMe) 
Ourownl  To  rise  in  sdenoe,  as  in  Uiss, 
Initiate  in  the  secrets  of  the  skies ! 
To  read  creation ;  read  its  mighty  plan 
In  the  bare  bosom  of  the  Deity! 
The  plan,  and  execution,  to  collate ! 
To  see,  before  each  glance  of  piercing  tbaagirt. 
All  cloud,  all  shadow,  blown  remote ;  and  leave 
No  mystoy  .—but  that  of  love  divine. 
Which  lifb  us  on  the  seraph's  flaminf  wis^ 
From  Earth^s  aeeldoma,  this  Add  of  blood. 
Of  invrard  anguish,  and  of  outward  ill. 
From  darkness,  and  firom  dnst,  to  Mdl  m 
Love's  dement !  true  Joy's  ilhiatrioas 
Fhm  Earth's  sad  contrast  (now  deplor'd) 
What  exquisite  vidssitude  of  fate ! 

Blest  absdntion  of  our/bbcksstiMlu ! 
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Lorenn^  these  are  thoughts  that  make  man,  man. 
The  wiM  illumine,  aggrandize  the  great. 
How  great,  (while  yet  we  tread  the  kindred  clod, 
And  every  moment  fear  to  sink  beneath 
The  clod  we  tread ;  soon  trodden  by  our  sons,) 
How  great,  in  the  wild  whirl  of  time's  pursuit^ 
To  stop,  and  pause,  invoWd  in  high  presage. 
Through  the  long  vista  of  a  thousand  years, 
To  stand  contemplating  our  distant  selves, 
As  in  a  magnifying  mirror  seen, 
Enlarg'd,  ennobled^  elevate,  divine  ! 
To  prophesy  our  own  futurities ; 
To  gase  in  thought  on  what  all  thought  transcends ! 
To  talky  with  feUow-^amdidates,  of  joys 
As  fiv  beyond  conception  as  desert, 
Ounelves  th*  astonish*d  talkers,  and  the  tale  ! 
Lorenzo,  swells  thy  bosom  at  the  thought  ? 
Tbe  swell  becomes  thee :  *t  is  an  honest  pride. 
Revere  thyself;  — and  yet  thyself  despise. 
I£a  nature  no  man  can  o*er.rate ;  and  none 
Can  under-rate  his  merit.     Take  good  heed. 
Nor  there  be  modest,  where  thou  should*st  be  proud ; 
That  ahnost  universal  errour  shun. 
How  just  our  pride,  when  we  behold  Viose  heights ! 
Not  those  ambition  paints  in  air,  but  tliose 
Btason  points  out,  and  ardent  virtue  gains ; 
And  angels  emulate  :  our  pride  how  just  I 
When  mount  we?  When  these  shackles  cast? 
Ttia  cell  of  the  creation  ?  tliis  small  ne^t, 
Sloc^  in  a  comer  of  the  universe, 
Wmpt  up  in  fleecy  cloud,  and  fine-spim  air  ? 
Fine-spun  to  sense ;  but  gross  and  feculent 
To  souls  celestial ;  souls  ordain*d  to  bruathe 
Ambrosial  gales,  and  drink  a  purer  sky ; 
Gfcedy  triumphuit  on  <tm«*s  further  sliore. 
Where  virtue  reigns,  enrich'd  with  full  arrears ; 
While  jmnp  imjmial  begs  an  alms  of  peace. 
In  empire  high,  or  in  proud  science  deep, 
Te  bom  of  Eai^ !  on  what  can  you  confer, 
With  half  the  dignity,  with  half  the  gain, 
The  gust,  the  glow  of  rational  delight, 
As  on  <Ats  theme,  which  angels  praise  and  share? 
Men's  fiitea  and  fiivours  are  a  theme  in  Heaven. 

What  wretched  repetition  cloys  us  here  / 
WiMt  periodic  potions  for  the  sick  ! 
Distemper'd  bodies !  and  distemper*d  minds ! 
In  an  eternity,  what  scenes  shall  strike ! 
Adventures  thicken  !  novelties  surprise ! 
Whet  webs  of  wonder  shall  unravel,  there  ! 
Whet  fiill  day  pour  on  all  the  paths  of  Heaven, 
And  light  th*  Ahnighty's  footsteps  in  the  detip ! 
How  shall  the  blessed  day  of  our  discharge 
Unwind,  at  once,  the  hd^rinths  of  fate» 
And  straighten  iu  inextricable  maze ! 

If  liififiwgtiiglmhlg  thirst  in  man 
Tokiftow;  how  ri<^  how  full,  our  banquet //wrrc  / 
'^tere^  not  the  moral  world  alone  unfolds; 
The  world  material^  lately  seen  in  shades, 
fimAj  in  those  shades,  by  fragments  only  seen, 
And  esen  those  fragments  by  the  labouring  eye, 
IbdtrokeOf  then,  illustrious  and  entire. 
Its  ample  sphere,  its  universal  frame, 
Ia  liiil  dimeosiotts,  swells  to  the  survey ; 
And  entos,  at  one  ghmce,  the  ravisht  sight. 
Frocn  sane  superior  point  (where,  who  can  tdl  ? 
SmSB^c^  it,  *t  is  a  point  where  gods  reside) 
j]0^  sbsll  the  stranger  man's  illunun*d  eye, 
In  fl^e  wast  ocean  of  unbounded  space, 
3^iold  apn  infinite  of  floating  worlds 
X>gvMie  ne  crystal  waves  of  ether  pure. 


In  endless  voyage,  without  port  ?  Hie  leatt 
Of  these  diss^oainated  orbs,  how  great ! 
Great  as  they  are,  what  numbers  these  surpass, 
Huge,  as  leviathan,  to  that  small  race. 
Those  twinkling  multitudes  of  little  life. 
He  swallows  unperceiv*d  ?  Stupendous  these ! 
Yet  what  are  these  stupendous  to  the  whole  ! 
As  particles,  as  atoms  ill  perceiv'd ; 
As  circulating  globules  in  our  veins ; 
So  vast  the  plan.     Fecundity  divine ! 
Exuberant  source !  perhaps,  I  wrong  thee  stilL 

If  admiration  is  a  source  of  joy. 
What  transport  hence !  yet  this  the  least  in  Heaven. 
What  Mis  to  that  illustrious  robe  he  wears, 
Who  tossed  this  mass  of  wonders  from  his  hand, 
A  specimen,  an  earnest  of  his  power  ? 
*T  is  to  that  glory,  whence  all  glory  flows. 
As  the  mead^s  meanest  floweret  to  the  Sun, 
Which  gave  it  birth.  But  what,  this  Sun  of  Heaven  ? 
This  bliss  supreme  of  the  supremely  blest? 
Death,  only  Death,  the  question  can  resolve. 
By  Death,  cheap-bought  th'  ideas  of  our  joy ; 
The  hare  ideas !  solid  happiness 
So  distant  from  its  shadow  chas*d  below. 

And  chase  we  still  the  phantom  through  the  fire^ 
0*er  boff,  and  brake,  and  precipice,  till  death  ? 
And  ttm  we  still  for  sublunary  pay  ? 
Defy  the  dangers  of  the  fleld  and  flood. 
Or,  spider-like,  spin  out  our  precious  all. 
Our  more  than  vitals  spin  (if  no  regard 
To  great  futurity)  in  curious  webs 
Of  subtle  thought,  and  exquisite  design ; 
(Fine  net-work  of  the  brain !]  to  catch  a  fly  ? 
The  momentary  buzz  of  vain  renown ! 
A  name  ;  a  mortal  immortality ! 

Or  (meaner  still !)  instead  of  grasping  air, 
For  sordid  lucre,  plunge  we  in  the  mire? 
Drudse,  sweat,  through  every  shame,  for  eveiy  gain. 
For  vile  contaminating  trash ;  throw  up 
Our  hope  in  Heaven,  our  dignity  with  man  ? 
And  dofy  the  dirt,  matur'd  to  gold? 
Ambition,  avarice  f  the  two  demons  these. 
Which  goad  through  every  slough  our  human  herd, 
Hard.tiBvell*d  from  tlie  cradle  to  the  grave. 
How  low  the  wretches  stoop !  How  steep  they  dimb  I 
These  demons\nxm  mankind;  but  most  possess 
Lorenzo^s  bosom,  and  turn  out  the  skies. 

Is  it  in  Hme  to  hide  eternity  f 
And  why  not  in  an  atom  on  the  shore 
To  cover  ocean?  or  a  mote,  the  Sun? 
Glory  and  wealth  I  have  they  this  blinding  power? 
What  if  to  them  1  prove  Lorenzo  blind  ? 
Would  it  surprise  thee?  Be  thou  then  surprised ; 
Thou  neither  know*st ;  their  nature  learn  from  me. 

Mark  well,  as  foreign  as  tttete  subjects  seem. 
What  close  connection  ties  them  to  my  theme. 

First,  what  is  true  ambition  ?  Tlie  pursuit 
Of  glory,  nothing  less  than  man  can  share. 
Were  they  as  vain  as  gaudy-minded  man, 
As  flatulent  with  fumes  of  self-applause. 
Their  arts  and  conquests  animals  might  boast, 
And  claim  their  laurel  crowns,  as  well  as  we ; 
But  not  celestial.     Here  we  stand  abne  ; 
As  in  our  form,  distinct,  pre-eminent ; 
Ujtrone  in  thought,  our  stature  is  our  shame : 
And  man  should  blush,  his  forehead  meets  the  skies. 
The  visible  and  jtresent  are  for  brutes, 
A  slender  portion !  and  a  narrow  bound  ! 
Tliese  reason,  will)  an  energy  divine, 
O'crlcaps ;  and  claims  Uie>^«r  and  w^en  s 
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Tbefittaiisem!  the  future  ftrthomleM ! 
"When  the  great  soul  buoys  up  to  this  high  point, 
Leaying  gross  iVo/vre's  sediments  below, 
Tbeo,  and  then  only,  Adam's  oflbpring 
The  sage  and  hero  of  the  fields  and  W( 
AseerlB  his  rank,  and  rises  into  man. 
3^  is  ambition :  this  is  Auimm  fire. 

Can  partt  or  place  (two  bold  pretenders !)  make 
Lorenso  great,  and  pluck  him  fh>m  the  throng  ? 

Genius  and  ortf  ambition's  boasted  wings. 
Our  boast  but  ill  deserve.     A  feeble  aid! 
Dedalian  enginery !  If  these  alone 
Assist  our  fl^ht,yamtf's  flight  is  glory's  fall. 
Heart-merit  wanting,  mount  we  ne'er  so  high. 
Our  height  is  but  the  gibbet  of  our  name. 
A  celebrated  wretch,  when  I  behold ; 
When  I  behold  a  genius  bright,  and  base. 
Of  towering  talents,  and  terrestrial  aims ; 
MetUnks  I  see^  as  thrown  £rom  her  high  sphere. 
The  glorious  fragments  of  a  soul  immortal. 
With  rubbish  miz'd,  and  glittering  in  the  dust. 
Struck  at  the  splendid,  melancholy  sight. 
At  once  con^KUtion  sdft,  and  envy,  rise- 
But  wherefore  envy?  Talents,  angeUbright, 
If  wanting  worth,  are  shining  instruments 
In  fidse  ambition's  hand,  to  finish  fmults 
Illustrious,  and  give  infamy  renown. 

Great  iff  is  an  acfaierement  of  great  powers. 
Plain  sense  but  rarely  leads  us  far  astray. 
Beaton  the  means,  a^eGtions  choose  our  end; 
Means  have  no  ment,  if  our  end  amiss. 
If  wrong  our  hearts,  our  heads  are  right  in  Tain  ; 
What  is  a  Pelham's head,  to  Pelham's  heart? 
Hearts  are  proprietors  of  all  applause. 
Right  ends,  and  means,  make  wisdom :  worldly-wise 
Is  but  Ao/^witted,  at  its  highest  praise. 

Let  genius  then  despair  to  make  thee  great ; 
Nor  flatter  jtoTJon      What  is  station  high? 
'T  is  a  proud  mendicant ;  it  boasts,  and  begs; 
It  begs  an  alms  of  homage  from  the  throng, 
And  oft  the  throng  deniea  its  charity. 
Monarchs  and  ministers  are  aweftil  names ! 
Whoever  wear  them,  challenge  our  devoir. 
Religion,  public  order,  both  exact 
£xtmuU  homage,  and  a  supple  knee, 
To  beings  pompously  set  up,  to  serve 
The  meanest  slave ;  off  morv  is  merit  s  duc^ 
Her  sacred  and  inviolable  right. 
Nor  ever  paid  the  numarch,  but  the  man* 
Our  hearts  ne'er  bow  but  to  superior  worlh  / 
Nor  ever  fail  of  their  allegiance  there. 
Fools,  indeed,  drop  the  man  in  their  account^ 
And  vote  the  mantle  into  mijesty. 
Let  the  tmaU  savage  boast  his  silver  fhr ; 
His  royal  robe  unborrow'd,  and  unbtfu^t, 
His  own,  descending  fairly  from  his  aires. 
ShaQ  man  be  proud  to  wear  his  livery, 
And  souls  in  ermin  scorn  a  soul  trithout? 
Can  place  or  lessen  us,  or  aggrandixe  ? 
Pygmies  are  pygmies  stiU,  though  perch'd  on  alps; 
Ajid  pyramids  are  pyramids  In  vales. 
Each  man  makes  his  own  stature,  builds  hhnself : 
Virtue  alone  outbuilds  the  pyramids  : 
Her  monuments  shall  last,  when  Egypt's  ftJL 
Of  these  sure  truths  dost  thou  demand  the  cause  ? 
Hie  cause  is  lodg'd  in  immortaliiy, 
Hdsr,  and  assent     Thy  bosom  boms  for  power ; 
What  atatioo  charms  thee  ?  I'll  instal  thee  there ; 
*T  is  thine.     And  art  thou  greater  than  Itefifre  f 
Hmb  thou  before  wast  somi^iing  less  than  man. 


Has  thy  new  post  bctnnr'd  thee  into  piide? 
That  treacherous  pride  betrays  the  dignity; 
Tliat  pride  defiunes  humanity,  and  odls 
The  being  mean,  which  ji(^  or  tfris^  can  rube. 
That  pri<k,  like  hooded  hawki,  in  dariuies  wan, 
From  blindness  bold,  and  towering  to  theskia. 
'T  is  bom  of  ilgnortnux,  which  knows  not  oaa; 
An  angel's  second ;  nor  his  second,  long. 
A  Nero  quitting  his  imperial  throne, 
And  courting  ^ory  fron  the  tinkling  string, 
But  fiundy  shadows  an  immortal  sod, 
With  empire's  self,  to  pride,  or  rsptore,  iir'd. 
If  nobler  motives  mJniwtyr  no  cure^ 
E'en  vanity  forbids  thee  to  be  vain. 

High  worth  is  elevated  place :  *t  is  more; 
It  makes  the  post  stand  candidate  for  tbce ; 
Makes  more  than  monarchs,  makes  an  booot  ms; 
Though  no  exdkequer  \\  commands,  't  is  weshfa; 
And  though  it  wears  no  rilkbanit  \  is  renown ; 
Renown,  Siat  would  not  quit  thee,  though  diipx'i 
Nor  leave  thee  pendant  on  a  master's  mile. 
Other  ambition  Naiure  interdkts ; 
Nature  proclaims  it  most  absurd  in  man, 
By  pointing  at  his  origin,  and  end ; 
Milk,  and  a  swathe,  aiiiray  his  whole  demml; 
His  whole  domain,  aX  uutf  a  turf,  or  stone; 
To  whom,  between,  a  worid  may  seem  too  sntD. 

Souls  truly  great  dart  forwiord  on  the  mo% 
Of  just  ambition,  to  the  grand  result : 
The  curtains  fall :  there,  see  the  buskia'ddaef 
Unshod  behind  this  momentary  scene ; 
Reduc'd  to  his  own  stature,  low  or  hi^ 
As  vice  or  virtue,  sinks  him,  or  sublifties; 
And  lauffh  at  this  ftntastic  mummery, 
T\m  antic  prelude  of  grotesque  events, 
Where  dwarfii  are  often  stilted,  and  heMf 
A  littleness  of  soul  by  worids  o'er-nm, 
And  nations  hdd  in  blood.     Dread  sacriftoe 
To  (TAriftion  pride!  which  had  with  honowdnkv 
Hie  darkest  Pagans  oiftffM  to  theb  godi 

O  thou  most  Chns0ftn  enemy  to  peace; 
Again  in  arms?  Agaon  provoking  ikte? 
That  prince,  and  that  alone,  is  truly  p<*'*^ 
Who  draws  the  sword  fchictant,  g^y  sbesdte; 
On  empire  builds  vrfaat  empire  fitf  ootwc^br 
And  makes  his  throne  aao^old  to  the skio. 

WhytMisorare?  Because  forgot  of  all 
The  day  of  death ;  that  venerable  day, 
Which  sits  as  judge;  that  dky,  vrfaicb  Ml  ii«i«a^ 
On  all  our  days,  slMohre  thorn,  or  oondemB. 
Ixirenzo^  never  shut  diy  thoti^it  against  r  ; 
Be  levees  ne'er  so  AiU,  afibrd  it  room, 
And  give  it  audience  m  the  eabbut. 
That  friend  oonsidted,  flstleriea  aport^ 
Will  tell  thee  frhr,  if  thou  art  gRMrt^  or  mMB. 

To  dote  on  aught  may  leave  us,  or  be  kft, 
IstiiatomMftm/  Tlien  let  flames  dacM 
Point  to  the  centre  their  inverted  f]Mfe% 
And  learn  humiliation  from  seoul. 
Which  boasts  her  Unease  from  celesliil  iNk 
Yet  tkete  an  tb^  the  wuila  prououncM  wne ; 
Hie  vrorid  wfaidi  canoeir  Natuie's  n^  sad  wwg^ 
And  casts  iMwwiadflnrr  eVn  dfegrvfensekM' 
His  solemn  fiioe,  to  cowm^—t nrefcesin. 
Wisdom  for  parts  is  modneas  for  te  whsls. 
This  stamps  the  paradox,  and  give*  ni  have 
To  call  the  wisest  weak,  tfie  ridnat  poar. 
Hie  moat  anmitious,  unanipitiewa,  iBeaB ; 
In  triumph,  mean;  and  al^ect  on  » « 
Nothing  can  m^e  it  k«  tfaaa  Mad  in  i 
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lb  put  forth  all  Hi  a^Mir,  all  M«  art^ 
And  give  fab  soal  her  full  unbounded  flighlf 
But  reaching  khih  who  gato  her  wingi  to  fly. 
When  blind  ambition  quite  mistakes  her  road, 
And  downward  pores»  for  that  which  afainas  abore, 
Substantial  happiness,  and  true  renown ;    ^ 
Hien,  Kke  an  idiot  gaatng  on  the  brook. 
We  leap  at  stars^  and  fasten  in  the  mud; 
At  glory  grasp,  and  ank  in  infamy. 

AwMtion  /  powerful  source  of  good  and  ill ! 
Thy  strengtli  in  man,  like  length  St  wing  in  birds, 
When  disei^ag  d  flnom  £arth,  widi  gfsater  ease^ 
And  swifbr  flight,  transports  us  to  the  skies ; 
By  toys  entangled,  or  in  gilt  bemir*d. 
It  turns  a  curse ;  it  is  our  chain,  and  scourge, 
In  this  dark  dungeon,  where  oonfin'd  we  lie, 
Close  grated  by  the  sordid  bars  of  tentei 
All  prospect  of  eternity  shut  out ; 
And,  but  for  exectUkm,  ne*er  set  free. 

With  errour  in  o^tMltiim  justly  charged, 
Find  we  Lorenao  wiser  in  MaweaitAt 
What  if  thy  rental  I  refbrm?  and  draw 
An  inTentoiy  new  to  set  thea  right  ? 
Where  thy  true  trtatunf  Gold  says,  «  Notin  met** 
And,  «<  Not  hi  me,"  the  diamond.     6oldispoor|. 
India's  insolTent;  seek  it  in  thyself. 
Seek  in  thy  ns&ed  self,  and  find  it  there ; 
In  being  so  descend^,  fbrm*d,  endow'd ; 
Skj-boni,  sky-gnided,  sky-returning  race ! 
Elmt,  immortal,  rational,  dirine ! 
In  anues  wldch  inherit  Earth,  and  Heateds ; 
Enjoy  the  various  riches  Natwit  yields ; 
Far  noUer !  gue  the  ridies  they  ei^y ; 
Oire  taste  to  fruits ;  and  harmony  to  groves; 
Their  radiant  beams  to  gold,  and  gold's  bright  Are; 
Taka  in,  at  once,  the  landscape  of  the  world, 
At  n  small  inlet,  whidi  a  grain  misht  dose, 
And  half-create  the  wondrous  wonA  €t»ej  see* 
Onr  tentett  as  our  reammf  are  dirine. 
Bvt  fbr  the  magic  organ's  powerful  charm, 
Eardi  were  a  rode,  uncdour'd  chaos,  stiU. 

O^/ecet  are  but  th'  occasion;  ours  &'  exphk; 
Oivs  is  the  doth,  the  pendl,  and  the  paint, 
WhMi  Nature's  admirable  picture  tews; 
And  beantifics  creation's  ample  dome. 
Like  ICiHon's  Ete,  when  Rasing  on  the  lake, 
ICan  nndies  Ae  matchless  unage,  man  admires. 
S^,  then,  shall  man,  his  thou^its  all  sent  abroad, 
Superior  wonders  in  himself  fbigot. 
His  admiration  waste  on  objects  round. 
When  Heaven  makes  hnn  the  soul  of  all  he  Mes? 
Abaaid  f  not  rare !  so  great,  so  mean,  is  matt 
What  wealth  in  Mnsetsudi  as  these!    Wfaatwealfli 
In  fimc^f  iir'd  to  form  a  fairer  scene 
Than  jnwe  surveys !     In  mewkanf^  firm  record, 
Whseh,  should  it  perish,  oouM  this  workl  recall 
Fran  tlia  dark  shadows  of  o'erwhdmlng  yeirs ! 
In  colovrs  f^csh,  originally  bright, 
neaerve  its  portrait,  and  report  its  fote ! 
What  wealth  in  inkUect^  that  sovereign  power, 
WIdcli  $tiae  and  fancy  iummons  to  the  bar ; 
Imeiiugates,  qiproves,  or  reprehendi ; 
And  from  the  mtti  those  KfKferiif^  fanport, 
FWim  their  materials  sifted,  and  refln'd. 
And  in  imtA's  balance  accurstdy  wdgfa'd, 
Forais  opl,  and  scieAef,  gosefAmofi/,  and  lomi 
The  soKd  basis,  and  the  beauteous  fhune. 
The  vitals,  and  the  grace  of  cMT  Ufo ! 

r  (sad  exception !}  set  aside, 
r  hand,  a  copy  fair 
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Of  iUf  klH»  whostf  hiduliSBft  thought 

Long,  long,  ere  chaos  teem'd,  plann'd  hMiman  btissd' 

What   weaiOi  in  soub  that  soar,  dive,    raoga 
around. 
Disdaining  limit,  orfromplace^  or  time; 
And  hear  at  once^  in  ttiought  extensive,  hea» 
Th'  Almighty  /Soi,  and  the  trmnpefs  unmd  I 
Bold,  on  creation's  outside  walk,  and  view 
What  was,  and  is,  and  more  than  e'er  shall  be ; 
Commanding,  with  omnipotence  of  thought, 
Crcatiens  new  in  fancy's  Add  to  rise ! 
Souls,  that  can  grasp  whate'er  th'  Almig^  made^ 
And  wander  wild  through  things  impossible ! 
What  woUki  in  JacwUkt  of  endless  growth, 
In  quenchless  pa$tum»  riolent  to  crave^ 
In  UbeHy  to  choose,  in  power  to  readi. 
And  in  deration  (how  thy  riches  rise !) 
Durstion  to  perpataMile— boundless  bliss ! 

Ask  you,  what  power  resides  in  feeble  man 
That  bliss  to  gain  ?    Is  inrfve's,  then,  unknown  ? 
Virtue,  our  present  peace,  our  futura  priaa 
Man's  unprecarious,  natural  estate, 
Improveable  at  will,  in  virtue  lies ; 
Its  tenure  sure ;  its  ineome  is  divine. 

High4Miilt  abundance^  heap  on  heap  \  for  what? 
To  breed  new  wants,  and  b^ypur  us  the  more ; 
Then  make  a  richer  scramble  fbr  the  throng? 
Soon  aa  this  foeble  pulse^  which  leaps  so  long 
Almost  by  miracle,  is  tir'd  with  play. 
Like  rubbish  fWmi  disploding  engines  thrown^ 
Our  magaaines  of  hoarded  trifles  fly ; 
Fly  diverse;  ily  to  foreigners,  to  fcies; 
New  masten  court,  and  call  the  former  fool 
(How  justly !)  fbr  dependence  on  their  st^. 
Wide  scatter,  first,  our  playthings;  then,  our  dust 

Dost  court  abundance  for  the  sake  of  peace? 
Learn,  and  lament  thy  self-defeated  scheme : 
Riches  enable  to  be  richer  still ; 
And,  ncher  etOt  what  mortal  can  resist  ? 
Thus  wealth  (a  crud  task-master !)  enjoina 
New  toQs,  succeeding  toils,  an  endless  train ! 
And  murdera  peace,  which  taught  it  first  to  shine. 
Hie  poor  are  Aoj^  as  wretched  as  the  rich; 
Whose  proud  and  painful  privilege  it  is^ 
At  once,  to  bear  a  double  load  of  woe; 
Tofed  the  sthigs  of  mtiy,  and  of  wa$U, 
Outrageous  want !  both  Indies  cannot  cure. 

A  competence  is  vital  to  content. 
Much  wealth  is  corpulence,  if  not  disease ; 
Sck,  or  encumber'd,  is  our  happiness. 
A  competence  is  all  we  can  ei^. 
O  be  content,  where  Heaven  can  give  no moeel 
More,  like  a  fbsh  of  water  from  a  lock, 
Quidcens  otir  spirits'  movement  §ot  an  hottr ; 
But  soon  its  fbrce  is  spent,  nor  rise  our  joys 
Above  our  native  temper's  oonmon  stream. 
Hence  disappointment  lurks  in  every  priaei, 
As  bees  in  flowers ;  and  stings  us  with  suoesas. 

The  rich  man,  who  denies  it,  proudly  fWgns  | 
Nor  knows  the  wise  are  privy  to  tiie  He. 
Much  learning  shows  Ixm  Uttle  mortah  know  / 
Much  wealth,  how  little  worldlings  can  ciypy/ 
At  best,  it  babies  us  with  endless  torfs. 
And  keeps  us  diildren  till  we  drop  to  dm. 
As  monkeys  at  a  mirror  stand  amas'd. 
They  ikfl  to  And  what  tfiey  so  plafady  sea ; 
Thus  men,  in  ildning  riches,  see  tiie  fhee 
Of  happfaMM,  nor  know  It  b  a  shade ; 
But  gaaew  and  touch,  and  peep,  and  peep  agsi^ 
And  Wilis,  and  wonder  it  is  abaent  styt 
Oo  f^  I 
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How  few  can  iMcue  opulence  from  want ! 
Who  Uret  to  nature,  rarely  can  be  poor ; 
Who  Urea  to  fancy,  never  can  be  rich. 
Poor  is  the  man  in  debt;  the  man  of  gold, 
In  debt  to  firtune,  trembles  at  her  power. 
Hie  man  of  reamm  snules  at  her,  and  death. 
O  what  a  patrimony  this !     A  being 
Of  such  inherent  strength  and  migesty, 
Not  worlds  poasest  can  raiae  it ;  worlds  destroy'd 
Can't  injure ;  which  holds  on  its  glorious  coune, 
When  tlune,  O  Nature  I  ends ;  too  blest  to  nxnim 
Creation's  obsequies.     What  treasure,  thu  ! 
Hie  monarch  is  a  beggar  to  the  man. 

Immortal  I    Ages  past,  yet  nothing  gone ! 
Mom  without  ere !  a  race  without  a  goal ! 
Unahorten'd  by  progression  infinite  ! 
Futurity  for  ever  future !     Life 
Beginning  still  where  computation  ends ! 
'T  is  the  description  of  a  Ikky  / 
'T  is  the  description  of  the  menntfit  da»e : 
Hie  meanest  slave  dares  then  Lorenzo  scorn  ? 
Hie  meanest  slave  thy  tooereign  glory  shares. 
Phmd  youth !  fiuddious  of  the  lower  world ! 
Man's  lawful  pride  includes  humility  : 
Stoops  to  the  lowest ;  is  too  great  to  find 
Inferiors ;  all  immortal !  brothers  all ! 
Proprietors  eternal  of  thy  love. 

Immortal  /    What  can  strike  the  tents  so  strongs 
Asthisthesov//    It  thunders  to  the  thought ; 
Beaton  amazes ;  gratitude  o'erwhelms ; 
No  more  we  slumber  on  the  brink  of  fate ; 
Rous'd  at  the  sound,  th*  exulting  soul  ascends, 
And  breathes  her  native  air ;  an  air  that  feeds 
Amotions  high,  and  fiuis  ediereal  fires ; 
Quick  kindles  all  that  is  divine  within  us; 
Nor  leaves  one  loitering  thought  beneath  the  stars. 

Has  not  Lorenzo's  bosom  caught  the  flame  ? 
Immortal  /     Were  but  one  immortal,  how 
Would  others  envy !     How  would  thrones  adore ! 
Because 't  is  common,  is  the  blessins  lost  ? 
How  thit  ties  up  the  bounteous  lumd  of  Heaven  ! 
O  vain,  vain,  vain,  all  else !     Eternity  I 
A  glorious,  and  a  needful  refuge,  that, 
Fkom  vile  imprisonment,  in  abject  views. 
'T  is  immortality,  't  is  that  alone, 
Amid  life's  paint,  abatement,  emptinett, 
Hie  soul  can  comfort,  elevate,  tLtkdJUL 
That  only,  and  that  amply,  this  peribrms ; 
Lifts  us  above  life's  pains,  her  joys  above ; 
Hieir  terrowrthote,  and  tlkete  their  lustre  lose ; 
Eternity  depending  covers  all ; 
Eternity  depending  all  achieves ; 
Sets  Earth  at  distimce;  casts  her  into  shades  ; 
Blends  her  distinctions ;  abrogates  her  powers ; 
Hie  low,  the  lofty,  joyous,  and  severe. 
Fortune's  dread  frowns,  and  frsdnating  smiles, 
Make  one  promiscuous  and  neglected  heap, 
Hie  man  beneath  ;  if  I  may  adl  him  man, 
Whom  immoriaiity*s  friU  force  inspires. 
Nothing  terrestrial  touches  his  high  thought ; 
Suns  slune  unseen,  and  thunders  roll  unheard, 
By  minds  quite  conscious  of  their  high  descent, 
Their  present  province,  and  their  future  prize ; 
Divinely  darting  upward  every  wish. 
Warm  on  the  wing,  in  glorious  abtence  lost  > 

Doubt  you  this  truth?  Why  labours  your  belief? 
If  Earth's  whole  orb  by  some  due  distanc'd  eye 
Were  seen  at  once,  her  towering  Alps  would  sink. 
And  leveU'd  Atlas  leave  an  even  sphere. 
Ilius  Earth,  and  all  that  earthly  minds  admire. 


'  Is  swallow'd  in  EttntH^a  vtft  round. 
To  that  stupendous  view  when  souls  awake, 
So  large  of  late,  so  mountainous  to  man, 
TVm^'s  toys  subside;  and  equal  all  below. 

Enthusiastic,  this  ?     Then  all  are  weak. 
But  rank  enthusiasts.     To  thb  godlike  hdght 
filoffitf  soub  have  soar'd ;  or  martyn  ne'er  h^i  hied. 
And  all  may  do^  what  has  by  man  been  done* 
Who,  beaten  by  these  sublunary  storms, 
Boundless,  interminable  joys  can  weigh, 
Unraptur'd,  unexalted,  uninflam'd? 
What  slave  wMett,  who  from  to-morrow's  dawn 
Expects  an  empire  ?     He  forgets  his  chain, 
And,  thron'd  in  thought,  his  td>tent  sceptre  waves 

Aii4  what  a  sceptre  waits  us .'  what  a  throne ) 
Her  own  immense  appointments  to  compute^ 
Or  comprehend  her  high  prerogatives. 
In  this  her  dark  minority,  how  toils. 
How  vainly  pants,  the  human  soul  divine ! 
Too  great  ^  bounty  seems  for  earthly  joj ; 
Wliat  heart  bottremhUt  at  so  strange  a  bliaB? 

In  spite  of  all  the  truths  the  Muse  has  song^ 
Ne'er  to  be  priz'd  enough !  enough  revolv'd ! 
Are  there  who  wrap  the  worid  so  dose  abcHit  tbesa, 
Hiey  see  no  ftirtho'  than  the  clouds ;  and  dance 
On  heedless  Vanity's  fantastic  toe, 
Till,  stumbling  at  a  straw,  in  their  careex^     [song  ? 
Headlong  they  plunge,  where  end  both  dance  and 
Are  there,  Lorenzo?    Is  it  possible  ? 
Are  there  on  Earth  (let  me  not  call  them  men) 
Who  lodge  a  soul  immortal  in  their  breasts; 
Unconscious  as  the  mountain  of  its  ore  ; 
Or  rock,  of  its  inestimable  gem  ? 
When  rocks  shall  melt,  and  mountains  vanish,  that 
Shall  know  their  treasure ;  treasure,  then^  no  movp. 

Are  there  (still  more  amazing !)  who  resist 
The  rising  thought?  who  smother,  in  its  birth. 
Hie  glorious  truth ?  who  struggle  to  be  brutes? 
Who  through  this  bosom-barrier  burst  their  way. 
And,  with  revers'd  ambition,  strive  to  sink  ? 
Who  labour  downwards  through  th'  opposing  powm 
Of  instinct,  reason,  and  the  worid  against  tfaaa. 
To  dismal  hopes,  and  shelter  in  the  shock 
Of  endless  night ;  night  darker  than  tiie  grav«*s? 
Who  fight  the  proofr  of  immortality  ? 
With  horrid  seal,  and  execrable  arti, 
Woric  all  their  engines,  level  their  black  firei^ 
To  blot  fVom  man  this  attribute  divine;, 
(Than  vital  blood  far  dearer  to  the  vriae,) 
Blasphemers,  and  rank  atheists  to  themtehaf 

To  contradict  them,  see  all  Nature  rise ! 
Wbat  object,  what  event,  the  Moon  beneaCl^ 
But  argues,  or  endean,  an  after-acene? 
To  reaaon  proves,  or  weds  it  to  dewre  t 
AU  things  proclaim  it  needfuls  some  advance 
One  precious  step  beyond,  and  prove  it  sip^r. 
A  thotisand  arguments  swarm  round  my  pen. 
From  Heaven,  and  Earth,  and  man.   Indulge  a  few 
By  Nature^  as  her  common  habit,  worn ; 
So  pretting  Fhmdence  a  truth  to  tcacfa, 
Which  truth  untaught,  all  other  truths  vrei 

Thou  !  whose  all-providential  eye  surveys^ 
Whose  hand  directs^  whose  spirit  fills  and  wa 
Creation,  and  holds  empire  far  beyond ! 
Eternity's  inhabitant  august ! 
Of  two  eternities  amazing  Lord! 
One  past,  ere  man's  or  angel's  had  begun  ; 
Aid !  while  I  rescue  from  the  foe's  assault 
Thy  ^orious  immortality  in  man  : 
A  theme  for  ever,  and  for  all,  of  weight, 
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Bj  tfaoM  who  lore  thee  most,  who  mort  adore. 

Natwrtf  tfaj  nmgntWy  mir  rhmginj^  biftfi 
Of  fSbm  Ae  great  /mnwrfaMp,  to  man 
fljpeaks  wisdnn :  if  hie  onde  supreme ; 
And  he  who  mort  consults  her,  is  most  wise. 
Loreoio,  to  this  heavenly  Delphos  haste ; 
And oome  back  all-inunortal ;  all-divine: 
Look  Nature  through,  't  u  rtvoLudon  all ;       [night 
AH  change;  no  dMth.    Day  follows  night,  and 
Hid  dying  day ;  stan  rise,  and  set,  and  rise; 
Earth  takes  th*  example.     See,  the  Summer  gay, 
With  her  green  chaplet,  and  ambrosial  flowers, 
Droops  into  pallid  Autumn :   Winter  gn^, 
Hotnd  with  frost,  and  turbulent  with  storm. 
Blows  Autumn,  and  his  golden  fruits,  away : 
Then  naelta  into  the  Spring :  softSpring,  with  breath 
Faroaian,  from  warm  chnobers  of  the  south, 
ReeaOs  the  jSn«.     All,  toi^flourish,  fiMies; 
Aa  in  a  wheel,  all  sinks,  to  re-ascend : 
EmHems  of  man,  who  passes,  not  expiree 

With  this  minute  distinction,  emblems  just, 
NahiT€  revolves,  but  man  advances ;  both 
Eternal,  thai  a  circle,  this  a  line. 
Tkat  gravitates,  tkit  soars.     Th*  aspiring  soul, 
ArdefUt  and  tremuUnUf  like  flame,  ascends, 
Zeai  and  kumUity  her  wings,  to  Heaven. 
The  world  of  nutter,  with  its  various  forms. 
All  dies  into  new  life.     Life  bom  from  death 
RoUs  the  vast  mass,  and  shall  for  ever  roll. 
No  single  atom,  once  in  being,  lost. 
With  change  of  counsel  charges  the  Most  High. 

What  hence  infers  Xx>renzo?    Can  it  be ? 
2£atter  immortal  ?     And  shall  spirit  die  ? 
Above  the  nobler,  shall  less  noble  rise  ? 
Shall  man  alone,  for  whom  all  else  revives, 
Ko  resurrection  know  ?     Shall  man  alone, 
Imperial  man !  be  sown  in  barren  ground, 
Lcaa  privileg*d  than  grain,  on  which  he  feeds? 
Is  man,  in  whom  alone  b  power  to  prise 
The  b&s  of  being,  or  with  previous  pain 
Deplore  its  period,  by  the  spleen  of  fate 
Ocfieiely  doom*d  deatk*%  single  unredeem*d? 
If  Nature's  revohtHon  speaks  aloud. 
In  her  gradation,  hear  her  louder  still. 
Look  Nature  through,  't  is  neat  gradation  all. 
Bjr  what  minnte  degrees  her  scale  ascends .' 
Eadi  middle  nature  join'd  at  each  extreme. 
To  tiiat  above  it  join*d,  to  that  beneath. 
Psrtay  into  parts  reciprocally  shot, 
Afabor  divorce :  what  love  of  union  reiffns ! 
Here^  dormant  matter  waits  a  call  to  lire ;    [sense ; 
Half-file,   half-death,  join'd  there;  here  life  and 
There;,  senae  from  reason  steals  a  glimmering  ray ; 
Itieaiisi  shines  out  in  man.     But  bow  preserv'd 
The  chain  unbroken  upward,  to  the  realms 
Of  iiscurporeal  Hfe?  those  realms  of  bUss 
Whei«  death  hath  no  dominion  ?     Grant  a  make 
Hate-mortal,  halilimmortal ;  earthy,  part, 
AmI  p^rt  ethereal ;  grant  the  soul  c^  man 
riasiial ;  or  in  man  the  series  ends. 
Wide  jnwna  the  gap ;  connection  is  no  more ; 

V^  reason  halts ;  her  next  step  wants  support; 
f  to  climb,  she  tumbles  from  her  scheme ; 
,  analogy  pronounc'd  so  true ; 
n's  surest  guide  below. 
mCb-,  aff^oHirv  calls  on  thy  b^ef. 
Jis^  W01  Lorenso,  careless  of  the  call, 
Pa^s  ^ifsiatinn  on  all  Nature  charge, 

-  tlMii  viobte  his  league  with  doiHi  ? 


RaDoanoelBB  w ion,  Mher  than  renoonoe 
The  dust  bekyv*d,  and  run  the  ru4r  of  Heaven? 
O  what  indignity  to  deathless  souls ! 
What  treason  to  the  majesty  of  man ! 
OfmantmrnoKo//    Hear  the  lofty  style : 
**  If  so  decreed,  th*  Abnighty  Will  be  done. 
Let  Earth  dissolve,  yon  ponderous  orbs  descend. 
And  grind  us  into  dust     The  soul  is  safe ; 
The  man  emerges ;  mounts  above  the  wreck. 
As  towering  flame  from  Nature*s  funeral  pyre ; 
0*er  devastation,  as  a  gainer,  smiles ; 
His  charter,  his  invioli^le  rights. 
Well  pleas'd  to  learn  from  thunder's  impotence^ 
Death's  pointless  darts,  and  Hell's  defeated  storms." 

But  these  chimeras  touch  not  thee,  Lorenzo ! 
Tlie  glories  of  the  world  thy  sevenfold  s/ueld. 
Other  ambition  than  of  crowns  in  air, 
And  superlunary  felicities, 
Hiy  bosom  warm.     I'll  cool  it,  if  I  can ; 
And  turn  those  glories  that  enchant,  against  thee 
What  ties  thee  to  this  life,  proclaims  the  next. 
If  wise,  the  cause  that  w,ound»  thee  is  thy  cure. 

Come,  my  ambitious  I  let  us  mount  together 
(To  mount,  Lorenso  never  can  refuse) ; 
And  from  the  clouds,  where  pride  delights  to  dwell. 
Look  down  on  Earth.^  What  see'st  thou?    Won. 

drous  tilings ! 
Terrestrial  wonders,  that  eclipse  the  skies. 
MOiat  lengths  of  labour'd  lands  !  what  loaded  seas ! 
Loaded  l^  man  for  pleasure,  wealth,  or  war ! 
Seas,  winds,  and  planets,  into  service  brought. 
His  art  acknowledge,  and  promote  his  ends. 
Nor  can  th'  eternal  rocks  his  will  withstand : 
What  level'd  mountains !  and  what  lifted  vales ! 
O'er  vales  and  mountains  sumptuous  cities  swell, 
And  gild  our  landscape  with  their  glittering  spires. 
Some  mid  the  wondering  waves  majestic  rise ; 
And  Neptone  holds  a  nurror  to  their  charms. 
Far  greater  still !  (what  cannot  mortal  might?) 
See,  wide  dominions  ravish'd  from  the  deep ! 
The  narrow'd  deep  with  indignation  foams. 
Or  southward  turn ;  to  delicate  and  grand. 
The  finer  arts  there  ripen  in  the  sun. 
How  the  tall  temples,  as  to  meet  their  eods, 
Ascend  the  skies !  the  proud  triumphal  arcli 
Shows  us  half  Heaven  beneath  its  ample  l)end. 
High  through  mid^air,  here,  streams  are  taught  to 

flow; 
Whole  rivers,  there,  laid  by  in  basons,  sleep. 
ffere,  plains  turn  oceans ;  there,  vast  oceans  join 
Through  kingdoms  channell'd  deep  from  shore  to 

shore! 
And  chang'd  creation  takes  its  free  from  man. 
Beats  thy  brave  breailt  for  formidable  scenes. 
Where  frme  and  empire  wait  upon  the  sword  ? 
See  fields  in  blood ;  hear  naval  thunders  rise ; 
Britannia's  voice !  that  awes  the  world  to  peace. 
How  yon  enormous  mole,  projecting,  breaks 
The  inid-sea,  furious  waves !     Tlieir  roar  amidst. 
Out-speaks  the  Deity,  and  says,  **  O  main ! 
Thus  fcr,  nor  farther ;  new  restndnta  obey." 
Earth  's  disembowell'd !  measur'd  arc  the  skies ! 
Stars  are  detected  in  thcur  deep  recess ! 
Creation  widens !  vanquish'd  ^oftiiv  yields ! 
Her  secrets  are  extorted !  art  prevails ! 
What  monument  of  genius,  spirit,  power ! 

And  now,  Lorenso !  raptur'd  at  this  scene. 
Whose  glories  render  Heaven  superfluous !  say, 
Whose  footsteps  these  7^Tmmortals  have  been  hoe. 
Could  less  dian  souls  hnmortal  diis  have  done? 
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Earth 's  corned  o'er  wkh  prooA  of  milt  imnortsl ; 
And  prooft  of  immorUlky/Wffl»f» 

To  flatter  thy  grand  foible,  I  Don^ 
TheMai«am6ir»ii*swork«i  and  theie  are  greM : 
But  tkit,  the  least  immortal  eotols  dui  do; 
IVaascend  them  all.-^But  what  can  tliese  tranwend  ? 
Doet  aak  me  what?—  One  sigh  for  Uie  diatreM. 
WhU  then  for  hyUels  f  Adeejterti^ 
•Til  moral  ffrandewr  makes  the  mighty  man  : 
How  mOe  tiiev,  who  diink  aught  gretU  below ! 
All  our  ambiuons  Dcadi  defeats,  but  one ; 
And  that  it  crowns.  Here  cease  we  :  but,  ere  long. 
More  powerful  pw)/"  shall  take  the  field  againU  thee, 
Stronger  than  death,  and  smiling  at  the  tomb. 


NlOHT  THI  SCTENTH. 

THE  INFIDEL  RECLAIMED. 
Paet  II. 

OnOammg  the  Nature,  Proof,  and  Importance^  of 
Immortality, 


As  we  are  at  war  with  the  power,  it  were  well  if  we 
were  at  war  with  the  manners,  of  France.  A 
land  of  levity  is  a  land  of  gtiilt.  A  terious  mind 
is  the  native  soil  of  every  virtue ;  and  the  single 
character  that  does  true  honour  to  mankind. 
The  iou/*<  immortality  has  been  the  favourite 
theme  with  the  serioui  of  all  ages.  Nor  is  it 
strange ;  it  is  a  subject  by  far  the  most  interest- 
ing,  and  important,  that  can  enter  the  mind  of 
man.  Of  highest  moment  this  subject  always 
toas  and  always  vtill  be.  Yi!t  this  its  higheit 
moment  seems  to  admit  of  increate,  at  this  day ; 
a  sort  of  occadonal  importance  is  superadded  to 
tlie  natural  weight  of  it ;  if  tliat  opinion  which  is 
advanced  in  the  prefiMie  to  the  preceding  Ni^fUf 
be  just.  It  is  there  supposed,  that  all  our  ti]/lc(d^ 
whatever  scheme,  for  argument's  sake,  and  to 
keep  themselves  in  countenance,  they  patronise, 
are  betrayed  into  their  deplorable  errour,  by  some 
doubts  of  their  immortaUtyt  at  the  bottom.  And 
the  more  I  consider  this  point,  the  more  I  am 
persuaded  of  the  truth  of  that  opinion.  Though 
the  distrust  of  a  futurilu  is  a  strange  errour ;  yet 
it  is  an  errour  into  whidi  bad  men  may  naturally 
be  distressed.  For  it  it  impossible  to  bid  de- 
fiance to  final  ruin,  without  some  refuge  in 
imagination,  some  presumption  of  escape.  And 
what  presumptioa  is  there?  There  are  but  two 
in  nature ;  but  two^  within  the  compass  of  human 
thought.  And  these  are*-  That  either  God  will 
not,  or  can  not  punish.  Considciing  the  divine 
attributes,  the  jint  is  too  mt\  to  be  digested  by 
our  strongest  wishes.  And  since  omn^fotenee  is 
as  much  a  divine  attribute  as  kolmmf  that  God 
cannot  punish,  is'as  absurd  a  supposition  as  the 
former.  God  esrtainly  oan  punish  as  long  at 
wicked  men  exist.  In  non-ezistenoe,  thmfore^ 
is  their  only  n^iige;  and,  consequently,  non. 
eiiiteace  is  their  stroogest  wish.  And  strong 
wishes  have  *  strange  iflioenoe  on  our  opiniooa ; 
they  bias  the  judgment  hk  a  manner,  aloMMC 
incradiUe.  And  sinee  on  HUt  member  of  their 
alternative,  there  are  some  very  small  tg/pearattces 


in  their  Jimmr,  aU  nontf  M  AH 
they  cmch  at  this  reed,  they  lay  bold  oa  ihk 
chimera,  to  save  tttemaelves  from  the  shock  and 
horrour  of  an  immodiale  and  n^ktle  despair. 

On  reviewing  my  subicct,  by  the  light  which  Ho 
argument,  and  otben  Of  Hke  tendency,  thectr 
upon  it,  I  was  more  incttned  tlien  ever  to  puraue 
it,  as  it  appeared  to  me  to  strike  dir«c^  nt  the 
main  root  of  all  our  infidelity.  In  tlie  fioUowiag 
pages  it  is,  accordingly,  pursued  at  lasgo ;  and 
some  arguments  for  immortality,  new  at  leant  t» 
me,  are  ventund  on  in  them.  There  abo  iIk 
writer  has  made  an  attempt  to  set  tlie  gross  ab- 
surdities  and  horrour*  of  amnikilation  in  ■  fnUtr 
and  more  affecting  view,  than  is  (I  tlink)  to  k 
met  with  elsewhere. 

The  gentlemen,  for  whose  sake  thia  oM^Bpt  w« 
chieiSy  made,  profioss  grsnt  iMimiratioa  mr  tht 
wisdom  of  heathen  antiquity :  what  piiy  it  is  tficy 
are  not  sincere!  If  they  were  sincetv,  Inw 
would  it  mortify  them  to  consider,  wiHi  whM 
contempt  and  abhorrence  their  notions  wobU 
have  been  received  by  thoee  whom  tliey.so  rand 
admire !  What  degree  of  contempt  iod  ahko^ 
rence  would  fidl  to  their  share,  may  be  eoejee- 
tured  by  the  following  matter  of  fnct  (in  niy 
opinion)  extremely  memorsble.  Of  all  Ihek 
heatlien  worthies,  Socrates  (it  is  well  known)  w» 
the  most  guarded,  dispassionate,  and  compoaed : 
yet  this  great  master  of  temper  was  nngry ;  and 
anffry  at  his  last  hour ;  andangry  with  his  fiicnd; 
and  anery  for  what  deserved  admowledgmeBt ; 
angry  tor  a  right  and  tender  instance  of  true 
friendship  towaras  him.  Is  not  this  smrptising? 
What  could  be  die  cause?  The  cause  w»s  for 
his  honour ;  it  was  atruly  noble,  thougliy  prriiaps, 
a  too  puncdlious  regard  for  immoriaBiy  :  fbr,  his 
friend  asking  him,  with  such  an  affoctiopate  eoiw 
cem  as  beoime  a  friend,  '*  Where  he 
deposit  his  remains  ?**  it  was  resented  by  t 
as  implying  a  dishonourable  sappoaitioo,  that  he 
could  be  so  mean,  as  to  have  a  reoanl  for  any 
Uiing,  even  in  hunself,  that  was  not  immortal. 

TUs  fiiict,  well  considered,  would  make  our  inidds 
withdraw  their  admiration  fhim  Socrates;  or 
make  them  endeavour,  by  their  imitation  of  tkis 
illustrious  example,  to  share  his  glory :  and  coo- 
sequently,  it  would  incline  them  to  pcraar  the 
following  pages  with  candour  and  impartiafi^ : 
which  is  all  I  desire;  and  that,  fbr  ikeir  rnkm-. 
for  I  am  persuaded,  that  an  unprgudteed  tnfiU 
must,  necessarily,  receive  some  advaol^eoas  m^ 
pressions  firom  them. 
Jufy  7. 1744. 

CimieHticftkeSe9enlkNiifU. 

In  the  Sixth  Night,  arguments  were  dnmrn  §mm 
Naiuref  in  ^noi  oHmtnortaU^  9  Asi%  « 
drawn  from  man  /  firom  his  disesnliiil  i 
;MsaeM  and  ^bawfti  from  tl»  1^ 
rsotOH/  finom  his  fearofdsalA;  foomtem 
of  Wandofdrtef/  from  hmtkigimA 
•s  being  the  moat  maantiai  propertiaa  of  i»  s 
from  the  oftbr  of  ertaUoni  from  llw  HMi 
ambition  i  aoimee  t  pimumre,  A  i 
mndeur  of  the  jMSrions. 
den  oar  present  state  ioteUigfola.     An  ( 
from  the  Stoic's  disbelief  of  immortaUtys 
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dtkm  of  oar  mmorttOity*  The  turttirel,  numt 
melancholy,  and  psthetic  complaint  of  a  worthy 
man,  under  the  persuasioii  of  no  Juiurity.  The 
gross  abiurdities  and  homwofannMation  urged 
home  on  Lorenso.  The  aouPs  vast  imjwrtance; 
fttMB  whence  H  arises.  ^The  dUffUmUy  of  being 
m  infidel  The  tii/bmy,  the  ctnue^  and  the  eko" 
meter  of  an  infidel  state.  What  true  firee^thinli- 
ing  is.  Hie  iuce$$ary  punishment  of  the  fUse. 
Man's  ruin  is  from  kmtelf.  An  infidel  accuses 
liimself  of  guilt,  and  hypoerinft  and  that  of  the 
worst  sort  His  obligation  to  Chriitian$,  What 
danger  he  incurs  by  virtue.  Vice  recommended 
to  hnn.  His  liigh  pretences  to  virtue  BXidbenevo- 
lence  exploded,  llie  conclusion,  on  the  nature 
fi  fakhf  retuon,  and  kojie,  with  an  apology  for 
Inis  attempt. 

HiATnr  gives  the  needful,  but  neglected,  call. 

What  day,  what  hour,  but  knocks  at  hataan  hearts, 

To  wake  the  soul  to  sense  of  future  scenes? 

Deaths  stand,  like  Mercuries,  in  every  way, 

And  kindly  point  us  to  our  journey's  end. 

Pope,  who  couldst  made  inmiortals !  art  thou  dead? 

I  give  thee  joy :  nor  will  I  take  my  leave  ; 

&>  soon  to  follow.     Man  but  dives  in  deatli ; 

Dives  ftom  the  Sun,  in  fairer  day  to  rise; 

Hm  ^ve,  his  subterranean  road  to  bliss. 

YeSf  mfinite  indulgence  plann'd  it  so ; 

Through  various  parts  our  glorious  story  runs ; 

Time  gives  ttie  prefi^e,  emOea  age  unrolls 

Hie  volunie  ^ne*er  unroH'd !)  of  human  fate. 
Tki$,  Earth  and  skies  already  *  have  proolaim'd. 

Hie  worfd  'a  a  prophecy  of  worlds  to  come ; 
And  who,  what  God  fbrtels  (who  spedu  in  tkbigf, 
9m  hmdar  tfian  in  words)  shaU  dare  deny  ? 
If  Ifatmt^M  arguments  appear  too  weak, 
IWn  a  new  lea^  and  stronger  read  in  nunu 
If  nan  sleepa  on,  untaught  by  what  he  sees, 
On  be  prove  infidel  to  whsAhe/eeUr 
Be,  whose  blind  thought  Aituri^  denies, 
Oocoosdous  bears,  Bellerophon !  like  thee, 
Hii  own  indictment ;  he  condemns  himself; 
Who  reads  bit  bosom,  reads  immortal  life ; 
Ot,  Kature^  tbere,  imposing  on  her  sons. 
Has  written  Ikbles ;  man  was  made  a  lie. 

Why  discontefU  fat  ever  harbour*!!  there  ? 
lacvable  consumption  of  our  peaoo ! 
Basdve  me,  why  the  cottager  and  king. 
He  whom  aea-oever'd  realms  obey,  ami  lie 
Who  ateak  his  whole  dominion  from  the  waste, 
Repelling  winter  blasts  with  mud  and  straw, 
Bttqineied  alike,  draw  sigh  for  digh. 
In  6le  so  distant,  in  complaint  so  near  ? 

Is  it,  that  things  terratrial  can't  content  ? 
Dtep  in  rich  pasture,  will  thy  flocks  complain? 
Net  so ;  but  to  their  master  is  denied 
To  ihare  their  sweet  serene.     Man,  ill  at  ea&e, 
ht  tbk,  not  Asm  own  place,  this  foreign  field, 
Where  Nature  fodders  him  with  other  food 
than  was  ordain'd  his  cravings  to  suffice, 
foot  in  abundance,  frmiish'd  at  a  feast, 
B^  on  for  something  more,  when  most  enjoy 'd. 

Is  Heaven  ^tsa^  kiiMer  to  thy  fiocks  than  thee? 
Ibt  so;  thy  pasture  richer,  but  remote ; 
U  part,  remote  ;  for  that  remoter  part 
Msa  Meats  firom  instinct,  tho*  perhaps,  debauch'd 
By  sense.  Us  renson  sleeps,  nor  dreams  the  cause. 

*  Night  the  Sith. 


The  cause  hoW  Obvious,  when  his  reason  wakes  I 
His  grief  b  but  Ms  grandeur  in  disguise ; 
And  discontent  is  immoriaiilt/. 

Shall  sons  of  ether,  shall  tiie  blood  of  Heaven, 
Set  up  their  hopes  on  Eartli,  and  stable  here 
With  brutal  acquiescence  in  the  mire  ? 
Lorenio !  no !  they  shall  be  nobly  pain'd ; 
The  glorious^/W^gTirrf,  distreas'd,  sludl  sigh 
On  thrones ;  and  thou  eongrat^date  tlie  si|^ : 
Man's  misery  declares  him  bom  for  bliss ; 
His  anxious  heart  asserto  the  truth  I  sing^ 
And  gives  the  sceptic  in  his  licad  the  He. 
Our  lieads,  our  hearts,  our  jxistitms,  and  our  powers. 
Speak  the  some  language ;  call  us  to  tlie  skies ; 
Unripen'd  these  in  &is  mclcinent  clime. 
Scarce  rise  nlwve  conjecture  and  mistake; 
And  for  this  land  of  trifles  those  too  strong 
Tumultuous  rise,  and  tempest  human  life : 
What  prise  on  Earth  can  pay  us  for  the  storm  ? 
Meet  objects  for  our  passUnis,  Heaven  ordain'd. 
Objects  that  challenge  all  their  fire,  and  Icaw 
No  fault,  but  in  defect     Blest  Heaven  !  avert 
A  bounded  ardour  for  unbotindcd  bliss! 
O  for  a  bliss  unbounded  t  far  bencatli 
A  soul  immortal,  is  a  mortal  joy. 
Nor  are  our  powers  to  perisli  immature; 
But,  afrer  feeble  effort  here,  bencatli 
A  brighter  sun,  and  in  a  nobler  soil. 
Transplanted  from  this  sublunary  bed. 
Shall  flourish  fair,  and  put  forth  all  their  blooaa. 

Reason  promssive,  instinct  is  complete ; 
Swift  instinct  leaps ;  slow  reason  feebly  climbs. 
Brutes  soon  their  tenith  reach ;  then*  little  all 
Flows  in  at  once ;  in  ages  they  no  more 
Could  know,  (»r  do,  or  covet,  or  enjoy. 
Were  man  to  live  coeval  with  tlie  Sun, 
The  patriarcb-pupil  would  be  learning  still ; 
Tet,  dying,  leave  his  lesson  half  unlearnt 
Men  perish  in  advance,  as  if  the  Sun 
Should  set  ere  noon,  in  eastern  oceans  drown'd; 
If  fit,  with  dim,  iOuttriaus  to  compare. 
The  Sun's,m«rit&m  with  the  soul  of  man. 
To  man,  why,  step-dame  Nature  /  so  severe? 
Why  thrown  aside  thy  mastcr-picce  half-wrouglit. 
While  meaner  eflforts  thy  last  hand  ci\joy  ? 
Or,  if  abortively  poor  man  must  die. 
Nor  reach,  what  reach  he  might,  why  die  In  dread  f 
Why  curst  with  foresight?    Wise  to  misery? 
Why  of  his  proud  prerogative  the  prey  ? 
Why  less  pre-eminent  in  rank,  than  pain  ? 
His  immortality  alone  can  tell ; 
Full  ample  fund  to  balance  all  amiss, 
And  turn  the  scale  in  fiivour  of  the  just ! 

His  immortaHly  alone  Can  solve 
Hie  darkest  of  enigmas,  human  hopeg 
Of  all  the  darkest,  if  at  death  we  die. 
Hope,  eager  hope,  th'  assassin  of  our  ioy. 
All  present  blessings  treading  under  foot. 
Is  scarce  a  milder  tyrant  than  despair. 
With  no  past  toils  content,  still  ]janning  new, 
Hope  turns  us  o'er  to  deadi  alone  for  ease. 
Possession,  why  more  tasteless  than  pursuit  T 
Why  is  a  wish  far  dearer  than  a  crown? 
That  vdsh  accompUsh'd,  why,  the  grave  of  blisB? 
Because,  in  the  great  future  buried  dee[H 
Beyond  our  pUns  of  empire,  and  renown, 
Lia  off  that  man  with  ardour  ahould  pursue ; 
And  he  who  made  him,  bent  hnn  to  the  right 

Man's  heart  th'  Ahnighty  to  idx  Jutwrt  aet% 
By  secretand  inviol^tejn^^^gl^         ' 
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And  maket  hit  hope  hit  tublunaiy  Joy. 
Man*8  heart  eats  all  things,  and  is  hungry  itill; 
**  More,  more!**  the  glutton  cries,  for  something 

newi 
So  rages  appetite,  if  man  can't  mount. 
He  wiU  descend.     He  starves  on  the  posaett. 
Hence,  the  world's  master,  from  ambition's  spire, 
In  Caprea  plung'd ;  and  div'd  beneath  the  brute. 
In  that  rank  sty  wl^  wallow'd  empire's  son 
Supreme  ?  Because  he  could  no  higher  fly  ; 
His  riot  was  ambition  in  despair. 

Old  Rome  consulted  birds;  Lorenxo!  thou. 
With  more  success,  the  flight  of  hope  survey ; 
Of  restless  hope,  for  ever  on  the  wing. 
High-perch'd  o'er  every  thought  that  falcon  sits, 
To  fly  at  all  that  rises  in  her  sight ; 
And,  never  stooping,  but  to  mount  again 
Next  moment,  slie  betrays  her  aim's  mistake. 
And  owns  her  quarry  lodg'd  beyond  the  grave. 

There  should  it  fail  us,  (it  must  fail  us  there. 
If  being  fails,)  more  mournful  riddles  rise. 
And  virtue  vies  with  fu^  in  mystery. 
Why  virtue  f  Where  its  praise,  its  being,  fled? 
Virtue  is  true  self-interest  pursued  : 
What  true  self-interest  of  ^utf^mortal  man  ? 
To  close  with  all  that  makes  lu'm  happy  here. 
If  vice  (as  sometimes)  is  our  friend  on  Earth, 
Then  vice  is  virtue ;  't  is  our  tovcreiipi  good. 
In  teff-applatue  is  virtue's  golden  prize ; 
No  self-applause  attends  it  on  thy  scheme ; 
Whence  self-applause  ?  From  conscience  of  the  right 
And  what  is  right,  but  means  of  happiness? 
No  means  <^  happiness  when  vit^ue  yields ; 
That  basis  failing,  falls  the  building  tooy 
And  lays  in  ruin  every  virtuous  jof/. 

The  rigid  guardian  of  a  blameless  heart, 
So  long  rever'd,  so  long  reputed  wise. 
Is  weak ;  with  rank  knight-errantries  o'cr-run. 
Why  beats  thy  bosom  with  illustrious  dreams 
Of  self-exposure,  laudable,  and  great  ? 
Of  gallant  enterprise,  and  glorious  death  ? 
Die  for  thy  country  !  —  lliou  romantic  fool ! 
Seise,  seize  the  phmk  thyself,  and  let  her*sink : 
Thy  coun/ry/  whattothee?  —  The  (;;odA4Nu^ what? 
(I  speak  vrith  awe !]  though  he  should  bid  tliee 

bleed! 
It,  with  thy  blood,  thyjinal  hope  is  spilt? 
Nor  can  Omnipotence  reward  the  blow, 
Be  deaf;  preserve  thy  being ;  disobey. 

Nor  is  it  disobedience :  know,  Lorenzo ! 
Whate'er  th'  Almighty's  subsequent  command. 
His  first  command  is  Mm—  "  Man,  love  thyself." 
In  this  alone,  free  agents  are  not  free. 
Existence  is  the  basis,  bliss  the  prize ; 
If  virtue  costs  existence,  't  is  a  crime ; 
Bold  violation  of  our  law  supreme, 
BUck  suicide ;  though  nations,  which  consult 
Their  gain,  at  thy  expense,  resound  applause. 

Since  virtue*B  recompense  is  doubtful,  here, 
If  man  dies  wholly,  well  may  we  demand. 
Why  is  man  siiffer^d  to  be  good  in  vain  ? 
Why  to  be  good  in  vain,  is  man  er\foin*df 
Why  to  be  good  in  vain,  is  man  betray*d  f 
Betray'd  by  traitors  lodg'd  in  his  own  breast. 
By  sweet  complacencies  from  virtue  felt  ? 
Why  whispers  Nature  lies  on  virtue's  part  ? 
Or  if  blind  instinct  (which  assumes  the  name 
Of  sacred  conscience)  plays  the  fool  in  man. 
Why  reason  made  accomplice  in  the  cheat? 
Why'are  the  wisest  loudest  in  her  praise ? 


Can  man  by  reamt'*  beam  be  kd  astray  ? 
Or,  at  his  peril,  imitaie  Us  God  ? 
Since  virtue  sometimes  ruins  us  on  Earth, 
Or  boih  are  true ;  or  man  surrives  the  grave 

Or  man  survives  the  grave ;  or  own,  Loreaao^ 
lliy  boast  supreme,  a  wild  absurdity. 
Dauntless  thy  spirit ;  cowards  are  thy  soora. 
Grant  man  immoHal,  and  thy  scorn  is  jutt. 
The  man  immortal,  rationally  brave. 
Dares  rush  on  death  —  because  he  cannot  die. 
But  if  man  loses  all,  when  life  is  lost. 
He  lives  a  coward,  or  a  fool  expires. ' 
A  daring  infidel,  (and  such  there  are» 
From  pride,  example,  lucre,  rage,  revenge. 
Or  pure  heroical  defect  of  thought,) 
Of  all  Earth's  madmen,  most  deserves  a  chain. 

When  to  the  grave  we  follow  the  renown  *d 
For  valour,  virtue,  science,  all  we  love. 
And  all  we  praise ;  for  worth,  whose  noon-tide  bcm. 
Enabling  us  to  think  in  hi^ier  style. 
Mends  our  ideas  of  ethereal  powers ; 
Dream  we,  that  lustre  of  the  moral  world 
Goes  out  in  stench,  and  rottenness  the  close  ? 
Why  was  he  wise  to  know,  and  warm  to  pntutt 
And  strenuous  to  transcribe,  in  human  life. 
The  Mind  Almighty  ?  Could  it  be,  that  Fate, 
Just  when  the  lineaments  began  to  khine. 
And  dawn  the  Deity,  should  s:iatch  the  draught. 
With  night  eternal  blot  it  out,  and  give 
The  skies  alarm,  lest  angels  too  might  die  ? 

If  human  souls,  why  not  angelic  too 
Extinguish'd  ?  and  a  solitary  God, 
O'er  ghastly  ruin,  firowning  from  hia  dirotie  ? 
Shall  we  this  moment  gaze  on  God  in  man : 
The  next,  lose  man  for  ever  in  the  dust  ? 
From  dust  we  disengage,  or  man  mistakes  i 
And  there,  where  least  his  judgment  fears  a  ikw. 
Wisdom  and  worth  how  boldly  he  commends ! 
Wisdom  and  worth  are  sacred  names ;  rever'd,. 
Where  not  embrac'd  ;  applauded !  deified  \ 
Why  not  compassion  d  too  ?  If  spirits  die. 
Both  are  calamities,  inflicted  both. 
To  make  us  but  mojre  wretched.      Wi»d»m*%  eye 
Acute,  for  what  ?  To  spy  more  miseries ; 
And  vwrth,  so  recompens'd,  new-points  tbdr  i 
Or  man  surmounts  die  grave,  or  gain  is  losa. 
And  worth  exalted  humbles  us  the  more. 
Thou  wilt  not  patronise  a  scheme  that  makes 
Weakness  and  vice,  the  refuge  of  mankind. 
**  Has  virtue,  then,nojo}'S?" — Yes,  joys  dear  6ssi^f. 
Talk  ne'er  so  long,  in  this  imperfect  statc^ 
Virtue  and  rice  are  at  eternal  war. 
Virtue 's  a  combat ;  and  who  fights  for  nougbl  ? 
Or  for  precarious,  or  for  small  reward  ? 
Who  rirtue's  se^-reward  so  loud  resound. 
Would  take  decrees  angelic  here  below. 
And  virtue,  while  they  compliment,  beOraj, 
By  feeble  motives,  and  unfaithful  guards. 
The  crown,  th'  unfading  crown,  her  soul  inspirss: 
'T  is  that,  and  that  alone,  can  countervail 
The  body's  treacheries,  and  the  worUf*  assauha : 
On  Earth's  poor  pay  our  famish'd  virtue  diea. 
Truth  incontestable  !  in  spite  of  all 
A  Bayle  has  preach'd,  or  a  Voltaire  believed. 

In  man  the  more  we  dive,  the  more  we  aee 
Heaven's  signet  stamping  an  immorial  makck 
Dive  to  tfje  bottom  of  his  soul,  the  base 
Sustaining  all ;  what  find  we  ?  jKfuneledge,  ioww 
As  light  and  beat,  essential  to  the  Sun, 
These  to  the  souL     And  why,  if  iogis  expire  ? 
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How  little  lovely  Aav^  How  lild«  known? 
Small  knowledge  we  dig  np  with  endless  toil ; 
And  love  unieign*d  may  purchase  perfect  hate. 
Why  stanr'd,  on  Earth,  our  angel  appetites ; 
WhOe.  bndal  are  indulged  their  fulsome  fill  ? 
Were  then  o^Mcities  divine  confert'd. 
As  a  mock-diadem,  in  savage  sport. 
Rank  insult  of  our  pompous  jpotwrty, 
Which  le^M  but  pain,  fiom  seeming  claims  so  fiur  ? 
In  future  age  lies  no  redress  ?  And  shuts 
Eternity  the  door  on  our  complaint? 
If  aov  for  what  strange  ends  were  mortals  made ! 
The  worst  to  wtBow,  and  the  best  to  toeep  ; 
The  man  who  merits  most,  must  most  complain : 
Oui  we  conceive  a  disrega^  in  Heaven, 
What  the  wont  jwrpirtrate,  or  best  emiicre/ 

TMs  cannot  be.     To  love,  and  know,  in  man 
Is  boundlesa  appetite,  and  boundless  power; 
And  these  demonstrate  boundless  objects  too. 
Objects,  powen,  appetites.  Heaven  suits  in  all ; 
Nor,  Natwre  throuji^  e*er  violates  this  sweet, 
Eternal  concord,  on  her  tuneftil  string. 
Is  man  the  sole  exception  from  her  laws  ? 
Eternity  struck  off  from  human  hope, 
(I  speak  with  truth  but  veneration  too,) 
Man  is  a  monster,  the  reproach  of  Heaven, 
A  stain,  a  dark  impenetrable  cloud 
On  Nature's  beauteous  aspect ;  and  defbrms, 
(  Amasing  blot !)  deforms  her  with  her  lord. 
If  such  is  man's  allotment^  what  is  Heaven  ? 
Or  own  the  soul  immortalf  or  blaspheme. 

Or  own  the  soul  immortal,  or  invert 
All  order.     Go,  mock-majesty  !  go,  man  ! 
And  bow  to  thy  superiors  of  the  stall ; 
Through  every  scene  of  tente  superior  far : 
Tbey  grace  the  turf  untill*d;  they  drink  the  stream 
Unbrew'd,  and  ever  full,  and  un-embitter'd 
With  doubts,  fears,  fruitless  hopes^  regrets,  despairs; 
Mankind's  peculiar !  rraion's  precious  dower ! 
No  fbteign  dime  thetf  ransack  for  their  robes ; 
Nor  brotibers  dte  to  the  litigious  bar ; 
Their  gpod  is  good  entire,  unmix'd,  unmarr'd ; 
Tbey  mid  a  Paradise  in  every  field. 
On  bou^Jorbidden  where  no  curses  hang : 
Tbeiritf  no  more  than  strikes  the  sense;  unstretch'd 
By  previous  dread,  or  murmur  in  the  rear : 
When  the  iwnt  comes,  it  comes  unfear'd;  one  stroke 
Begins,  and  ends,  their  woe :  they  die  but  once  / 
Blest,  incommunicable  privilege !  for  which 
Ptoud  man,  who  rules  the  globe,  and  reads  the  stars, 
PkMotopher,  or  hero,  sighs  in  vain. 

Account  for  this  prerogative  in  brutes. 
No  day,  no  glimpse  of  day,  to  solve  the  knot, 
Bat  what  beams  on  it  from  eternity. 
O  sole,  and  sweet  solution  !  that  unties 
The  difficult,  and  softens  the  severe ; 
The  cloud  on  Nature*^  beauteous  five  dispels ; 
Restores  bright  orcfer  ;  casts  the  brute  beneath ; 
And  ra-cnthrones  us  in  supremacy 
Of  loy,  e'en  here :  admit  immortal  lift^ 
And  virtue  is  kmgftt-emmtry  no  mote  ; 
Each  virtue  brings  in  hand  a  golden  dower, 
Far  richer  in  revmbn :  Hope  exults  ; 
Aad  though  much  bitter  in  our  cup  is  thrown, 
IVedomtttstes,  and  gives  the  taste  of  Heaven. 
O  wlienfiite  is  the  Deity  so  kind ! 
Aaftoaishing  beyond  astonishment ! 
Hcwcn  our  reward— for  Heaven  ei^oy'd  bdow. 

Still  ansnbdued  tlqr  stubborn  heart  /—  For  t^grg 
Tha  tniior  fauks  who  doubts  the  truth  I  sing. 


Jteoson  is  guihkas ;  wtf  alone  rebels. 

What,  fai  that  stubborn  heart,  if  I  should  find 

New,  unexpected  witnesses  against  thee  ? 

Ambition,  pleaeure,  and  the  2ooe  of  gam  I 

Canst  thou  suspect,  that  ihewe,  which  make  the  soul 

The  done  of  Earth,  should  own  her  Anr  of  Heaven? 

Canst  thou  suspect  what  makes  us  disbelieve 

Our  immortality,  should  prove  it  sure  f 

First,  then,  wmiUion  summon  to  the  bar. 
Ambition's  shame,  extravagcmce,  disgust. 
And  inextinguishable  nature,  speak. 
Each  much  deposes ;  hear  them  in  their  turn. 

Thy  soul,  how  passionately  fond  ofjome  / 
How  anxious,  that  fond  passion  to  conceal ; 
We  blush,  detected  in  desiffns  on  praise, 
Though  for  best  deeds,  and  firom  the  best  of  men ; 
And  why  ?  Because  imnurtaL     Art  divine 
Has  made  the  body  tutor  to  the  soul ; 
Heaven  kindly  gives  our  blood  a  moral  flow ; 
Bids  it  ascend  the  glowing  cheek,  and  there 
Upbraid  that  little  heart's  inglorious  aim, 
Whidi  stoops  to  court  a  character  fW>m  man ;    . 
WhUe  o'er  us,  in  tremendous  judgment,  sit 
Far  more  than  man,  with  endless  praise,  and  blame. 

Ambition's  boundless  appetite  out-speaks 
The  verdict  of  its  shame.     When  souls  take  fire 
At  high  presumptions  of  their  own  desert, 
One  age  is  poor  applause ;  the  mighty  shou^ 
Hie  thunder  by  the  living /^  begun. 
Late  time  must  echo;  worlds  unborn,  resound. 
We  wish  our  names  etemalfy  to  live :  fthougfat. 

Wild   dream!    which  ne'er  had   haunted  human 
Had  not  our  natures  been  eterruU  too. 
Instinct  points  out  an  interest  in  hereafter ; 
But  our  blind  reason  sees  not  where  H  lies ; 
Or,  seeing,  gives  the  substance  for  the  shade. 

Fame  is  the  shade  of  immortality, 
And  in  itself  a  shadow.     Soon  as  caught, 
Contemn'd ;  it  shrinks  to  nothing  in  the  grasp. 
Consult  th*  ambitious,  't  is  ambition's  cure. 
«  And  is  this  all  ?"  cried  C«sar  at  his  height. 
Disgusted,     This  third  proof  ambition  brings 
Of  immortality.     The  first  in  fame. 
Observe  him  near,  your  envy  will  abate  : 
Sham'd  at  the  disproportion  vast,  between 
Hie  passion  and  the  purchase,  he  will  sigh 
At  such  success,  and  blush  at  his  renown. 
And  why  ?  Because  fiar  richer  prise  invites 
His  heart ;  fiur  more  illustrious  glory  calls ; 
It  calls  in  whispers,  yet  the  deafest  hear. 

And  can  ambition  o. fourth  proof  supply  ? 
It  can,  and  stronger  than  the  former  three ; 
Yet  quite  o'erlook'd  by  some  reputed  wise. 
Though  disappointmento  in  ambition  pain. 
And  though  success  disgusUj  yet  still,  Loreniol 
In  vain  we  strive  to  pluck  it  fhmi  our  hearto ; 
By  Nature  planted  for  the  noblest  ends. 
Absurd  the  fam'd  advice  to  Pyrrhus  given, 
More  prais'd,  than  ponder'd ;  specious,  but  unaound ; 
Sooner  that  hero's  sword  the  wwld  had  quell'd. 
Than  reason,  his  ambition.     Man  must  soar. 
An  obstinate  activity  within. 
An  insuppressive  spring,  will  toss  him  up» 
In  spite  cifortune"*  load.     Not  kings  alone, 
Each  villager  has  his  ambition  too ; 
No  Sultan  prouder  than  his  /etter'd  slave : 
Skives  build  their  little  Babylons  of  straw, 
Echo  the  proud  Assyrian  in  their  hearts. 
And  cry,  —  **  Behold  the  wonders  of  my  might !" 
And  why  ?  Because  immortal  as  their  lord ; 
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And  Mob  imoMrtil  anit  fir  cvw 
AttdoMlUoggmt;  tiM  i^itlw,  orliM  foU 
The  ptsite  nf  mflrtalsy  or  tlit  ptsite  of  amn 

Nor  ■btohitriy  vam  b  Aimm 
Whea  hiiiiMin  it  lupported  by 
I*U  iBtndnct  Loramo  to  humeii  { 
Fleature  tmd  pnde  (bad  matUn !) 
As  lot9€€  pleantre  is  ofdaia'd  to  gnnd 
And  feed  ow  bodies,  iDd  extend  our  reoe; 
The  lore  tifpraite  b  planted  to  pratee^ 
And  pfopegate  the  glories  of  the  mind. 

What  is  tt,  hot  the  ibee  y  praue*  insp 
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Maturely  refines,  embdlirfifs,  exidts. 

Earth's  happiness?  Fraai(Aa<,  the  delicate^ 

The  grand,  the  marrdlous,  of  cM  life, 

Wmt  and  emumumuet  under-workera,  lay 

The  baiii^  on  which  Uwe  /jfsiy  builds. 

Noris%lilc^  O  virtue/  leas  in  debt 

To  praise,  tlqr  secret  stimolaaing  friend. 

Were  men  ma/tpromd,  what  merit  should  we  miss ! 

iVkfe  made  die  ▼irtoes  of  the  pagan  world. 

Fndse  is  the  salt  thet  seasons  ri^  to  men. 

And  wheli  his  appetite  for  Mom/ good. 

TUnt  of  applause  is  virtue's  ieoomi  guard ; 

BeoMont  her  first ;  but  reason  wants  an  aid; 

Ourpriwrts  rsMon  is  a  flatterer; 

Thirst  of  applause  calls /mMic  judgment  in, 

To  poise  our  own,  to  lu«p  an  even  scale. 

And  give  endangered  virdie  fiurer  play. 

Itoe  aj{^  pTOof  arises,  stronger  still : 
Why  this  so  nieeoonstructionof  our  hearts? 
These  delicato  moralities  of  Mnse; 
Tills  comtUtUimud  resirrc  of  aid 
To  succour  virtue,  when  our  rtoMon  fiuls; 
If  virtue,  kept  alive  by  care  and  toil. 
And,  oft,  the  mark  of  injuries  on  Earth, 
When  labour*d  to  matunty  (its  bill 
Of  disdplinei^  and  pains,  ui^d)  must  die? 
Why  freighted-rich,  to  dash  against  a  rock  ? 
Were  man  to  perish  when  most  fit  to  live, 
O  how  mis-spent  were  all  these  stratagems^ 
By  skill  divine  inwoven  in  our  frame! 
Where  are  Heaven's  holiness  and  mercy  fled? 
Laughs  Heaven,  at  once,  at«tH««,  and  at  man  t 
If  not,  why  tJkai  disoourag'd,  tkU  destroy'd? 

Thus  far  afnMum.     What  s^ys  ovoriM  t 
This  her  tiiiai  maxim,  which  has  long  been  ihine  .* 
**  The  wise  and  wealthy  are  the  same."* -.migrant  it 
To  store  up  treasure,  with  incessant  toil, 
Tkit  is  man's  province,  tkit  hb  highest  praise. 
To  thb  great  end  keen  nuimct  stings  him  on. 
To  guide  thst  instinct,  rttuon  /  b  thy  charge; 
*T  b  thine  to  toll  us  where  irtte  treMure  lies  t 
But,  reason  fidUng  to  discharge  her  trust, 
Or  to  the  deaf  discharging  it  in  vain, 
A  blunder  follows ;  and  blind  m^uffry, 
Gall*d  by  the  spur,  but  stranger  to  die  course, 
(The  couTM  when  slakes  of  more  than  gold  are  won,) 
O*erjoadmg,  with  the  cares  of  dbtant  agc^ 
The  jaded  spirils  of  the  presmi  hour, 
Fhmdes  for  an  eternity  below. 

**  Thou  Aak  not  cooet,**  b  a  wise  command  ; 
But  bounded  to  the  weakh  the  Sun  surveys: 
Look  fturther,  the  command  stands  quite  reversed, 
And  avarice  b  a  virtue  most  divine. 
Is/UtA  a  reftige  for  our  hapfineuf 
Bdlostsure:  and  bit  not  for  reason  too? 
Nothing  tkie  world  unriddba,  but  the  not* 
Whence  inextinsuishable  thirst  of  gain  ? 
^^^o>n  inextinguishable  lifo  in  man: 


Mm,  if  Ml  ■BMI^  by  aarM,  to  leadi  fltt  ^ 
Had  wMlad  wii«  to  fly  so  fiv  in  ^Hft. 

Tet  sSl  thdr  vpol  b  ieiaiii  Catt^  .• 
These  its  wild  grafwths  so  faittsr,  snd  so  baK^ 
(Fsin  and  rqavach !)  wriym  can  rsdsia^ 
Refine,  exah,  throw  down  thab  poisoneas  be, 
And  make  them  spvUe  in  the  bowl  of  Utt. 

See,  the  lAM  wstoeif  bnghs  at  Ubs  motSi 
And  fobely  praiMes  M  Eden  here  1 
Thith  she  shall  speric  for  onec^  thoogl  praas  to  ^ 
A  common  cheat,  and  i%asHre  b  her  BsoMb 
To  pleasure  neicr  waa  Loranao  daaf ; 
Tlwn  hear  her  now,  nomjkrat  thy  red  Mead. 

Since  Nature  made  us  not  mose  iind  tlisB  pmrf 
Of  happfaiess  (whence  hypocrites  in  joy  I 
Mskcnofmirth!  srtificen  of  smiles !) 
Why  should  the  joy  most  poignant  i^asr  aftdi 
Bum  ua  with  brashes,  and  rebuke  our  pride?— 
Thoee  hearen-bom  bhishes  t^  ua  man  dnoeads 
E*en  in  the  aemth  of  hb  eoviAly  Ubs : 
Should  rensoM  take  her  inidd  repose^ 
Thb  honest  Muttnet  speaks  our  liBisge  Ugh  t 
Thb  instinct  calb  on  darknen  to  conceal 
Our  rapturous  relstion  to  the  staUsi 
Our  glory  covers  us  with  noble  stoair, 
And  he  that  *8  unoonfonnded,  b  unsiswU 
Hie  man  that  blushes  b  not  qpnte  a  ftraftk 
Thus  for  with  thee,  Loranao!  will  I  dose. 
Pteasusv  b  goodf  and  man  frar  pkaiurs  msde; 
But  pleasure  frill  of  glory,  as  of  joy; 
Pleasure,  which  neitlMHr  Aluste,  nore^pkfi. 

The  witnessee  are  heard ;  the  cauw  b  o'er; 
Let  cofucience  file  the  sentence  in  her  court, 
Dearer  than  deeds  that  half  a  raafan  convey : 
Tkus  sealed  by  truth,  th'  authentic  leoofd  nm 

«<Know,aU;  know,  mfidds,— unapt  to  kae»i 
*T  b  immartaSty  your  nature  solves; 
*T  is  tanwuntahiy  decyphen  man. 
And  opens  all  the  mystetiee  of  fab  make. 
Without  it,  half  hb  tiuc^icte  are  a  riddb: 
Without  it,  all  hb  wirtuee  are  a  dreanu 
His  very  crimei  attcat  hb  dignity ; 
Hb  sateless  thirst  f£^eatmre,  goU,  uodfim 
Dedaies  him  bom  fiir  blaesings  bykutt: 
What  leM  than  infinite  makes  nnJibsord 
Pusriofu,  which  off  on  Earth  but  more  ialaMi' 
Fierce  passions,  so  mia-measur'd  to  lAtf  M<a^ 
Stretch'd  out^  like  eagles'  wings,  beyond  oor  atft, 
Far,  for  beyond  the  worth  of  all  bebw. 
For  Earth  too  large,  presage  a  nobler  fiigbt 
And  evidence  our  tble  to  the  ilbi.'* 

Ye  gentle  theologues,  of  calmer  kind  * 
Whose  constitution  dictetes  to  your  pen, 
"Who,  cold  younelves,  tfaink  ardour 

HeU! 

Think  not  our  passions  from  corruption  i^ra^ 
Though  to  conrupdon  now  they  lend  their  wiBgi{ 
That  b  their  mitfrees,  not  thcb  mothers    All 
(And  justly)  reaeon  deem  divine :  I  ses^ 
I  feel  a  grandeur,  in  the  pauione  Uto, 
Which  ^eaks  tbeb  high  deecent,  andglorio«i«>i 
Which  speaks  them  rays  of  an  eternal  fir& 
In  Pkndise  itself  they  burnt  as  strong, 
Ere  Adam  foil,  thou|^  wiser  in  thefar  site. 
Like  the  proud  Eastm,  struck  by  FtofidencSk 
What  though  our  pnsibiu  are  run  flted,  sad  tfMf 
With  low,  tenestrial  appetite^  to  erase 
On  trash,  on  toys,  dsAeon'd  frwn  high  dsikv? 

Yet  still  through  theb  disgrace^  no  mbb  s^ 
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Of  graataeM  lUnet,  rad  tills  lit  wiipiMi  itinr  iMl  ( 
BAt  tkem  (like  that  MI'd  momirdi  whm  ndMm'i), 
When  rmmn  moderum  tb»  imn  airigfat» 
Shall  roaMwid,  remount  their  fonner  sphere. 
Where  oncetfa^  sger'd  illustrious;  ere  seduc'd 
By  wanton  Eve's  debauch,  to  stroll  on  £artfa» 
And  set  the  sublunstry  world  on  fire. 

But gnnt  their  phrensy  latts;  their  phrenxy  (ails 
To  diaqipoint  one  proTidential  end. 
For  wfaicfa  Heaven  blew  up  ardour  in  our  hearts: 
Were  retuon  silent,  boundless  pouiofi  speaks 
A  Ihture  scene  of  boundless  o^psoei  too^ 
And  brings  ^ad  tidings  o(  eternal  day. 
JSCa-no/ dsy  t  *T  is  that  enlightens  all ; 
And  all,  by  that  enlighten*d,  proves  it  mn» 
Considflr  nuitt  as  an  trnmaruU  being, 
Intelligible  all ;  and  all  is  great ; 
A  cry^alline  transparency  prevails, 
And  strikes  fUll  lustre  through  the  human  sphere : 
Consider  man  as  morUU,  all  is  dark. 
And  wretched;  reason  weeps  at  the  survey. 

The  leam*d  Lorenso  cries,   «  And  let  her  weep, 
Week  modem  reason :  oncteiU  tines  were  wise. 
Jutk^Hfy,  that  venerable  guide, 
Stands  oo  my  part ;  the  finn*d  Athenian  porch 
(And  who  for  wisdom  so  renown*d  as  th^  ?) 
Denied  this  Inunortality  to  man.** 
I  grant  it  I  but  affirm,  they  prw*d  it  toow 
A  riddle  this!—. Have  patience;  FU  expUia 

What  noble  vanities,  what  moral  flights, 
Guttering  through  thdr  romantic  wisdom's  psge^ 
Mske  us,  at  once,  despise  them,  and  admire? 
PaMe  is  flat  to  these  hi|^iaeason*d  sires ; 
They  leare  th*  extravagance  of  song  below. 
*  Flesh  shall  not  feel ;  or,  feeling,  shall  enjoy 
Hie  damr  or  the  rack ;  to  them, -alike 
A  bed  or  roses,  or  the  burning  bull." 
In  men  czpkMfing  all  beyond  the  grave. 
Strange  doctrine,  this !  As  doctrine,  it  was  strange ; 
Bot  not  as  prophecy ;  for  such  it  provM, 
And,  to  thrir  own  amazement,  was  iulfiird : 
Tketf  lctgn*d  a  firmness  Ckritkant  need  not  feign. 
The  Ckri^an  truly  triumph 'd  in  the  flame: 
The  Aosc  saw,  in  double  wonder  lost, 
Wonder  at  them,  and  wonder  at  himself, 
To  find  the  bold  adventures  of  his  thought, 
Aor  bold,  and  that  he  strove  to  lie  in  vain. 
Whenae,  then,  those  thonghti?  those  towering 
thougbN,  that  flew  [pride, 

&idi monstrous h^gfats?  — From  mstmcl,  andfifom 
Hie  glorious  kutmet  of  a  deathless  soul, 
"  r  conscious  of  her  dignity, 

1  truths  they  oould  not  understand. 

In  jMsr'a  dominion,  imd  in  |NH«Hm*s  storm, 
TnitVe  ^rstem  bnAen,  scatter*d  fragments  hiy. 
As  light  in  chaos,  glimmering  through  the  gkxim  t 
Smtt  with  the  pomp  of  lofty  sentiments, 
FIcmM  prjds  ptockdm'd,  what  reojoa  disbdiev'd. 
I'ride^  l&e  the  Ddphic  priestess,  with  a  swell, 
Rav'd  nonsense^  destin'd  to  beyClure  sense^ 
When  HIb  immortal  hi  ftiU  day,  should  shine ; 
And  DemtkU  dark  ekadowt  fly  the  gospel  sun. 
TVsy  qwkc^  what  nothii^  but  immortal  souls 
Gould  qpeak ;  and  thus  the  truth  they  question*d, 
prov'd. 
Gen  then  oftsardilia^  as  well  as  crtsMs, 
Speak  iDaa  MNfMorta^  /  All  things  speak  him  so. 
Much  baa  been  urg*d  I  and  dost  thou  call  for  more? 
GJI;  aad  with  endless  questions  be  distreai'd, 
AB  onfMohiMe,  if  JBoflA  is  all. 
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'«<  Wlw  life^ «  moment ;  infinite,  desire  ? 

Our  wish,  eternity  ?  Our  home,  the  grave? 

Heaven's  promiee  dormant  lies  in  human  hapet 

Who  wishes  life  immortal,  proves  it  toa 

Why  happiness  pursued,  though  never  found? 

Man*s  thirst  of  happiness  declares  it  is 

(For  Nature  never  gravitates  to  nought) ; 

That  thirst  unquench*d  declares  it  is  not  hem, 

My  Luda,  My  Clarissa,  call  to  thought ; 

Why  cordial  friendship  riveted  so  d^p, 

As  hcaru  to  pierce  at  first,  at  parting,  rend* 

If  friend,  and  firiendship,  vanish  in  an  hour  ? 

Is  not  this  torment  in  the  mask  of  joy  ? 

Why  by  rv/Zec/ibit  marr'd  the  joys  of  lemr^ 

Why  jtast,  and  Jvture,  preying  on  our  hearty 

And  putting  aU  our /iressif/ j(»ys  to  death? 

Why  lalxHirs  reason  f  instinct  were  as  well ; 

Instinct  far  better ;  what  can  choose,  can  err  f 

O  how  infallible  the  thoughtless  brute ! 

*T  were  well  his  Holiness  were  half  as  sure. 

Reason  with  inclination,  why  at  war  ? 

Why  sense  of  ^niift/  why  conscwncff  up  in  anoM  ?*/ ' 

Omsdmceof  guilt,  is  prophecy  of  pain,  * 

And  bosom-counad  to  decline  the  blowt 
Reason  with  inclination  ne*er  had  jarr'd. 
If  nothing  future  paid  forbearance  here : 
Thus  on  —  These,  and  a  thousand  pleas  uncaird. 
All  promise,  some  ensure,  a  second  scene  f 
Which,  were.it  doubtful,  would  be  dearer  far 
Than  all  things  else  most  certain  i  were  it  false. 
What  truth  on  Earth  so  precious  as  the  lie? 
This  world  it  gives  us^  let  what  will  ensue ; 
This  world  it  gives,  in  that  high  coidial,  hope : 
The  future  of  the  present  is  the  soul : 
How  this  life  groans,  when  sever*d  firon  the  neat  Jf 
Poor  mutilated  wretch,  that  disbelieves ! 
By  dark  distrust  his  bdng  cut  in  two^ 
In  both  parts  perishes ;  l^  void  of  joy. 
Sad  prelude  of  eternity  in  pain ! 

Couldst  thou  persuade  me,  the  next  life  could  feQ 
Our  ardent  wishes ;  how  should  I  pour  out 
My  Meedfng  heart  in  anguish,  new,  as  deep  I 
Oh !  with  what  thoughts,  thy  ho/te,  and  my  deapak, 
Abhorr'd  annihilation !  blasts  the  soul, 
And  wide  extends  the  bounds  of  human  woe ! 
Could  I  believe  Lorenso*s  system  true. 
In  this  black  channel  would  my  ravings  run. 
**  Grief  from  thejvture  bonrow*d  peace,  erewhile. 
'llie  future  tMimM*d  /  and  the  present  jMiii*d  / 
Strange  import  of  unprecedented  ill ! 
Fall,  how  profound!  Like  Lucifer's,  the  fell  I 
Unequal  fete!  His  fell,  without  his  guilt ! 
From  where  fond  hope  built  her  pavilion  higl^ 
The  gods  among^  hurPd  headlong,  hurl*d  at  oact 
Tonight!  To  notUag,  darker  still  than  ni|^! 
If 't  was  a  dream,  why  wake  me,  my  worst  foe^ 
Lorenso!  boastful  of  the  name  of  IHend ! 
O  f(»r  delusion }  O  for  errour  still ! 
Could  vengeance  stiikemuch  strong  than  to  plMt 
A  thuUdng-heiag  in  a  worid  like  this. 
Not  ofer<Jich  bdbre,  nots  bcggar'd  quite ; 
More  curst  than  at  the/bfl /•«- The  Sun  goes  oml 
Hiethornsshooti^!  What  thorns  m  every  thought! 
Why  sense  of  better?  It  hnbttters  worse.. 
Why  sense?  why  life?  If  but  to  sigh,  then  ank 
To  what  I  was !  twice  nothing !  and  much  woe ! 
Woe^  from  Heaven's  bounties !  woe  feom  what  w» 

wont 
To  flatter  most,  high  tiU«aM«iw/;»werfc      [scheme,. 
Thought,    virtue,  knowled^  /    Blessings,    by  thy 
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All  poisonM  into  paSm,    Fint,  kmmiUdgf,  once 
My  >oul*ft  ambitioa,  now  her  greatest  druid*. 
To  hum  m^seff',  true  wisdom?  —  No,  to  shun 
That  Khocking  science,  parent  of  despair  ! 
Avert  thy  mirror ;  if  I  see,  I  die. 

**  Know  my  Creator  f  Climb  his  blest  abode 
By  painful  speculation,  pierce  the  veil. 
Dire  in  his  nature,  read  his  attributes. 
And  gase  in  admiration  •i- on  tifie. 
Obtruding  life,  withholding  happiness ! 
From  llie  full  rivers  that  surround  his  throne, 
Not  letting  fidl  one  drop  of  joy  on  man ; 
Man  gasping  for  one  drop,  that  he  might  cease 
To  curse  his  birth,  nor  envy  reptilet  more ! 
Ye  saUe  clouds!  ye  darkest  shades  of  zdf^ ! 
Hide  him,  for  erer  hide  him,  from  my  thought. 
Once  all  my  comfort ;  source,  and  soul  of  joy  ! 
Now  leagu'd  with  furies,  and  with  the^,  against  me. 

'*  Know  kit  achievemenit  f  Study  his  renown  ? 
Contemplate  this  amaxing  universe, 
Dropt  from  his  hand,  whli  miracles  rq>lete ! 
For  what  ?  'Mid  mirades  of  nobler  name. 
To  find  one  miracle  cX  misery  f 
To  find  the  being,  which  alone  can  hw» 
And  prmw  his  works,  a  blemish  on  his  praise  ? 
Hirough   Nature's   ample  range,  in  thought    to 

■troll. 
And  start  at  mion,  the  single  mourner  there. 
Breathing  high  hope !  cfaain'd  down  to  pangs,  and 


"  Knowing  is  suflRning :  and  shall  mrtvue  share 
The  sigh  of  knowledge  /—Virtue  shares  the  sigh. 
By  straining  up  the  steep  of  excellent, 
By  battles  fought,  and,  fhmi  temptation,  won, 
What  gains  she,  but  the  pang  of  seeing  worth, 
AngeSc  worth,  soon  shuffled  in  the  dark 
With  every  vice,  and  swept  to  brutal  dust? 
Merit  is  madness ;  virtue  is  a  crime ; 
A  crime  to  reatan,  if  it  costs  us  pain 
Unpaid :  what  pain,  amidst  a  thousand  more. 
To  think  the  most  abandoned,  after  days 
Of  triumph  o'er  their  betters,  find  in  death 
As  »ofi  a  pillow,  nor  makeyou^  clay ! 

'<  Duty/  religion  I  These,  our  duty  done. 
Imply  reward.    lUUgum  is  mistake* 
Jhity  /—  There 's  none,  but  to  repel  the  cheat. 
Te  cheats !  away  x  ye  daughters  of  my  pride ! 
Who  feign  younelves  the  fiivourites  of  the  skies : 
Te  towering  hopes,  abortive  energies ! 
Hut  toss  and  struggle,  in  my  lying  breast, 
To  scale  the  skies,  and  build  presumptions  there, 
As  I  were  heir  of  an  eternity. 
Vain,  vain  ambitions !  trouble  me  no  more. 
Why  travel  far  m  quest  of  sure  defeat  ? 
As  bounded  as  my  being,  be  my  wish. 
All  is  inverted,  lOMcfom  is  a  fool. 
StnM  I  take  the  rein ;  blind  jntsdon I  drive  us  on; 
And  i^MTomcie  !  befriend  us  on  our  way ; 
Ye  Mao,  but  tryuett  patrons  of  our  peace ! 
Yes ;  give  the  puhe  full  empire ;  live  the  hrvle. 
Since,  as  the  brute,  we  die.     Tbemmofman, 
Of  godlike  man!  to  mwf,  and  to  roT. 

**  But  not  on  equal  terms  with  other  brutes : 
Thar  revels  a  more  poignant  relish  yield, 
And  safer  too ;  they  never  poisons  choose. 
/lulCMCt,  than  rmnon,  makes  more  wholesome  meals, 
And  sends  all-marring  murmur  fiur  away. 
For  wmevLol  life  they  best  philosophise ; 

*  Lorenxo. 


TVIrt  that  a0f«fwv  the  te^er  ton^  in  vahi : 

*T  is  fium  alone  expostulates  with  Heaven; 

Wm,  all  the  power,  and  all  the  eauae,  to  moura 

Shall  kwman  eyes  aUme  dissolve  in  tears  ? 

And  bleed,  in  anguish,  none  but  human  hearts? 

Hie  wide-stretch'd  realm  of  inteUeetual  woe^ 

Surpassing  tentual  far,  is  all  our  own. 

In  l^  to  firtaHy  dtstinguish'd,  whjr 

Cast  in  one  lot,  confounded,  lump'd,  in  death  f 

**  Ere  yet  in  being,  was  mankind  in  guilt? 
Why  thunder'd  thb  peculiar  daute  agamat  us, 
All-morial  and  alUwretehed  t — Have  the  skies 
Reasons  of  state,  their  subjects  may  not  scan. 
Nor  humbfy  reason,  when  they  tor^  sigh  ? 
AB-martal  and  all-wretched  / — *T  is  too  much : 
Unparallel'd  in  Nature :  't  is  too  muCh 
On  being  unrequated  at  thy  hands. 
Omnipotent !  for  I  see  nought  bat  power.  [tm, 

*'  And  why  see  that?  Why  thought r  To  tofl,  and 
Then  make  our  bed  in  darkness,  needs  no  tliouglit 
What  superfluities  are  reoMoning  souls ! 
O  give  eternity !  or  thought  destroy. 
But  without  thought  our  curse  were  half  anfeit ; 
Its  blunt^  edge  would  qpare  the  throbbing  heart ; 
And,  therefore,  't  is bestow'd,  Ithank  tbce,  ressan / 
For  akling  ^'s  too  small  calamities, 
And  giving  being  to  the  dread  of  death. 
Such  are  thy  bounties !  —  Was  it  then  too  muck 
For  ma,  to  trespass  on  the  brutal  rights  ? 
Too  much  for  Heaven  to  make  one  emmet  mofe? 
Too  much  for  chaot  to  permit  my  maas 
A  longer  stay  with  essences  unwrougjht, 
Unfiuhion'd,  untomtented  into  man  T 
Wretched  prv/Sv-maif  to  this  round  of  pains! 
Wretched  opacity  of  phrenxy,  ^au^  ! 
Wretched  capacity  of  dying,  4^  / 
L^,  thought,  worth,  wiidom,  all  (O  foul  revok !) 
Once  friemls  to  peace,  gone  over  to  the  fbew 

*'  Death,    then,  hafc  chang'd    his  nature  too: 
O  Death! 
Come  to  my  bosom,  thou  best  gift  ci  Heaven! 
Best  friend  of  man !  since  man  is  man  no  more. 
Why  in  this  thorny  wildemets  so  kmg. 
Since  there  's  no  promised  land*B  ambrosial  bowei^ 
To  pay  me  with  its  honey  for  my  stinga  ? 
If  needful  to  the  selfish  schemes  of  Heaven 
To  sting  us  sore,  why  mockt  our  miaeiy  ? 
Why  ti&  so  sumptuous  insult  o'er  our  heads? 
Why  this  illustrious  canopy  di^lay'd  ? 
Why  so  magnificently  lodg'd  despair  t 
At  stated  periods,  sure  retuniing^  roll 
These  ^iarimu  orbs,  that  mortals  may  compme 
Tlieir  length  of  labours,  and  of  pains;  nor  loae 
Their  misery's  full  measure?  —  Smiles  vrifth  floms. 
And  fruits,  promiscuous,  ever-teeming  SaHk^ 
I  That  man  may  languish  in  bminout  scenes, 
'  And  in  an  Eden  mourn  his  wither'd  joys  ? 
Claim  Earth  and  skies  man's  admiratioo,  due 
For  «ucA  ddights !  Blest  onisMi^t  /  too  wise 
To  wonder;  and  too  happy  to  coaipfam  / 

«  Our  doom  decreed  demands  a  moumlol  aoene : 
Why  not  a  dungeon  dark,  for  the  condemiM*d  f 
Why  not  the  dragon's  subtenanean  den. 
For  man  to  bowl  in  ?  Why  not  his  abode 
Of  the  same  dismal  colour  with  his  fitfe? 
A  Thebes,  a  Babylon,  at  vast  expense 
Of  time,  toil,  treasure^  art,  for  owls  and  adders 
Aacongruous,  as,  fbr  man,  this  lofty  donaw 
Which  prompts  proud  thought,  and  kindles  \&^ 
desire; 


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


Night  VU. 


THE  COMPLAINT. 


5T7 


If,  ftxnn  her  humble  chamber  in  the  dust,     [Ames, 
While  proud  draught  nwells,  and  high  d^ire  in- 
Tlie  poor  worm  calls  us  for  her  inmates  there  ; 
And,  round  us,  Death's  inexorable  hand 
Draws  the  dark  curtain  close ;  undrawn  no  more. 

**  Undmvm  no  more  /-—Behind  the  cloud  d Death, 
Once,  I  beheld  the  Sun ;  a  Sun  which  gilt 
That  sable  cloud,  and  tum'd  it  all  to  gold : 
How  the  grave  *s  alter*d !  Fathomless,  as  Hell ! 
A  real  Hell  to  those  who  dreamt  of  Heayen. 
Annihilation !  How  it  yawns  before  me ! 
Next  moment  I  may  drop  from  thoitghtf  fram  $enae. 
The  privilege  of  angels,  and  of  worms. 
An  outcast  from  existence  !  and  this  spirit. 
Tins  all-pervading,  this  all-conscious  soul, 
This  particle  of  energy  divine. 
Which  travels  Nature,  flies  from  star  to  star. 
And  visits  gods,  and  emulates  tlieir  powers, 
For  ever  is  extinguisht     Horrour !  death  ! 
Deadi  of  that  6siih  1  fearless  once  survey'd  !— - 
When  horrour  universal  shall  descend, 
And  Heaven's  dark  concave  urn  all  hunum  race, 
On  that  enormous,  unrefunding  tomb, 
Hovr  just  this  verse  !  this  monumental  sigh ! 
•*  Beneath  the  lumber  of  demolish' d  worlds, 
Deep  in  the  rubbish  of  the  general  wreck. 
Swept  ignominious  to  the  common  mass 
(^matter,  never  dignified  with  lifCf 
Mere.  He  proud  rationab ;  the  sons  (f  Heaven  / 
Tie  lords  of  Earth  /  the  property  ^  worms  / 
JBeings  of  yesterday  /  and  not  to-morrow  I 
Who  Uv  din  terrour,  and  in  pangs  expir*d  ! 
AH  glome  to  rot  in  chaos;  or  to  make 
T%eir  happy  transit  into  blocks  or  brutes, 
^for  longer  tuUy  their  Creator*<  name,** 

Ijoretao !  bear,  pause,  ponder,  and  pronounce. 
Joflt  is  this  history  ?  If  such  is  man, 
ICanlund's  historian,  though  divine,  might  weep. 
And  dares  Lorenzo  smile  ?  —  I  know  Uiee  proud ; 
For  once  let  pride  befriend  thee ;  pride  looks  pale 
At  Msch  a  scene,  and  sighs  for  something  more. 
Amid  thy  boasts,  presumptions,  and  displays. 
And  «rt  thou  then  a  shadow  ?  Less  than  shade  ? 
A  Dotiung  ?  Less  than  nothing  ?  To  have  been. 
And  mot  tobe,vi  lower  than  unborn. 
Aft  tbou  ambitious  T  Why  then  make  the  worm 
TUne  equal  ?  Runs  thy  taste  c^ pleasure  high  ? 
Why  patronise  sure  death  of  every  joy  ? 
Ctmrtn  riches  f  Why  choose  beggary  in  the  grave, 
Of  «v«ry  hope  a  bankrupt !  andfor  ever  ? 
Ambition,  pUasure,  avarice,  persuade  thee 
To  make  that  world  of  glory,  rapture,  wealth, 
Tkej  lately  prov*d  *,  the  soul's  supreme  desire. 

What  art  thou  made  of?  Rather,  how  unmade  ? 
Grent  Nature*%  master-appetite  destroy*d. 
Is  endless  life,  and  happiness,  despis'd? 
Or  both  wish*d,  here,  where  neither  can  be  found  ? 
Socfa  man*8  perverse,  eternal  war  with  Heaven  ! 
Dte-'st  thott  persist  ?  And  is  there  nought  on  Earth, 
Bttt  n  long  train  of  transitory  forms, 
Riaiii^  and  breaking,  millions  in  an  hour  ? 
Babbles  of  a  &ntastic  deity,  blown  up 
In  sport,  and  then  in  cruelty  destroyed? 
Oh !  Ibr  what  crime,  unmerciful  Lorenzo ! 
Dteatioys  thy  scheme  the  whole  of  human  race  ? 
Kind  ia  i^l  Lucifer,  compar'd  to  thee  : 
O  !  spore  this  waste  of  being  half -divine ; 
And  yindicafe  th'  economy  of  Heaven. 
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Heaven  is  all  love ;  all  joy  in  giving  joy :. 
It  never  had  created,  but  to  Uess  : 
And  shall  it,  then,  strike  off  the  list  of  life, 
A  being  blest,  at  worthy  <o  to  be  ? 
Heaven  starts  at  an  annihilating  God. 

Is  that,  all  Nature  starts  at,  thy  desire? 
Art  such  a  clod  to  wish  thyself  qU  clav  ? 
What  is  that  dreadful  wish  ?^The  dying  groan 
Of  Nature,  murder*d  by  the  blackest  guilt. 
What  deadly  poison  has  thy  natiu%  drunk  ; 
To  nature  undebauch'd  no  shock  so  great ; 
Nature's  j5rj<  wish  is  endless  hapjnness ; 
AnnViiUaion  is  an  afrer-thought, 
A  monstrous  wish,  unborn  dll  virtue  dies. 
And,  oh !  what  depth  of  horrour  lies  enclos'd ! 
For  non-existence  no  man  ever  wisli'd. 
But,  first,  he  wish*d  the  Deity  destroyed. 

If  so ;  what  words  are  dark  enough  to  draw 
Thy  picture  true  ?  The  darkest  are  too  fiur. 
BentfUh  what  baleful  planet,  in  what  hour 
Of  desperation,  by  what  fury's  aid. 
In  what  infernal  posture  of  the  soul. 
All  Hell  invited,  and  all  Hell  in  joy 
At  such  a  birth,  a  birth  so  near  of  kin. 
Did  thy  foul^ncy  whelp  so  black  a  scheme 
Of  hopes  Bhortive, /acuities  half-blown. 
And  deities  begun,  reduc'd  to  dust  ? 

There  *s  nought  (thou  say'st)  but  one  eternal  flux 
Of  feeble  essences,  tumultuous  driven 
Through  time**  rough  billows  into  night**  abyss. 
Say,  in  this  rapid  tide  of  human  ruin. 
Is  there  no  rock,  on  which  man's  tossing  thought 
Can  rest  from  terrour,  dare  his  fate  survey. 
And  boldly  think  it  something  to  be  born  ? 
Amid  such  hourly  wrecks  of  being  fair. 
Is  there  no  central,  all-sustaining  base, 
AlUreallsing,  all-connecting  j)ower. 
Which,  as  it  call'd  forth  all  things,  can  recall. 
And  force  destruction  to  refund  her  spoil  ? 
Command  the  grave  restoro  her  taken  prey  ? 
Bid  death's  dark  vale  its  human  harvest  yield, 
And  earth  and  ocean  pay  their  debt  of  man. 
True  to  the  grand  deposit  trusted  there  f 
Is  there  no  jxttentate  whose  out-stretch'd  arm, 
When  ripening  time  calls  forth' th*  appointed  hour, 
Pluck'd  from  foul  devastation^  famish'd  maw, 
Binds  present,  past,  nndjuture,  to  his  throne  ? 
His  throne,  how  glorious,  thus  divinely  grac'd, 
By  germinating  beings  clustering  round ! 
A  garland  worthy  tlie  ditinity ! 
A  throne,  by  Heaven's  omnipotence  in  smSes, 
Built  (like  a  pharos  towering  in  the  waves) 
Amidst  immense  effusions  of  his  love ! 
An  ocean  of  communicated  bliss ! 

An  all-prolific,  all-preserving  god ! 
JTiis  were  a  god  indeed.— And  such  is  man. 
As  here  presum'd :   he  rises  from  his  fiill. 
Think'st  thou  Omnipotence  a  naked  root. 
Each  blossom  faur  of  Deity  destroy'd  ? 
Nothing  is  dead ;  nay,  nothing  sleeps ;  eadi  soul, 
That  ever  animated  human  clay. 
Now  wakes ;  is  on  the  wing :  and  where,  O  where. 
Will  the  swarm  settle  ?— When  the  trumjiet**  call. 
As  sounding  brass,  collects  us,  round  Heaven's  throne 
Conglob'd,  we  bask  in  everlasting  day, 
(Paternal  splendour !)  and  adhere  for  ever. 
Had  not  the  soul  this  outlet  to  the  skies. 
In  this  vast  vessel  of  the  universe. 
How  should  we  gasp,  as  in  an  empty  void 
How  in  the  pangs  of  famish'd  hope  exptre. 
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•How  tnrigbt  my  pitMpect  shines;  bow  gloomy 
thine  ! 
A  trembling  world !  and  a  devouring  God  ! 
Earth,  but  the  shambles  of  Omnipotence ! 
HeaoefC^  hce  all  stain'd  with  causeless  massacres 
Of  countless  millions,  bom  to  feel  the  pang 
Of  being  lott.     Lorenso !  can  it  be  ? 
Thit  bids  us  shudder  at  the  thoughts  of  Ufe, 
Who  would  be  bom  to  such  a  phantom  world. 
Where  nought  substantial  but  our  misery  ? 
Where  joy  (if  joy)  but  heightens  our  distress. 
So  soon  to  pensh,  and  revive  no  more  ? 
The  greater  tuch  a  joy,  the  more  it  pains. 
A  world,  so  far  from  great,  (and  yet  how  great 
It  shines  to  thee !)  there  *s  nothing  real  in  it ; 
Being,  a  shadow ;  conscumtness,  a  dream ; 
A  dream,  bow  dreadful !     Universal  blank 
Before  it,  and  behind !     Poor  man,  a  spark 
From  non-existence  stmck  by  wrath  divine, 
Glittering  a  moment,  nor  that  moment  sure, 
'Midst  upper,  nether,  and  surrounding  night. 
His  sad,  sure,  sudden,  and  eternal  tomb ! 

Lorenzo !  dost  thou  feel  these  arguments? 
Or  is  there  nought  but  vengeance  can  be  felt  ? 
How  hast  thou  dar*d  the  Deity  dethrone  ? 
How  dar'd  indict  him  of  a  world  like  this  ? 
If  tuch  the  world,  creation  was  a  crime  ; 
For  what  is  crime  but  cause  of  misery  ? 
Retract,  blasphemer !  and  unriddle  this, 
Of  endless  arguments  above,  below. 
Without  us,  and  withm,  the  short  result ! 
**  If  mans  immortal,  there *s  a  God  in  Heaven* 

But  wherefore  sudi  redundancy  ? 


such 
Of  argument?     One  sets  m^  soul  at  rest ! 
One  obvious,  and  at  hand,  and,  oh !  —  at  heart. 
So  just  the  skies,  Philander*s  life  so  pain'd, 
His  heart  so  pure ;  that,  or  succeeding  scenes 
Have  palms  to  give,  or  ne'er  had  he  been  bom. 
"  What  an  old  tale  is  this  /"  I^oreiizo  cries.  — > 
I  grant  this  argument  is  old;  but  truth 
No  years  impair ;  and  had  not  this  been  true, 
11u>u  never  hadst  despis'd  it  for  its  age. 
Truth  is  immortal  as  thy  soul ;  and  fable 
As  fleeting  as  thy  joys :  be  wise,  nor  make 
Heaven's  highest  blessing,  vengeance ;  O  be  wise ! 
Nor  make  a  curse  of  immortality. 

Say,  know'st  thou  what  if  is,  or  what  thou  art  ? 
Know'st  thou  the  importance  of  a  soul  immortal  ? 
Behold  this  midnight  glory :  worlds  on  worlds ! 
Amazing  pomp !  redouble  this  amaze ; 
Ten  thouMnd  add ;  add  twice  ten  tliousand  more  ; 
Then  weigh  the  whole ;  one  soul  outweighs  them 

aU; 
And  calls  th'  astonishing  magnificence 
Of  uninteUigent  creation  poor. 

For  this,  believe  not  mci  no  man  believe ; 
Trust  not  in  words,  but  deeds ;  and  deeds  no  less 
Than  those  of  the  Supreme ;  nor  his,  a  few ; 
Consult  them  all;  consulted,  all  proclaim 
Thy  soul*s  importance :  tremble  at  thyself; 
For  whom  Omnipotence  has  wak'd  so  long : 
Has  wak'd,  and  work'd,  for  ages ;  from  the  birtli 
Of  Nature  to  this  unbelieving  hour. 

In  this  small  province  of  his  vast  domain, 
(All  Nature  bow,  while  I  pronounce  his  name !) 
What  has  God  done,  and  not  for  tJds  sole  end, 
To  rescue  souls  from  death  ?     The  souTs  high  price 
Is  writ  in  all  the  conduct  of  the  skies. 
The  touCs  high  price  is  the  Creation* s  key, 
Unlocks  iu  mysteries,  and  naked  lays 


The  genuine  cause  of  every  deed  divine) 
That  is  the  chain  of  ages,  whidi  maintains 
Their  obvious  correspondence,  and  unites 
Most  distant  periods  in  one  blest  deagn : 
That  is  the  mighty  hinge,  on  which  have  tiim*d 
All  revolutions,  whether  we  regard 
The  natural,  chA,  or  reSgious,  world ; 
Hie  former  two  but  servants  to  the  ^ird : 
To  that  their  duty  done,  they  both  expire, 
Their  mass  new-cast,  forgot  their  deeds  renowned: 
And  angels  ask,  <<  Where  once  they  shone  so  fair  I* 

To  lift  us  from  this  abject,  to  sublime ; 
This  flux,  to  permanent;  this  dark,  to  day ; 
This  foul,  to  pure ;  this  tuibid,  to  serene ; 
llib  mean,  to  mi^ty !  — for  this  glorious  end 
Til*  Almighty,  rising,  his  long  sabbath  broke! 
The  worid  was  made ;  was  ruin'd ;  was  restor'd; 
Laws  from  the  skies  were  publish'd ;  vrere  repeal'd; 
On  Earth  kings,  kingdoms,  rose ;  kings,  kingdanu, 

fell; 
Fam'd  sages  ligfat'd  up  the  pagan  world ; 
Prophets  from  Sion  darted  a  keen  glance 
Through  distant  ase ;  saints  travell'd ;  martyrs  bled; 
By  wonders  sacred  Nature  stood  controll'd ; 
The  living  were  translated;  dead  were  raia'd ; 
Auffels,  and  more  tium  angels,  came  from  Heaven; 
And,  oh !  for  this,  descen<kd  lower  still : 
Giiilt  was  Hell's  gloom ;  astonisfa'd  at  his  gnes^ 
For  one  short  moment  Ludier  ador'd: 
Lorenso !  and  wilt  thou  do  less  ?  —  For  this. 
That  hallow*  d  page,  fook  scoff*  at,  waa  inspir*d. 
Of  all  these  tmths  —  thrice-venoaUe  code ! 
Deists  !  perform  your  quarantine ;  and  then 
Fall  prostrate,  ere  you  touch  it,  lot  you  diew 

Nor  less  intensely  bent  ir^emal  powers 
To  mar,  than  those  of  U^O,  this  end  to  gain. 
O  what  a  scene  is  here !  — >  Lorenzo !  wake  I 
Rise  to  the  thought ;  exert,  expand  diy  soul. 
To  take  the  vast  idea :  it  denies 
All  else  the  name  of  great     Two  warring  worlds ! 
Not  Europe  against  Afric ;  warring  worids ! 
Of  more  than  mortal !  mounted  on  the  wing  1 
On  ardent  wings  of  energy  and  zeal, 
High-hovering  o'er  this  little  brand  of  strile ! 
Tliis  sublunary  bidl  —  But  strife,  for  what  ? 
In  their  own  cause  conflicting  ?     No  ;  in  thiste. 
In  man's.     His  single  interest  blows  the  flaroe ; 
His  the  sole  stake ;  his  fitte  the  trumpet  soundst 
Which  kindles  war  immortaL     How  it  bums ! 
Tumultuous  swarms  of  deities  in  aims ! 
Force,  force  opposing,  till  the  waves  mn  higfa^ 
And  tempest  Nature's  universal  q>bere. 
Such  opposites  eternal,  steadiast,  stem. 
Such  foes  implacable,  are  good,  and  iff  ;  [thexo. 

Yet  man,  vain  man,  would  mediate  peace  between 

Think  not  this  fiction,  *<  There  was  war  in  Heasfen.** 
From  Heaven's  high  crystal  mountain*  where  it  hw^ 
Th'  Ahnigbty's  out-stretch'd  arm  took  down  his  bow. 
And  shot  his  indignation  at  the  deep  : 
Re-thunder'd  Hell,  and  darted  all  her  fires. 
And  seems  the  stake  of  littie  moment  stfll  ? 
And  slumbers  man,  who  singly  caus'd  the  storm  ? 
He  sleeps.  —  And  art  thou  sbock'd  at  myu^rin  f 
The  greatest,  thou.     How  dreadful  to  reflect. 
What  ardour,  care,  and  counsel  moriaU  cmastt 
In  breasts  divine !  how  littie  in  their  own  ! 

Where'er  I  tvim,  how  new /iro^  pour  upon  me ! 
How  happily  this  wondrous  view  support* 
My  former  argument !     How  strongly  strAa 
j  Immortal  Ufe*%  Aill  demonstration,  hera  ! 
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Why  this  exertion  ?     Why  this  strange  regard 
Fnoi  Heaven's  Omnipotent  indulg*a  to  man  ?  — ■ 
Because,  in  man,  the  glorious  dreadful  power, 
Extremely  to  be  pain'd,  or  blest,  for  ever. 
Jhtrution  gives  importance ;  swells  the  price. 
An  angel,  if  a  creature  of  a  day. 
What  would  he  be?     A  trifle  of  no  weight ; 
Or  stand,  or  &U ;  no  matter  which ;  he  *8  gone. 
Becaute  immortal,  therefore  is  indulged 
Thb  strange  rcsard  of  deities  to  dust. 
Heoce,  Heaven  looks  down  onEarth  with  all  her  eyes : 
Henoc,  the  8oul*s  mighty  moment  in  her  sight : 
Hence,  every  soul  has  partisans  above, 
And  every  thought  a  critic  in  the  skies : 
Henoe^  clay,  vile  day !  has  angels  for  its  guard, 
And  every  guard  a  passion  for  his  charge : 
Hence,  finnn  all  age,  the  cabinet  divine 
Has  held  high  counsel  o*er  the  fiite  of  man. 

Nor  have  the  clouds  those  gracious  counsels  hid 
Ancela  undraw  the  curtain  of  the  throne. 
And  ^ovidence  came  forth  to  meet  mankind: 
In  various  modes  of  emphasis  and  awe, 
Me  spoke  his  will,  and  trembling  Nature  heard ; 
He  spoke  tt  loud,  in  thunder  and  in  storm. 
Witncaa,  thou  Sinai !  whose  cloud-cover'd  height, 
And  shaken  basis,  own*d  the  present  God ; 
Wicneaa,  ye  bUlovu  /  whose  returning  tide, 
Bieakiog  the  chain  that  fosten'd  it  in  air. 
Swept  £g3rpt,  and  her  menaces,  to  Hell : 
Witneaa,  ye  Oames  I  th*  Assyrian  tyrant  blew 
To  sevenfold  rage,  as  impotent,  as  strong : 
And  tbou.  Earth  /  witness,  whose  expaoKling  jaws 
Cloe'd  o*^t  pretumptum*s  sacrilegious  sons  *  : 
Has  not  each  element,  in  turn,  subscribed 
The  muVs  tdgli  price,  and  sworn  it  to  the  wise  ? 
Has  not  flame,  ocean,  ether,  earthquake,  strove 
To  atxike  tku  truth  through  adamantine  man  ? 
If  not  all  adamant,  Lorraxo !  hear; 
AD  is  delusion ;  Nature  is  wrapt  up 
In  tenfold  night,  from  reaton**  keenest  eye ; 
Tbero  *s  no  consistence,  meaning,  plan,  or  end. 
In  nU  beneath  the  Sun,  in  all  aUrre 
(As  fisr  as  man  can  penetrate),  or  Heaven 
Is  an  tfinmn^na^,  inestimable  prise ; 
Or  nU  is  nothing,  or  that  prize  is  alL  — 
And  sihall  each  toy  be  still  a  match  for  Heaven, 
And  IbU  equivalent  for  groans  below? 
Who  wottld  not  give  a  tnfle  to  prevent 
Wlint  he  would  give  a  thousand  worlds  to  cure  f 

Lorenso!  thou  hast  seen  (if  thine  to  see) 
All  Katwre,  and  her  God  (by  Nature's  course, 
And  Nature's  course  controlCd)  declare  for  me: 
Tbe  skies  sbove  prodsim,  **  immorUd  man  !*' 
Andy  **  m^n  immortal  r*  all  below  resounds. 
Tbe  worid  *8  a  system  of  theology. 
Bend  by  the  greatest  strangers  to  the  schools ; 
If  kwnt,  Icnrn'd ;  and  tagie$  o'er  a  plou^ 
Is  not,  Lorenao !  then,  impos'd  on  thee 
Tins  faiard  alternative ;  or,  to  renounce 
Tbgr  reammt  at  thy  snue;  or,  to  believe  f 
Wlwfc  then  is  unbeHeff    *T  b  an  exploit ; 
A  atieiHiww  eaterpnse :  to  gain  it,  man 
Moat  bamt  tliroitgh  every  bar  of  common  sense ; 
Of  cosBmon  shame,  magnanimously  wrong ; 
And  wbat  rewards  the  sturdy  combatant  ? 
H^  pHse,  repeniancei  ii^am^,  his  crown. 

Baft  wherefore^  vi^amyf~^  For  want  oii  frnth, 
\yttmm  tin  stacp  predpioe  of  wnm;  he  slides ; 

•   Korah,  &c. 


There  's  nothing  to  support  him  in  the  nght. 
Faith  in  the  fiOure  wanting  is,  at  least 
In  embryo,  every  weakness,  every  guUt ; 
And  strong  temptation  ripens  it  to  birth. 
If  this  life's  gain  invites  him  to  the  deed. 
Why  not  hb  country  sold,  his  father  slain  ? 
*T  is  virtue  to  pursue  our  good  supreme ; 
And  his  supreme,  his  only  good  is  here. 
Ambition,  avarice,  by  the  wise  disdain'd. 
Is  perfect  udtdom,  while  mankind  are  fools. 
And  think  a  turf,  or  tomb-stone,  covers  dl : 
These  find  employment,  and  provide  for  sense 
A  richer  pasture,  and  a  larger  range ; 
And  sense  by  right  divine  ascends  the  throne, 
When  virtue's  prise  and  prospect  are  no  more ; 
Virtue  no  more  we  think  the  will  of  Heaven. 
Would  Heaven  quite  beggpr  virtue,  if  belov'd  ? 

**  Has  tarru«  charms?"— I  grant  her  heavenly 
fair; 
But  if  unportion'd,  all  will  interest  wed ; 
Though  that  our  admiration,  this  our  choice. 
The  virtues  grow  on  immortality  / 
That  root  destroy'd,  they  wither  and  expire. 
A  deity  believ'd,  will  nought  avail ; 
Rewards  and  punishments  make  God  ador'd ; 
And  hopes  and  fears  give  conscience  all  her  power. 

As  in  the  dying  parent  dies  the  child. 
Virtue,  with  immortality,  expires. 
Who  teUs  me  he  denies  his  soul  immortal, 
Whate'er  his  boast,  has  told  me,  he*sa  knave. 
His  duty  't  is,  to  love  himself  alone  / 
Nor  care  though  mankind  perish,  if  he  smiles. 
Who  thinks  ere  long  the  man  shall  wholly  die. 
Is  dead  already ;  nought  but  brute  survives. 

And  are  there  such  ?— Such  candidates  there  are 
For  more  than  death ;  for  utter  loss  of  being, 
Being,  the  basis  of  the  Deity! 
Ask  you  the  cause  ^— The  cause  they  will  not  tell : 
Nor  need  they  :  O  the  sorceries  of  sense  / 
They  woric  this  transformation  on  the  soul. 
Dismount  her,  like  the  serpent  at  the  foil. 
Dismount  her  from  her  native  wing,  (which  soar'd 
£re-while  ethereal  heights,)  and  throw  her  down. 
To  lick  the  dust,  and  crawl  in  such  a  thought. 

Is  it  in  words  to  paint  you?     O  ye  fall'n ! 
Fall'n  from  the  wings  of  reason,  and  of  hope  / 
Erect  in  stature,  prone  in  appetite ! 
Patrons  of  pleasure,  posting  into  pain ! 
Lovers  of  argument,  averse  to  sense! 
Boasters  of  hberty,  fost  bound  in  chains! 
Lords  of  the  wide  creation,  and  the  shame ! 
More  senseless  than  th*  irrationals  you  scorn  !  [pity. 
More  base  than  those  you  rule !     Than  those  you 
Far  more  undone  /     O  ye  most  infkmous 
Of  beings,  from  superior  dignity  ! 
Deepest  in  woe  fhmi  means  of  boundless  bliss! 
Ye  curst  by  blessings  infinite !  because 
Most  highly  fovour^  most  profoundly  lost ! 
Ye  motley  mass  of  contradiction  strong ! 
And  are  you,  too,  convinc'd,  your  soids  fly  ofl* 
In  exhalation  sof^  and  die  in  air, 
From  the  full  flood  of  evidence  against  you  ? 
In  the  coarse  drudgeries  and  sinks  of  sense. 
Your  soub  have  quite  worn  out  the  make  of  Heaven, 
By  vice  new-cast,  and  creatures  of  your  own : 
But  though  you  can  deform,  you  can't  destroy/ 
To  curse,  not  uncreate,  b  all  your  power. 

Lorento !  thb  black  brotherhood  renounce ; 
Renounce  St.  Evremont,  and  read  St  Paul. 
Ere  rapt  by  miracle,  by  reajan/wing'd,     . 
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His  mounting  mind  made  long  abode  in  Heaven. 
Tkit  is  frfetkmkmgt  unconfin'd  to  parts. 
To  send  the  soul,  on  curious  travel  bent, 
Hirough  all  the  provinces  of  hunum  thought ; 
To  dart  her  flight  through  the  whole  sphere  of  nun ; 
Of  this  vast  universe  to  make  the  tour ; 
In  each  recess  of  space,  and  rime,  at  home ; 
Familiar  with  their  wonders ;  diving  deep ; 
And,  like  a  prince  of  boundless  interests  there. 
Still  most  ambitious  of  the  most  remote ; 
To  look  on  truth  unbroken,  and  entire ; 
TVuth  in  the  system,  the  full  orb ;  where  truths 
By  truths  enligfatenM,  and  sustain'd,  afford 
An  arch-like,  strong  foundation,  to  support 
Tb'  incumbent  weight  of  absolute,  complete 
Cansdctum ;  here,  the  more  we  press,  we  stand 
More  firm  :  who  most  examine,  most  beUeve. 
Parts,  like  half-sentences,  confound ;  the  whole 
Conveys  the  sense,  and  God  is  understood ; 
Who  not  vajragments  writes  to  human  race : 
Read  his  whole  volume,  sceptic !  then  reply. 

This,  this,  is  thinking  Jree,  a  thought  that  grasps 
Beyond  a  grain,  and  looks  beyond  an  hour. 
Turn  up  thine  eyes,  survey  tlus  midnight  scene ; 
What  are  Earth's  kingdoms,  to  yon  boundless  OTbs, 
Of  human  souls,  one  day,  the  destin'd  range  ? 
And  what  yon  boundless  orbs,  to  godlike  man  f 
Those  numerous  worids  that  throng  the  firmament, 
And  ask  more  space  in  Heaven,  can  roll  at  laige 
In  man's  capacious  thought,  and  still  leave  room 
For  ampler  ortM,  for  new  ovations,  there. 
Can  such  a  soul  contract  itself,  to  ^pe 
A  point  of  no  dimension,  of  no  weight  ? 
It  can ;  it  does :  the  world  is  such  a  point : 
And,  clithat  point,  how  small  a  part  enslaves! 
How  small  a  part— >  of  nothing,  shall  I  say  ? 
Why  not?  —  Friends,  our  chief  treuure  !  how  tliey 

drop! 
Lucia,  Nardssa  fair.  Philander,  gone ! 
Hie  grave,  like  fabled  Ceiberus,  has  op*d 
A  triple  mouth ;  and,  in  an  aweful  voice, 
Loud  calls  my  soul,  and  utters  all  I  sing. 
How  the  world  falls  to  pieces  round  about  us. 
And  leaves  us  in  a  ruin  of  our  joy  ! 
What  says  this  transportation  of  my  friends? 
It  Inds  me  love  the  place  where  now  they  dwell. 
And  scorn  this  wretched  spot  they  leave  so  poor. 
Eternity's  vast  ocean  lies  before  thee ; 
There;  there,  Lorenxo  !  thy  Clarissa  sails. 
Give  thy  mind  sea-room  ;  keep  it  wide  of  Earth, 
That  rock  of  souls  immortal ;  cut  thy  cord  ; 
Weigh  anchor;  spread  thy  sails ;  call  every  wind ; 
Eye  thy  Great  Pole-star ;  make  the  land  of  life. 

Two  kinds  of  life  has  double-'natur*d  man, 
And  two  of  death ;  the  last  far  more  severe. 
Life  animal  is  nurtur'd  by  the  Sun ; 
Thrives  on  his  bounties,  triumphs  in  his  beamsi 
Life  rational  subsists  on  higher  food. 
Triumphant  in  his  beams,  who  made  the  day. 
When  we  leave  that  Sun,  and  are  left  by  th^ 
(The^ite  of  all  who  die  in  stubborn  guilt,) 
*X  is  titter  darkness ;  strictly  dottble  death. 
We  sink  by  no  Judicial  stroke  of  Heaven, 
But  Nature's  course ;  as  sure  as  plummets  fidL 
Since  God,  or  man,  must  alter,  ere  they  meet, 
(Since  light  and  darkness  blend  not  in  one  sphere,) 
'T  is  maniftst,  Lorenso !  who  must  change. 

If;^  then,  that  double  death  should  prove  thy  lot. 
Blame  not  the  bowels  of  the  Deity; 
Blan  shall  be  blest,  as  far  as  man  permits. 


Not  man  alone,  all  rationals,  Hmtco  srmi 
With  an  illustrious,  but  tremendous,  power 
To  counteract  its  own  most  gracious  ends; 
And  this,  of  strict  necessity,  not  choice; 
That  power  denied,  men,  angels,  were  no  noie 
But  passive  engines,  void  of  praise  or  blune 
A  nature  rational  implies  the  power 
Of  being  blest,  or  wretdied,  as  we  pkase; 
Else  idle  reason  would  have  nought  to  do; 
And  he  that  would  be  barr'd  capacity 
Of  pain,  courts  incapacity  of  bliss. 
Heaven  wills  our  happiness,  alhma  our  doon; 
Invites  us  ardently,  but  not  compels  i 
Heaven  h\JiX  persuades,  almighty  num  dfoees; 
Man  is  the  nuker  of  immortal  fiites. 
Man  falls  by  man,  if  finally  he  &lk; 
And  fall  he  must,  who  learns  from  deotft  ikne 
The  dreadful  secret  — -  That  he  lives  for  erer. 

Why  lAw  to  thee  ?  —  TTiee  yet,  perhipi,  indo* 
Of  second  life?  But  wberefoie  doubtful  fdU? 
Eternal  life  is  nature's  ardent  wish : 
What  ardently  we  wish,  we  soon  bdieve : 
Thy  tardy  faith  declares  that  wish  dfeitroy'd: 
What  has  destroy'd  it?  .  ShaU  I  teU  thee  wbit? 
Whcn^r'd  the  ^future,  't  is  no  longer  wijh'd; 
And,  when  unwish'd,  we  ttnoe  to  disbdieve. 
«  Thus  infdeHty  our  guHt  betrays." 
Nor  that  the  fofe  detection !  Blush,  Lofcsv! 
Blush  for  hypocrisy,  if  not  for  guilt 
Thefuturefear*d  ^  —  An  infidel,  and  fesr  ? 
Fearwhat?  A  dreamr  A/oAfc^  — HowtbjrdM 
Unwilling  evidence,  and  therefore  ttrm^ 
Affords  my  cause  an  undesign'd  support! 
How  (iuAelM;^ affirms  what  it  denies! 
"  It,  unawares,  asserts  immortal  ^** 
Surprising !  irifidelity  turns  out 
A  creed,  9nd  a  cor^ssion  of  aw  dot: 
Apostates,  thus,  are  orthodox  divines. 

Lorenxo !  with  Loreiuo  clash  ix> nKVc; 
Nor  longer  a  transparent  viaor  wear. 
Think'st  thou,  religion  only  has  her  muk? 
Our  infidels  are  Span's  hypocrites. 
Pretend  llie  worst,  and,  at  the  bottonu^oi 
When  visited  by  thought  (thought  a*  inW^li 
Like  him  they  serve,  they  tremble  and  hdktt. 
Is  their  hypocrisy  so  foul  as  this ; 
So  fatal  to  the  welfare  of  the  world? 
What  detestation,  what  contempt,  their  doe! 
And,  if  unpaid,  be  thank'd  for  their  escape 
That  Chrisdan  candour  they  strvx  hard  to  vff^  '• 
If  not  for  that  asylum,  they  might  find 
A  Hell  on  Earth  ;  nor  'scape  a  wone  *A» 
With  insolence,  and  impotence  of  thougbt, 
Instead  of  racking  fancy,  to  refute. 
Reform  thy  manners,  and  the  truth  eryoy.  — 
But  shall  I  dare  confess  the  dire  v^"*^^^, 
Can  thy  proud  reason  brook  so  black  a  band? 
From  purer  manners,  to  subUmer  faith. 
Is  Nature's  uruivoidable  ascent; 
An  honest  deist,  where  the  Gospel  shines 
Matur'd  to  nobler,  in  the  Ckri^ian  endfc     ^ 
When  that  blest  change  airivea,  e'en  cart  m» 
This  song  superfluous ;  tWs  tmrnartal  rtrikcc 
Conviction,  in  a  flood  of  fight  dnine* 
A  Christian  dwells,  like  Uriel  *,  in  the  Sua; 
Meridian  evidence  puts  dofubt  to  fHgbt ; 
And  ardent  hope  antkapates  the  skjM.       ^__ 
Of  <Aa/ bright  Sun,  LorciMo!  scale  the  fffcfl** 
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Tbeaqr!  it  invites  tliee;  it  descends         [came: 

Vnm  Heaven  to  woo,   and  waft  thee  whence  it 

Reed  and  revere  the  sacred  page;  a  page 

Where  triumphs  tmmorta/t^y ;  a  page 

Wbich  not  the  whole  creaium  could  produce ; 

Which  not  the  an^ogntion  shall  destroy : 

*T  is  printed  in  the  mind  of  gods  for  ever. 

In  Nature's  ruins  not  one  letter  lost 

In  proud  disdain  of  what  e*en  gods  adore, 
Dott  smile?-— Poor  wretch!  thy  guardian  angel 
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JngeU,  and  men^  assent  to  what  I  sing ; 
Wm  smile,  and  thank  me  for  my  midnight  dreanu 
How  vidotts  hearts  fume  phrenzy  to  the  brain ! 
Fartt  push  us  on  to  pride,  and  pride  to  shame ; 
Pert  iiyidelity  is  wit's  cockade, 
To  grace  the  brazen  brow  that  braves  the  skies, 
Bj  lott  ofbeingf  dreadftiUy  secure. 
Lorenao !  if  thjf  doctrine  vrins  the  day, 
And  drivea  my  dreams,  defeated,  from  the  field ; 
If  <Att  is  all,  if  Earth  h  final  scene, 
Tskeheed;  stand  fiut;  be  sure  to  be  a  ibiave , 
A  knave  in  grain !  ne'er  deviate  to  the  r^  .* 
Shoaldst  thou  be  gi[>od — how  infinite  thy  loss ! 
(hiSt  only  makes  annihilatum  gain. 
Blest  scfafone !  which  life  deprives  of  comfort ,  death 
OfktpCi  and  which  vice  only  recommendiv 
If  so^  wikere,  infidels!  your  bait,  thrown  out 
Jb  catch  weak  converts  ?  where  your  lofty  boast 
OKttalfor  virtue,  and  of  Utve  to  man  f 
Amnhiltfion !  I  confess,  in  then. 

WiMt  can  reclaim  you?  Dare  I  hope  profound 
FkUomphert  the  converts  of  a  mmg  F 
Tct  know,  its  title  *  flatters  you,  not  met 
Tours  be  the  praise  to  make  nuf  title  good ; 
Ifine,  to  bless  Heaven,  and  triumph  in  your  pnise. 
Bat  smoe  ao  pestilential  your  disease, 
nuugfa  sovereign  is  the  medicine  I  prescribe^ 
As  yet,  I'n  neither  triumph,  nor  despair : 
Bat  hope,  ere  long,  my  midnight  dream  will  wake 
Tour  hearts,  and  teach  your  inidam— to  be  wise : 
For  why  should  souls  inunortal,  made  for  bliss, 
E'er  wish,  (and  wish  in  vain !]  that  souls  could  die? 
What  ne*er  can  die,  oh !  grant  to  Uvef  and  crown 
The  wHh,  and  aim,  and  labour  of  the  skies; 
Imemue,  mad  enter  on  the  joys  of  Heaven: 
Dhis  shall  my  title  pass  a  taired  seal. 
Receive  an  imprimatur  ftom  above. 
While  angels  shout -*-  An  InAdel  Reclaimed/ 

To  dose,  Lorenzo !  spite  of  all  my  pains,    ^ever  f 
StUl  seems  it  strange,  that  thou  shouldst  hveyor 
Is  it  less  strange,  that  thou  shouldst  live  at  all  t 
T%i$  is  a  miracle;  and  that  no  more. 
Who  gave  h^^inning,  can  exclude  an  end. 
Deny  thou  art:  then,  doubt  if  thou  shall  be. 
A  miracle  with  miracles  enclos'd. 
Is  man ;  and  starto  his  faith  at  what  is  strange  t 
What  less  than  wonders,  from  the  wonderful  j 
What  leaa  than  miracles,  from  God,  can  flow  ? 
JdaUi  a  God  — that  mystery  supreme ! 
Tlait  cans^  uncaus'd !  all  other  wonders  cease ; 
Nbcfaing  ia  marvellous  for  him  to  do : 
iVm  Asms -f*  all  is  mystery  besides : 
Mimons  of  mysteries !  each  darker  far, 
Thta  thai  thy  wisdom  would,  unwisely,  shun. 
Uweak  thy  fiutfa,  why  choose  the  harder  side  ? 
We  nodiing  know,  but  what  is  marvellous ; 
YiC  what  H  marvellous,  we  can't  believe. 


*  The  Infidel  Reclaimed. 


So  vreak  our  fvosofi,  and  so  great  our  God, 
What  moat  aurprises  in  the  sacred  jN^, 
Or  fbll  as  strange,  or  stranger,  must  be  true. 
Faith  is  not  unison's  labour,  but  repose. 

To  faith,  and  virtue,  why  so  backward,  man  ? 
From  hence :  —  Tbepresmf  strongly  str&es  us  aU  ; 
The  future,  fiuntly;  can  vre,  then,  be  menf 
If  men,  Lotenso !  the  reverse  is  right 
Reason  is  man's  peculiar :  sense,  &  brute's. 
Hie  jtresent  is  the  scanty  realm  oi  sense  f 
The  future,  reason's  empire  unconfin'd : 
On  that  expending  all  her  godlike  power. 
She  plans,  proridM,  expatiates,  triumphs,  there; 
There  builds  her  Meism^  /  there  expects  her /wtntr/ 
And  nothing  asks  of  fortune,  or  of  men. 
And  vrfaat  is  reason  f  Be  she,  thus,  defin'd ; 
Reason  is  upright  stature  in  the  souL 
Oh  !  be  a  man  ;  and  strive  to  be  a  gpd, 
<*  For  what?  (thou  say'st)  To  damp  the  joys  of  Hie?*' 
No ;  to  give  heart  and  substance  to  thy  joys. 
That  tyrant,  Aope;  mark  how  she  domineers ; 
She  bids  us  quit  realities,  fbr  dreams ; 
Safety  and  peace,  for  hazard  and  alarm ; 
That  tyrant  o'er  the  tyrants  of  the  soul. 
She  bids  ambition  quit  its  taken  prise^ 
Spurn  Ihe  luxuriant  branch  on  which  t^  sits. 
Though  bearing  crowns,  to  spring  at  distant  gane  i 
And  plunge  in  toik  and  dangers-— for  repose. 
If  hope  precarious,  and  of  things,  when  gain'd, 
Of  little  moment,  and  as  little  stay. 
Can  sweeten  toils  and  dangers  into  joys; 
What  then,  that  hope,  which  nothing  can  deleat. 
Our  leave  unask'd?  Rich  hope  of  boundless  bliss! 
Bliss,  past  man's  power  to  paint  it ;  ftfae's  to  closel 

This  hope  is  Earth's  most  estimable  prize : 
7^  is  man's  portion,  while  no  naore  than  man  i 
Hope,  at  all  passions,  most  befriends  us  here  / 
Fsssions  of  prouder  name  befiiend  us  less. 
Jby  haa  her  tears t  and  tnmspovi  has  her  deathg 
Hope,  like  a  contial,  innocent,  though  strongs 
Man's  heart,  at  onee,  inspirits,  and  serenes  i 
Nor  makes  him  pay  his  wisdom  for  his  joys; 
*T  is  all  our  present  state  can  safely  bear, 
Health  to  the  fram^ !  and  vigour  to  the  ndad ! 
Ajoyattemper'd!  acAostii'ddeUght! 
Like  the^MT  summjer  evening,  mild  and  sweet ! 
'T  is  man's  full  cup ;  hb  Paradise  below! 

A  blest  hereafUr,  then,  or  hop'd,  or  gain'd, 
Is  all;  our  idbfe  of  happiness:  full  proof, 
I  chose  no  trivial  or  inglorious  theme. 
And  know,  ye  foes  to  song !  (wdl-meaning  men. 
Though  quite  forgotten  half  your  Bible's  praise*  I) 
Important  truths,  m  spite  diverse,  may  please: 
Grave  minds  you  praise ;  nor  can  you  praise  too 

much: 
If  diere  is  weicht  in  an  eternity, 
Let  the  grow  listen ; —and  be  gr««r  still. 

*  The  poetical  parts  of  it. 
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NiOHT  THi  Eighth. 
VIRTUE'S  APOLOGY; 

OR, 
TME  MAN  or  TBE    WORLD  AlftWHRED. 

IM    WHICH    AKX   CONSIDEIISD, 

The  Love  cf  this  L^e;  the  Ambition  and  Pteature, 
with  the  Wit  and  Witdom  of  the  WorUL 

Akd  Us  all  Nature,  then,  espousM  my  part? 
Have  I  bribM  Heaven  and  Earth  to  plead  against 

thee? 
And  is  thy  soul  immortal  T  —  What  remains? 
An,  all,  Lorenio !  — >  Make  immortal,  blest 
Unblest  immortab !  —  What  can  shock  us  more  ? 
And  yet  Lorenzo  still  affects  the  loorU  ; 
There,  stows  his  treasure;  thence,  hit  title  draws, 
Man  of  the  worid  (for  such  wouldst  thou  be  call'd). 
And  art  thou  proud  of  that  inglorious  style? 
Proud  of  reproach  ?  for  a  reproach  it  was, 
In  ancient  days ;  and  CHaiariAN  — >  in  an  age 
When  men  were  men,  and  not  aaham'd  of  Heaven*— 
'Flr'd  their  ambition,  as  it  crown'd  their  joy. 
Sprinkled  with  dews  from  the  Castalian  font, 
Fain  would  I  re-baptise  thee,  and  confer 
A  purer  spirit,  and  a  nobler  name. 

Thy  fond  attachments  &tal,  and  in6am*d, 
Point  out  my  path,  and  dictate  to  my  song : 
To  thee,  the  world  how  fair  /  How  strongly  strikes 
AmbUion  /  and  gay  pleatttre  stronger  sti  U ! 
Thy  triple  bane !  the  triple  bolt  that  lays 
Thy  virtue  dead !  Be  these  my  triple  theme ; 
Nor  shall  thy  wit,  or  witdom,  be  forgot 

Common  the  theme ;  not  so  the  song ;  if  she 
My  song  invokes,  Urania  deigns  to  smile. 
The  chtfm  that  chains  us  to  the  worid,  her  foe. 
If  she  dissolves,  the  man  of  earth,  at  once. 
Starts  from  hb  trance,  and  sighs  for  other  scenes ; 
Scenes,  wliere  these  sparks  of  night,  these  start, 

shall  shine 
Unnumbered  suns  (for  all  things,  as  they  are. 
The  blest  behold) ;  and,  in  one  ^ory,  pour 
Their  blended  blase  on  man's  astonish'd  sight ; 
A  blase —the  least  illustrious  object  there, 

Lorenzo!  since  ctormi/ is  at  hand. 
To  swallow  time*B  ambitions  |  as  the  vast 
Leviathan,  the  bubbles  vain,  that  ride 
High  on  the  foaming  billow ;  what  avail 
High  titles,  high  dncent^  attainmenta  high, 
If  unattain*d  our  highett  f  O  Lorenzo ! 
What  lofty  thoughts,  these  elements  above, 
What  towering  hopes,  what  sallies  from  the  Sun, 
What  grand  survejrs  of  destiny  divine. 
And  pompous  presage  of  unfitthom*d  fkte. 
Should  riXL  in  bosoms,  where  a  spirit  bums. 
Bound  for  etemi^r !  In  bosoms  read 
By  him,  who  foibles  in  archangels  sees ! 
On  human  hearts  he  bends  a  jealous  eye^ 
And  marks,  and  in  Heaven's  register  enrolls 
The  rise  and  prosreas  of  each  option  there ; 
Sacred  to  doomsday !   That  the  page  unfolds. 
And  spreads  us  to  the  gaze  of  gods  and  men. 

And  what  an  option,  O  Lorenzo !  thine  ? 
This  world !  and  this,  unrivall'd  by  the  skies ! 
A  world,  where  lust  of  pleasure,  grandeur,  gold. 


Three  demont  that  divide  its  reahne  between  Aem, 
With  strokes  altemate  bu€f^  to  and  fro 
Man's  restless  heart,  thdr  sport,  their  flying  ball; 
Till,  with  the  giddy  circle  sick  and  tir*d. 
It  pants  for  peace,  and  drops  into  de^r. 
Such  is  the  world  Lorenzo  sets  above 
That  glorious  promite  angels^  were  ciU'cm'd 
Too  mean  to  bring ;  a  promise,  their  Ador*d 
Descended  to  communicate,  and  press. 
By  counsel,  miracle,  life^  death,  on  man. 
Such  is  the  world  Lorenzo's  wisdom  wooea. 
And  on  its  thorny  pillow  sedu  rcpoae ; 
A  pillow,  which,  Uke  opiates  iU..prepar^d, 
Intoxicates,  but  not  composes ;  fills 
The  visionary  mind  with  gay  diimeras. 
All  the  wild  trash  of  sleep,  without  the  reat ; 
WlMtt  uT^lBign*d  travel,  and  what  dreams  of  joy !  ^ 
How  frail,  men,  things !  liow  momentary,  bolh . 
Fantastic  chase  of  shadows  hunting  shades ! 
The  ^y,  the  ftttjy,  equal,  though  unlike ; 
Equal  m  wisdom,  differently  wise !  ['"■•'^ 

Through  flowery  meadows,  and   thitmgh  drcaiy 
One  bustling,  and  one  dandng,  into  death. 
There 's  not  a  day,  but,  to  the  man  of  thought. 
Betrays  some  seovt,  that  throws  new  reproach 
On  life,  and  makes  him  sick  of  seeing  more. 
The  scenes  of  butinett  tell  us  —  **  What  are  men  ;" 
The  scenes  of  pleature  —  •*  What  is  aU  beside;** 
There,  others  we  despise ;  and  here,  ounelvw. 
Amid  ditgutt  eternal,  dwells  delight? 

•T  is  opproftofwn  strikes  the  string  of  joy. 

What  wondrous  prize  has  kindled  thb  career. 
Stuns  with  the  din,  and  chokes  us  with  the  dam^ 
On  lifo's  gay  stage,  one  inch  above  the  grave  ? 
The  prottd  run  up  and  down  in  quest  of  eyes  ; 
The  tentual,  in  pursuit  of  something  vrorse ; 
"Die  grave,  of  gold  ;  the  politic,  of  power; 
And  all,  of  other  butterflies,  as  vain  ! 
As  eddies  draw  diings  frivolous  and  light. 
How  is  man's  heart  by  vanity  drawn  in ; 
On  the  swift  circle  of  returning  toys,  [gtdf*^; 

Whirl'd,  straw.like,  round  and  rownd,  and  then,  as- 
Where  gay  delusion  darkens  to  desjMur ! 

"  This  it  a  beaten  rracfc"  — 1«  thb  a  tr** 
Should  not  be  beaten  ?  never  beat  enough. 
Till  enough  leam'd  the  truths  it  would  inspn 
Shall  truth  be  silent,  because  foUj  frown*  f 
Turn  the  world's  history ;  what  find  we  iSbta% 
But  firtune'B  sports,  or  nature's  crud  daims. 
Or  woman's  artifice,  or  man's  revoige^ 
And  endless  inhumanities  on  man  ? 
Fame's  trumpet  seldom  sounds,  but,  like  the  ka^ 
It  brings  bad  tidings :  how  it  houriy  blows 
Man's  misadventures  round  the  listoiing  world ! 
Man  is  the  tale  of  narrative  old  time  ; 
Sad  tale ;  which  high  as  Ptndiae  begins ; 
As  if,  the  toil  of  travel  to  delude. 
From  stage  to  stage,  in  his  eternal  round. 
The  days,  his  daughters,  as  they  spin  our  boon 
On  fortunes  wheel,  where  accident  unthought^ 
Oft,  in  a  moment,  snaps  life's  stiongest  tfareftd. 
Each,  in  her  turn,  some  tragic  story  tdk, 
With,  now.4Uid.then,  a  wretched  fin«  bUwae«» 
And  fills  hb  chronicle  with  human  woes. 

Time's  daughters,  trueas  those  of  men,  deerivt  na ; 
Not  one,  but  puts  some  dieat  onall  mankind : 
While  in  ^tuir  father's  bosom,  not  yet  ourt, 
Hiey  flatter  our  fond  hopes;  and  prombe  modi 
Of  amiable ;  but  hold  Am  not  o'erwise^ 
Who  dares  to  trust  them;  and  laugh  rouad  the  yw^ 


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


Night  VIU. 


THE  COMPLAINT, 


.583 


At  still-confiding,  still-confounded,  man, 
Confiding,  tlKMigh  confounded ;  hoping  on. 
Untaught  by  trml,  unconvinced  by  proof. 
And  ever-looking  for  the  never-seen. 
Life  to  the  last,  like  horden'd  felons,  lies ; 
Nor  owns  itself  a  cheat,  till  it  expires. 
Its  little  joy  goes  out  by  one  and  one, 
And  leaves  poor  nun,  at  length,  in  perfect  night ; 
Night  darker  than  what,  notOf  involves  the  Pole. 

O  thou,  who  dost  permit  these  ills  to  fidl  [mourn ! 
For  gracious  ends,  and  wouldst  that  roan  should 
O  thou,  whose  hands  this  goodly  fabric  fram*d, 
Who  know*st  it  best,  and  wouldst  that  man  should 

know! 
What  is  this  sublunary  world?  A  vapour ; 
A  vapour  all  it  holds ;  itself,  a  vapour ; 
From  the  damp  bed  of  chaos,  by  thy  beam 
£xhal*d,  ordain'd  to  swim  its  destin'd  hour 
In  ambient  air,  then  melt,  and  disappear. 
Earth's  days  are  number'd,  nor  remote  her  doom ; 
As  mortal,  though  less  transient,  than  her  sons ; 
Yet  they  dote  on  her,  as  the  worid  and  they 
Were  both  eternal,  solid ;  thou,  a  dream. 

They  dote !  on  what  ?  Immortal  views  apart, 
A  region  of  outsides !  a  land  of  shadows ! 
A  fruitful  field  of  flowery  promises ! 
A  wilderness  of  joy !  perplex*d  with  doubts, 
And  sharp  with  thorns !  a  troubled  ocean,  spread 
With  bold  adventums,  their  all  on  board ! 
No  second  hope,  if  here  their  fortune  frowns ; 
Frown  soon  it  must.     Of  various  rates  they  sail, 
Of  ensigns  various ;  all  alike  in  this, 
jtU  restless,  anxious ;  tost  witli  hopes,  and  fears, 
In  calmest  skies;  obnoxious  tUl  to  storm ; 
And  stormy  the  most  general  blast  of  life : 
jiU  bound  for  happiness ;  yet  few  provide 
The  chart  of  knowledge,  pointing  where  it  lies ; 
Or  virtue's  helm,  to  a^pe  the  course  design' d  : 
jfiif  more  or  less,  capricious  fate  lament. 
Now  lifted  by  the  tide,  and  now  resorb'd, 
And  further  from  their  wishes  than  before  : 
jfii,  more  or  less,  against  each  other  dash. 
To  mutual  hurt,  by  gusts  of  passion  driven, 
And  sufiering  more  from  folly,  than  from  fate. 

Ocean !  thou  dreadful  and  tumultuous  home 
Of  dangers,  at  eternal  war  with  man ! 
Deatki's  capital,  where  most  he  domineers. 
With  all  his  chosen  terrours  frowning  round, 
(Though  lately  feasted  high  at  Albion's  cost  *) 
Wide-opening,  and  loud-roaring  still  for  more ! 
Too  faithful  mirror !  how  dost  thou  reflect 
The  melancholy  fiice  of  human  life ! 
Tlie  strong  resemblance  tempts  me  further  still  : 
And,  haply,  Britain  may  be  deeper  struck 
By  moral  truth,  in  such  a  mirror  seen. 
Which  Nature  holds  for  ever  at  her  eye. 

Self-flatter'd,  uncxperienc'd,  high  in  hope, 
Whenycmng,  with  sanguine  cheer  and  streamers  gay, 
We  cut  our  cable,  launch  into  the  world, 
And  fondly  dream  each  wind  and  star  our  friend ; 
All,  in  some  darling  enterprise  embark'd  i 
But  where  is  be  can  fathom  its  extent  ? 
Amid  a  multitude  of  artless  hands, 
Bmai*  sure  perquisite !  her  Uwful  prize ! 
Sams  steer  angfat ;  but  the  black  bk»t  blows  hard. 
And  puffs  them  wide  of  hope :  with  hearts  of  proof, 
Full  against  wipd  and  tide,  some  win  their  way ; 
And  when  strong  effort  has  deserv'd  the  port, 

*  Admiral  Balchen,  <I(C. 


And  tugg*d  it  into  view,  't  is  won  !  'c  is  lost ! 
Though  strong  their  oar,  still  stronger  is  their  fate : 
They  strike ;  and  while  they  triumph,  they  expire. 
In  stress  of  weather,  most;  some  sink  outright; 
0*er  them,  and  o'er  their  names,  the  billows  dose ; 
To-morrow  knows  not  they  were  ever  bom. 
Others  a  short  memorial  leave  behind. 
Like  a  flag  floating,  when  the  bark  *s  ingulf 'd  ; 
It  floats  a  moment,  and  is  seen  no  more : 
One  Ccesar  lives ;  a  thousand  are  forgoC 
How  few,  beneath  auspicious  planets  bom, 
(Darlings  of  Providence !  fond  Fate's  elect !} 
With  swelh'ng  sails  make  good  the  promis'd  port. 
With  all  their  wishes  frdghted ;  yet  e'en  these, 
Fineighted  with  all  their  wishes,  soon  compbun ; 
Fkee  from  misfortune,  not  from  nature  free. 
They  still  are  men ;  and  when  is  man  secure? 
As  Altai  time,  as  storm  I  the  rush  of  years 
Beats  down  their  strength ;  their  numberless  escapes 
In  ruin  end :  and,  now,  theur  proud  success 
But  plants  new  terrours  on  the  victor's  brow : 
What  pain  to  quit  the  world,  just  made  their  own ! 
Hieir  nest  so  deeply  down'd,  and  built  so  high ! 
Too  low  they  build,  who  build  beneath  the  stars. 

Woe  then  apart,  (if  woe  apart  can  be 
From  mortal  man,)  and  fortune  at  our  nod, 
llie  gay !  rich !  great,  triumphant !  and  august ! 
What  are  they? —  Hie  mott  happy  (strange to  say!) 
Convince  v^e  most  of  human  misery ; 
What  are  they  ?  Smiling  wretches  of  to-morrow  I 
More  wretched,  then,  than  e'er  their  slave  ean.be ; 
Their  treacherous  Uessings,  at  the  day  of  need. 
Like  other  faithless  frienob,  unmask,  and  sting : 
Then,  what  provoking  indigence  in  wealth  I 
What  aggravated  impotence  in  power ! 
High  titles,  then,  what  insult  of  their  pain ! 
If  that  sole  andwr,  equal  to  the  waves. 
Immortal  hope  /  defies  not  the  mde  storm, 
Takes  comfort  from  theur  foaming  billows'  rage^ 
And  makes  a  welcome  lunbour  of  the  tomb. 

Is  this  a  sketch  of  what  thy  soul  admires? 
«  But  here,"  thou  say'st,  "  the  miseries  of  life 
Are  huddled  in  a  group.     A  more  distinct 
Survey,  perhaps,  might  bring  thee  better  news." 
Look  on  life's  stages :  they  speak  plainer  still ; 
The  pUuner  they,  the  deeper  wilt  thou  sigh. 
Look  on  thy  lovely  boy ;  in  him  behold 
The  best  that  can  befiOl  the  best  on  Earth ; 
The  boy  has  virtue  by  his  mother's  side: 
Yes,  on  Florello  look :  t^  father's  heart 
Is  tender,  though  ^  men's  is  made  of  stone ; 
The  tmth,  through  such  a  medium  seepy  may  make 
Impression  deep,  and  fondness  prove  thy  fnaoiL 

Florello,  lately  cast  on  this  rode  coast 
A  helpless  infimt;  now,  a  heedless  child ; 
To  poor  Clarissa's  throes,  thy  care  succeeds ; 
Care  full  of  love,  and  yet  severe  as  hate! 
O'er  thy  soul's  joy  how  oft  thy  fondness  frowns ! 
Needful  austerities  his  will  restrain ; 
As  thorns  fence-in  the  tender  plant  from  hann.    . 
As  yet,  his  reason  cannot  go  alone ; 
But  asks  a  sterner  nurse  to  lead  it  on. 
His  litde  heart  b  ofien  terrified ; 
The  blush  of  mommg,  in  his  cheek,  turns  pale ; 
Its  pearly  dew-drop  trembles  in  his  eye ; 
His  harmless  eye !  and  drowns  an  angel  there. 
Ah!  what  avails  his  mnocence  ?  ThefaiA 
Enjoin'd  must  discipline  hb  early  powers; 
He  learns  to  sigh,  ere  he  is  known  to  sin ; 
Guiltless,  and  sad!  a  wretch  before  the  frU .' 

Digitizei*tJ^  Google  ^\ 


584 


YODNG. 


Night  VUI. 


How  cruel  this  !  more  cruel  to  tdshair. 
Our  nature  tucb,  with  neceuary  puns, 
We  purchase  proepects  of  precarious  peace : 
Though  not  ii  father,  this  might  steii>  a  sigh. 
Suppose  him  aisdplin'd  aright  (if  not, 
*T  will  sink  our  poor  account  to  poorer  still) ; 
Ripe  firom  the  tutor,  proud  of  liberty, 
He  leaps  enclosure,  bounds  into  the  woiid ! 
The  world  is  taken,  after  ten  years*  toil, 
Like  ancient  Troy;  and  all  its  Joys  his  own. 
Alas !  the  world  *s  a  tutor  more  severe ; 
its  lessons  hard,  and  ill  deserve  his  pains ; 
Unteaching  all  his  virtuous  nature  taught. 
Or  books  (fair  virtue's  advocates !)  inspir'd. 

For  who  receives  him  into  public  life? 
Men  of  the  worid,  the  terrB-filial  breed. 
Welcome  the  modest  stranger  to  their  sphere, 
(Which  glitter'd  long,  at  distance,  in  his  sight,) 
And,  in  their  hospitable  arms,  enclose: 
Men,  who  think  nought  so  strong  of  the  ronuuice, 
So  rank  km'ght-errant,  as  a  real  fnend : 
Men,  that  act  up  to  reason*B  golden  rule, 
All  weakness  <^  affection  quite  subdued : 
Men,  that  would  Blush  at  being  thought  sincere, 
And  feign,  for  glory,  ihefevo  faults  they  want ; 
That  bve  a  lie,  where  truth  would  pay  as  well ; 
As  if,  to  them,  vice  shone  her  own  reii'ard. 

Lorenso  !  canst  thou  bear  a  shocking  sight? 
Suchi  for  Florello's  sake,  *t  will  now  appear : 
See,  the  8teel*d  files  of  seasoned  veterans, 
Thun'd  to  the  world,  in  burnished  Msehood  bright; 
Deep  in  the  &tal  stratagems  of  peace ; 
All  soft  sensation,  in  tlw  throng,  rubb*d  oflT; 
All  their  keen  purpose,  in  politeness  sheatli*d ; 
His  friends  eternal  —  during  interest ; 
His  foes  implacable  —  when  worth  their  while ; 
At  war  with  every  welfiure,  but  their  own ; 
At  wise  as  Ludf^,  and  half  as  good  ; 
And  by  whom  none,  but  Lucifer,  can  gain  — 
Naked,  through  these  (so  common  fate  ordains). 
Naked  of  heart,  his  cruel  course  he  runs, 
Stung  out  of  all,  most  amiable  in  life,       [feign'd ; 
Prompt  truth,  and  open  thought,  and  smiles  un> 
Affection,  as  his  species,  wide  diflfUs*d ; 
Noble  presumptions  to  mankind's  renown ; 
Ingenuous  trust,  and  confidence  of  love. 

These  claims  to  joy  ^if  mortals  joy  might  claim) 
Will  cost  him  many  a  sigh ;  till  time,  and  pains, 
PVom  the  slow  mistress  of  this  school,  experience, 
And  her  assistant,  pausing,  pale,  ditirust, 
Purdiase  a  dear-bought  clue  to  lead  his  youth 
Through  serpentine  obliquities  of  liib, 
And  the  dark  labyrinth  of  human  hearts. 
And  happy !  if  die  clue  shall  come  so  cheap ; 
For,  while  we  learn  to  fence  with  public  guilt, 
FuU  oft  we  feel  its  foul  contagion  too, 
If  less  than  heavenly  virtue  is  our  guard. 
Thus,  a  strange  kind  of  curst  necessity 
Brings  down  the  sterling  temper  of  his  soul. 
By  base  alloy,  to  bear  the  current  stamp, 
Selow  call*d  wisdom ;  sinks  hnn  into  safety. 
And  brands  him  into  credit  with  the  world ; 
Where  specious  titles  dignify  disgrace. 
And  Nature's  injuries  are  arts  of  life ; 
Where  brighter  reason  prompts  to  bolder  crimes ; 
And  heavenly  talents  make  infernal  hearts ; 
That  unsurmountable  extreme  of  guilt ! 

Poor  Machsavel !  who  labour'd  Iiard  his  plan. 
Forgot,  that  genius  need  not  go  to  school ; 
J'o'got,  that  man,  without  a  tutor  wise. 


L: 


Hit  plan  had  praetis'd  long  before  *t  m 

The  world  's  all  tiUe-page;  there 's  no  eomiemts ; 

The  worid  's  all  face ;  the  man  who  shows  hmkemrt^ 

Is  hooted  foi'his  nudities,  and  scom'd. 

A  man  I  knew,  who  liv'd  upon  a  smile. 

And  well  it  fed  him ;  he  look'd  plump  and  firir; 

While  rankest  venom  fbam*d  through  every  vein. 

Lorento !  what  I  tell  thee,  take  not  ill ! 

Living,  he  fawn'd  on  every  fool  alive ; 

And,  dying,  curs*d  the  friend  on  whom  he  lir'd. 

To  such  profidenu  thou  art  half  a  saint 

In  foreign  reabns  (for  thou  hast  travell'd  far) 

How  curious  to  contemplate  two  statis-rooka, 

Studious  their  nests  to  feather  in  a  trice, 

With  all  the  necromantics  of  their  art. 

Playing  the  game  of  faces  on  each  other. 

Making  court  sweeUmeats  of  their  latent  gall. 

In  foolish  hope  to  steal  each  other's  trust ; 

Both  cheating,  both  exulting,  bodi  deceiv'd ; 

And  sometimes  both  (let  Earth  rejoice)  undone ! 

Tlieir  parts  we  doubt  not ;  but  be  that  their  shame; 

Shall  men  of  talents,  fit  to  rule  mankind. 

Stoop  to  mean  wiles,  that  would  disgrace  a  fool ; 

And  lose  the  thanks  of  those  few  friends  they  serve  ? 

For  who  can  thank  the  man  he  cannot  tee  F 

Why  so  much  cover  ?     It  defeats  itself,     [hearts 
Te,  that  know  all  tilings!    know  ye  not,   men's 
Are  therefore  known,  because  diey  are  oonceml'd? 
For  why  conceal'd?  —  TTie  cause  diey  need  not  tcfl. 
I  give  him  joy,  that 's  awkward  at  a  lie ; 
MlMse  feeble  nature  truth  keeps  still  in  awe ; 
His  incapacity  is  his  renown. 
*Tis  great,  't  is  manly,  to  disdain  disguises 
It  shows  our  spirit,  or  it  proves  our  strength. 
Thou  say'st,  «*  *T  is  needful  .•"  is  it  therefore  HgjU  t 
Howe'er,  I  grant  it  some  small  sign  of  grace. 
To  strain  at  an  excuse :  and  wouldst  thou  then 
Escape  that  cruel  need  T  Thou  may'st,  with  ease ; 
Think  no  post  needful  that  demands  a  knave. 
When  late  our  civil  helm  was  shifting  hands 
So  Pulteney  tliougbt :  tliink  better  if  you  ran. 

But  this,  how  rare !  the  public  path  of  life 
Is  dirty  r  —  yet,  allow  that  dirt  is  due, 
It  makes  the  noble  mind  more  noble  still : 
The  world  's  no  neuter ;  it  will  wound,  or  save ; 
Or  virtue  quench,  or  indignation  fire.  [man  .-** 

You  say,  "  The  world,  well  known,  will  make  a 
The  world,  well-known,  will  give  our  hearts  to 

Heaven, 
Or  make  us  demons,  long  before  we  die. 

To  show  how  fair  the  world.  My  mistress  shine^ 
Take  either  part,  sure  ills  attend  ^e  dxiice ; 
Sure,  though  not  enual,  detriment  ensues. 
Not  virtue*%  self  is  deify'd  on  Earth ; 
Virttie  has  her  relapses,  conflicts,  foes ; 
Foes,  that  ne'er  fail  to  make  her  feel  their  hatew 
Virtue  has  her  peculiar  set  of  pains. 
True  friends  to  virtue,  last,  and  leasts  complain  ; 
But  if  they  sigh,  can  others  hope  to  smUe  ? 
If  wisdom  has  her  miseries  to  mourn. 
How  can  poorfoUy  lead  a  happy  life  ? 
And  if  both  suiter,  what  lias  Earth  to  boast, 
Where  he  most  happy,  who  the  least  laments? 
Where  much,  much  patience,  the  most  envied  states 
And  some  forgiveness,  needs  the  best  of  friends  ? 
For  fnend,  or  happy  life,  who  looks  not  higher. 
Of  neither  shall  he  find  the  shadow  l^re. 

Hie  world's  sworn  advocate,  without  a  fifc, 
Lorenio  smartly,  with  .a  smile,  replies ; 
**  Thus  fitf  thy  song  is  right ;  and  all  pusA  owa 
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Virtue  koi  kerpeeuBar  $tt  of  pains,  — 
And  Jojf*  peeuHar  who  to  vicB  demct  ? 
If  vice  it  it,  with  nature  to  comply : 
Ifpiide,  and  sente,  are  ao  prcdoodnant, 
To  check,  not  overcome  tfaem,  makes  a  laint. 
Can  Nature  in  a  plainer  Toice  proclaim 
Pleasure,  and  giort/,  the  chief  good  of  man  ?** 

Can  pride,  and  sensiuUiiy,  rejoice? 
From  purity  of  thought,  aU  pleasure  aprings ; 
Andt  from  an  hiunble  spirit,  all  our  peace. 
Ambition,  pleasure  /  let  us  talk  of  these : 
Of  these,  the  Porch,  and  Academy,  talked ; 
Of  these,  each  following  age  had  much  to  say  • 
ITet,  nneihaustpd,  still  the  needful  theme. 
Who  talks  of  lAeK,  to  mankind  all  at  once 
He  talks;  for  were  the  saints  fhnn  either  free? 
lire  these  thy  refuge  ?  — No :  these  rush  upon  thee; 
riiy  Titab  seise,  and,  puUure^Uke,  devour : 
[*11  try  if  I  can  pluck  thee  from  thy  rock, 
Prometheus!  from  this  barren  ball  of  Earth ; 
Ifreason  can  unchain  thee,  thou  art  free. 

And,  first,  thy  Caucasus,  ambition,  calls ; 
If  oontain  of  torments !  eminence  of  woes ! 
>f  courted  woes !  and  courted  through  mistake ! 
T  is  not  ambition  charms  thee ;  *t  is  a  cheat 

vm  make  thee  start,  as  H at  his  Moor. 

>08t  grasp  at  greatness  ?     First,  know  what  it  is : 
rhink'st  thou  thy  greatness  in  distinction  lies  ? 
doc  in  die  feather,  wave  it  e*er  so  high, 
if  fortune  stuck,  to  mark  us  from  the  throng, 
8  (^ory  lodg'd :  *t  is  lodg*d  in  the  reverse ; 
n  that  which  joins,  in  tlmt  which  equals,  dl, 
Pbe  monarch  and  his  slave ;  —  «  a  deathless  soul, 
Jobounded  prospect,  and  immortal  kin, 
i  Father.God,  and  brothers  in  the  skies ;" 
^ider,  indeed,  in  time ;  but  less  remote 
n  excellence,  perhaps,  than  thought  by  man ; 
Vhj  greater  what  can  fall,  than  what  can  rise  ? 

If  still  delirious,  now,  Lorenso !  go ; 
iod  with  thy  full-blown  brothers  of  the  world, 
Imnv  icom  around  thee ;  cast  it  on  thy  slaves ; 
liy  aUves  and  equals :  how  scorn  cast  on  them 
teboonds  on  thee  !    If  man  is  mean,  as  man, 
Lrt  thou  a  god  ?  If  ybrtuii^  makes  bim  so^ 
tewaitt  the  consequence :  a  maxim  that, 
Hncfa  draws  a  monstrous  picture  of  mankind, 
niere,  in  the  drapery,  the  man  is  lost ; 
'.xterDsJs  fluttering,  and  the  soul  forgot 
\j  greatest  glory,  when  dispos'd  to  boast, 
toast  that  aloud,  in  which  thy  servants  stmre. 

We  wisely  strip  the  steed  we  mean  to  buy : 
ndge  we,  in  their  caparisons,  of  men  f 
t  Boogfat  aivails  thee,  where,  but  what,  thou  art ; 
lU  the  distinctions  of  this  little  life 
Lrc  quite  cutaneous,  foreign  to  the  man. 
fhen,    through  death's  streights,   Earth*9  subtle 

serpents  creep, 
nadh  wriggle  into  wealth,  or  climb  renown. 
is  crookedSatan  the  forbidden  tree, 
"bey  leacve  their  party-colour*d  robe  behind, 
m  tfaflt  now  glitten,  while  they  rear  aloft 
Vir  brosen  crests,  and  hiss  at  us  below. 
>ffavtuiie*s/iM:tM  strip  them,  yet  alive : 
trip  them  of  body,  too ;  nay,  closer  still, 
inf  with  ail,  but  moral,  in  their  minds ; 
Lnd  let  what  then  remains  impose  their  name, 
'niooonce  them  weak,  or  worthy ;  great,  or  mean* 
low  mean  that  snuff  of  glory  fortune  lights, 
Lad  death  puts  out !     Dost  thou  demand  a  test, 
i  test,  at  once,  infrllible,  and  short, 


Of  real  greatness  ?    That  man  greatly  li  vesi, 
Whate*er  his  frte,  or  fame,  who  greatly  dies ; 
High-ilush'd  with  hope,  where  heroes  shall  despair. 
If  this  a  true  criterion,  many  courts. 
Illustrious,  might  afford  but  few  grandees. 

Th'  Almighty,  from  his  throne,  on  Earth  surveys 
Nought  greater,  than  an  honest,  hmnble  heart ; 
An  humble  heart,  his  residence !  pronounc'd 
Sis  second  seat ;  and  rival  to  the  skies. 
The  private  path,  the  secret  acts  of  men, 
If  noble,  far  the  noblest  of  our  lives  i 
How  far  above  Lorenxo*s  glory  sits 
111*  illustrious  master  of  a  name  unknown  / 
Whose  worth  unrivall*d,  and  unwitness'd,  loves 
Life's  sacred  shades,  where  gods  converse  with  men ; 
And  peace,  bejrond  the  vrorld's  conception,  smiles ! 
As  dion  (now  dark),  before  we  part,  shalt  see. 

But  thy  great  soul  this  skuUdng  glory  scorns. 
Lorenso*s  sick,  but  when  Lorenso*s  seen  ; 
And  when  he  shrugs  at  public  business,  lies. 
Denied  the  public  eye,  the  public  voice^ 
As  if  he  liv*d  on  others*  breath,  he  dies. 
Fain  would  he  make  the  world  his  pedestal ; 
Mankind  the  gazers,  the  sole  figure,  he. 
Knows  he,  that  mankind  praise  against  thdr  will, 
And  mil  as  much  detraction  as  they  can? 
Knows  he,  tliat  faithless/ame  her  whisper  has^ 
As  well  as  trumpet  ?     Thai  his  vanity 
Is  so  much  tickled  frvmi  not  hearing  all  f 
Knows  this  all-knower,  that  from  itch  of  praise. 
Or,  from  an  itch  more  sordid,  when  he  shines, 
Tdring  his  country  by  five  hundred  ears, 
Senates  at  once  admire  liim,  and  despise. 
With  modest  laughter  lining  loud  apphioae, 
Which  makes  the  smile  more  mortal  to  his  fame  ? 
His/anwr,  which  (like  tlie  mighty  C«sar),  crown*d 
With  laurels,  in  full  senate,  greatly  falls. 
By  seeming  friends,  that  honour,  and  destroy. 
We  rise  in  glory,  as  we  sink  in  pride : 
Where  boasting  ends,  there  dignity  begins : 
And  yet,  mistaken  beyond  all  mistake. 
The  blind  Lorenzo's  proud  —  of  being  proud ; 
And  dreams  himself  ascending  in  his  frlL 

An  eminence,  though  fimcy'd,  turns  the  brain  : 
All  vice  wants  hellebore;  but  ot  all  vice, 
Pride  loudest  calls,  and  for  the  largest  bowl; 
Because,  unlike  all  other  vice,  it  files. 
In  fiict,  the  point  in  fitncy  most  purMied. 
Who  court  applause,  oblige  the  world  in  this  t 
They  gratify  man's  passion  to  refuse. 
Superior  honour,  when  assum*d,  is  lost  $ 
E*en  good  men  turn  banditti,  and  rejoice^ 
Like  Kouli-Kan,  in  plunder  of  the  proud. 

Though  somewhat  disconcerted,  steady  still 
To  the  foor^s  cause,  with  half  a  face  of  joy, 
Lorenzo  cries  —  **  Be,  then,  imbition  cast ; 
Ambition's  dearer  for  stands  unimpeach'd. 
Gay  jUeasure  /  proud  ambition  is  her  slave ; 
For  her,  he  soars  at  great,  and  hazards  HI; 
For  her,  he  fights,  and  bleeds,  or  overcomes ; 
And  paves  his  way,  with  crowns,  to  reach  her  smikx 
Who  can  resist  her  charms?"  — Or,  lAoitU^   Lo> 

renzo! 
What  mortal  shall  resist,  where  angels  yield  ? 
Pfrancfv  *s  the  mistress  of  ethereal  powen ; 
For  her  contend  the  rival  gods  above ; 
Pleasure  's  t^  mistress  of  the  world  below ; 
And  weU  it  was  for  man,  that  pleasure  charms ; 
How  would  aU  stagnate,  but  foe  pleasure  *  rmy  I 
How  would  the  frozen  stream  oiMpoa  cease  I 
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What  is  the  pulse  of  this  so  busy  worid  ? 
Hie  love  of  pleasure :  that,  through  every  vein, 
Throws  motion,  warmth ;  and  shuts  out  death  fiom 
life. 
Tliough  various  are  the  tempers  of  mankind, 
JPteature*s  gay  ftmily  hold  oil  in  chains : 
Some  most  affbct  the  black ;  and  some,  the  fair ; 
Some  honest  pUature  court ;  and  some,  obscene. 
Pleasures  obscene  are  various,  as  the  throng 
Of  passions,  that  can  err  in  human  hearts ; 
Mistake  their  objects,  or  transgress  their  bounds. 
Think  you  there  *s  but  one  whoredom  ?  Whoredom, 

.11, 

But  when  our  reason  licenses  delight  -. 

Dost  doubt,  Lorenso  ?    Thou  shalt  doubt  no  more. 

Thy  father  chides  thy  gallantries,  yet  hugs 

An  u^y  common  hu'lot,  in  the  dark ; 

A  rank  adulterer  with  others*  gold  ! 

And  that  hag,  vengeance^  in  a  comer,  charms. 

Hatred  her  brothel  has,  as  well  as  love. 

Where  horrid  epicures  debauch  in  blood* 

Whatever  the  motive,  pleasure  is  the  mark : 

For  her,  the  black  assassin  draws  his  sword ; 

For  her,  dark  statesmen  trim  their  midnight  lamp. 

To  which  no  sin^  sacrifice  may  fall ; 

For  her,  the  saint  abstains ;  the  miser  starves ; 

ITie  Stoic  proud,  for  pleasure,  pleasure  scom*d ; 

For  her,  affliction*s  daughters  grief  indulge, 

And  find,  or  hope,  a  luxury  in  tears ; 

For  her,  guilt,  shimae,  toil,  danger,  we  defy ; 

And  with  an  aim  voluphimis,  rush  on  deaUu 

Thus  universal  her  despotic  power ! 

And  as  her  empire  wide,  her  praise  Is  just 
Patron  of  pleasure !  doater  on  delight ! 
I  am  thy  rival !  pleasure  I  profess ; 
Pleasure  the  purpose  of  my  gloomy  song. 
Pleasure  is  nought  but  virtue's  gayer  name : 
I  wrong  her  still,  I  rate  her  worth  too  low ; 
Virtue  the  root,  and  pleasiure  is  the  flower ; 
And  honest  Epicurus*  foes  were  fools. 

But  thb  sounds  harsh,  and  gives  the  wise  offence ! 
If  o'erstrain*d  wisdom  still  retains  the  Tuime, 
How  knits  austerity  her  cloudy  brow, 
Ahd  blames,  as  bold,  and  hazardous,  the  jmtise 
Of  pleasure,  to  mankind,  unprais*d,  too  dear ! 
Ye  modem  Stoics!  hear  my  soft  reply; 
Their  senses  men  will  trust :  we  can*t  impose ; 
Or,  if  we  could,  is  imposition  right  ? 
Own  honey  sweet ;  but,  owning,  add  this  sHng ; 
**  When  mixt  with  poison,  it  is  deadly  too.** 
Truth  never  was  indebted  to  a  lie. 
Is  nought  but  virtue  to  be  prais*d,  as  good? 
Why  then  is  health  preferred  before  disease  ? 
What  nature  loves  is  good  without  our  leave ; 
And  where  no  future  drawback  cries,  "  Beware,** 
Pleaswe,  though  not  from  virtue,  should  prevaiL 
*T  is  balm  to  life,  and  gratitude  to  Heaven ; 
How  cold  our  thanks  for  bounties  unenjoy*d  ! 
The  love  of  pleasure  is  man's  eldest^xum. 
Bora  in  his  cradle,  living  to  his  tomb : 
Wisdom,  her  younger  sister,  though  more  grave. 
Was  meant  to  minister,  and  not  to  mar. 
Imperial  pleasure,  queen  of  human  hearts. 

Lorenxo !  thou,  hermmes^'s  renown'd, 
Hiough  uncoift  counsel,  learned  in  the  world  / 
Who  think*st  thyself  a  Murray,  with  disdain 
May*st  look  on  me.     Yet,  my  Demosthenes ! 
Canst  thou  plead  pleasure's  cause  as  well  as  I  ? 
Know*st  thou  her  nature^  purpose,  parentage  f 
Attend  my  song,  and  thou  shalt  know  them  all ; 


And  know  thyself;  and  know  tbysdf  to  be 
(Strange  truth)  the  most  abstemious  mao  aib^ 
Tell  not  Calista;  she  will  laugh  thee  dead; 
Or  send  thee  to  her  bennitage  with  L   ■ 
Absurd  presumption !    Hwu  who  never  knew'st 
A  serious  thought !  shalt  thou  dare  dream  of  joy? 
No  man  e*er  found  a  htqjpy  ^  by  chance  i 
Or  yawn*d  it  into  bdng,  with  a  wish ; 
Or,  with  the  about  of  grovelling  eqipetitet 
E'er  smdt  it  out,  and  grubb'd  it  from  the  dirt 
An  orf  it  is,  and  must  be  learnt ;  and  kanii 
With  unremitting  effort,  or  be  lost ; 
And  leaves  us  p^ect  blockheads,  in  our  Uiss. 
The  clouds  may  drop  down  titles  and  estates ; 
JTealth  may  sedc  us ;  but  voisdom  must  be  ag 
Sought  before  all ;  but  (how  unlike  all  dae 
We  seek  on  Earth !)  'tis  never  soo^  in  vain. 

First,  pUttsure's  birth,  rise,  strength,  and  gnn- 
deursee. 
Brought  forth  by  wisdom^  nurst  by  dtsc^tHne, 
By  patience  taught,  bj  perseverance  CTOwn*d^ 
She  rears  her  head  majestic ;  round  her  tfarooa^ 
Erected  in  the  bosom  of  the  just. 
Each  virtue,  listed,  forms  her  manly  guard. 
For  what  are  mrhi^/  (formidable  name !) 
What,  but  the  fountain,  or  defence,  of  joj  ?  [naad^ 
Why,   then,  conunanded?     Need  mankfnd  cobb- 
At  once  to  merit,  and  to  make,  their  bUas  ? 
Great  Legislator!  scarce  sagreat,  as  kind  ! 
If  men  are  rational,  and  love  delight. 
Thy  gracious  law  but  flatters  human  choioe  ; 
In  the  transgression  lies  the  penalty  ; 
And  they  the  most  indulge,  who  most  obey. 

OfjUeasure,  next,  the  final  cause  expkxe; 
Its  mighty  purjHtse,  its  impoitant  end. 
Not  to  turn  human  bratal,  but  to  build 
Divine  on  human,  pleasure  came  from  Heaven. 
In  aid  to  reason  wasthe  goddess  sent ; 
To  call  up  all  its  strength  by  such  a  cfasnn. 
Pleasure,  first,  succours  virtue ;  in  return. 
Virtue  gives  pleasure  an  eternal  reign. 
What,  but  the  pleasure  of  food,  fnendship^  finlli. 
Supports  life  natural,  dvH,  and  dinne  f 
'T  is  from  the  pleasure  of  repast,  we  live  ; 
'T  is  from  the  pleasure  of  applause,  we  please ; 
'T  is  from  the  pleasure  of  belief,  we  pray  ; 
(All  prayer  would  cease,  if  unbcliev*d  die  prise ;) 
It  serves  ourselves,  our  species,  and  our  God  ; 
And  to  serve  more,  is  past  die  sphere  of  nomu 
Glide,  then,  for  ever,  pleasure's  sacred  streHn! 
Through  Eden,  as  Euphrates  ran,  it  nina. 
And  fosters  every  growth  of  happy  life ; 
Makes  a  new  Eden  where  it  flows; —but  vaA 
As  must  be  lost,  Lorenso!  by  thy  fidl.  [see, 

«  What  mean  I  by  thyJaUV* — Thoa  *lt  sfaorliy 
While  pleasure's  nature  is  at  laige  display*d  ; 
Already  sung  her  origin,  and  ends* 
Those  glorious  ends,  by  kind,  or  by  degree. 
When  j)leasure  violates,  't  is  then  a  vice. 
And  vengeance  too ;  it  hastens  into  pain. 
From  due  refreshment,  life,  health,  rcaaosi,  joj  ; 
From  wild  excess,  pain,  grief,  distnKtiQii,  d^mA ; 
Heaven's  justice,  this  prodaims,  and  thai  lier  love. 
What  greater  evil  can  I  wish  my  fbe, 
Than  lus  full  draught  o^  pleasure,  fitxn  m  cnk 
Unbroach'd  by  just  authority,  ungaug'd 
By  temperancef  by  reason  unrefin'd  ? 
A  thousand  demons  lurk  within  the  lee. 
Heaven,  others,  and  ourselves !  uninJDr*d  Mew, 
Drink  deep ;  the  deeper,  then,  the  mar%s  divicr  i 
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Angds  ve  angeli,  from  indulgence  there; 
'T  is  unrcpenting  {feature  makes  a  god. 

Doatlfainktlr^etfagod  from  other  joys? 
A  Tictim  ratber !  shoitlj  sure  to  Ueed. 
The  wrong  must  mourn :  can  Hearen's  appoint- 
ments 6il? 
Can  man  outwit  Omnipotence?    Strike  out 
A  selCwrouglit  happiness  unmeant  by  him 
Who  made  us,  and  the  world  we  would  enjoy  ? 
Who  forms  an  instrument,  ordains  from  whence 
Its  dtsaonance,  or  harmony,  shall  rise. 
Uesfcn  bade  the  soul  thb  mortal  frame  inspire: 
Bade  virtue's  ray  divine  inspire  the  soul 
With  nnprecarious  flows  of  vital  joy; 
And,  without  breathing,  man  as  well  might  hope 
For  lilc^  as  without  piety,  for  peace. 

"  b  tirfM^  then,  and /^  the  same?" 
No;  piety  is  more;  't  is  virtue's  source ; 
Mother  of  eresy  worth,  as  that  of  joy. 
Men  tfthe  woHd  this  doctrine  ill  digest : 
They  smile  at  piety ;  yet  boast  aloud 
Gooi-^MU  to  men;  nor  know  they  strive  to  part 
What  nature  joins ;  and  thus  confrite  themselves. 
With  piety  bc^ns  all  good  on  £arth ; 
T  ia  the  fir8t4xim  of  rationality. 
Qmtdenee,  her  first  law  bn^en,  wounded  lies ; 
Enftebledy  lifeless,  impotent  to  good ; 
A  fiiign'd  affection  bounds  her  utmost  power. 
Some  we  can't  love,  but  for  the  Almighty's  sake ; 
A  foe  to  God  Was  ne'er  true  friend  to  man ; 
Sooae  sinister  intent  taints  all  he  does ; 
And,  in  Ids  kindest  actions,  he  's  unkind. 

On  piety,  humanity  is  built ; 
And  on  humanity,  much  happiness; 
And  yet  still  more  on  piety  itself. 
A  aoul  in  commerce  with  her  God  is  Heaven ; 
Feels  not  the  tumults  and  the  shocks  of  life ; 
The  whirls  of  passions,  and  the  strokes  of  bout. 
A  Deity  believ'd,  is  joy  begun  ; 
A  IVity  ador'd,  is  joy  advanc'd ; 
A  Deity  belov'dy  is  joy  matur'd. 
Each  branch  at  piety  delight  inspires ; 
Faitk  builds  a  bridge  from  this  world  to  the  next^ 
O'er  death's  dark  ^ilf,  and  all  its  horrour  hides ; 
Praucy  the  sweet  exhalation  of  our  joy, 
Tkuttjoj  exalts,  and  makes  it  sweeter  still ; 
Pr^er  ardent  opens  Heaven,  lets  down  a  stream 
Of  ^ory  on  the  consecrated  hour 
Of  man,  in  audience  with  the  Deity. 
Who  worships  the  Great  God,  that  instant  joins 
The  first  in  Heaven,  and  sets  his  foot  on  Hell. 

Ixvenio  !  when  wast  thou  at  churdi  before  f 
Thofa  think'st  the  service  long :  but  is  it  just  ? 
Thoogfa  just,  unwelcome ;  thou  hadst  rather  tread 
Uolullow'd  ground ;  the  Muse,  to  win  thine  ear, 
Moat  take  an  air  less  solemn.     She  complies. 
Good  canaaence  /  at  the  sound  the  vmrld  retires ; 
Vcrae  ^salfects  it,  and  Lorenxo  smiles ; 
Tet  Ilea  she  her  j»ia^  frill  of  charms; 
Aiid  such  aa  age  shdl  heighten,  not  impair. 
Art  tlioa  dqeSed  ?     Is  t^  mind  o'ercast  ? 
Aaaid  ber  ISiar-ones,  thou  the  fairest  choose,    [truth; 
To  cfaaae  thy  gloom.  — «Gob  fix  some  weighty 
CWfn  down  same^Nusiim;  do  some  ^matmf  ^ood ; 
Tiiorti  ignorance  to  see,  or  grief  to  smile ; 
Conrect  thy yKfnd;  befriend  tl^  greatest/^; 
Or  vrfth  warm  heart,  and  confidence  divine,    [thee." 
gpripg  op,  and  lay  strong  hold  on  Am  who  made 
Hi^  l^oom  is  scatter'd,  spngfatly  spirits  flow ; 
Thau^B  vritfaer'd  b  thy  vine,  and  harp  unstrung. 


Dost  call  the  bowl,  the  viol,  and  the  dance. 
Loud  mirth,  mad  laughter  ?    Wretched  comforters .' 
Fhysidans !  more  thim  half  o£  thy  disease 
Laughter,  though  never  censur'd  yet  as  tin, 
(Pardon  a  thought  that  only  teemt  severe^) 
Is  half-immortid :  is  it  much  indulg'd  ? 
By  venting  spleen,  or  dissipating  thought, 
It  shows  a  Komer,  or  it  makes  •.fiol ; 
And  sins,  as  hurtixig  others,  or  oursdves. 
*T  is  pride,  or  emptinets,  implies  the  straw, 
That  tickles  little  minds  to  mirth  effuse ! 
Of  grief  approaching,  the  portentous  sign ! 
Hie  house  of  laughter  makes  a  house  of  woe. 
A  man  triumphant  is  a  monstrous  sight ; 
A  man  defected  is  a  sight  as  mean. 
What  cause  for  triumph,  where  such  ills  abound? 
What  for  diction,  where  presides  a  power. 
Who  call'd  us  into  being  to  be  blest  ? 
So  grieve,  as  conscious  grief  may  rise  to  joy ; 
So  joy,  as  conscious  joy  to  grief  may  fidl. 
Most  true,  a  vrise  man  never  will  be  sad ; 
But  neither  vrill  sonorous,  bubbling  mirth, 
A  shallow  stream  cf  happiness  betray : 
Too  happy  to  be  sportive,  he  's  serene. 

Yet  wouldst  thou  laugh  fbut  at  thy  own  expense), 
Thu  counsel  strange  should  I  presume  to  give  — 
«  Retire,  and  read  thy  BiUe,  to  be  say." 
There  truths  abound  of  sovereign  aid  to  peace  ; 
Ah !  do  not  prize  them  less,  be^se  inspir'd. 
As  thou,  and  thine,  are  apt  and  proud  to  do. 
If  not  inspir'd,  that  pregnant  page  had  stood, 
Time*s  treasure ;  and  the  wonder  of  the  wise  ! 
.Thou  think'st,  perhaps,  thy  soul  alone  at  stake ; 
Alas !  •—  Should  men  mistake  thee  for  a  fool ;  — 
What  man  of  taste  for  genius,  vrisdom,  truth. 
Though  tender  of  thy  nime,  pould  interpose? 
Believe  me,  sense,  here,  acts  a  double  part. 
And  the  true  critic  is  a  Christian  toa 

But  these,  thou  think'st,  are  gloomy  paths  to  joy. 
Truejoj  in  sunshine  ne'er  was  found  at  first; 
They,  first,  themselves  offend,  who  greatly  please; 
And  travel  only  gives  us  sound  repose. 
Heaven  teOs  all  pleasure ;  effbrt  is  the  price ; 
The  joys  ot  conquest  are  the  joys  of  man; 
And  glory  the  victorious  laurel  spreads 
O'er  pleature*s  pure,  perpetual,  placid  stream. 

There  is  a  time,  when  toil  must  be  preferr'd. 
Or  joy,  by  mistim'd  fondness,  is  undone. 
A  man  ot  pleasure  is  a  man  olf  paint. 
Thou  vrilt  not  take  the  trouble  to  be  blest 
False  joys,  indeed,  are  bom  from  want  of  thought : 
From  thoughts  full  bent,  and  eneivy,  the  trtte; 
And  that  demands  a  mind  in  equal  poise, 
Remote  from  gloomy  grief  and  glaring  joy. 
Much  joy  not  only  speus  small  happiness, 
But  happiness  that  shortly  must  expire. 
Can  joy,  unbottom'd  in  reflection,  stand? 
And,  in  a  tempest,  can  reflection  live? 
Can  joy,  like  thine,  secure  itKlf  an  hour  ? 
Can  joy,  like  thine,  meet  accident  unshodc'd  ? 
Or  ope  the  door  to  honest  poverty  ? 
Or  talk  with  threatening  death,  and  not  turn  pale? 
In  sucha  world,  and  such  a  nature,  these 
Are  needfril  fundamentals  of  delight ; 
These  ftindamentals  give  delisht  indeed  ; 
Delimit,  pure,  delicate,  and  durable ; 
Delight,  »*n«b*t«»"j  masculine,  divine ; 
A  constant,  and  a  sound,  but  serious  ioj. 

Is  joy  the  daughter  of  severity? 
It  is ;  —yet  far  my  doctrine  from  severe.  , 
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**  Rejoice  for  erer  :**   k  becomes  a  man : 

Exalts,  and  sets  him  nearer  to  the  gods. 

"  Rejoice  for  erer!"    Nature  cries,  «*  Rejoice !" 

And  drinks  to  man,  in  her  nectareous  cup, 

Mixt  up  of  delicates  for  erery  sense ; 

To  the  great  Founder  of  the  bounteous  feast, 

Drinks  glory,  gratitude,  eternal  praise ; 

And  he  tliat  will  notpl^e  her,  is  a  churl. 

Jil  firmly  to  support,  good  fuUy  taste, 

Is  the  whole  science  cHf  felicity : 

Yet  tjxtring  pledge :  her  bowl  is  not  the  best 

Mankind  can  boast.  —  '*  A  rational  repast; 

Exertion,  vigilance,  a  mind  in  arms, 

A  military  discipline  of  thought. 

To  foil  temptation  in  the  doubtfbl  field ; 

And  ever.waking  ardour  for  the  righl,** 

*T  is  these  first  give,  then  guard,  a  cheerful  heart. 

Nought  that  is  rights  think  little ;  well  aware, 

^Vhat  reason  bids,  God  bids ;  by  Am  command 

How  aggrandised,  the  smallest  thing  we  do ! 

Thus,  fiothin^  is  insipid  to  the  wise : 

To  thee,  insipid  all,  but  what  is  madt 

Joys  seasonM  high,  and  tasting  strong  of  guilL 

**  Mad!"  (thou  reply *8t,  with  indignation fir*d) 
<<  Of  ancient  ssges  proud  to  tread  the  steps» 
I  follow  nature.**  —  Follow  nature  still, 
But  look  it  be  thine  own :  is  conscience,  then, 
No  part  of  nature  ?     Is  she  not  supreme  f 
Hiou  regicide !  O  raise  her  from  the  dead ! 
Tlien  follow  nature,  and  resemble  God. 

When,  spite  of  conscience,  pleasure  is  pursued, 
2ian*%  nature  is  unnaturally  pleas'd ; 
And  what  *s  unnatural  is  painful  too 
At  intervals,  and  must  disgust  e*en  thee ! 
The  fact  thou  know'st ;  but  not,  perhaps,  the  cause. 
Virtue**  foundations  with  the  world's  were  laid ; 
Heaven  mixt  her  with  our  make,  and  twisted  close 
Her  sacred  interests  with  the  strings  of  life. 
Who  breaks  her  aweful  mandate,  shocks  himself, 
Hb  better  self;  and  is  it  greater  pain. 
Our  soul  should  murmur,  or  our  dust  repine? 
And  one,  in  their  eternal  war,  must  bleed. 

If  one  must  suffer,  which  should  least  be  spar*d? 
The  pains  of  mind  surpass  the  pains  of  sense : 
Ask,  then,  the  gout,  what  torment  is  in  guilt 
Tht  joys  of  sense  to  metital  joys  are  mean : 
Sense  on  the  present  only  feeds;  the  soul 
On  past,  and  future,  forages  for  joy. 
*T  is  hers^  by  retrospect,  through  lime  to  range ; 
And  forward  time*u  great  sequel  to  survey. 
Could  human  courts  take  vengeance  on  the  mind. 
Axes  might  rust,  and  racks  and  gibbets  fall : 
Guard  then,  thy  mind,  and  leave  the  rest  to  fate. 

Lorenzo !  wilt  thou  never  be  a  man  ? 
The  man  is  dead,  who  for  the  body  lives, 
Lur*d,  by  the  beating  of  bis  pulse,  to  list 
With  every  lust  that  wars  against  his  peace : 
And  sets  him  quite  at  variance  with  himself. 
Thyself,  first,  know ;  then  love :  a  «f^  there  is 
Of  virtue  fond,  that  kindles  at  her  charms, 
A  «e^  there  is,  as  fond  of  every  vice. 
While  every  virtue  wounds  it  to  the  heart : 
Humility  degrades  it,  justice  robs. 
Blest  bounty  beggars  it,  fair  truth  betrays, 
And  god^like  magnanimity  destroys. 
This  self,  when  rival  to  the  former,  scorn ; 
When  not  in  competition,  kindly  treat ; 
I>efend  it,  feed  it :  —  but  when  virtue  bids, 
Toss  it  or  to  the  fowls,  or  to  the  fiamei. 


And  why?  Tis  loveofpfauativhidstbeebicni; 
Comply,  or  own  self-love  etdnd,  or  6&ui. 

For  what  is  vice  T  Self4ove  in  a  mistake: 
A  poor  blind  merchant  buying  jojs  too  desr. 
Anid  vixtue,  what  ?  *T  is  self-love  in  her  wtti, 
Quite  skilful  in  the  market  of  delighu 
Self-love's  good  sense  is  love  of  that  dnad  poser, 
Fh>ra  whom  herself,  and  sU  she  can  enjojr* 
Other  self4ove  is  but  disguised  self-hate ; 
More  mortal  than  the  miUice  of  our  foes; 
A  self-hate,  mm,  scarce  felt ;  then  felt  fiill-sore, 
When  being  curst ;  extinction,  loud  implor'd; 

I  And  every  thinff  preferr'd  to  what  we  ore. 

!      Yet  Miff  self-love  Lorenso  makes  his  choice: 

i  And,  in  this  choice  triumphant,  bossts  of  jojr. 

I  How  is  his  want  of  happiness  betray'd. 
By  disafifisction  to  the  present  hour ! 
Imagination  wanders  far  afield : 
The  future  pleases :  why?  The  present  pa'ns^ 
*' But  that 'saiecret**   Ye^  which  all  men  bov; 
And  know  fh>m  thee,  diacover'd  unawares 
Thy  ceaseless  agitation,  restless  roll 
From  cheat  to  cheat,  impatient  of  a  pause; 
What  is  it  ?  —  'T  b  the  cradle  of  the  soul, 
From  instinct  sent,  to  rock  her  in  disease. 
Which  her  physician,  reason,  will  not  cure. 
A  poor  expedient !  yet  thy  best ;  and  whOe 
It  mitigates  thy  pain,  it  owns  it  too. 

Such  are  Lorenzo's  wretched  remedies! 
The  weak  have  remedies;  the  wise  hsve  joji 
Superior  wisdom  is  superior  bliss. 
And  what  sure  mark  distinguishes  the  wise? 
Consistent  wisdom  ever  wills  the  same ; 
Thy  fickle  wish  is  ever  on  the  wing. 
Sick  of  herself,  \%fiUy%  character ; 
As  madonCs  is,  a  modest  self-applause. 
A  change  of  evils  is  thy  good  supreme ; 
Nor,  but  in  motion,  canst  thou  find  thy  resL 
Man*s  greatest  strength  is  shown  in  standing  i^ 
llie  first  sure  symptmn  of  a  mind  in  bcsUb 
Is  rest  of  heart,  and  pleasure  felt  at  home. 
FaUe  pleasure  from  abroad  her  joys  imparts; 
Rich  from  within,  and  self-sustain'd,  the  tmti 
The  tnu  is  fixt,  and  solid  as  a  rock ; 
Slippery  iAi<^  false,  and  tossing,  as  the  wave. 
This,  a  wild  wanderer  on  Etfth,  like  Gain; 
That,  like  the  fabled,  sclf-enamourM  boy, 
Home-contemplation  her  supreme  delight; 
She  dreads  an  interruption  from  without 
Smit  with  her  own  condition  ;  and  the  moR 
Intense  she  gases,  still  it  charms  the  more. 

No  man  b  happy,  till  he  thinks,  on  Earth 
Tliere  breathes  not  a  more  happy  than  himsdf : 
Then  envy  dies,  and  love  o*erflows  on  sD ; 
And  love  o'erflowing  makes  an  angel  berei 
Such  angels,  all,  entitled  to  repose 
On  him  who  governs  fate :  though  tempest  fro«w»^ 
Though  nature  shakes,  how  soft  to  lean  on  !!««»• 
To  lean  on  him,  on  whom  archangels  lean  1 
With  inward  eyes,  and  silent  as  the  grave, 
They  stand  collecting  every  beam  of  thought, 
Till  their  hearts  kin£e  with  divine  dcligbt; 
For  all  their  thoughts,  like  angels,  seen  of  old 
In  Israel's  dream,  come  fh>m,  and  go  t<^  H«a«ti: 
Hence,  are  they  studious  of  sequeHerM  sccMs; 
WhUe  noise,  and  dissipation,  comfort  (Aff. 

Were  all  men  happy,  reveling  wookl  «■«» 
That  opiate  for  inquietude  writfam. 
Lorenso !  never  man  was  truly  blcft» 
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Bat  it  compos'd,  and  gave  him  such  a  cast, 
A»JUfy  might  mistake  for  want  of  joj. 
A  cast,  unlike  the  triumph  of  the  proud  ; 
A  modest  aspect,  and  a  smile  at  heart 
O  for  a  joy  from  thy  Philander's  spring ! 
A  spring  perennial,  rising  in  the  breast, 
And  permanent,  as  pure !  no  turbid  stream 
Of  rapturous  exultation,  swelling  high ; 
Which,  like  Und-floods,  impetuous  pour  awhile, 
Hieii  sink  at  once,  and  leave  us  in  the  mire. 
What  does  the  man,  who  transient  joy  prefers  ? 
What,  but  prefer  the  bubbles  to  the  stream  ? 

Vain  are  all  sudden  sallies  of  delight ; 
CooTukions  of  a  weak,  distempered  joy. 
Joy  *s  a  fixt  state ;  a  tenure,  not  a  start. 
Bibs  there  is  none,  but  unprecarious  bliss : 
That  is  the  gem  :  sell  aU,  and  purchase  that 
Why  go  a-begging  to  contingencies, 
Not  gain*d  with  ease,  nor  safely  lov'd,  if  gain*d  ? 
At  good  fortuitous,  draw  back,  and  pause ; 
Suspect  it ;  what  thou  canst  ensure,  emoy ; 
And  nought  but  what  thou  giv*st  thyself,  is  sort. 
Reamm  perpetuates  joy  that  reason  ffires, 
And  makes  it  as  immortal  as  herself: 
To  mortals,  nought  inunortal,  but  their  worth. 

Worth,  conscious  worth!  should  ahtottUdy  reign ; 
And  other  joys  ask  leave  for  their  approach ; 
Nor,  linexamin*d,  ever  leave  obtain. 
Hkmi  art  all  anarchy  ;  a  mob  of  joys 
Wage  war,  and  perish  in  intestine  broils; 
Noc  the  leatt  promise  of  internal  peace ! 
No  boaom-comfort !  or  unborrow'd  bliss ! 
Tbj  dioagfats  are  vagabonds;  all  outward^xmnd, 
'Ifid  sands,  and  rocks,  and  storms,  to  cruise  for 

pleasure; 
If  gain*d,  dear4x>ught ;  and  better  rolss'd  than  gain*d. 
Mucfa  pain  must  expiate  what  much  pain  procur'd. 
Fmmcjff  and  sriuf,  from  an  infected  shore, 
tftf  caigo  bring ;  and  pestilence  tlie  prise. 
Then,  inch  thy  thirst,  (insatiable  tliirst ! 
"Sij  find  indulgence  but  ipflam'd  the  more !) 
Fmimcif  still  cruises,  when  poor  unae  is  tir*d. 

Imagination  is  die  Paphian  shop. 
Where  ftuki^  happiness,  like  Vulcan,  lame. 
Bids  foul  ideaSf  in  their  dark  recess. 
And  hot  as  Hell  (which  kindled  the  bladi  fires), 
Wltfa  wanton  art,  those  fatal  arrows  form, 
Wbkh  murder  all  thy  time,  health,  wealth,  and  fame. 
WiMildst  thou  receive  them,  other  thoughts  there  are, 
Ob  ang^wing,  descending  from  above, 
Wlvdi  these,  with  art  divine,  would  counter-work, 
Asid  form  celestial  armour  for  thy  peace. 

In  tkit  is  seen  imagination's  guiiti 
B«st  who  can  count  berJbUies  f     She  betrays  thee. 
To  think  in  grandeur  there  is  something  great 
Fbr  works  of  curious  art,  and  ancient  nune, 
^ngr  genius  hungers,  elegantly  pain*d ; 
And  foreign  climes  must  cater  for  thy  taste. 
Honce,  wbatdisaster! — Though  the  price  was  paid, 
t  pcrwcoting  priest,  the  Turk  of  Rome, 
e  Ibot  (ye  gods ! )  tliough  cloven,  must  be  kiss*d, 
n'd  thy  dinner  on  the  Latian  shore ; 
(fltech  is  the  fote  of  honest  Protestants!) 
And  poor  magn^cence  is  starved  to  death. 
Hcnee  lust  resentment,  indignation,  ire ! 
Be  pactfied ;  if  ouiward  things  are  great, 
'T  »  magnanimity  great  thinp  to  scorn; 
IPoanpOtts  expenses,  and  paradtes  august, 
Asad  courts,  that  insalubrious  soil  to  peace. 
TVvc  happineas  ne*er  entered  at  an  eye ; 


IVue  happiness  resides  in  things  uiteeen. 
No  smOes  q£  fortune  ever  blest  the  bad. 
Nor  can  her  miwns  rob  innocence  of  joys ; 
That  jewel  wanting,  triple  crovms  are  poor : 
So  tell  his  holmesSf  and  be  reveng'd. 

Pieasure,  we  both  agree,  is  man's  chief  good ; 
Or  only  contest,  what  deserves  the  name. 
Give  pleature*B  name  to  nought,  but  what  has  pa88*d 
Th*  authentic  seal  ci  reason,  (whicli,  like  Yorke, 
Demurs  on  what  it  passes,)  and  defies 
The  tooth  of  Time ;  when  past,  a  pleasure  still ; 
Dearer  on  trial,  lovelier  for  its  age, 
And  doubly  to  be  priz'd,  as  it  promotes 
Our  future,  while  it  forms  our  present,  joy. 
Some  joys  the  future  overcast ;  and  some 
Throw  all  their  beams  that  way,  and  gild  the  tomb. 
Some  joys  endear  eternity;  some  give 
Abhorr'd  annihilation  dreadful  charms. 
Are  rival  joys  cgntending  for  thy  choice  ? 
Consult  thy  whole  eatiitence,  and  be  safe ; 
That  oracle  will  put  all  doubt  to  flight 
Short  is  the  lesson,  though  my  lecture  long. 
Be  goocf— and  let  Heaven  answer  for  the  rest 

Yet,  with  a  sigh  o'er  all  mankind,  I  grant 
In  this  our  day  of  proof,  our  land  of  hope. 
The  good  man  has  his  clouds  that  intervene ; 
Clouds,  that  obscure  his  sublunary  day. 
But  never  conquer :  e'en  the  best  must  own. 
Patience,  and  resigpoHony  are  the  pillars 
Of  human  peace  on  Eardi.     The  pillars,  these : 
But  those  of  Seth  not  more  remote  from  thee. 
Till  this  heroic  lesson  thou  hast  learnt ; 
To  frown  at  pleasure,  and  to  smile  in  jxufu 
Fir'd  at  the  prospect  of  unclouded  bliss. 
Heaven  in  reversion,  like  the  Sun,  as  yet 
Beneath  th'  horison,  cheers  us  in  this  world ; 
It  sheds,  on  souls  susceptible  of  liffht. 
The  glorious  dawn  of  our  eternal  day. 

**  This,"  says  Lorenso,  "  is  a  fair  harangue : 
But  can  harangues    blow  back  strong   Nature's 

stream; 
Or  stem  the  tide  Heaven  pushes  through  our  veins, 
Which  sweeps  away  man's  impotent  resolves, 
And  lays  his  kbour  level  with  the  world  f* 

Themselves  men  make  their  comment  on  mankind ; 
And  think  nought  is,  but  wliat  they  find  at  home  i 
Thus  weakness  to  chimera  turns  the  truth. 
Nothing  romantic  has  the  Muse  prescrib'd. 
Above  *,  Lorenso  saw  the  man  of  Earth, 
The  moHal  man  /  and  wretched  was  the  sight 
To  balance  that,  to  comfort,  and  exalt. 
Now  see  the  man  immortal :  him,  I  mean, 
Who  lives  as  such ;  whose  heart,  full  bent  on  Heaven, 
Leans  all  that  way,  his  bias  to  the  stars. 
The  world's  dark  shades,  in  contrast  set,  shall  raise 
His  lustre  more ;  though  bright,  vrithout  a  soil : 
Observe  his  aweful  portrait,  and  admire ; 
Nor  stop  at  wonder ;  imitate,  and  Uve. 

Some  angel  guide  my  pencil,  while  I  draw, 
What  nothing  less  than  angel  can  exceed ! 
A  man  on  Earth  devoted  to  the  skies ; 
Like  ships  in  seas,  while  in,  above  the  workl. 

With  aspect  mild,  and  elevated  eye. 
Behold  him  seated  on  a  mount  serene. 
Above  the  fogs  Kif  sense,  and  passion'*  storm  ; 
All  the  black  cares,  and  tumults,  of  this  life. 
Like  harmless  thunders,  breaking  at  his  feet. 
Excite  his  pity,  not  impair  his  peace. 


In  a  former  Night. 
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£arth*n  genuine  tons,  the  acepCred,  and  the  slave, 
A  mingled  mob !  a  wandering  herd !  he  ices, 
Bewilder'd  in  the  vale ;  in  all  unlike  ! 
Hia  full  reverse  in  all!  what  higher  praise? 
What  stronger  demonstration  of  the  right  ? 

Hie  present  all  their  care ;  the  future,  his, 
"When  public  welfiue  calls,  or  private  want. 
They  gfyt  to  hme ;  his  bounty  A«  conceals. 
7%eir  virtues  varnish  nature ;  his  exalL 
Mankind's  esteem  they  court ;  and  Atf,  his  own. 
Theirt,  the  wild  chase  of  false  felicities ; 
His,  the  compos'd  possession  of  the  true. 
Alike  throughout  is  his  consistent  peace. 
All  of  one  colour,  and  an  even  thread ; 
While  party-oolour*d  shreds  of  happiness. 
With  hideous  gaps  between,  patch  up  for  them 
A  madman's  robe;  each  puff  of /or/une  blows 
Hie  tatters  by,  and  shows  their  nakedness. 

He  sees  with  other  eyes  than  theirs :  where  they 
Behold  a  mn,  he  spies  a  Deity  : 
What  makes  them  only  smile,  makes  Iiim  adore. 
Where  they  see  mountains,  he  but  atoms  sees ; 
An  nnptre,  in  his  balance,  weighs  a  grain. 
1%^  things  terrestrial  worship,  as  divine : 
His  hopes  immortal  blow  them  by,  as  dust. 
That  duns  his  sight  and  shortens  his  survey. 
Which  longs,  in  infinite,  to  lose  all  bound. 
Titles  and  honotus  ^if  they  prove  his  fate) 
He  lays  aside  to  find  his  dignity ; 
No  dignity  they  find  in  au^  boides. 
Uiey  triumph  m  externals  (which  conceal 
Man's  real  glory),  proud  at  an  eclipse. 
Himself  too  much  he  prizes  to  be  proud. 
And  nothing  thinks  so  great  in  man,  as  man. 
Too  dear  he  holds  his  interest,  to  neglect 
Another's  welfiue,  or  his  right  invade ; 
Their  interest,  like  a  lion,  lives  on  prey* 
They  kindle  at  the  shadow  of  a  wrong ; 
Wrong  he  sustains  with  temper,  kx^s  on  Heaven, 
Nor  stoops  to  think  his  injurer  his  foe ;         [peace. 
Nought,  but  what  wounds  his  virtue,  wounds  his 
A  oover'd  heart  their  character  defends ; 
A  cover'd  heart  denies  him  half  his  praise. 
With  nakedness  his  innocence  agrees ; 
While  their  broad  foliage  testifies  their  fiOL 
Their  no-joys  end,  where  his  full  feast  begins : 
His  joys  create,  theirs  murder,  future  bliss. 
To  triumph  in  existence,  fiis  alone; 
And  his  alone,  triumphantly  to  think 
His  true  existence  is  not  yet  begun. 
His  glorious  course  was,  yesterday,  complete ; 
Death,  then,  was  welcome ;  yet  life  still  is  sweet 

But  nothing  charms  Lorenxo,  like  the  firm 
Undaunted  breast— And  whose  is  that  high  praise  ? 
Thev  yield  to  pleasure,  though  they  danger  brave» 
And  show  no  fortitude,  but  in  the  field ; 
If  there  they  show  it,  't  is  for  glory  shown ; 
Nor  will  that  cordial  always  man  their  hearts. 
A  cordial  his  sustains  that  cannot  fiul ; 
By  pleasure  unsubdued,  unbroke  by  pain. 
He  shares  in  that  Omnipotence  he  trusts. 
AlU>earing,  all-attempting,  till  he  falls ; 
And  when  he  fiUls,  writes  VICI  on  his  shield. 
From  magnanimity,  all  fear  above ; 
FVom  nobler  recompense,  above  applause; 
Which  owes  to  man's  short  out-look  all  its  channa. 

Backward  to  credit  what  he  never  felt, 
Lorenxo  cries,  —  **  Where  shines  this  miracle  ? 
From  what  root  rises  this  immortal  man  /" 


A  root  that  grows  not  in  Lorenso's  ground; 
Hie  root  dissect,  nor  wonder  at  rhujhwer. 

He  follows  nature  (not  like  tbec  *)  sod  shows  w 
An  uninvcrtcd  system  of  a  man. 
His  appetite  wears  reason*s  golden  chain, 
And  finds,  in  due  restrsint,  its  luxury. 
His  passiim,  like  an  eagle  well  redaim'd, 
Is  taught  to  fly  at  nou^t,  but  infinite. 
Patient  hb  hope,  unanxious  is  his  care. 
His  caution  fearicss,  and  his  gri^  (if  grief 
The  gods  ordain)  a  stranger  to  despair. 
And  why? —  Because,  affection,  more  than  meet, 
His  wisdom  leaves  not  disengag'd  bam  Hesveo. 
Those  secondary  goods  that  smile  on  Esith, 
He,  loving  in  proportion,  loves  in  peace. 
They  most  the  world  enjoy,  who  least  admirb 
Hb  understanding  'scapes  the  common  cknid 
Of  fumes,  arising  from  a  boiling  breast 
His  head  is  clear,  because  his  heart  is  cool, 
By  woridly  competitions  uninflam'd. 
The  moderate  movements  of  his  soul  admit 
Distinct  ideas,  and  matur'd  debate. 
An  eye  impazidal,  and  an  even  scale ; 
Whence  judgment  sound,  and  umepen^  dnice. 
Thus,  in  a  double  sense,  the  good  are  wise; 
On  its  own  dunghill,  wiser  than  the  world. 
What,  then,  the  world?     It  »iiwf  be  doubly  wwl^i 
Strange  truth!  as  soon  would  they  beliere their 
Creed. 

Yet  thus  it  is ;  nor  otherwise  can  be; 
So  fox  trom  aught  romantic,  what  I  sing. 
Bliss  has  no  being,  virtue  has  no  strength, 
But  from  the  prospect  of  immortal  life. 
Who  think  Earth  all,  or  (what  weighs  just  the jiuf) 
Who  care  no  further,  must  priic  what  it  yieWsj 
Fond  of  its  fimdes,  proud  of  its  parades. 
Who  thinks  Earttt  nothing,  can't  itschsnm  idBui«; 
He  can't  a  foe,  though  most  malignant,  bste, 
Because  that  hate  would  prove  his  greater  foe. 
•T  is  hard  for  them  (yet  who  so  loudly  bo^ 
Good-will  to  men  ?)  to  love  their  dearest  tnend ; 
For  may  not  he  invade  their  good  supitMf 
Where  the  least  jealousy  turns  love  to  gsll? 
All  shines  to  them,  that  for  a  season  s^"*^ 
Each  act,  each  thought,  he  questioos,  "WW«* 

weight. 
Its  colour  what,  a  thousand  ages  hencer 
And  what  it  there  appears,  he  deems  itawft 
Hence,  pure  are  the  recesses  of  his  souL 
Hie  godlike  man  has  nothing  to  concesL 
His  virtue,  constitutionally  deep. 
Has  habit's  firmness,  and  affection's  flame; 
Angels,  allied,  descend  toTeed  the  fire ; 
And  death,  which  others  slays,  makes  him  a  ^ 

And  now,  Lorenxo!  bigot  of  this  worid!     ^ 
Wont  to  disdain  poor  bigots  caught  by  Hc«^  • 
Stand  by  thy  jcom,  and  be  reduc'd  to  «<»<^' 
Forwhat  art  thou?— THou  boaster!  while  thygtt"* 
Thy  gaudy  grandeur,  and  mere  worWly  wixth, 
Like  a  broad  mist,  at  distance,  strikes  us  most; 
And  like  a  mist,  is  nothing  when  at  band; 
His  merit,  like  a  mountain,  on  approadi, 
Swells  more,  and  riaes  nearer  to  the  skies. 
By  promise  nowt  and  by  possession  soon, 
(Too  soon,  too  much,  it  cannot  be)  his  own. 

Fh>m  this  thy  just  annihilation  rise, 
Lorenso !  rise  to  something,  by  reply. 
The  world,  thy  client,  listens,  and  expects; 
And  longs  to  crown  thee  with  immflitsl  piw* 

•  Seep..5e8. 
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Canst  thou  be  silent?     No ;  for  wit  is  thine ; 

And  wit  talks  mott,  when  least  she  has  to  say, 

And  reason  interrupts  not  her  career. 

She  *li  wf'^That  mitts  above  the  mountains  rise; 

And,  with  a  thousand  pleasantries,  amuse ; 

She  *\\  sparkle,  puzsle,  flutter,  raise  a  dust, 

And  fly  conTiction,  in  the  dust  she  nus*d. 
Wit,  haw  delicious  to  man's  dainty  taste ! 

'T  is  precious,  as  the  Tehicle  of  senses 

Bat,  as  its  substitute,  a  dire  disease. 

Pnidous  talent !  flattered  by  the  worid, 

By  the  blind  world,  which  thinks  the  talent  rare. 

Wiadom  is  rare,  Lorenso !  wit  abounds ; 

Pstam  can  gire  it ;  sometimes  wine  inspires 

The  lucky  flash ;  and  madness  rarely  fails. 

Whsterer  cause  tlie  spirit  strongly  stirs. 

Confers  the  baysy  and  rivals  thy  renown. 

For  thy  renown,  *t  were  well,  was  this  the  worst ; 

Omce  oAen  hits  it ;  and,  to  pique  the  more, 

See  isdnesSf  blundering  on  vivacities. 

Shakes  her  sage  head  at  the  calamity, 

Which  has  expos'd,  and  let  her  down  to  thee. 

But  wsiom,  awefiil  wiadom !  which  inspects, 

Discems,  compares,  weighs,  separates,  infers. 

Seizes  the  right,  and  holds  it  to  the  last; 

How  rare !  in  senates,  synods,  sought  in  vain  ; 

Or,  if  there  found,  *t  is  sacred  to  the  few ; 

While  a  lewd  prostitute  to  multitudes, 

Frequent,  as  fatal,  wit :  in  dvil  life. 

Wit  makes  an  enterpriser ;  sense,  a  man. 

Wit  hates  authority ;  commotion  loves. 

And  thinks  herself  the  lightning  of  the  storm. 

hstates,  *t  is  dangerous ;  in  rdigion,  death : 

Shall  toj^  turn  Christian,  when  the  dull  believe  ? 
^n«  is  our  hdmet,  wit  is  but  the  plume ; 

TTie  phime  exposes,  't  is  our  helmet  saves. 
Seiue  a  tfte  diamond,  wei^ty,  solid^  sound.; 
^^^  cut  by  wUf  it  casts  a  brighter  beam ; 
^tt>  iR^  apart,  it  is  a  diamond  still 

Witt  widow'd  of  good  sense,  is  worse  than  nought ; 
It  hoists  more  sail  to  run  against  a  rock. 
^^  a  Aoj^Chesterfleld  is  quite  a  fool ; 
^'^htm  dull  fools  scorn,  and  bless  their  want  of  wit 
How  ruinous  the  rock  I  warn  thee,  shun, 

"^Syrens  sit,  to  sing  thee  to  thy  fate  I 

A  joy,  in  which  our  reason  bears  no  part, 

2^  hut  a  sorrow  tickling,  ere  it  stings. 

^not  the  cooings  of  the  world  allure  thee ; 

'^Tjieh  of  her  lovers  ever  found  her  true  ? 

^^PPjff  of  this  bad  world  who  little  know :  — 

And  yet,  we  mudi  must  know  her,  to  be  safb. 

Jo  4iww  the  world,  not  love  her,  is  thy  point ; 

*epmbut  little,  nor  that  little,  long. 

^^  is,  I  grant,  a  triumph  of  the  pidse ; 

A  dance  of  spirits,  a  mere  fSroth  of  joy ; 

Omthou^Uleu  agUation*s  idle  child, 

ioat  mantles  high,  that  sparkles  and  expires, 

wii^  the  soul  more  vi^  than  before. 

An  arumiU  ovation !  mdi  as  holds 

Jfc  commerce  vrith  our  reason,  but  subsists 

Ob  joioes,  through    the    welUton*d  tubes,    well 

strain'd; 
A  nice  machine !  scarce  ever  tun'd  aright ; 
And  when  it  jars— thy  Sjrrens  sing  no  more, 
%  dance  is  done ;  the  demt-god  is  thrown 
(wt  apotheosu !)  beneath  the  man, 
Ib  oowaid  gloom  immers'd,  or  fell  despair. 

An  thou  yet  dull  enough  despair  to  dread, 
Aad  itartle  at  destruction  ?     If  tliou  art. 
Accept  a  buckler,  take  it  to  the  field ; 


(A  field  of  battle  is  this  mortal  life !) 
When  danger  threatens,  lay  it  on  thy  heart ; 
A  single  sentence  proof  against  the  uwrld ; 
"  Soul,  Iwfy,  fortune  /  every  good  pertain 
To  one  of  these ;  but  prize  not  all  alike ; 
Hie  goods  of  fortune  to  the  body's  healUi, 
Body  to  soul,  and  soul  submit  to  God.'* 
Wouldst  thou  build  lasting  happiness  ?     Do  this ; 
TTie  invert'd  pyramid  can  never  stand. 

Is  this  truth  doubtful  ?     It  outshines  the  Sun ; 
Nay  the  Sun  shines  not,  but  to  show  us  this, 
llie  single  lesson  of  mankind  on  Earth. 
And  yet— yet  what?  —  No  news !  mankind  is  mad ; 
Such  migh^  numbers  list  against  the  right, 
(And  what  can't  numbers,  when  bevritch'd,  achieve?) 
They  talk  themselves  to  something  like  belief. 
That  all  Earth's  joys  are  theirs :  as  Athens'  fool 
Grinn'd  from  the  port,  on  every  sail  his  own. 
They  grin ;  •but  wherefore  ?  and  bow  long  the 
laugh? 
Half  ignorance,  their  mirth  ;  and  half,  a  lie ; 
To  cheat  the  world,  and  cheat  themselves,  they 

smile. 
Hard  either  task  !     The  most  abandon'd  ovra, 
Tliat  others,  if  abandon'd,  are  undone : 
Tlien  for  themselves,  the  moment  reason  wakes, 
(And  Providence  denies  it  long  repose,) 
O  how  laborious  is  their  gaiety ! 
Tliey  scarce  can  swallow  their  ebullient  spleen, 
Scarce  muster  patience  to  support  the  farce. 
And  pump  sad  laughter  till  the  curtain  falls. 
Scarce,  did  I  say  ?     Some  cannot  sit  it  out ; 
Oft  their  own  diuing  hands  the  curtain  draw, 
And  show  us  what  tiheir  joy,  by  their  despair. 

llie  clotted  hair !  gor'd  breast !  blaspheming  eye ! 
Its  impious  fury  still  alive  in  death ! 
Shut,  shut  the  locking  scene. — But  Heaven  denies 
A  cover  to  such  guilt ;  and  so  should  man. 
Look  round,  Lorenzo !  see  the  reeking  blade, 
111*  enveuom'd  phial,  and  the  fatal  bidl ; 
1^  strangling  cord,  and  suffocating  stream ; 
The  loathsome  rottenness,  and  foul  decays 
From  raging  riot  (slower  suicides !) 
And  pride  in  these,  more  execrable  still ! 
How  horrid  all  to  thought ! — But  horrours,  these, 
That  vouch  the  truth ;  and  aid  my  feeble  song. 
From  vice,  sense,  fancy ,  no  man  can  be  blest : 
i  Bliss  is  too  great,  to  lodge  within  an  hour : 
!  When  an  immortel  being  aims  at  bliss, 
!  Duration  is  essential  to  the  name. 
O  for  a  joy  from  reason  /  joy  fhmi  that, 
Which  makes  man  man  ;  and,  exerds'd  aright, 
Will  make  him  more :  a  bounteous  joy  !  that  gives, 
And  promises ;  that  weaves,  with  art  divine. 
The  richest  prospect  into  present  peace : 
A  joy  ambitious!  Joy  in  common  held 
With  thrones  ethereal,  and  their  greater  far ; 
A  joy  high-privileg*d  from  chance,  time,  death ! 
A  joy,  which  death  shall  double,  juc^gm^va  crown  ] 
Crown'd  higher,  and  still  higher,  at  each  stage. 
Through  blest  eternity's  long  day :  yet  still. 
Not  more  remote  from  sorrow,  than  from  Mm, 
Whose  lavish  hand,  whose  love  stupendous,  pours 
So  much  of  Deity  on  guilty  dust 
There,  O  my  Lucia !  may  I  meet  thee  there. 
Where  not  thy  presence  can  improve  my  bliss ! 

Affects  not  this  the  sages  of  the  world  t 
Can  nought  affect  them,  but  what  fwAs  them  too  ? 
Eternity,  depending  on  an  hour,  ^  [praise. 

Makes  uriaut  thought  man's    vrisdom,    joy,  and 
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Nor  need  yoa  blush  (though  sometimes  your  de- 
signs 
May  shun  the  light)  at  your  designs  on  Heaven : 
Sole  point !  where  over-bashfid  is  your  blame. 
Are  you  not  wise?  —  You  know  you  are :  yet  hear 
One  truth,  amid  your  numerous  schemes,  mislaid, 
Or  overlooked,  or  thrown  aside,  if  seen ; 
**  Our  schemes  to  plan  by  this  world,  or  tlie  next. 
Is  the  sole  difference  between  wise  and  fool.** 
All  worthy  men  will  weigh  you  in  this  scale  ; 
What  wonder  then,  if  they  pronounce  you  %/</  ? 
Is  their  esteem  alone  not  wortli  your  care? 
Accept  my  simple  scheme,  of  common  sense ;  [own. 
Thus,  save  your  fame,  and  make  tieo  worlds  your 
TTie  world  rejilies  not ;  —but  the  world  persists i 
And  puts  the  cause  off*  to  the  longest  day, 
Planning  evasions  for  the  day  of  doom. 
So  far,  at  that  re-hearings  from  redress, 
Tliey  then  turn  witnesses  against  thetaiselves : 
Hear  that,  Lorenzo !  nor  be  wise  to-morrow. 
Haste,  haste !  A  man,  by  nature,  is  in  haste ; 
For  who  shall  answer  for  another  hour  ? 
'T  is  highly  prudent,  to  make  one  sure  friend  ; 
And  that  thou  canst  not  do,  this  side  the  skies. 
Ye  sons  of  Earth  !  (nor  willing  to  be  more  !) 
Since  verse  you  think  from  priestcraft  somewhat  free, 
Thus,  in  an  age  so  gay,  the  Muse  plain  truths 
(Truths,  which,  at  church,  you  might  have  heard  in 

prose) 
Has  ventur*d  into  light ;  welUpleas'd  the  verse 
Should  be  forgot,  if  you  the  truths  retain  : 
And  crown  her  with  your  welfare,  not  your  praise. 
But  praise  she  need  not  fear :   I  see  my  date ; 
And  headlong  leap,  like  Curtius,  down  the  gulf, 
Since  many  an  ample  volume,  mighty  tome. 
Must  die  ;  and  die  unwept ;  O  thou  minute, 
Devoted  page  /  go  forth  among  thy  foes ; 
Go  nobly  proud  of  martyrdom  for  truth. 
And  die  a  double  death :  mankind,  incens'd, 
Denies  thee  long  to  live :  nor  shalt  thou  rest 
When  thou  art  dead ;  in  Stygian  shades  arraign*d 
By  Lucifer,  as  traitor  to  his  throne, 
And  bold  blasphemer  of  his  friend  —the  world ; 
Tlie  world,  whose  legions  cost  him  slender  pay. 
And  volunteers  around  his  banner  swarm ; 
IVudent,  as  Prussia,  in  her  xeal  for  Gaul ! 

**  Are  all,  then,  fools?**  Lorenzo  cries  —  Yes,  all. 
But  such  as  hold  this  doctrine  (new  to  thee)  ; 
"  The  mother  of  true  wisdom  is  the  wiU  ;** 
The  noblest  intellect,  a  fool  without  it 
IVorld-wisdoni  much  has  done,  and  more  may  do. 
In  arts  and  sciences,  in  wars  and  peace ; 
But  art  and  science,  like  thy  wealth,  will  leave  thee, 
And  make  thee  twice  a  beggar  at  thy  death. 
This  is  the  most  indulgence  can  afTonl ; — 
"  Thy  wisdom  all  can  do,  but  —  make  thee  wise,'* 
Nor  tliink  tliis  censure  is  severe  on  tliec : 
Satan,  tliy  master,  I  dare  call  a  dunce. 


Night  tbi  Ninth  amd  Last. 
THE  CONSOLATION, 

COMTAIKIKG,    AMOXO  OTHEft  THIVCS, 

A  Moral  Survey  of  the  Nocturnal  Hcawm. 
A  Night  Address  to  the  Deity. 
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Fatis  contraria  fata  rependens.  —  Viic 


As  when  a  traveller,  a  long  day  past 
In  painful  search  of  what  he  cannot  find. 
At  night's  approach,  content  with  the  next  oot, 
There  ruminates,  awhile,  hb  labour  lost; 
Ihen  cheers  his  heart  with  what  his  ftte  tSoA, 
And  chants  his  sonnet  to  deceive  the  time, 
Till  the  due  season  calls  him  to  repose : 
Thus  I,  long-travell'd  in  the  ways  of  men, 
And  dancing,  with  the  rest,  the  giddy  maie, 
Where  disappointment  smiles  at  hope*i  cticer; 
Wam'd  by  the  languor  of  life*s  evening  ity, 
At  length  have  hous'd  me  in  an  humble  died; 
Where,  future  wandering  bani8h*d  frommydwiighi 
And  waiting,  patient,  the  sweet  hour  of  rat, 
I  chase  the  moments  with  a  serious  song. 
Song  soothes  our  pains ;  and  age  has  paint  to  tootiKi 
Wher  age,  care,  crime,  and  friends  embnc'd  a 
heart,  [M. 

Tom  from  my  bleeding  breast,  and  <M's  diik 
Which  hovers  o*er  me,  quench  th*  cthcfeal  fin; 
Canst  thou,  0  Night  /  indulge  one  labour  dor? 
One  labour  more  indulge !  then  sleep,  my  stnis! 
Till,  haply,  wak*d  by  Riqp^l's  golden  lyn^ 
Where  night,  death,  age,  care,  crime^  and  «not, 

cease; 
To  bear  a  part  in  everlasting  Uijrs ; 
llumgb  far,  far  higher  set,  in  aim,  I  trust, 
Symphonious  to  this  humble  prelude  kere. 

Has  not  the  Muse  asserted  pltasura  purtt 
Like  those  above ;  exploding  other  joys  r 
Weigh  what  was  urg*d,  Lorenzo !  fairly  wdgh; 
And  tell  me,  hast  thou  cause  to  triumph  still? 
I  think,  thou  wilt  forbear  a  boast  so  bold. 
But  if,  beneath  the  favour  of  mistake, 
Thy  smile  's  sincere;  not  more  sincere  can  be 
Lorenzo*s  smile,  than  my  compassion  for  hoS' 
The  sick  in  body  call  for  aid  ;  the  sick 
In  mind  are  covetous  of  more  disease ; 
And  when  at  worst,  they  dream  tbemselvei  qiiitetnA 
To  know  ourselves  diseas*d,  is  half  our  cure. 
AVhen  nature*s  blush  by  custom  is  wip'd  off, 
And  conscience,  deaden*d  by  repeated  stroke*, 
Has  into  marmers  naturaliz*d  our  crima; 
Tlie  curse  of  curses  is,  our  curse  to  low; 
To  triumph  in  the  blackness  of  our  guiH, 
(As  Indians  glory  in  the  deepest  jet,) 
And  throw  aside  our  senses  with  our  peace. 

But  grant  no  guilt,  no  shame,  no  least  ilk?; 
Grant  joy  and  glory  quite  unsully*d  sbooe; 
Yet,  still,  it  ill  deserves  Lorenzo's  heart. 
^ojoy,  no  glory,  glitters  in  thy  sight, 
But,  through  the  thin  partitioD  of  an  hour, 
I  I  see  its  sables  wove  by  destiny  t 
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And  that  m  sorrow  buried ;  this,  in  ihvine  ; 

While  howling fitrks  ring  the  doleful  knell ; 

And  conscience,  now  so  soft  thou  ncarce  canst  hear 

Her  whisper,  echoes  her  eternal  peal. 
Where,  the  prime  actors  of  the  last  ^enr*8  scene ; 

Their  port  so  proud»  their  buskin,  and  their  plume  ? 

How  many  sleep,  who  kept  the  world  awalce 

With  lustre,  and  with  noise !  Has  Death  prodaini'd 

A  truce,  and  bung  his  sated  lance  on  high  ? 

Tis  brandished  ^ ;  nor  shall  the  present  year 

Be  more  tenacious  of  her  human  leaf, 

Or  spread  of  feeble  life  a  thinner  fall. 
But  needless  monumenis  to  wake  Ibe  thought ; 

Life's  ffi^  scenes  speak  man's  mortality. 

Though  in  a  style  more  Bond,  full  as  plain. 

As  moMsdewms,  pvramids,  and  tombs. 

Whst  are  our  noblest  ornaments,  but  deaths 

Tum'd  flatterers  of  life,  in  paint  or  marble^ 

Hie  well.stain*d  canvass,  or  the  featur'd  stone? 

Our  ftcfaera  grace,  or  rather  haunt,  the  scene. 
Jojf  peoples  her  pavilion  from  the  dead. 

**  Fr^fitst  diversions  /  —cannot  these  escape?*'— 
Vsx  from  it :  thene  present  us  with  a  shroud ; 
And  talk  of  deaths  like  garlands  o'er  a  grave. 
As  some  bold  plunderers,  for  bury'd  w^Uh, 
We  nuisack  tombs  for  pastime ;  from  the  dust 
CtU  up  the  sleeping  hero ;  bid  him  tread 
The  scene  for  our  amusement :  Ik>w  like  gods 
We  at;  and,  wrapt  in  inunortality, 
Shed  generous  tears  on  wr(>tchcs  bom  to  die ; 
TW  (ate  deploring,  to  forget  our  own.  / 
What  all  the  pomps  and  triumphs  of  our  lives, 
But  trades  in  blossom?  Our  lean  soil, 
Loxnriant  grown,  and  rank  in  vanities, 
FHm  tneaas  interr'd  beneath,  a  rich  manure/ 
lAe  other  worms,  we  banquet  on  the  dead ; 
Like  other  worms,  shall  we  crawl  on,  nor  know 
Oorpfnent  frailticm,  or  approaching  fate? 

Ixwenxo !  such  the  glories  i^  the  world ! 
What  is  the  world  itself?  7Ay  world — a  grave. 
Where  is  the  dust  that  has  not  been  alive  ? 
TW  spade,  the  plough,  disturb  our  ancestors ; 
From  human  OMmld  we  reap  our  daily  bread. 
1^  globe  around  Earth's  hollow  sur&ce  shakes. 
And  is  the  cdling  of  her  sleeping  sons. 
O'er  devastation  we  blind  revels  keep ; 
Whole  bmy'd  towns  support  the  dancer's  heel. 
The  mtaut  of  human  frame  the  Sun  exhales ; 
Winds  scatter  through  the  mighty  void  the  dry ; 
£uifa  lepoaseses  part  of  what  she  gave, 
And  the  freed  spirit  mounts  on  wings  of  fire ; 
Each  element  partakes  our  scatter'd  spoils ; 
^  Nature,  wide,  our  ruins  spread :  man's  death 
I"<^ts  all  things,  but  the  thought  of  man. 

Nor  man  alone  ;  his  breathing  bust  expires, 
Hb  tomb  is  mortal ;  empires  die :  where  now 
1W  Roman  ?  Greek  ?  they  stalk,  an  empty  name ! 
Tct  few  regard  diem  in  this  useful  light ; 
^^■ovgli  half  oar  learning  is  their  epitaph. 
When  down  thy  vale,  unlock'd  by  midnight  thought, 
'^  knes  to  wander  in  thy  sunless  realms, 
0 Death/  I  stretch  my  view  ;  what  visions  rise ! 
What  triumpha  !  toils  imperial '  arts  divine ! 
In  witfaer'd  laurels  glide  before  my  sight ! 
What  lengths  f]^  fiu-^am'd  ages,  billow'd  high 
With  human  agitation,  roll  along 
In  oasnbstantial  images  of  air ! 
^  nelancboly  ghosts  of  dead  renown, 
Whispering  fisint  echoes  of  the  world's  applause^ 
With  ptnitontial  aspect,  as  they  pass, 


All  point  at  Eardi,  and  bias  at  human  prido, 

The  wisdom  of  the  wise,  and  prencings  of  the  grtm* 

But,  O  Lorenxo !  far  the  rest  above. 
Of  glukstly  nature,  and  en<»mous  size, 
One  form  assaults  my  sight,  and  chills  my  blood. 
And  shakes  my  fVame.     Of  one  departed  world 
I  see  the  mighty  shadow :  oozy  wreath 
And  dismal  sea^weed  crown  her ;  o'er  her  urn 
Reclin'd,  she  weeps  her  desolated  realms. 
And  bloated  sons ;  and,  weeping,  prophesies 
Another**  dissolution,  soon,  in  flamea. 
But,  like  Cassandra,  prophesies  in  vain ; 
In  vain,  to  many ;  not,  I  trust,  to  thee. 

For,  know'st  thou  not,  or  art  thou  loth  to  know. 
The  great  decree,  the  counsel  of  the  skies  ? 
Deluge  and  conflagration,  dreadful  powers ! 
Prime  ministers  c^  vengeance !  chain  *d  in  caves 
Distinct,  apart  the  giant  furies  roar ; 
Apart;  or,  such  thor  horrid  rage  for  ruin. 
In  mutual  conflict  would  they  rise,  and  wage 
Eternal  war,  till  one  was  quite  devour'd. 
But  not  for  this  ordain'd  their  boundless  rage ; 
When  Heaven's  inferior  instruments  of  wrath, 
War,Jamine,  pestilence,  are  found  too  weak 
To  scourge  a  world  for  her  enormous  crimes, 
These  are  let  loose,  alternate :  down  they  rush. 
Swift  and  tempestuous,  from  th*  eternal  throne^ 
With  irresistible  conmiission  arm'd, 
The  world,  in  vain  corrected,  to  destroy, 
And  ease  creation  of  the  shocking  scene. 

See'st  thou,  Lorenso !  what  dq>ends  on  man  ? 
T\»fiUe  of  Nature ;  vifor  man,  her  birth. 
Earth**  actors  change  Earth's  transitory  scenes, 
And  make  creation  groan  with  hunum  guilt 
How  must  it  groan,  in  a  new  deluge  whelm'd. 
But  not  ci  waters !  at  the  destin'd  hour. 
By  the  loud  trumpet  summon'd  to  the  charge. 
See,  all  the  formidable  sons  of  fire,   ' 
Eruptions,  earthquakes,  comets,  lightnings,  play 
Their  various  engines ;  all  at  once  disgorge 
Their  blazing  magazines ;  and  take,  by  storm, 
lliis  poor  terrestrial  citadel  of  man. 

Amazing  period !  when  each  mountain-height 
Out-burns  Vesuvius ;  rocks  eternal  pour 
Their  melted  mass,  as  rivers  once  they  pour'd ; 
Stars  rush ;  and  final  ruin  fiercely  drives 
Her  ploughshare  o'er  creation  !  —  while  alofk. 
More  than  astonishment !  if  more  can  be ! 
Far  iH&ver  firmament  than  e'er  was  seen. 
Than  e'er  was  thought  by  man !  far  other  stars  f 
Stars  anunate,  that  govern  these  of  fire ; 
Far  other  sun  /  —  A  sun,  O  how  unlike 
The  babe  at  Bethlem !  how  unlike  the  man 
Tliat  groan'd  on  Calvary!  —  Yet  Af  it  is ; 
That  Man  of  Sorrows !  O  how  chang'd !  what  pomp  | 
In  grandeur  terrible,  all  Heaven  descends ! 
And  gods,  ambitious,  triumph  in  his  train. 
A  sw%  archangel,  with  his  golden  wing. 
As  blots  and  ck>uds,  that  darken  and  disgrace 
The  scene  divine,  sweeps  stars  and  suqa  aside. 
And  now,  all  dross  remov'd.  Heaven's  own  pure  dayi 
Full  on  the  confines  of  our  ether,  flames. 
While  (dreadful  contrast !)  far,  how  %  benead^l 
Hell,  bursting,  belches  forth  her  biasing  seaa, 
And  storms  sulphureous ;,  her  voracious  jvfp 
Expanding  wide,  and  roaring  for  her  prey*' 
Lorenzo !  welcome  to  this  scene ;  the  \m 
In  Nature's  course ;  the  first  in  wisdom's  thought 
Tku  strikes,  if  aught  can  strike  thesf  tku  awakes 
The  most  supine ;  this  snatches  tmbom  ikath. 
D^tiSbdbyLiOOgle 


594 


TOUN& 


l^lGHT  IX. 


Rouse,  rotue,  Lorento,  tben,  and  folkm  mc^ 
Where  truth,  the  most  momentous  man  can  hear, 
Loud  calls  my  soul,  and  ardour  wings  her  flight 
I  find  my  inspiration  in  my  theme ; 
Hie  grandeur  of  my  subject  is  my  Muse. 

At  fmdnigktt  when  mankind  is  wnpt  in  peace, 
And  worldly  yZmcy  feeds  on  golden  dreams ; 
To  gire  more  dread  to  man*s  most  dreadful  hour, 
At  midnight,  't  is  presum'd  this  pomp  will  burst 
From  tenfold  darkness ;  sudden  as  the  spark 
Tnm  smitten  steel ;  from  nitrous  grain,  the  bUae. 
Han,  stsrting  from  his  couch,  shall  sleep  no  more ! 
Hie  day  is  broke,  which  nerer  more  shall  close ! 
Above,  around,  beneath,  amaxement  all ! 
Terrour  and  glory  joined  in  their  extremes ! 
Our  God  in  grandeur,  and  our  world  on  fire ! 
All  Nature  struggling  in  the  pangs  of  death  ! 
Dost  thou  not  hear  her  ?  Dost  thou  not  deplore 
Her  strong  convulsions,  and  her  final  groan  ? 
Where  are  we  now  f  Ah  me !  the  ground  is  gone 
On  which  we  stood  :  Lorenso!  while  thou  may*st, 
Provide  more  firm  support,  or  sink  for  ever!   [late ! 
Where?  How?  From  whence?  Vain  hope!  itistoo 
Where,  where,  for  shelter,  shall  the  guilty  fly. 
When  consternation  turns  the  good  man  pale  ? 

Great  day !  for  which  all  other  days  were  made; 
For  which  Earth  rose  from  chaos,  man  from  Earth  t 
And  an  eternity,  the  date  of  Gods, 
Descended  on  poor  earth-created  man ! 
Great  day  of  dread,  decision,  and  despair ! 
At  thought  €^  thee,  each  sublunary  wish 
Lets  go  iti  eager  grasp,  and  drops  the  world ; 
And  catdies  at  eadi  reed  of  hope  in  Heaven. 
Althoughl  of  thee!  — and  art  thou  a^Kn/ then? 
Lorenzo !  no ;  *t  is  here ;  it  is  begun  ;  — 
ALready  is  begun  the  grand  assize. 
In  diee,  in  all :  deputed  conscience  scales 
Hie  dread  tribunal,  and  forestalls  our  doom ; 
Forestalls  ;  and,  by  forestalling,  proves  it  ture. 
Why  on  himself  should  man  void  judgment  pass  ? 
Is  idle  Natwe  laughing  at  her  sons  ? 
Who  contdence  sent,  her  sentence  will  support, 
And  God  above  assert  that  god  in  man. 
Thrice  happy  they  !  that  enter  now  the  court 
Heaven  opens  in  their  bosoms :  but,  how  rare, 
Ah  me  !  that  magnanimity,  bow  rare ! 
What  hero,  like  £e  man  who  stands  himself; 
Who  dares  to  meet  his  naked  heart  alone ; 
Who  hears  intrepid,  the  full  charge  it  brings^ 
Resolv'd  to  silence  future  murmurs  there? 
The  coward  flies ;  and,  flying,  is  undone. 
(Art  thou  a  cowwd ?  No :)  the  coward  flies ; 
Hiinks,  but  thinks  slightly ;  asks,  but  fears  to  know  ; 
Asks,  ««  What  it  truth  r*  with  Pilate;  and  retires; 
Dissolves  the  court,  and  mingles  with  the  throng ; 
Asylum  sad !  ffrom  reason,  hope,  and  Heaven ! 

Shall  all,  but  man,  look  out  with  ardent  eye, 
For  that  great  day,  which  was  ordain'dybr  man? 
O  day  of  consummation !  mark  supreme 
(If  men  are  wise)  of  human  thought !  nor  leas^ 
Or  in  the  sight  of  angels,  or  their  King' 
jhwels,  whose  radiant  circles,  height  o'er  height, 
Oraer  o'er  order,  rising,  blaze  o*er  blaze. 
As  in  a  theatre,  surround  this  scene. 
Intent  on  man,  and  anxious  for  his  firte. 
Angelt  look  out  for  thee ;  for  thee,  their  Lord, 
To  vindicate  his  glonr ;  and  for  tbee^ 
Creation  universal  calls  aloud. 
To  dis-involve  the  marol  world,  and  give 
To  Nature' t  reaontion  brighter  channs. 


Shall  man  alone^  whoM  late,  wfaoie^  late, 
Hangs  on  that  hour,  exclude  it  from  hn  though? 
I  think  of  nothing  else;  Isee!  Ifeelit! 
All  Nature^  like  an  earthquake,  tranUiDg  roond! 
All  deitiet,  like  summer's  swarms,  od  wing! 
All  basking  in  the  fbll  meridian  blase  I 
I  see  the  Judge  enthron'd !  the  flsmiog  goird! 
The  volume  open'd !  open'd  every  heart! 
A  sun4>eam  pointing  out  each  secret  thought; 
No  patron !  intercessor  none!  now  pait 
The  sweet,  the  dement,  mediatiorial  boHr! 
For  guilt  no  plea!  to  pain,  no  panse !  do beasd! 
Inexoiable,  all !  and  all,  extreme! 

Nor  man  alone ;  the  foe  of  God  and  nan, 
From  his  dark  den,  blaspheming  dnplatAm 
And  rears  his  brazen  front,  with  thunder  aan^d: 
Receives  his  sentence,  and  hegjnt  his  hclL 
All  vengeance  past,  now,  seems  abundaiit  gnee: 
Like  meteors  in  a  stormy  sky,  how  roll 
His  baleful  eyes;  he  cunes  whom  he  drcsds; 
And  deems  it  the  first  moment  oThis  &U. 

*T  is  preim/ to  my  thought !— and  yet  wtareW' 
jtngels  can't  tell  me ;  angels  cannot  gvest 
The  period  j  from  created  beings  lock'd 
In  darkness.     But  the /process,  and  the /ibtff 
Aro  less  obscure ;  for  these  may  vum  wjm. 
Say,  thou  great  close  of  human  hopes  and  fan! 
Great  key  of  hearts!  great  finisher  of  Atn! 
Great  end  !  and  great  b^tnning  I  say,  Wheit  ^ 

thou? 
Art  thou  in  time,  or  in  eternity  f 
Nor  in  eternity,  nor  time,  I  find  thee. 
These,  as  two  monarohs,  on  their  borden  v^ 
(Monarchs  of  all  elaps'd,  or  unarriv'd !) 
As  in  debate,  how  best  their  powers  slly'd. 
May  swell  the  grandeur,  or  discharge  the  wnih, 
Of  Aim,  whom  both  their  monarchies  obey. 

Time,  this  vast  fabric  for  him  built  (and  docB« 
Wth  him  to  fall)  now  bursting  o'er  his  1«^ 
His  lamp,  the  Sun,  extinguish'd ;  firoo  beocv 
Thefrownof  hideous  darkness,  calls  bis  am   , 
FVom  their  long  slumber!  from  Earth's  hcsnsf 

womb. 
To  second  birth !  contemporary  ifarong  1 
Rous'd  at  one  call,  upstarted  from  one  bed, 
Frest  in  one  crowd,  appall'd  with  one  smsi^ 
He  turns  them  o'er.  Eternity  /  to  Okee. 
Then  (as  a  king  depos'd  disdains  to  live) 
He  fiiUs  on  his  own  scythe ;  nor  fidk  a^^l 
His  greatest  foe  falls  vrith  him ;  Time,  la^^  . 
Who  murder'd  all  Time'%  ofepiing,  Deatk  «V^ 

Time  vras !  Eternity  now  reigns  akwe! 
'Aweful  eternity  !  ofl!ended  queen ! 
And  her  resentment  to  mankind,  hov  jo*' 
With  kind  intent,  soliciting  access, 
How  often  has  she  knock'd  at  human  hearti! 
Rich  to  repay  their  hospitality, 
How  often  call'd !  and  vrith  the  voice  of  God. 
Tet  bore  repulse,  excluded  as  a  cheat !  ^ 

A  dream!  while  foulest  foes  found  wdcomejj^ 
A  dream,  a  cheat,  now»  all  things,  but  ^f^'^v^ 

For,  lo !  her  twice  ten  thousand  gales  thnrsi** 
As  thrice  from  Indus  to  the  frosen  Pole, 
With  banners  streaming  as  the  comet%  blss^ 
And  darions,  louder  than  the  deep  in  stono^ 
Sonorous  as  immortal  breath  can  blow,  _ 

Pour  forth  their  myriads,  potentatea,  and  po««S 
Of  light,  of  darkness;  in  a  middle  field, 
Wide,  as  creation  !  populous,  as  wide ! 
A  neutral  region  !  thcr*  to  mark  lb*  t«M* 
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Of  tint  gmt  drama,  whoie  pnceding  scenes 

Dettm'a  them  dose  spectaton,  through  a  length 

Of  ages,  ripening  to  tins  grand  result; 

Agc8»  as  yet  unnumber'd,  but  by  God ; 

Who  DOW  pronouncing  sentence,  vindicates 

The  rights  of  Tirtue,  and  his  own  renown. 
Eternity,  the  various  sentence  past, 

Asjgns  the  seyer*d  throng  distinct  abodes, 

Ailphureous,  or  ambrosial :  what  ensues? 

The  deed  predominant !  the  deed  of  deeds  ! 

Which  makes  a  Hell  of  Hell,  a  HeaTen  of  Heaven. 

The  gitddets,  with  determin*d  aspect,  turns 

Her  adamantine  key's  enormous  size 

Hvoogh  destiny's  inextricable  wards, 

Deep  driving  every  bolt,  on  both  their  fates. 

Then,  fiom  the  crystal  battlements  of  Heaven, 

Down,  down,  she  hurls  it  through  the  dark  profound, 

Ten  thousand  thousand  fiithom ;  there  to  rust, 

And  ne'er  unlock  her  resolution  more. 

Tim  deep  resounds;    and   Hell,  through  all  her 

glooms, 
Returns,  in  groans,  the  melandioly  roar. 
0  bow  unlike  the  chorus  of  the  skies! 
0  how  unlike  those  shouts  of  joy,  that  shake 
T^  whoAe  ethereal  /  How  the  concave  rings ! 
Nor  strange !  when  deities  their  voice  exalt ; 
And  louder  fiu*,  than  when  creation  rose. 
To  see  creation's  godlike  aim,  and  end. 
So  well  accomplish'd  !  so  divinely  dos'd ! 
To  see  the  mighty  dramatiU*%  bst  act 
(As  meet^  in  glory  rising  o'er  the  rest 
No  £uicy  d  god,  a  god  indeed^  descends,    , 
To  solve  all  knoU  ;  to  strike  the  moral  home ; 
To  throw  Aill  day  on  darkest  scenes  of  ftmf; 
To  clear,  commend,  exalt,  and  crown  the  whole. 
Hence,  m  one  peal  of  loud,  eternal  praise, 
llie  churm'd  spectators  thunder  their  applause ! 
And  the  vast  void  beyond,  applause  resounds. 
WkBAiiiaiam  If-^ 

Amidst  applauding  worlds^ 
And  worlds  ceiescial,  is  there  found  on  Ewtfa, 
A  peerish,  dissonant,  rebellious  string, 
^^^hich  jan  on  the  grand  chorus,  and  comjtlains  f 
Cenoirt  on  thee,  Lorenzo !  I  suq>end, 
And  turn  it  on  myadfs  how  greatly  due ! 
AU,  sll  is  rights  by  &od  ordain'd  or  done ; 
And  who,  but  God,  resum'd  the  friends  he  gave? 
And  have  I  been  complainings  then,  so  long  ? 
^ffimmng  of  hia /btxmrs,  jNun,  and  death  T 
Who,  without  /Nzm  s  advice,  would  e'er  be  good  ? 
Wbo,  without  death,  but  would  be  good  in  vain  ? 
Bun  is  to  save  from  pcdn ;  all  punishment. 
To  make  for  peace  /  and  death  to  save  firom  death  i 
And  second  death,  to  guard  immortal  life ; 
To  ituse  the  careless,  the  presiunptuous  awe, 
And  torn  the  tide  of  souk  another  way ; 
By  the  same  tenderness  divine  ordain'd, 
Tiita  planted  Eden,  and  high-bloom'd  for  man 
A  fiurer  Eden,  endless,  in  the  skies. 

Heaven  givea  us  IViends  to  bless  iinepretent  scene ; 
Keamei  them,  to  prepare  us  for  the  next, 
^tnk  natural  mxe  moral  goods; 
AU  (fisdpline^  indulgence,  on  the  whole. 
}fm  are  unhappy  :  all  have  cause  to  smflc^ 
But  such  aa  to  tfaemaelves  that  cause  deny. 
^ftmlti  are  at  the  bottom  of  our  pamst 
Cmnr,  in  acts,  car  Judgment,  is  the  source 
Ofendleassiglia:  we  tin,  or  we  miMtake ; 
And  Natmre  tax,  when  lUse  opinkm  stmgs. 
^imfia»gAkbe  banirii'd,  joy  indulg'd; 


But  chiefly  then,  when  grief  puts  in  her  claim, 

Joy  from  the  joyovt,  frequently  betrays, 

Oft  lives  in  vanity,  and  dies  in  woe. 

Joy,  amidst  ills,  corroborates,  exalts ; 

'T  is  joy,  and  conquest ;  joy,  and  virtue  toa 

A  noble  fortitude  m  ills,  delights 

Heaven,  Earth,  ourselves ;  't  is  duty,  glory,  peace. 

.Affliction  is  the  good  man's  shining  scene; 

Prosperity  conceals  his  bri^^htest  ray ; 

As  night  to  stars,  woe  lustre  gives  to  man. 

Heroes  in  battle,  pilots  in  the  storm. 

And  virtue  in  calamities,  admire; 

Tlie  crown  of  manhood  is  a  winter-joy ; 

An  evergreen,  that  stands  the  northern  blast, 

And  blossoms  in  the  rigour  of  our  fitfe. 

'T  is  a  prime  part  of  happiness,  to  know 
How  much  unhappiness  mutt  prove  our  lot ; 
A  part  which  few  possess !  I'll  pay  life's  tax. 
Without  one  rebel  murmur,  from  this  hour. 
Nor  think  it  misery  to  be  a  mxin; 
Who  thinks  U  is,  dudl  never  be  a  God. 
Some  ills  we  wish  for,  when  we  wish  to  live. 

What  spcke  jtroud  pattion  ^  —  <<  Widi  my  being 
lost*?" 
Presumptuous!  blasphemous!  absurd!  and  false! 
The  triumph  of  my  soul  is— That  I  am; 
And  therefore  that  I  mc^  be  —  wAol /  Lorenzo.* 
Look  inward,  and  look  deep ;  and  deeper  still ; 
Unfathomably  deep  our  treasure  runs 
In  golden  veins,  through  all  eternity ! 
Ages,  and  ages,  and  succeeding  still 
New  ages,  where  the  phantom  of  an  hour. 
Which  courts,  each  night,  dull  slumber,  fbr  repaiir. 
Shall  wake,  and  wonder,  and  exult,  and  praise. 
And  fly  through  infinite,  and  all  unlock ; 
And  (if  desorv'd)  by  Heaven's  redundant  kne, 
Made  half-adorable  itself^  adore ; 
And  find,  in  adoration,  endless  joy ! 
Where  thou,  not  master  of  a  moment  here. 
Frail  as  the  flower,  and  fleeting  as  the  gale, 
May'st  boast  a  tohole  eternity,  enrich'd 
With  all  a  kind  Omnipotence  can  pour. 
Since  Adam  fell,  no  mortal,  uninspir'd. 
Has  ever  yet  conoeiv'd,  or  ever  shall. 
How  kind  is  God,  how  great  (if  good)  is  num. 
No  man  too  largely  from  Heaven's  love  can  bopi^ 
If  what  is  hop*d  he  labours  to  tecure. 

nis?  — there  are  nooej^-.M-^raciout/    none 
firom  thee  ; 
From  man  full  many !  numerous  is  the  rac^ 
Of  blackest  ills,  and  those  immortal  too^ 
Begot  by  madnett  on  itir  liberty  ; 
Heaven's  daughter,  Hell-debauch'd !  her  hand  alone 
Unlocks  destruction  to  the  sons  of  men. 
First  barr'd  by  Mww?.-  higb-waU'd  with  adamant, 
Guarded  with  terroun  readiing  to  this  world. 
And  cover*d  with  the  thunden  of  thy  law ; 
\¥hose  threats  are  mm»es,  whose  injunctions,  g«Md», 
Assisting,  not  restraining,  reason's  choice ; 
ynMxe  mocdom,  wuwo5able  retultt 
From  Nature's  course,  indulgently  reveal'd; 
If  unreveal'd,  more  dangerous,  nor  less  sure. 
Thus,  an  indulgent  father  warns  his  sons, 
"  Do  this;  fly  that"  —  nor  always  teUs  the  causa ; 
Fleas'd  to  reward,  as  duty  to  his  wUl, 
A  conduct  needful  to  their  own  repose. 
Great  God  of  wondew!  (if,  thy  fot«  surveyed. 
Aught  dse  the  name  of  wonderful  retaina) 
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WlMt  rodks  are  H^ete,  on  which  to  build  our  trust ! 
Thy  ways  admit  no  blemish ;  none  I  find ; 
Or  this  alone  —  "  That  none  is  to  be  found*** 
Not  one,  to  soften  centure*9  hardy  crime ; 
Not  one,  to  palliate  peevish  ^rig^'s  complaint. 
Who  like  a  demon,  murmuring  from  the  dust, 
DsKs  into  judgment  call  her  Jud^  —  Supreme ! 
For  aU  I  bless  thee ;  most,  for  the  severe; 
Her  *  death —11^  oum'kt  hand  —  the  fierv  gulf, 
Thai  flaming  bound  of  wrath  onmipotent ! 
It  thunders; — but  it  thunders  to  preserve; 
It  strengthens  what  it  strikes;  its  wholesome  dread 
Averts  Sie  dreaded  pain ;  its  hideous  groans 
Join  Heaven's  sweet  hallelujahs  in  thy  praise, 
Great  source  of  good  alone  /  How  kind  in  all ! 
In  vengeance  kind !  jtainf  death,  gfihenna,  save. 

Hius,  in  thy  worid  material.  Mighty  Mnd/ 
Not  that  alone  which  solaces,  and  shines, 
Hie  roug^  and  gloomy,  challenges  our  praise. 
The  vmter  is  as  neecfiul  as  the  spring  ; 
The  thunder,  as  the  Sun ;  a  stagnant  mass 
Of  vapours  breeds  a  pestilential  air ; 
Nor  more  propitious  the  Favonian  breeze 
To  Nature's  health,  than  pun^ying  storms ; 
The  dread  volcano  ministers  to  good. 
Its  smother'd  flames  might  undermine  the  world. 
Loud  .£tnas  fulminate  m  love  to  man ; 
Comets  good  omens  are  when  duly  scann*d ; 
And,  in  their  use,  eclipses  learn  to  shine. 

lian  is  responsible  for  ills  receiv*d ; 
TiMMe  we  call  wretched  are  a  chosen  band, 
Compdl*d  to  rcfiige  in  the  right,  for  peace. 
Amid  my  list  of  blessings  infinite. 
Stand  this  the  foremost,  **  That  my  heart  has  bled.** 
*T  is  Heaven's  last  effort  of  good  will  to  man ; 
When  pain  can't  bless.  Heaven  quits  us  in  despaur. 
Who  fkils  to  grieve,  when  just  occasion  calls, 
Or  grieves  too  much,  deserves  not  to  be  blest ; 
Inhuman,  or  eflTeminate,  his  heart ; 
Beason  absolves  the  grief,  which  reason  ends. 
May  Heaven  ne'er  trust  my  friend  with  happiness, 
Till  it  has  taught  him  how  to  bear  it  well. 
By  previous  pain ;  and  made  it  safe  to  smile  ! 
Such  smiles  are  mine,  and  such  may  they  remain ; 
Nor  hatard  their  extinctions,  from  excess. 
My  change  ot heart  a  change  ot style  demands; 
Tbe  consolation  cancels  the  complaint, 
And  makes  a  convert  of  my  guilty  song. 
And  when  o'erlabour'd,  and  inclin'd  to  breathe, 
A  panting  traveller  some  rising  ground, 
Some  small  ascent,  has  gain'd,  he  turns  him  round. 
And  measures  with  his  eye  the  various  vales, 
The  fields,  woods,  meads,  and  rivers,  lie  has  past; 
And,  satiate  of  his  journey,  thinks  of  home, 
Endear'd  by  distance,  nor  affects  more  toil ; 
Hius  I,  though  small,  indeed,  is  that  ascent 
The  Muse  has  gain'd,  review  the  paths  slie  trod ; 
Various,  extensive,  beaten  but  by  few ; 
Andy  conscious  of  her  prudence  in  repose. 
Pause ;  and  with  pleasure  meditate  an  end, 
HxMigh  still  remote ;  so  fruitful  is  my  theme. 
Through  many  a  field  of  moral,  and  divine, 
Tlie  muse  has  stray *d ;  and  much  of  sorrow  seen 
In  human  ways ;  and  much  of  false  and  vain ; 
AVhich  none,  who  travel  this  bad  road,  can  miss. 
0*er  friends  deceased  full  heartily  she  wept ; 
Of  love  duAne  the  wonders  she  display'd ; 
Prov'd  man  immortal,'  show'd  the  source  of  joy  t 

*  Lucia. 


The  grand  tribunal  nh*d ;  anign'd  the  bounds 
Of  human  grief:  in  few,  to  dose  the  whole. 
The  moral  Muse  has  diadow'd  out  a  sketch. 
Though  not  in  form,  nor  with  a  Raphael-stroke^ 
Of  most  our  weakness  needs  believe,  or  do, 
In  this  our  land  of  travel  and  of  hope. 
For  peace  on  Earth,  ot  prospect  of  the  sloes. 

What  then  remains?  Much!  much!    a  mighty 
debt  thine 

To  be  discfaarg*d:  these  thoughts,  O  Ni^!  s( 
Fhnn  thee  they  came,  like  lovers'  secret  sighs, 
While  others  slept.     So  Cynthia  (poets  fi;ign) 
In  shadows  veil'd,  soft  sliding  trm  her  qihere. 
Her  shepherd  cheer'd ;  of  her  enamour'd  leas. 
Than  I  of  thee.  —  And  art  thou  still  unsung, 
Beneath  whose  brow,  and  by  whose  aid,  I  sing? 
Immortal  silence !  where  shall  I  begin  ? 
Where  end  ?  Or  how  steal  music  fiwn  the  v^tsetet, 
To  soothe  their  goddess  ? 

O  majestic  Night! 
Nature*%  great  ancestor !  day**  eldar.bom  \ 
And  fiited  to  survive  the  transient  Sun  ! 
By  mortals,  and  immortals,  teen  with  awe ! 
A  starry  crown  thy  raven  brow  adorns. 
An  azure  zone,  thy  waist ;  clouds,  in  Hecv«B*s  kioiB 
Wrought  through  varieties  of  shape  and  shade. 
In  ample  folds  of  drapery  divine, 
Thv  flowing  nuintleform ;  and  Heaven  througboai. 
Voluminously  pour  thy  pompous  train. 
Hiy  gloomy  grandeura  (iVo/viv's  most  augvst. 
Inspiring  aspect !)  claim  a  grateful  verse ; 
And,  like  a  sable  curtain  starr'd  with  gold. 
Drawn  o'er  my  laboun  past,  shall  dose  the  accae^ 

And  what,  O  man  !  so  worthy  to  be  sung  ? 
What  more  prepares  us  for  the  songs  of  HcMca? 
Creation,  of  archangels  is  the  theme ! 
What,  to  be  sung,  so  needful  f  What  ao  wdl 
Cdestial  joys  prepare  us  to  sustain  ? 
The  soul  of  man,  his  face  design'd  to  sec 
Who  gave  these  wonders  to  be  seen  by  man. 
Has  here  a  previous  scene  of  objects  gr«af^ 
On  which  to  dwell ;  to  stretch  to  that  expanse 
Of  thought,  to  rise  to  that  exalted  hei^ 
Of  admiration,  to  contract  that  awe. 
And  give  her  whole  capacities  that  strength^ 
Which  best  may  qualify  for  iUo/ joy. 
Tlie  more  our  spirits  are  enuurg'd  on  Eartk, 
The  deeper  draught  shall  they  receive  of  HeasKm, 

Heaven's  King!    wlmse  face  unveii'd  rffnnt— 
mates  bliss ; 
Redundant  bliss  !  whidi  fills  that  mighty  void. 
The  whole  creation  leaves  in  human  hearts ! 
Thou,  who  didst  touch  the  lip  of  Jesae*s  sas» 
Rapt  in  sweet  contemplation  of  these  fires 
And  set  his  harp  in  concert  with  the  apherea  ; 
While  of  thy  works  material  the  supreme 
I  dare  attempt,  assist  my  daring  song : 
Loose  me  from  Earth**  enclosure,  fWmi  the  Ssm% 
Contracted  circle  set  my  heart  at  large ; 
Eliminate  my  spirit,  give  it  range 
Through  provinces  of  thought  yet  unexpkr'd  ; 
Teach  me  by  this  stupendous  scaffolding. 
Creation's  golden  steps,  to  climb  to  thee. 
Teach  me  with  art  great  Nature  to  cootrool. 
And  spread  a  lustre  o'er  the  shades  of  ni^u 
Fed  I  thy  kind  assent?  and  shall  the  Sun 
Be  seen  at  midnight,  rising  in  my  song? 

Lorenzo!  come,  and  warm  thee:  thou,  whoee  bcwt* 
Whose  HttU  heart,  is  moor'd  within  a  nook 

Of  this  obscure  terrestrial, 
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Another  oeem  calk,  a  noUsr  pott ; 

I  am  thy  pUoC^  I  tfay  protperous  gale. 

Ganful  thy  voyage  through  yon  amre  main ; 

UmOf  without  tempert,  pmte,  rock,  or  ihore ; 

lad  whenoe  thou  maytt  import  eternal  wealth ; 

And  leave  to  beggar'd  minds  theiMorf  and  gokU 

Hijr  tmvels  dost  thou  boast  o*er  foreign  reidms? 

Hkhi  jfroi^fer  to  the  worU  /  thy  tour  ie^l 

Hqr  tour  through  Nature**  uniTersal  orb. 

Nature  delineates  her  whole  chart  at  large. 

On  soaring  souls,  that  sail  among  the  spboes ; 

And  man  how  purblind,  if  unknown  tbe  whole  I 

Who  drdcs  spacious  Eitrtk,.  then  tmvels  here, 

Sisll  own,  he  never  was  tnm  home  before ! 

Come,  my  Prometheus  *,.from  thy  pointed  rock 

OtfaUe  ambition  if  uncfaain*d,  we  'U  mount ; 

We  *11,  mmocenOy,  steal  celestial  fire, 

And  kindle  our  devotion  at  the  jtari; 

A  dieft,  that  shall  not  chain,  but  set  thee  firea 
Above  our  atmosphere's  intestine  wars,. 

Bain*s  fountain-head,  the  magasine  (d  hiSl ; 

Above  the  northern  nests  of  feather*d  snows, 

Hie  brew  of  thunders,  and  the  flaming  forge 

That  forms  the  crooked  lightning ;  above  the  cams. 

Where  infont  tempests  wait  their  growing  wings, 

And  tune  their  tender  voices  to  t£it  roari 

Which  soon,  perhaps,  shall  shake  a  guilty  world ; 

Above  misoonstraed  omens  of  the  sky, 

Fsr-travell'd  comets*  calculated  blase ; 

Elanoe  thy  thought,  and  think  of  more  than  maau 

TV  KMil,  till  now,  contracted,,  withes'd,  shrunk, 

Blwhted  by  bbsts  of  EartlC%  unwholesome  aiiv 
Wifi  blossom  A^rv;  spread  aU  her  faculties 
To  these  bright  ardours  ;  every  power  unfold, 
Aad  rise  into  sublimities  of  thought. 
Stars  teackj  as  well  as  ihinei     At  Nature*  %  birth, 

71m  their  conunission  ran—  **  Be  kind  to  man,** 
Where  art  thou,  poor  benighted  traveller !         [fiuL 
The  sears  will  light  thee,  though  the  Moon  should 
Where  art  tixm,  more  benightea !  more  astmy  ! 
lo  ways  inomoral  ?     The  start  call  thee  badL ; 
And,  if  obey'd  their  counsel,  set  thee  right 

This  proepect  vast,  whatis  it?  —  Weigh*d  aright, 
T  is  Nature's  system  of  divinitjr, 
And  every  student  of  the  nigfu  inspires. 
*T  is  eUter  scripture,  writ  by  God's  own  hand: 
Scripture  authentic !  uncomipt  by  maa 
Lorenio  !  vrith  my  radku  (the  rich  gift 
Of  thought  nocturnal !)  I'll  point  out  to  thee 
Its  various  lessons;  some  that  may  surprise 
An  un-adept  in  mysteries  of  night ; 
Little,  perlmps,  expected  in  her  school, 
Nor  tfaougbt  to  grow  on  planet,  or  on  star. 
BaOs,  lions,  scorpions,  monsters  here  we  feign ; 
Ourselfoa  nnore  monstrous,  not  to  see  what  here 
£iists  iiuieed;  —  a  lecture  to  mankind. 

What  read  we  A«re /  — Th' existence  of  a  God  ? 
Tes;  and  of  other  beings,  man  above ; 
NacbFca  of  ether !  Sons  of  higher  climes ! 
And,  vrfaat  may  move  Lorenso's  wonder  more^ 
EcerasQr  is  written  in  the  skies. 
And  wfaoae  eternity  ?  —  Lorenso!  thmef 
UauHmCu  eternity.     Nor  fiuth  alone, 
Tlrtise  grows  here ;  here  springs  the  sovereign  cure 
Of  almoet  e^ery  vice ;  but  chiefly  thine  s 
Wratk,  pridef  ambition^  and  impure  denre. 

Lorenso!  thou  canst  wake  at  midnight  too, 
Hongfa  not  on  mataU  bent :  am^ttton,  pkamre  ! 

•  Night  the  Eighth. 


Iliose  ^rranli  I  for  thee  so  latdy  •  fough^ 
Alford  their  harass*d  slaves  but  slender  rest. 
Hiou,  to  whom  midniffht  is  immoral  noon, 
And  the  Sun's  noon-tide  blaie,  prime  dawn  of  day ; 
Not  by  thy  cHmate,  but  capricious  crime, 
Commendng  one  of  our  ^nf^podler  / 
In  thy  noctwmal  rove  one  moment  halt^ 
'Twixt  stage  and  stage,  of  riot,  and  cabal  f 
And  lift  thine  eye  (if  bold  an  eye  to  lift^ 
If  bold  to  meet  the  fooe  of  injur'd  Heaven) 
To  yonder  stars :  for  other  ends  they  shine, 
Ulan  to  light  revellers  from  shame  to  shame^ 
And,  thus,  be  made  accomplices  in  guik. 

Why  from  yon  arch,  that  infinite  of  space^ 
With  infinite  of  lucid  orbs  replete^, 
Which  sot  the  living  firmament  on  fire. 
At  the  first  glance,  in  such  an  overwhelm 
Of  woodferftil,  on  man's  astonish'd  sight. 
Rushes.  Omn^iotenoe  ?  — To  curb  our  ;>ricEf  / 
Our  reaton  rouse,  and  lead  it  to  that  power. 
Whose  love  lets  down  these  silver  chains  of  light  ;■ 
To  dmv  up  man's  ambition  to  hmte^. 
And  band  our  chatle  qffixtions  to  his  throne. 
Urns  tha  three  virtues,  least  alive  on  Earth, 
And  weloom'd  on  Heaven's  coast  with  most  ap- 
plause. 
An  kumble,  pure,  and  heavenfy-^ninded  hearty 
Aire  here  inspir'd :  —  And  canst  thou  gase  too  long? 

Nor  stands  thy  wrath,  depriv'd  of  its  reproof, 
Or  un-upbraided  by  this  radiant  choir. 
Tlie  planets  of  each  system  represent' 
Kind  neighbours  ;  mutual  amity  prevails; 
Sweet  interchange  of  rays,  receiv'd,  retum'd ; 
Enlightening,  and  enli^ten'd !    All,  at  once 
Attracting,  and  attracted !  Fatriot-like, 
None  sins  against  the  wel&ae  of  the  whole ; 
But  their  reciprocal,  unselfish  aid, 
Afibrds^an  emblem  of  milletmial  love. 
Nothing  in  Nature,  much  less  comciout  htiog. 
Was  e'er  created  solely  for  itself: 
Thus  man  his  sovereign  duty  learns  in  this 
Material  picture  of  benevolence. 

And  know,,  of  lU  our.  supeHalioiis  nee. 
Thou  UKMt  inflammable !  thon  wasp  of  men! 
Man's  angry  heart,  irupected,  would  be  found 
As  rightly  set,  as  are  the  stany  spheres ; 
'T  is  Nature*u  structure,  broke  1^  stubborn  wUi, 
Breeds  all  that  un-cekstial  discord  there. 
Wat  thou  not  feel  die  bias  ^o/Mfv  gave? 
Canst  thou  descend  from  converse  with  the  skies. 
And  seise  thy  brother's  throat?  — For  what— a 

dod, 
An  indkot  earth  f  Tbtt  planets  cry,  «  Fortiear !" 
They  chase  our  double  darkness;  Nature's  fg^omOf 
And  (kinder  still !)  our  tntellectual  night 

And  see,  Day*s  amiable  sister  sends 
Her  invitation,  in  the  softest  rays 
Of  mitigated  lustre;  courts  thy  sight. 
Which  suflTers  from  her  tyrant-brother's  bkze. 
.^%A/ grants  thee  the  full  freedom  of  the  skies. 
Nor  rudely  reprunands  thy  lifted  eye ; 
With  gam,  and  >jy,  she  bribes  thee  to  be  wise. 
I^fight  opes  the  noblest  scenes,  and  sheds  an  awe. 
Which  gives  those  venerable  scenes  frill  weight, 
And  deep  reception,  in  th*  intender'd  heart ; 
While  light  peeps  through  the  darkness,  like  a  spy ; 
And  darkness  shows  its  grandeur  by  the  light. 
Nor  is  the  proJU  greater  than  the  joy, 

*  Night  the  Eiglith. 
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If  hiinuui  btiitB  at  gloriout  oM«cli  gloir, 
And  adniratioa  oui  inspire  denglit 

What  ipcak  I  more,  tiien  I,  this  momtnt,  ftel? 
With  plfMJny  stupor  first  the  soul  is  struck 
(Stupor  onhun'd  to  make  her  truly  wise !) 
Then  into  tnuisport  starting  from  her  trance. 
With  lore,  and  admiration^  how  she  glows* 
This  gorgeous  apparatus !  thisdispkj! 
This  ostontatkm  of  creatiTe  power ! 
This  theatre !  —  what  eye  can  take  it  in  ? 
By  what  divine  enchantment  was  it  rais'd, 
For  minds  of  the  first  magnitude  to  launch 
In  endless  speculation,  and  adore  ? 
One  sun  by  day,  by  night  ten  tkoutani  shine: 
And  light  us  deep  into  the  Deity ; 
How  Iwundlcss  in  magnificence  and  might ! 
O  what  a  confluence  c?  ethereal  fires, 
Ynm  urns  unnumber*d,  down  the  steep  of  Hearen, 
Streams  to  a  point,  and  centres  in  my  sight ! 
Nor  tarries  tA^re;  1  feel  it  at  my  heart. 
Hy  heart,  at  onoe,  it  humbles,  and  exalts ; 
JjKj*  it  in  duat,  and  calls  it  to  the  skies. 
Who  sees  it  unezalted?  or  unaw*d? 
Who  sees  it,  and  can  stop  at  what  is  seen  ? 
Material  oOpring  of  Omnipotence ! 
Inanimate^  alUanimating  birth ! 
Work  woithy  him  wlio  made  it !  worthy  praise! 
All  praise !  praise  yiwre  than  human !  nor  deny'd 
Thy  pniaa  dMm  /  —  But  though  man,  drown'd  in 

sleep. 
Withholds  his  homage,  not  akne  I  wake ; 
Bright  lesions  swarm  unseen,  and  fling,  unheard 
By  mortJ  ear,  the  glorious  Architect, 
In  this  his  uniTersal  temple  huns 
With  lustres,  with  innumerable  Bghts, 
That  shed  religion  on  the  soul :  at  once, 
Tb»  tempU^  9^  iStM  preacher  f  O  how  loud 
It  calls  derotion  !  genuine  growth  of  ni^  / 

Derotion!  daug&er  of  astronomy ! 
An  tmdewnU  astronomer  is  nuuL 
'lYuc,  aU  things  speak  a  God ;  but  in  the  small. 
Men  trace  out  hintf  in  great,  he  seises  man; 
Seises,  and  elctates,  and  wraps,  and  fills 
"^th  new  inquiries,  *mid  associates  new. 
Tell  me,  ye  stars !  ye  planets  !  tell  me,  all 
Ye  starr*d,  and  planet^  inhabitants !  What  is  it  ? 
What  are  these  sons  of  wonder?    Say,  proud  arch, 
(Widiin  whoae  aiure  peaces  they  dwell,) 
JSuilt  with  dirine  ambition !  in  disdain 
Of  limit  built!  buQt  in  the  taste  of  HeaTen ! 
Vast  concare !  ample  dome !  wast  thou  design*d 
A  meet  apartment  for  the  Deity?  — 
Not  so ;  that  thought  alone  thy  state  impairs, 
Ttxj  Ufly  sinks,  and  shallows  ibj  profbund. 
And  straitens  thy  dj/fnthet  dwarft  toe  whole. 
And  makes  an  uniTerae  an  orrery. 

But  when  I  drop  mine  eye,  and  look  on  wmn, 
Tliy  right  regained,  thy  grandeur  is  restored, 
O  Nature  I  wide  fiies  off  the  expanding  round. 
As  when  whole  magaiines,  at  once,  are  fir*d, 
Hie  smitten  air  is  hollow'd  by  the  blow ; 
Tlie  Tast  di^losion  dissipates  the  clouds ; 
Shock'd  edier's  billows  dash  the  distant  skies ; 
Thus  (but  fei  more)  th*  expanding  round  flies  off. 
And  leaves  a  mighty  void,  a  spacious  womb» 
Might  teem  with  new  creation ;  re-inflam'd 
TYiy  luminaries  triumph,  and  assume 
Divinity  themselves.     Nor  was  it  strange, 
Matter  higb-wrougbt  to  such  surprising  pomp, 
ftidigod-likt  glory,  stole  the  style  of  gods. 


From  vgea  dariLy  abtesi^  aad  stscp'd  in  MRv  I 
For,  sure,  to  jmie,  they  truly  are  diriw  •, 
And  hal£«bsohr*d  idofautry  from  guilt; 
Nay,  tum*d  it  into  virtue.     Such  it  woi 
In  tfaoae,  who  put  ibtth  all  they  had  of  swii 
Unlost,  to  lift  their  thouriit,  nor  mounted  hi§btr; 
But,  weak  of  wings,  on  piaoetsperdi'd;  and  tfaos^ 
What  was  their  highest,  muatbe  their  adorU 

But  they  how  mk»  who  could  no  Ugber  ■ossl! 
And  are  there,  then,  Loranao !  those,  to  whoa 
Unseen,  and unexistent,  are  the  same? 
And  if  incomprehensible  is  join*d, 
Who  dare  pronounce  it  madnfM,  to  MJevr/ 
Why  has  the  mighty  builder  thrown  aside 
All  measure  in  his  work;  stretch'd  out  his  line 
So  frr,  and  spread  amasement  o*er  the  whole? 
Hien  (as  he  took  delightin  wide  extremes) 
Deep  in  the  bosom  of  Us  universe, 
Dropt  down  that  teammmg  mite,  ^  insect,  ms, 
To  crawl,  and  gaie,  and  wonder  at  the  scene?- 
Hiat  man  might  ne'er  presume  to  pkadsBSKaieac 
For  disbelief  of  wondors  in  Atauej^ 
Shall  God  be  less  miraculous,  than  wbst 
His  hand  has  form'd?     Shall  a^tfmrs  descend 
From  im-f»iysfmoitf  f     Things  more  ekfst^ 
Be  more  finoiliar  ?    Uncreated  lie 
More  obvious  than  created,  to  the  grssp 
Of  human  thought?     The  moreof  woodeiflU 
Is  heard  in  Aim,  the  more  we  should  assent 
Could  we  conceive  \wm^  God  he  could  not  bt; 
Or  Atf  not  God,  or  ««  could  not  be  aMi. 
A  God  alone  can  comprehend  a  God; 
Afan*s  distance  how  immenae !     On  jacks  thoKi 
Know  this,  Lorenxo !  (seem  it  ne'er  so  struigc) 
Nothing  can  uiA^y  but  what  con/oimdt ; 
Nothing,  but  what  oJtcmuAct,  is  fmc 
The  scene  thou  seest,  atteets  the  truth  I  nafr 
And  every  star  sheds  li§^  upon  thy  creed. 
These  stars,  this  furniture,  this  coU  of  HeatcSi 
If  but  reported,  thou  hndst  ne'er  beUer'd ; 
But  thine  eye  tells  tfaee^  the  romance  is  true. 
The  grand  of  Nature  ia  th'  Almighty's  osth, 
In  reason*^  court,  to  sileiice  unheti^' 

How  my  mind,  opening  at  this  scene,  imlsbes 
The  moral  emanations  of  the  skies, 
While  nought,  perhaps,  liorenao  less  sdmiivs! 
Has  the  Great  Sovereign  aent  ten  thousand  w>ri» 
To  tell  us,  Ae  resides  above  them  all, 
In  elory's  unapproachable  recess? 
And  di»e  Eartk'u  bold  inhabitants  deny 
The  sumptuous,  the  magnific  embassy 
A  moment's  audience?     Turn  we,  nor  will  bcsr 
Fhjm  whom  they  come,  or  what  they  would  imp'rt 
For  man's  emolument;  sole  cauae  thst  sloops 
Their  grandeur  to  man's  eye?    LoreniolrMt; 
Let  thought,  awaken'd,  take  the  lightni^(*t  viagi 
And  glance  from  east  to  weat,  from  pole  to  po^ 
Who  sees,  but  is  confbanded,  or  conriac'd? 
Renounces  reatotif  or  a  God  adores? 
Mankind  was  sent  into  the  world  to  jtf.- 
Sight  gives  the  science  needftil  to  their  peacr; 
TfcMt  obvious  science  aaka  emutU  learning's  ail 
Wouldst  thou  on  melaphyaic  pinions  soar? 
Or  wound  thy  patience  amid  logk  thorns? 
Or  travel  histoiy's  enormoua  round  ? 
Nature  no  such  hard  taak  enjoins :  she  gafc 
A  make  to  man  directive  of  hia  thought; 
A  make  set  upright,  pointing  to  the  stan,         ^ 
As  who  shall  say,  '*  Read  t^  chief  hessoa  tfaefc 
Too  late  to  read  this  maBuacript  of  Ucavro, 
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Wben,  like  a  pTchmem-scroll  shruak  up  by  flamcsy 
hiblds  Lorenso*s  kason  fiiom  his  sight. 

Lesson  how  ▼arions !    Not  the  God  aloite^ 
1  see  his  tiunuten :  I  see,  difl!lu*<l 
In  ladiant  orders,  essences  sublime. 
Of  firioiis  oflkes,  of  ▼arious  plume, 
In  faetvenlj  liveries  distinctly  clad, 
Aiure^  green,  purple,  pearl,  or  downy  gold. 
Or  all  oommix'd ;  they  stand,  with  wings  outspread, 
listening  to  catch  the  master's  least  command^ 
And  fly  through  Nature,  ere  the  moment  ends  ; 
Numbers  mnumerable !  — -  Well  conoeiv*d 
fij  Pafan,  and  by  CkrisHan  !     O'er  each  sphere 
besides  an  angel,  to  direct  its  course, 
And  feed,  or  fan,  its  flames  ;  or  to  discharge 
Odier  high  trusts  unknown.     For  who  can  see 
Sodi  pomp  of  matter,  and  imagine,  mtmi. 
For  which  aUme  inanimate  ¥ras  made. 
More  sparingly  dispens'd  ?     That  nobler  son, 
Far  liker  the  great  Sune !  —  'T  is  thus  the  skies 
Infonn  ns  of  superiors  numberless, 
As  much  in  excdlence,  above  mankind. 
As  above  Earthy  in  magnUttdey  the  spheres, 
new,  as  a  cloud  of  witnesses,  hang  o'er  us ; 
In  a  throng'd  theatre  are  all  our  deeds ; 
Perhaps,  a  thousand  demigods  descend 
On  eveiy  beam  we  see,  to  walk  with  men. 
Awefiil  reflection !    Suronff  restraint  from  ill ! 

Yet,  here^  our  virtue  finds  still  stronger  aid 
From  these  ethereal  fflories  sense  surveys. 
Something,  like  magic,  strikes  from  this  blue  vault; 
With  iust  attention  is  it  view'd?     We  feel 
A  sudden  succour,  unimplor'd,  untliought; 
^irfiw  herself  does  half  the  work  of  man. 
Seas,  rivers,  mountains,  forests,  deserts,  rocks, 
"n^  promontory's  height,  the  depth  profound 
Of  subterranean,  excavated  grots. 
Black  brow'd,  and  vaulted  high,  and  yawning  wide 
From  Nature*s  structure,  or  die  scoop  of  Timet 
If  ample  of  dimension,  vast  of  size,  — 
£'«!  these  an  aggrandizing  impulse  give ; 
Of  solemn  thought  enthusiasUc  heights 
^^  these  infuse.  —  But  what  of  vast  in  these  f 
Nothing .  — or  we  must  own  the  skies  forgot. 
Much  less  in  art  /  —  Vain  aH  /  Thou  pigmy  power ! 
How  dost  thou  swell  and  strut,  with  human  pride, 
To  show  thy  littleness  !     What  childish  toys, 
^  watery  columns  squirted  to  the  clouds ! 
Ihy  baaon'd  rivers,  and  imprison'd  seas ! 
*%  naoontains  moulded  into  forms  of  men  I 
TV  hoiidred-ffated  capUals  /  or  those 
Where  three  £y8*  travel  left  us  much  to  ride ; 
Going  on  miracles  by  mortals  wrought, 
Arches  triumphal,  theatres  immense. 
Or  nodding  gardens  pendent  in  mid-air ! 
Or  temples  proud  to  meet  their  Gods  half-way  J 
l^tAor affect  us  in  no  common  kind. 
What  then  the  force  of  such  superior  scenes  ? 
^cr  atemple,  it  will  strike  an  awe: 
What  awe  from  this  the  Deity  has  built ! 
z^^  *i^»  aeen,  though  silent,  counsel  gives: 
J^K  touch'd  spectator  wishes  to  be  wise : 
In  a  bright  mirror  his  own  hands  have  made, 
jfagwe  see  aomething  like  the  face  of  God. 
JfVM  it  not  then  enough,  to  say,  Lorenzo ! 
To  nan  abandon'd,  **  Hast  thou  seen  the  skies  T* 

And  yet,  to  thwarted  Nature's  kind  design 
^daring  man,  he  makes  her  sacred  awe 
yp^  guard  from  UI)  his  shelter,  his  temptation 
To  mate  than  common  guilt,  and  quite  inverts 


Celestial  art's  intent.     Tlw  trembling  stars 
See  crimes  gigantic,  stalking  through  the  gloom 
With  ftont  erect,  that  hide  theur  head  by  day, 
And  making  night  still  darker  by  tbeir  deeds. 
Slumbering  in  covert,  till  the  shiades  descend, 
Rapisie  and  murder^  link'd,  now  prowl  for  prey. 
The  miser  earths  hu  treasure ;  and  the  thief, 
Watching  the  mole,  hsdf-beggars  him  ere  mom. 
Now  ptoUf  and  foul  conspiracies,  awake  ; 
Andy  muffling  up  their  horrours  from  the  Moon, 
Havock  and  devastation  they  prepare. 
And  kingdoms  tottering  in  the  field  of  blood. 
Now  sons  of  riot  in  mioUrevel  rage. 
What  shall  I  do?  —  Suppress  it?  or  proclaim  ?— 
Why  sleeps  the  thunder  ?    Now,  Lorenzo !  now, 
His  best  friend's  couch  the  rank  adulterer 
Ascends  secure ;  and  laughs  at  gods  and  men. 
P^reposterous  madmen,  v<Sd  of  fear  or  shame. 
Lay  their  crimes  bare  to  these  chaste  eyes  of  Heaven ; 
Yet  shrink,  and  shudder,  at  a  mortal^s  sight 
Were  Moon  and  stars  for  villains  only  made  ? 
To  guide,  yet  screen  them,  with  tenebrious  liglit? 
No,  they  were  made  to  fashion  the  sublime 
Of  human  hearts,  and  wiser  make  the  wise*       [liv'd 

Those  ends  were  answer'd  once ;  when  mortals 
Of  stronger  wing,  of  aquiline  ascent 
In  theory  sublime.     O  how  unlike 
Those  vermin  of  the  night,  this  moment  sung. 
Who  crawl  on  Batik,  said  on  her  vetiom  feed ! 
Those  ancient  sages,  human  stars  /  they  met 
Their  brothers  of  thie  does,  at  midnight  hour ; 
Their  counsel  ask'd ;  and,  what  they  ask'd,  obetf*d* 
The  Stagirite,  and  Flato,  he  who  drank 
The  poison'd  bowl,  and  he  oi  Tusculum, 
With  him  of  Corduba  (immortal  names !} 
In  these  unbounded,  and  Elvstan,  walks. 
An  area  fit  for  gods,  and  godlike  men,  [patlis 

They  took  then*  nightly  rounds  through  radiant 
By  seraphs  trod ;  instructed,  chiefly,  thus. 
To  tread  in  their  bright  footsteps  here  below ; 
To  walk  m  worth  still  brighter  than  the  skies. 
There  they  contracted  their  contempt  of  Earth  ; 
Of  hopes  eternal  kindled,  there,  the  fire ; 
There,  as  in  near  approach,  th^  glow'd,  and  grew 
(Great  visitants !}  more  intimate  with  God, 
More  worth  to  men,  more  joyous  to  themselves. 
Through  varvms  virtues,  they,  with  ardour,  ran 
The  zodiac  of  their  leam'd  illustrious  lives. 

In  Christian  hearts,  O  for  a  Pagan  zeal ! 
A  neetyvl,  but  opprobrious  prayer !  as  much 
Our  ardour  less,  as  greater  b  our  light. 
How  monstrous  this  in  mortolf/  Scarce  more  strange 
Would  this  phenomenon  in  Nature  strike, 
A  sun,  that  froze  her,  or  a  star,  that  warm'd. 
What  taught  these  heroes  of  the  moral  worid? 
To  these  thou  giv'st  thy  praise,  give  credit  too. 
These  doctors  ne'er  were  pension'd  to  deceive  tnce  j 
And  Pagan  tutors  are  thy  taste.  —  Hiey  taught^ 
That  narrow  views  betray  to  misery: 
That  wise  it  is  to  comprehend  the  whole : 
Tkat  virtue  rose  from  Nature,  ponder'd  well. 
The  smgle  base  of  virtue  built  to  Heaven : 
That  God  and  Nature  our  attention  claim : 
That  Nature  is  the  glass  reflecting  God, 
As,  by  the  jeo,  reflected  is  the  Am, 
Too  glorious  to  be  gai'd  on  in  his  sphere : 
That  mind  immortal  loves  immortal  aims : 
Tkat  boundless  mind  aflfects  a  boundless  sjmce  : 
That  vast  surveys,  and  the  sublime  of  things. 
The  soul  Hiwimilati*,  and  make  her  great : 
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not,  tlien/oru,  IKuven  bcr  glories  m  a  ^und 

iH  inspimt^,  thus  spnads  out  to  man. 

Such  are  their  doctrines ;  tuck  the  ni^  inspired. 

And  what  more  true  ?     What  tnith  of  graatar 
weight  ? 
The  toul  of  roan  was  made  to  walk  the  skies ; 
DelightAil  outlet  of  her  prison  here  / 
There,  disencumber'd  from  her  chains,  the  tics 
Of  tojs  terrestrial,  she  can  rove  at  large ; 
There,  fredy  can  respire,  diUte,  extend, 
In  full  proportion  let  loose  all  her  powers ; 
And,  undeludedf  graq;>'at  something  great. 
Nor,  as  a  stranger,  does  she  wander  there ; 
But,  wonderful  b^^lf,  through  wonder  strays ; 
Contemplating  their  grandeur,  finds  her  oum  ; 
Dires  deep  in  their  economy  dirine. 
Sits  hi^h  in  judgment  on  their  various  laws. 
And,  like  a  master,  judges  not  amiss. 
Hence  greatly  pleas*d,  aiid  justly  proud,  the  soul 
Grows  conscious  of  her  Inrth  celestial ;  breathes 
More  life,  more  rigour,  in  her  native  air ; 
And  feels  herself  a/  home  amongst  the  stars; 
And,  feeling,  emulates  our  country's  praise. 

What  call  we,  then,  the  firmament,  Lorenso?— - 
As  earth  the  body,  since  the  skies  sustain 
The  soul-vrith  food,  that  gives  immortal  life, 
Call  U,  the  noble  pasture  of  the  mmdi 
Which  there  expatiates,  strengthens,  and  exults, 
And  riots  through  the  luxuries  of  thought. 
Call  it,  the  garden  of  the  Deity, 
Bloasom'd  with  stars,  redundant  in  the  growth 
Of  fruit  ambrosial ;  mora/ fruit  to  man. 
Call  it,  the  breast-plate  of  the  true  High- Priest, 
Ardent  with  gems  oracular,  that  give. 
In  points  of  highest  moment,  right  response ; 
And  ill  neglected,  if  we  prise  our  peace. 

Thus  have  we  found  a  true  astrology ; 
Tlius  have  we  found  a  new,  and  noble  sense. 
In  which  alone  stars  govern  human  fiites. 

0  that  the  stars  (as  some  have  feign*d)  let  fall 
Bk>odshed,  and  havock,  on  embattled  realms, 
And  rescued  monarchs  from  so  black  a  guilt ! 
Bourixm!  this  wish  how  generous  in  a  foe !  [God, 
Wouldit  thou  be  great,  wouldst  thou  become  a 
And  stick  thy  deathless  name  among  the  stars, 
For  mighty  conquests  on  a  needle's  point  ? 
Instead  of  forging  chains  for  foreigners, 

Bastile  thy  tutor :  grandeur  aU  thy  aim? 
As  yet  thou  know'st  not  what  it  is :  how  great. 
How  glorious,  then,  appears  the  mind  of  man. 
When  in  it  all  the  stars,  and  planets,  roll ! 
And  what  it  seems,  it  is :  great  objects  make 
Great  minds,  enlarging  as  their  views  enlarge ; 
Those  still  more  godlike,  as  these  more  divine. 

And  m4fre  divine  than  these,  thou  canst  not  see. 
Daisied,  o'er-powcr'd,  with  the  delicious  draught 
Of  miscellaneous  splendours,  how  I  reel 
F^om  thought  to  thought,  inebriate,  without  end ! 
An  Eden,  this !  a  Paradise  unlost  / 

1  meet  the  Deity  in  eveiy  ricw. 

And  tremble  at  my  nakedness  before  him ! 
O  that  I  could  but  reach  ibe  tree  ^  life  / 
For  here  it  grows,  unguarded  from  our  taste ; 
No/aiMMg  sword  denies  our  entrance  here ; 
Would  man  but  gather,  he  might  Hoe  for  ever. 

Lorcnio!  much  of  mom/ hast  thou  seen. 
Of  curious  arts  art  thou  more  fond  ?  Then  mark 
The  matkematic  glories  of  the  skies, 
In  number,  weight,  and  measure,  all  ordain'd. 
l-otenao's  boosted  builders,  chance,  Kodfute, 


Ak  left  to  finish  his  aerial  toven; 
Wisdom  and  ckoice,  their  welUknown  charaden 
Here  deep  impress ;  and  claim  it  fur  tlicir  ovib 
Though  splendid  all,  no  splendour  void  of  inc; 
Use  rivals  beauty j  art  contends  whhptnpcri 
No  wanton  waste,  amid  effuse  expcosc; 
The  great  economist  a^iusting  all 
To  prudent  pomp,  magnificently  wise 
How  rich  the  prospect !  and  for  ever  new ! 
And  newest  to  the  man  that  views  it  moU  ; 
For  newer  still  in  infinite  succeeds. 
Then,  these  aerial  racers,  O  how  swift  ! 
How  the  shaft  loiters  from  the  stroogi>>tariog! 
Sjmrit  alone  can  distance  tlie  career. 
Orb  above  orb  ascending  without  end ! 
Circle  in  circle,  without  end,  endos'd ! 
Wheel,  #itlun  wheel;  Eaekiel!  Uketotlune! 
Like  thine,  it  seems  a  vision  or  a  dn»m ; 
Though  seen,  we  labour  to  believe  it  true.' 
What  involution!  what  extent!  wbatsw^us 
Of  worlds,  that  bugh  at  Earth  I  immeiuel;  grot! 
Immensely  distant  from  each  otlier*s  Kplier» ! 
What,  th«^  the  wondrous  space  through  which  tUj 
roll? 

I  At  once  it  quite  ingulfs  all  human  thouglit ; 

j  *T  is  comprehension's  absolute  dtfvat 
Nor  think  thou  seest  a  wild  disordtr  herr ; 
Through  this  illusttrious  chaos  to  the  taglit. 

I  Arrangement  neat,  and  chastest  onUr,  rdgn. 

<  The  path  prescribed,  inviolably  kept, 

I  Upbraids  the  lawless  sallies  of  mankind. 

\  Worlds  ^cr  thwarting,  never  interfere ; 

:  What  knpU  are  ty'd !  How  soon  arc  tbey  <Wf'4 

i  And  set  tlie  seeming  marry 'd  planets  free ! 

.  Hicy  rove  for  ever,  without  errour  rove; 

'  Conftision  unconfus'd  !  nor  less  admire 

'  lliis  tumult  untumultuous ;  all  on  wing ! 

;  In  motion,  all !  yet  what  profound  repose ! 

I  Wliat  fervid  action,  yet  no  noise !  as  sw'd 

i  To  silence  by  the  presence  of  their  Lord; 

;  Or  hush'd  by  his  conunand  in  love  to  man, 
And  bid  let  fall  soft  beams  on  human  reO, 

I  Restless  themselves.     On  yon  cerulean  plsio, 

'  In  exultation  lo  their  God,  and  tkme. 
They  dance,  tbey  sing  eternal  jubilee, 
Eternal  celebration  of  his  praise. 
But,  since  their  tang  arrives  not  at  our  car, 
Their  dance  perplex'd  exhibits  to  the  s^ 
Fair  Aiero^jAtc  of  his  peerless  power. 
Mark,  how  the  labyHntMan  turns  they  tikc^ 
The  circles  intricate,  and  mystic  mase, 
Weave  the  grand  cypher  of  Ommpdemxi 
To  Gods,  how  great !  how  legible  to  mm/ 

Leaves  so  much  wonder  greater  wooder  ^? 
Where  an  the  pillars  that  support  the  akici? 
What  more  than  .^fUon/om  shoulder  proiis 
Th*  incumbent  load?  what  magic,  whsi strsaje *V 
In  fluid  air  these  ponderous  orbs  sustains?         ^ 
Who  would  not  thhik  them  hung  in  goklen  ctam- 
And  so  they  are ;  in  the  high  will  of  Hesvco, 
Which  fixes  all ;  makes  adamant  of  air, 
Or  air  of  adamant ;  makes  all  of  nought, 
Ornou^ofall;  if  mcA  the  dread  decree 
Imagme  from  their  deep  fbundatioos  ton 
The  most  gigantic  sons  of  Earth,  tbebnad 
And  towermg  Alps,  all  tost  into  the  sea ; 
And,  light  as  down,  or  volatile  as  air, 
Hieir  bulks  enormous,  dancing  on  the  waTC% 
In  time,  and  measure,  exquisite ;  while  aU 
Tlic  winds,  in  emuhttion  of  the  spheres 
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TWe  their  sonorous  instnimeiits  d4>ft ; 

Hie  eoncert  swell,  and  animate  the  balL 

Would  this  appear  amasing?  What,  then,  worlds. 

Id  «  &r  thinner  dement  sustain'd, 

And  nctinff  the  same  part,  with  greater  skOl, 

Moienpid  movement,  and  for  iwblest  ends  f 

Bfore  tfMwf  ends  to  pass,  are  not  these  stars 
Hw  seats  majestic,  proud  imperial  thrones, 
Ob  which  angelic  delegates  ot  Heateit, 
At  ocnain  pmoda,  as  the  Sovereign  nods, 
IKMfaarge  high  trusts  of  vengULnce^  m  of  lane ; 
To  doche,  in  outward  grandeur,  grand  design. 
And  acts  most  solemn  stfll  more  solemnise  ? 
Te  citiaens  of  air !  what  ardent  thanks, 
Whst  lull  effusion  of  the  mteful  heart, 
It  due  ftom  man  indulg'd  in  such  a  sight .' 
A  sight  so  noble !  and  a  sight  so  kind ! 
It  drops  itAv  truths  at  every  nem  sturey  \ 
Feds  not  Lotenzo  something  stir  iKatlun, 
Hist  sweeps  away  all  period  ?  As  tliese  spheres 
Utuwe  duration,  they  no  less  inspire 
Hie  godlike  hope  of  ages  without  end.  [take 

Ihe  boandleas  tpace^  through  which  these  rovers 
Their  restless  roam,  suggests  the  sister-thought 
Of  boundless  time.     Thus,  by  kind  Natvite^  skill, 
To  man  unlabour'd,  that  hnportant  guest, 
Eternity,  finds  entrance  at  the  n^ht : 
And  an  eiermty^  for  man  ordain*d. 
Or  these  his  dotin'd  midnight  counsellors. 
The  Iters,  bad  never  whisperM  it  to  man. 
Ksture  mfarms,  but  ne'er  insults,  her  sons. 
Csuld  she  then  kindle  the  most  ardent  wish 
To  ditappoint  it?— That  is  blasphemy. 
Tbos,  ii  thy  creed  a  second  article, 
tfomentousy  as  the  existence  of  a  God, 
It  found  (as  I  conceive)  where  rarely  sought : 
And  thou  mayst  read  thy  soul  immorlal,  here. 

Here,  then,  Lorenxo  !  on  these  glories  dwell ; 
Nor  want  the  guilt-illuminated  roof. 
That  calls  the  wretched  gay  to  dark  deb'ghta. 
AsttmdUes  /-»  This  is  one  divinely  bright ; 
&re,  uncndanger'd  in  health,  wealtli,  or  fame, 
Baqge  through  the  fairest,  and  the  Sultan  scorn. 
Be,  wise  as  ikou,  no  crescent  holds  so  fair, 
As  that,  which  on  his  turban  awes  a  world  ; 
Aad  thinks  the  Afoon  is  proud  to  copy  him. 
Look  on  her,  and  gain  more  than  worlds  can  give, 
A  miad  superior  to  the  charms  ofjwioer. 
Thou  muffled  in  delusions  of  this  Ufe ! 
GsB  jimder  Moon  turn  ocean  in  his  bed, 
fnan.  tide  to  side,  in  constant  ebb  and  flow, 
Aad  purify  fitxn  stench  his  watery  realms? 
Aad  fittk  her  monil  influence  ?  wanu  she  power 
To  tana  Lorenso's  stubborn  tide  of  thought 
Aom  stngnaring  on  Earth**  infected  shore, 
Amd  purgto  from  nuisance  his  corrupted  hoirt  ? 
Pails  her  attraction  when  it  draws  to  Heaven  ? 
May,  and  to  what  thou  vainest  more,  forM's  joy? 
Bliads  devatfe,  and  panting  for  unseen, 
Aad  defecate  ftom  sense,  alone  obtain 
PuU  rdiih  oi  existence  un.deflower*d, 
TV  Hfe  otl^  the  aeit  of  worldly  bliss : 
All  dae  on  Earth  amounts— to  what?  To  tJtis : 
'*Badtoh9si^er'dt  blessings  to  be /^  .*' 
Earth's  ridiest  inventoiy  boasts  no  more. 

Ofhigpier  scenes  be,  then,  the  call  obey*d. 
O  lee  mm  gsn !— -Of  gaxing  there  *s  no  end. 
O  lee  me  ddnk  l-i- Thought  too  is  wilder^d  here  f 
In  mid-way  flight  imagination  tires ; 
Yet  seoB  re-prunes  her  wing  to  soar  anew, 


Her  point  unable  to  ibfbcar,  or  gain ; 

So  great  the  pleasure,  so  prefmnd  the  plan  ! 

A  banquet,  this,  where  men  and  angds  meet, 

Eat  die  same  manna,  mingle  Earth  and  Heaven. 

How  distant  some  of  the  noctumd  suns ! 

So  distant  (says  the  sage),  't  were  not  absurd 

To  doubt,  if  beams,  set  out  at  iVbhcfv's  birth. 

Are  yet  arriv'd  at  this*  so  fbrdgn  world ; 

Though  nothing  half  so  rapid  as  their  flight. 

An  eye  of  awe  and  wonder  let  me  roll, 

And  roU^  ever :  who  can  satiate  sight 

In  such  a  scene  ?  in  such  an  ocean  wide 

Of  deep  astonishment?  where  depth,  height,  breadth^ 

Are  lost  in  their  extremes ;  and  where  to  count 

The  thick-sown  glories  in  thb  Add  ci  fire,^ 

Perliapa  a  seraph**  conpotation  fluls. 

Now,  go»  Ambition  /  boast  thy  boundless  might 

In  conquest  o*er  the  tenth  part  of  a  grain. 

And  yet  Lorenzo  calls  for  miracles, 
To  give  his  tottering  faith  a  solid  base. 
Why  call  for  less  than  is  already  thine  ? 
Thou  art  no  novice  in  theology ; 
What  is  a  miracle  f-^-'T  is  a  reproach, 
*T  is  an  implidt  satire,  on  mankind ; 
And  while  it  satisfies,  it  censures  too. 
To  common  sense,  great  Nature**  course  proclaims 
A  Ddty :  when  mankind  fdls  asleep, 
A  miracle  is  sent,  as  an  alarm ; 
To  wake  the  world,  and  prove  him  o*er  agun. 
By  recent  argument,  but  not  more  strong* 
Say,  which  imports  more  plenitude  of  power. 
Or  Nature's  laws  to^,  or  to  repeal  t 
To  make  a  sun,  or  stop  his  mid  career  ? 
To  countermand  his  orders,  and  send  back 
The  flaming  courier  to  the  freighted  East, 
Warm*d,  and  astonish'd,  at  his  evening  ray ; 
Or  bid  the  Moon,  as  with  her  journey  tir*d. 
In  Ajalon's  soft,  flowery  vde  repose  ? 
Great  things  are  these;  still  greater,  to  create^ 
From  Adam's  bower  look  down  through  the  wliole 

train 
Of  miracles ;  —  resistless  is  thdr  power  ? 
They  do  not,  can  not,  more  amase  the  mind, 
Than  this,  caWd  un-miraculous  survey. 
If  duly  weigh*d,  if  rationally  seen. 
If  seen  with  human  eyes.     The  brute,  indeed. 
Sees  nought  but  spangles  here ;  ibefooi,  no  more. 
Say*8t  thou,   "  The  course  of  Nature  sovems  dl  ?" 
The  course  of  Nature  is  the  art  of  God. 
The  miracles  thou  cdl'st  for,  this  attests ; 
For  say.  Could  Nature  Natures  course  control  ? 
But  miracles  apart,  who  sees  him  not. 
Nature**  Controller,  Author,  Guide,  and  End ! 
Who  turns  his  eye  on  Nature'*  midnight  face, 
But  must  inquire  —  **  What  hand  behind  the  scene. 
What  arm  Abnighty,  put  these  wheeling  globes 
In  motion,  and  wound  up  the  vast  machine  ? 
Who  rounded  in  his  palm  these  spadous  orbs  ? 
Who  bow'd  them  flaming  through  the  dark  profound, 
Numerous  as  glittering  gems  of  morning-dew, 
Or  sparks  from  populous  dties  in  a  biases 
And  set  the  bosom  of  old  ni^  on  Are  ? 
Peopled  her  desert,  and  made  horrour  smile  ?*' 
Or,  if  the  military  style  delights  thee,  [man,) 

(For  Stan  have  foucht  dieir  battles,  leagued  widi 
**  Who   manhds  thu  bright  host  ?    enrols   their 

names? 
Appdnts  didr  post,  their  marches,  and  returns 
Punctud  at  stated  periods  ?     Who  disbands 
These  veteran  troops,  their  fi] 
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If  e*er  dUMaaed  r  *  —  H%  wlme  polMtt  word. 
Like  the  loud  tronpet,  levj*d  tint  their  powen 
In  n^A^'s  nglorioiit  cmpin,  where  they  alept 
In  bedi  of  derimew:  arm'd  them  with  fierce  flemee, 
Arranged,  and  diadplin'd^  and  cloth*d  in  gold ; 
And  call*d  them  out  oickam  to  the  fieUU 
Where  now  thej  war  with  vice  and  uiMief. 
O  let  us  Join  tfaie  army !  joinitig  thesc^ 
Will  giTO  us  hearts  intinepid,  at  that  hour, 
When  brighter  flames  shall  cut  a  darker  night; 
When  theee  strong  demonsttation«  of  a  God 
Shall  bide  their  heids,  or  tumble  from  their  spheres, 
And  one  eternal  curtain  cover  all .' 

Struck  altkat  thought,  as  new  awak'd,  I  lift 
A  more  enlightened  eye,  and  read  the  stars 
To  man  still  more  propitious ;  and  their  aid 
( niough  gttihlees  of  idolatry)  implore ; 
Nor  longer  rob  them  of  their  noblest  name. 
Oyedwidertofmytime/  Ye  bright 
Accomptanta  of  mv  days,  and  months,  and  years. 
In  your  fiur  calendar  dUstinctly  marked  ! 
Since  that  authentic»  radUmt  register, 
Tliough  man  inspects  it  not,  staikb  good  against  him ; 
Since  jrou  and  years  roll  on,  though  man  stands 

■dUs 
Teach  ne  my  days  to  number,  and  apply 
My  trembling  heert  to  wisdom  /  now  beyond 
All  shadow  of  excuse  for  fooling  on. 
Age  smooths  our  path  to  prudence  !  sweeps  aside 
Tibe  snares  keen  appetite  and  passion  spread 
To  catch  stmy  souls ;  and  woe  to  tint  gray  head. 
Whose  yb%  would  undo  what  agfi  has  done ! 
Aid  then,  aid,  all  ye  stars !  —  Much  rather,  thou. 
Great  Artist !  thou,  whose  finger  set  aright 
This  exquisite  machine,  with  all  its  wheels, 
Tliough  intenr<^T*d,  exact;  and  pointing  out 
Iifb*s  rapid  and  irrevocable  flight. 
With  sudi  an  index  Uir  as  none  can  miss, 
Who  lifts  an  eye,  nor  sleeps  till  it  is  closed ; 
Open  mme  eye,  dread  Deity !  tu  read 
The  tacit  doctrine  of  thy  works  ;  to  see 
Things  as  they  ore^  un-alter*d  through  the  glass 
Of  worldly  wishes.     T^mi^  eternity  I 
(*T  is  these,  mis-measured,  ruin  all  mankind) 
Set  them  liefore  me ;  let  me  lay  them  both 
In  equal  scale,  and  learn  their  Yorious  weighL 
Let  time  appear  a  momjenl,  as  it  u ; 
And  let  eternity**  fuU  orb,  at  once. 
Turn  on  my  soul,  and  strike  it  into  Heaven. 
When  shall  I  see  far  more  than  charms  me  now  ? 
Gase  on  creation*s  model  in  thy  breast 
Unveil'd,  nor  wonder  at  the  transcript  more  ? 
When  this  vile,  fbreign  dust,  which  smothers  all 
That  travel  JEarth*&  deep  vale,  shall  I  shake  off? 
When  shall  my  soul  her  incarnation  quit, 
And,  re-adopted  to  thy  blest  embrace. 
Obtain  her  apotheosis  in  thee  ? 

Dost  think,  Lorenio,  this  u  wandering  wide  ? 
Mo^  't  is  directly  striking  at  the  mark ; 
To  wake  thy  dead  devotion  *  was  my  point ; 
And  how  I  bless  nights  consecrating  shades, 
Which  to  a  tempU  turn  an  universe ; 
Fill  us  with  great  ideas,  fiUl  of  Heaven, 
And  antidote  the  pestilential  Earth ! 
In  every  storm,  that  either  frowns,  or  &lls, 
What  an  asylum  has  the  soul  in  prayer ! 
And  what  a  fiuie  b  f^  in  which  to  pcay ! 
And  what  a  God  must  dwell  in  such  a  fiuie ! 
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And  b  Loreaao*s  salamander  heart 

Cold,  and  untouched,  aanid  the  sacred  fires? 

O  ye  nocturnal  sparks!  ye  glowing  cnben^ 

On  Heaven's  broad  hearth !  who  bum,  or  bam  ai 

Who  blaie,  or  die,  as  great  Jehovah's  breath 
OrUowsyoUyOrlbrbMrs:  assist  my  song ; 
Fdur  your  wbple  influence ;  exorcise  h»  hesrt. 
So  long  possest ;  and  bring  hun  back  to  fPMOk 

And  b  Lorenso  a  demurrer  still  f 
I  Pride  in  thy'parts  provokes  thee  to  contest 
'  Truths,  wluch,  contested,  put  thy  parts  to  sfasme. 
Nor  shame  they  more  Lorenso's  head  than  heaU 
A  faithless  heart,  how  despicably  small ! 
Too  strait  aught  great,  or  generous,  to  receive! 
Flird  vrith  an  atom !  fill'd,  and  foul'd,  with  sdf! 
And  self-mistaken !  self,  that  lasta  an  hour! 
Instincts  and  passions,  of  the  nobler  kind. 
Lie  suffocated  there ;  or  thqf  alone. 
Reason  apart,  would  wake  high  hope  ;  and  opea, 
To  ravish'd  thought,  that  intelleetual  qihere. 
Where  order,  wisdom,  goodness,  prondrmctp 
Their  endless  miracles  of  love  display. 
And  promise  all  the  truly-great  desire. 
The  mind  that  would  be  happy,  nniat  be  grmtg 
Great,  in  its  wishes  s  great,  in  its  smrwma  s 
Extended  views  a  narrow  mind  extend  ; 
Push  out  its  corrugate,  expansive  make. 
Which,  ere  long,  mare  than  planets  shall  4 
A  man  of  compass  makes  aman  of  leorCA  / 
Divine  contemplate,  and  become  divine* 

As  man  was  made  for  glory,  and  lor  bliss, 
All  littleness  b  in  approach  to  woe ; 
Open  thy  bosom,  set  thy  vridies  wide. 
And  let  in  manhood ;  let  in  happineu; 
Admit  the  boundless  theatre  of  tiKmght 
From  nothing,  up  to  God ;  which  makes  a  am 
Take  God  fhmi  Nature,  nothing  great  b  left ! 
Man's  mind  is  in  a  pit,  and  nothing  sees ; 
Man's  heart  b  in  a  jakes,  and  loves  the  mire. 
Emerge  from  thy  profound ;  erect  thine  c^-c; 
See  thy  distress  !  bow  dose  art  thou  besicgM .' 
Besieg'd  by  Nature,  the  proud  sceptic's  foe  ] 
Endos'd  by  these  innumerable  worids, 
Sparkling  conviction  on  the  darkest  mind. 
As  in  a  golden  net  of  Providence. 
How  art  thou  caught,  sure  captive  of  bdief ! 
From  thb  thy  blest  captivity,  what  art, 
What  blasphemy  to  reason,  sets  thee  fVee ! 
Hib  scene  b  Heaven's  indulgent  violence  : 
Canst  thou  bear  up  aninst  thb  tide  of  glor/  ? 
What  b  earth  bosom'd  in  these  ambient  orbs. 
But,  faith  in  God  impos'd,  and  press'd  on  maa ! 
Dar'st  thou  still  litigate  thy  desperate  coiur. 
Spite  of  these  numerous,  aweful  witnesses, 
And  doubt  the  deposition  of  the  skies? 
O  how  laborious  b  thy  way  to  ruin ! 

Laborious !  't  b  impnuiicable  quite  ; 
To  sink  beyond  a  doubt,  in  thb  ddiate^ 
With  all  hb  wdght  of  wisdom  and  of  wiU, 
And  crime  flagitious,  I  defy  a  fool. 
Some  wiA  Ihey  did  f  but  no  man  ditbtfinru 
God  b  a  ^nrit ;  ^M  cannot  strike 
These  gross,  material  organs ;  Godbymaa 
As  much  b  seen,  as  man  a  God  can  aee^ 
In  these  astonishing  exploits  of  power. 
What  order,  beau^,  motion,  disttnce,  siae! 
Conception  of  de^gn,  how  exquisite ! 
How  complicate^  in  their  < 
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iptmens!  gNstondtf  cwncnt to gmamak good ! 
Qicb  attribute  of  these  fnoteHo/ gods, 
So  long  (and  that  with  apedous  pleas)  ader*d, 
^Hpaiate  conqueat  gains  o*er  rabd  thought; 
lod  leads  in  triumph  the  whole  mind  of  man. 
Lomuo !  this  mey  seem  baraHJfue  to  thee  ; 
Such  all  b  apC  to  seem,  that  thwarts  our  wilL 
inddoatlfaixiythen,  demand  a  sfm/Wif  proof 
K  tlib  great  master-moral  of  the  skies, 
Jntkitt'd,  or  dis-indin'd,  to  read  it  l/tere  T 
&ce  't  is  die  basis,  and  all  drops  without  it, 
Ttke  it,  in  one  compact,  unbroken  chain. 
!vcA  pnwf  insists  on  an  attendTe  ear ; 
T  will  not  moke  one  amid  a  mob  of  thoughts, 
bd,  for  thy  notice,  struggle  with  tlie  world, 
idtrf;— the  worid  shut  out;— thy  thoughts  call 


mngmatum**  aiiy  vring  repress ;  — 
>ock  op  thy  $en»e$f  — let  no  pastion  stir ;  — 
V$ke  all  to  rea9Qn  /—let  her  reign  alone ; 
liai,  in  thy  smiTs  deep  silence,  and  the  depth 
)f  Nature**  silenoe,  midnight,  thus  inquire, 
i*  limn  done ;  and  shall  inquire  no  more. 
0  Nstore's  dumnel,  thus  the  questions  run :  ~- 
**  What  am  I?  and  from  whence  f  —  I  nothing 

know 
^  that  I  am  /  and,  since  I  antf  conclude 
<nMthing  etenud  :  had  there  e'er  been  mm^u, 
^o»«al/ sdll  had  been ;  eternal  then  muti  be.  ^^ 
(at «ia< eternal?  —  Why  not  Auman  race ^ 
bd  Adam*s  ancestors  without  an  end  ?  •»- 
lot 's  hard  to  be  conceiT*d,  since  erery  link 
H  tliat  long-chain*d  succession  is  so  frail* 
-n  every  part  d^end,  and  not  the  whole  f 
[et  grant  it  true ;  nnv  difficuldes  rise ; 
'm  itiU  quite  out  at  sea;  nor  see  the  shore,    [too? 
fbeocefbrM,  and  these  bright  orbs  ? -^  Eternal 
'not  matter  was  eternal ;  still  these  orbs 
^ould  want  some  other  fother;—- much  design 
t  teen  in  all  their  motions,  all  their  makes  ; 
higji  implies  intelligence,  and  art ; 
%at  can't  be  from  themselves — or  man :  that  art 
1*B  tcsrce  can  comprehend,  could  man  bestow  ? 
ad  nothing  greater  yet  allowM  tlian  man.  — 
^  motion,  foreign  to  the  smallest  grain, 
iut  dirough  vast  masses  of  enormous  weight  ? 
^  bid  brute  matter**  restive  lump  assume 
Kfa  various  forms,  and  gave  it  wings  to  fly  ? 
(ai  matter  itmale  motion  ?  then  each  atom, 
Jttrting  its  indisputable  right 

0  dsnoe,  would  form  an  universe  of  dust : 
lannatternone/  Then  whence  these  glorious  forms 
Ad  boondkaa  flights,  from  shapeless,  and  reposed  f 
(ai  matter  m»re  than  motion  ?  has  it  thought, 
■dgnsBt,  and  genius  ?  is  it  deeply  leam*d 

1  tasrttffaialicf  f  Has  it  fram'd  s\uh  laws, 

^lich  bat  to  guess,  a  Newton  made  immortal  ?  — 

^  10^  bow  each  sage  atom  huighs  at  me, 

fbo  dank  a  dad  mferior  to  a  man  ! 

^  an,  10  form;  and  counsel,  to  conduct ; 

ad  that  with  greater  far  than  human  skill, 

Mdes  not  in  each  block ;  —  a  Godhead  reigns. 

ttti,  then,  iuTiaible,  eternal.  Mind ; 

Wgianted,  all  is  solv'd  —  But,  granting  that, 

^  I  not  o'er  me  a  still  darker  cloud  ? 

nnt  I  not  that  which  I  can  ne'er  conceive  ? 

bct^g  without  origin,  or  end ! — 

(ail,  boman  Uberty !  Hiere  is  no  God— 

ct,  why?  On  eitber  scheme  that  knot  subsists ; 

Bhnt  k  amrf,  in  God»  or  hwnan  race : 


If  in  the  last,  how  many  knots  besidi^ 
Indissoluble  all  ?—  Why  choose  it  there. 
Where,  choaen,stUl  sttbaist  tea  tboosai  ' 
Reject  it,  where,  that  chosen,  all  the  reat 
Di^rs'd,  leave  reoMn's  whole  horiaoa  clear ; 
This  is  not  reason's  dictate ;  rmimn  says,     {scale ;' 
<  Close  with  the  side  where  ome  grain  turns  the 
What  vast  preponderance  is  here !  can  raaaan 
With  louder  voice  ezclann — «  Belieye  a  God?* 
And  rea»an  heard,  b  the  sole  mark  of  man. 
What  things  impossible  must  man  think  trua^ 
On  any  other  system !  and  how  strange 
To  disbeUeoe,  through  mere  credulity !" 
If,  in  this  chain,  Lorenio  finds  bo  flaw, 
liet  it  Ibr  ever  bind  him  to  belief* 
And  where  the  link,  in  which  a  flaw  he  finds  ? 
And,  if  a  God  there  is,  that  God  bow  great ! 
How  great  that  power,  whose  ptwvidential  oars 
Throi^  theae  brightorbs'  dark  centres  darts  a  ray ! 
Of  Nature  univenal  threads  the  whole  I 
And  hangs  creation,  like  a  precious  gem. 
Though  little^  on  the  footstool  of  his  throne ! 

That  little  gem,  how  hyrge !  a  weigbtletfidl 
From  a  fix'd  star,  in  ages  can  it  reach 
This  distant  Earthf  Say,  then,  Lorenao!  whcre^ 
Where  ends  this  m^ty  building?  Where,  begin 
The  suburbs  of  Creation  ?   Wtore,  the  wall 
Whose  battlements  look  o'er  into  the  vale 
Of  non-existence  ?  Nothing's  stm^  abode ! 
Say,  at  what  point  of  space  Jehovah  dropp'd 
His  sbM^ken'd  line,  and  laid  hia  balance  iy ; 
Weigh'd  worlds,  and  measur'd  inftrnte,  no  more? 
Where,  rears  his  terminating  pillar  high 
Its  extra-mundane  head?  and  says,  to  gods, 
In  characters  illustrious  aa  the  Sun, 
**  I  stand,  the  plan's  proud  period ;  I  prononnce 
Hie  work  accomplish'd  ;  the  creation  dos'd: 
Shout,  all  ye  gods !  nor  shout,  ye  gods  alone; 
Of  aU  that  lives,  or,  if  devoid  of  life. 
That  rests,  or  rolls,  ye  heights,  and  depths,  resound ! 
Resound  !  resound !   ye  depths,  and  heights,  re- 
sound !" 

Hard  are  those  questions ;— answer  harder  stiU. 
Is  Ma  the  sole  exploit,  the  single  birth, 
ITie  solitary  son  of  power  divine  ? 
Or  has  th*  Almighty  Father,  witfj  a  breath, 
Impregnated  the  womb  of  distant  space  ? 
Has  he  not  bid,  in  various  provinces, 
Brother-creations  the  dark  bowels  burst 
Of  wfgA/  primeval ;  barren,  now,  no  more? 
And  he  the  central  sun,  transpiercing  all 
Hiose  giant-gfinerations,  which  disport. 
And  dance,  as  motes,  in  his  meridian  ray ; 
That  ray  withdrawn,  benighted,  or  absorb'd, 
In  that  abyu  qfhorrour,  whence  they  sprung ; 
While  Otaos  triumphs,  repossest  of  all 
Rival  creation  revish'd  frxmi  his  throne? 
Chaos!  of  iViiftirebotfi the  womb,  and  grave! 

Think'st  thou  my  scheme,  Lorenzo,  spreads  too 
wide? 
IsthisotfrotNigoii//  — No;  this  is/iof ; 
Just  in  cof^ecture,  though  't  were  false  in  facU 
If 't  is  an  errour,  't  is  an  errour  sprung 
Fhwn  noble  root,  high  thought  of  the  Most-High. 
But  wherefore  errour  ?  who  can  prove  it  such  ? — 
He  that  can  set  Omnipotence  a  bound. 
Can  man  conceioe  beyond  what  God  can  dof 
Nothing  but  quite  impossible  is  hard. 
He  sununons  into  being,  with  like  ease, 
A  wl»le  creation,  «.d  ^^^^QO^i^ 
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Sfieaks  he  the  word?  a  thoiiwnd  worUs  are  bom ! 

AtbousaiidworUb!  there's  space  ibrmiUiooe  mare; 

And  in  what  space  can  his  great^  &il  ? 

Conderan  ne  not,  cold  critic !  but  indulge 

The  warm  tmagmaHim :  why  condemn  ? 

Why  not  indulge  such  thoughts,  as  swell  our  hearts 

With  fuller  admiration  of  thai  potoer,  [swdl  ? 

Who  gives  our  hearts  with  such  high  thoughts  to 

Why  not  indulge  in  kis  augmented  praise  ? 

Daits  not  kii  glocy  a  still  Imgfater  ray, 

The  less  b  left  to  ekaoi^  and  the  realms 

Of  hideous  nigktf  yvben  fancy  strays  aghast ; 

And,  though  most  talkative^  makes  no  report  / 

Sdll  seems  my  thought  enormous?  Think  agam ; 
Experience  *sdf  shall  aid  thy  lame  belief 
Giastea  (that  revelation  to  the  sight!) 
Hare  they  not  led  us  in  the  deep  discloee 
Of  ime-spun  Nature,  exquisitely  small. 
And,  though  demomtnUed,  still  iU'Conceiv'd  f 
If  then,  on  the  reverse,  the  mind  would  mount 
In  magnUwde,  what  mind  can  mount  too  far. 
To  keep  the  balance,  and  creation  pom  f 
Jkfect  alcMM  can  err  on  such  a  theme ; 
Wimt  is  too  great,  if  we  the  caute  turvey  f 
Stupendous  Architect !  thou,  thou  art  all ! 
My  soul  ilies  up  and  down  in  thoughts  of  tbec^ 
And  finds  herself  but  at  the  centre  still ! 
I  Am,  thy  name !  exutence  all  thine  own  / 
Creation  's  nothing ;  flatter*d  mudi  if  styPd 
<<  The  thin,  the  fluting  atmosphere  of  God.'*     [voice 

O  for  the  voice— of  what  ?  of  whom?—  What 
Can  answer  to  my  wants,  in  mch  ascent. 
As  dares  to  deem  one  universe  too  small  ? 
Tell  me,  Lorenso !  (for  now  fan^  glows, 
Fir*d  in  the  vortex  of  Almighty  power) 
Is  not  thu  home-creation,  in  the  map 
Of  universal  Nature,  as  a  speck. 
Like  fair  Britannia  in  our  little  ball : 
Exceeding  fair,  and  glorious,  for  its  size. 
But,  elsewhere,  far  out-measur*d,  iar  outshone  ? 
Infancy  (for  tbeybc^  beyond  us  lies) 
Canst  thou  not  figure  it,  an  isle,  almost 
Too  small  for  notice,  in  the  vast  of  being; 
Sever*d  by  mighty  seas  of  unbuHt  space 
From  other  realms  »•  from  ample  continenis 
Of  higher  life,  where  nobler  natives  dwell ; 
Less  northern,  less  remote  from  Deity, 
Glowing  beneath  the  line  of  the  Supreme ; 
Where  souk  in  excellence  make  haste,  put  forth 
Luxuriant  growths ;  nor  the  late  autumn  wait 
€H human  worth,  but  ripen  soon  to  gods? 

Yet  why  drown  fancy  in  such  depths  as  these  ? 
Return,  presumptuous  rover,  and  confess 
The  bounds  of  man  ;  nor  blame  them,  as  too  smalL 
EiMoy  we  not  full  scope  in  what  is  seen  f 
Full  ample  the  dominions  of  the  Sun ! 
Full  glorious  to  behold^  how  far.  how  wide 
The  matchless  monarch,  from  his  flaming  throne, 
Larish  of  lustre,  throws  his  beams  about  him, 
Further,  and  &ster,  than  a  thought  can  fly. 
And  feeds  his  planet*  with  eternal  fires ! 
This  HeliopoUs,  by  greater  fkr 
Than  the  proud  tyrant  of  the  Nile,  was  built ; 
And  he  alone,  who  built  it,  can  destroy. 
Beyond  thu  city,  why  strays  human  thought  ? 
One  wonderful !  enough  for  man  to  know ! 
One  infinite !  enough  for  man  to  range  f 
One  firmament !  enough  for  man  to  Kad ! 
O  what  voluminous  instruction  here  J 
^^'w*  P«ge  of  wisdom  is  denied  him  ?    None ;         | 


If  laaraing  his  chief  kaMXi  makes  I 
Nor  Is  instnutkn,  here,  our  only  gain  ; 
There  dwells  a  noble  palAoe  in  the  skies. 
Which  irarms  our  passiont,  poselytes  ou 
How  eloquently  shinca  the  glowing  Pole  ! 
With  what  authority  it  gives  its  charge. 
Remonstrating  great  truths  in  style  sublime. 
Though  silent,  loud !  beard  Earth  i 
The  planets  heard  ;  and  not  unheard  in  H«ll : 
Hell  has  her  wonder,  though  too  proud  to  [ 
Is  Earth,  then,  more  inferaal  ?  has  she  thciac^ 
Who  neither  pmise  ( Jxmmao ! )  nor  admire  t 

Lorenso*s  admiration,  pre-engag*d, 
Ne*er  ask*d  the  Moan  one  question  ; 
Least  correspondence  with  a  single  star ; 
Ne'er  rear'd  an  altar  to  the  tguem  of  He^ 
Walking  in  brightness ;  or  her  train  ador'd. 
Tlieir  sublunary  rivals  have  long  sinee 
£ngross*d  liis  whole  devotion ;  stars  maligB, 
Which  made  the  fond  astronomer  run  mad. 
Darken  his  i$ttellect,  corrupt  his  Atfsrf  ; 
Cause  him  to  sacrifice  his  fiune  and  peace 
To  momentary  madness,  call*d  delight. 
Idolater,  more  gross  thsin  ever  kisa'd 
The  lifted  hand  to  Luna,  or  pour*d  out 
The  blood  to  Jove !  —  O  thou,  to  whom  belongs 
All  sacrifice !  O  thou  Great  Jove  unf«i|pi*d  ; 
Dirine  Instructor !     Hiy  first  volume,  this. 
For  man's  perusal ;  all  in  cspitak ! 
In  Moon,  and  stars  (Heaven's  golden  alpliabat  f) 
Emblas'd  to  seize  the  sight ;  vrbo  runs^  nmj  real ; 
Who  reads,  can  understand,     'T  b  unroofia'd 
To  Christian  land,  or  Jewry  t  fairiy  writ 
In  language  universal,  to  mankind : 
A  language,  lofty  to  the  learn 'd ;  yet  pbua 
To  those  that  feed  the  flock,  or  giudc  the  plaogb. 
Or,  from  his  husk,  strike  out  the  bounding  | 
A  Uinguage,  worthy  the  Great  Blind,  that 
Preface,  and  comment,  to  the  sacred  page  J 
Which  oft  refers  its  rnder  to  the  skies^ 
As  pre-supposing  his  first  lesson  there. 
And  scripture  'aelf  •,  fragment,  that  unread. 
Stupendous  book  of  wisdom,  to  the  wise ; 
Stupendous  book  !  and  open'd,  Ni|^ !  1^  dM 

By  thee  much  open'd,  I  confess,  O  Nig/kt  / 
Yet  more  I  wish  ;  but  how  shall  I  prevail  ? 
Say,  gentle  Night  /  whose  modest,  i       ~ 
Give  us  a  new  creation,  and  present 
The  worid's  great  picture  soften'd  to  tbe  sijgbc  ; 
Nay,  kinder  far,  far  more  indulgent  still. 
Say,  thou,  whose  mild  dominion's  silver  key 
Unlocks  our  hemisphere,  and  sets  to  view 
Worids  beyond  number ;  worlda  coooeal'd  by  dmr 
Behind  the  proud,  and  envious  star  of  nooa ! 
Canst  thou  not  draw  a  deeper  scene?—-  And  ahav 
The  miffhty  potentate,  to  whom  bekM^ 
Hiese  nch  regalia  pompously  display'd 
To  kindle  that  high  hope?     Like  htm  of  Us» 
I  gaie  around ;  I  search  on  every  side—- 
O  for  a  glimpse  of  him  my  soul  adores ! 
As  the  dbas'd  hart,  amid  the  desert  vraste^ 
Ftots  for  the  living  stream ;  for  htm  vrho  mmim  ko^ 
So  pants  the  thirsty  soul,  ainid  tbe  Uaidt 
Of  sublunary  joys.     Say,  goddcas!  where? 
Where  blazes  his  blight  court  ?-    Where  ' 

throne? 
Thou  know'st;  for  thou  art  near  htm; 
.^iit  grand  pavilion^  sacred  finne  reports 
The  sable  curtain  vawiu     If  not,  can  n 
Of  tliy  fair  daughtn^traiiysp  sw&fl  of 
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fho  tmfd  Uft  diseover  where  He  dwelk? 

I  Mar  bam  dwelling  pointed  out  below, 

b  Flckdes !  Arcturus !  MaxaroCh! 

md  thou,  Orion !  of  ttiU  keener  eye ! 

igr  jBf  who  guide  the  wilder*d  in  the  wsTes, 

id  bting  them  out  of  tempest  into  port! 

lb  which  hand  must  I  bend  mj  course  tofindJitm/ 

heae  oourtiers  keep  the  secret  of  their  King ; 

wmke  whole  nichts,  in  vain,  to  steal  it  ftom  them. 

I    wake;   an<£  wakings    climb  night**  radiant 

acale, 
kiam  qihere  to  sphere ;  the  steps  by  Nature  set 
Isr  man's  ascent ;  at  once  to  tempi  and  aid; 
b  tempi  his  eye,  and  aid  his  towering  thought ; 
HI  it  arriTts  at  the  great  God  of  alL 
f  n  ardent  amtemplatum**  rapid  car, 
'ram  Eartkt  as  from  my  barrier,  I  set  out 
lorn  swift  I  mount !  diminish'd  Earth  recedes ; 
paaa  the  Jlboa;  and,  from  her  forther  side, 
Serce  HeaTcn's  blue  curtain ;  strike  into  remote  $ 
Hwre,  with  his  lifted  tube,  the  subtle  sage 
Gs  artificial,  airy  journey  takes, 
jid  to  celestial  lengthens  human  sight 
pause  at  every  planet  <m  my  road, 
od  swk  tot  him  who  gires  their  orbs  to  roll, 
heir  fiveheads  fidr  to  shine.     From  Saturn's  ring, 
1  wliicfay  of  Earths  an  army  might  be  lost, 
Tith  the  bold  comet  take  my  bolder  flight, 
.mid  those  sovereign  glories  of  the  skies, 
^  independent,  natiTe  lustre,  proud ; 
he  aoula  of  systems !  and  the  lords  of  Uf^ 
brooffh  their  wide  eippires !— >What  behold  I  now  f 
,  wilmsmess  of  wonder  burning  round ; 
fhere  larger  suns  inhabit  hi^»er  q>heres; 
lerfanpa  the  tSlas  of  descending  gods ; 
Tor  hnlt  I  here ;  my  toil  is  but  begun ; 
r  ia  iNtt  the  threshold  of  the  Deity ; 
^,  &r  beneath  it,  I  am  grorelling  sdlU 
fear  ia  it  strange;  I  built  on  a  mistake ; 
be  grandeur  of  his  works,  whence  foUy  sought 
or  aid,  to  reaoon  sets  his  glory  higher ; 
Tho  boilt  dius  high  for  worms  (mere  worms  to  Am) 
I  where,  Lorenxo !  must  the  Builder  dwell  ? 
Panae,  then,  and,  for  a  moment,  here  respire  •» 
*  human  thought  can  keep  its  station  here. 
rhcre  am  I  ?  ^  Where  is  Earth  f  —  Nay,  where 

ait  dKm, 
Smm /  —  Is  the  Sun  tum*d  recluse?  —  And  are 
^im  bonstfd  expeditions  short  to  mine  /•*- 

0  ws«n^  how  short !     On  Nature's  alps  I  stand, 
od  aee  a  thousand  Armaments  beneath ! 

tbouaand  systems !  as  a  thousand  grains ! 
>  nsairA  a  adranger,  and  so  late  arriT*d, 
^^onr  csm  man's  curious  spirit  not  inquire, 
laat  are  the  natires  of  this  world  sublime, 
€  thia  so  Ibreign,  un-terrestrial  sphere, 
lacre  mortal,  wntrantUUedy  nerer  stray'd  ? 

•«  O  ye,  as  distant  from  my  little  home, 
a  awifteat  tun-beams  in  an  age  can  fly ! 
ar  ftom  mj  natire  element  I  roam, 

1  4|Deat  of  new,  and  wonderful,  to  man. 
^hot  prorinoe  this,  of  Aii  immense  domain, 
laom  all  obeys?  or  mortals  here,  or  gods  ? 

e  butdeieia  on  the  coasts  of  bliss !  what  are  you  ? 
coUmj  from  Heaven?  Or,  only  rais'd,    [realms, 
f    ftvqnent   risit  from   Hearen's  neighbouring 
9  aaimmaiy  gods,  and  half-divine?'— 
^Baaie'er  your  nature,  this  k  past  dispute^ 
ar  olfaer  lUb  you  lire,  flur  other  tongue 
raaa  talk,  Ibr  other  thought,  perhaps,  you  think. 


Than  nuuu    Hew  various  are  the  works  of  God ! 
But  say,  idkof  thought  ?  is  reason  here  enthron'd. 
And  absolute  ?  or  sense  in  arms  against  her  ? 
Have  you  two  lights?  or  need  you  no  reveoTd  f 
Enjoy  your  happy  reahns  their  golden  age? 
And  had  your  Eden  an  abstemious  Eve  ? 
Our  Eve's  frir  daughters  prove  their  pedigree. 
And  ask  their  Adams  —  <  Who  would  not  be  w'mV 
Or,  if  your  mother  feU,  are  you  redeem*d  t 
^And  if  redeem'd  —is  your  Redeemer  scorn* dt 
Is  this  your  final  residence  ?  if  not. 
Change  you  your  scene,  trandated  ^  or  by  death  t 
And  if  by  death,  what  death  f  —  Know  you  disease  f 
Or  horrid  anr  /  —  With  war,  this  fatal  hour, 
Europe  groans  (so  call  we  a  small  field,         [putes 
Where  kuigs  run  mad).     In  our  world.  Death  de- 
Intemperance  to  do  the  work  oi  age  ; 
And  hanging  up  die  quiver  ffature  gave  him, 
As  slow  of  execution,  for  dispatch 
Sends  forth  imperial  butchers ;  bids  them  sby 
Their  sheep  (the  silly  sheep  they  fleec'd  before) 
And  toss  1dm  twice  ten  thousand  at  a  meat 
Sit  all  your  executioners  on  thrones  ? 
With  ^OM,  can  rage  ton  plunder  make  ^godf 
And  bloodshed  wMh  out  every  other  stain  ?  — 
But  you,  perhaps,  can't  bleed :  ftom  mattor  gross 
Tour  spirits  clean,  are  delicately  dad 
In  fine-spun  ether,  privileg'd  to  soar. 
Unloaded,  uninfected ;  how  unlike 
Hie  lot  of  man !     How  few  of  human  race 
By  their  own  mud  unmurder^d !     How  we  wage 
Self-war  eternal !     Is  your  painful  day 
Of  hardy  conflict  o'er?    Or,  are  you  still 
Raw  candidates  at  school?    And  have  you  those 
Who  disaflTect  reversions,  as  vrith  u»t 
But  what  are  ne  /     You  never  heard  of  mail/ 
Or  Earthf  the  bedlam  ci  the  universe ! 
VThere  reasmi  (undiseas'd  with  you)  runs  mad. 
And  nurses  fMy*%  children  as  her  owni 
Fond  of  the  foulest     In  die  sacred  mount 
Of  hoHnesSy  where  reason  is  pronounc'd 
Infallible;  and  thunders,  like  a  god ; 
£  en  there,  by  saints,  the  demons  are  outdone ; 
What  these  think  vrrong,  our  sainis  refine  to  right ; 
And  kindly  teach  dull  Hell  her  own  black  arts; 
Satan,  instructed,  o'er  their  moro^  smiles.  — 
But  this,  how  strange  to  you,  who  know  not  man  I 
Has  the  least  rumour  of  our  race  arriv'd  ? 
Call'd  here  Elijah  in  his  fiaming  car  ? 
FiBss'd  by  you  the  good  Enoch,  on  his  road 
To  those  fair  fields,  whence  Ludfer  was  hurl'd ; 
Who  brush'd,  perhaps,  your  sphere  in  his  descent, 
Stain'd  your  pure  c^r^  ether,  or  let  fidl 
A  short  eclipse  from  his  portentous  shade  ? 
O !  that  the  fiend  had  lodg'd  on  some  broad  orb 
Athwart  his  way ;  nor  reach'd  his  present  home. 
Then  bhicken'd  Earth  with  footsteps  foul'd  in  Hell, 
Nor  wash'd  in  ocean,  as  from  Rome  he  pass'd 
To  Britain's  isle ;  too,  too,  conspicuous  there  /** 

But  this  is  all  digrfasion :  where  is  he, 
That  o'er  Heaven's  battlements  the  felon  huri'd 
To  groans,  and  chains,  and  darkness?  Where  is  he^ 
Who  sees  creation's  summit  in  a  vale? 
He^  whom,  while  man  is  man,  he  can't  but  seek> 
And  if  he  finds,  commences  more  than  man  ? 
O  for  a  telescope  his  throne  to  reach  \ 
Tell  me,  ye  leara'd  on  Earth  /  or  blest  above  I 
Ye  searddng,  ye  Newtonian  angels !  tell,    [where? 
Where,  your  great  Blaster's  orb?      His  pUncts 
llKMe  conscious  satellites,  those  morning-stars^ 
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Fint-born  of  Deity !  from  ctntnd  lore, 
By  Teneratioii  most  profound,  thrown  off; 
By  sweet  attraction,  no  less  strongly  drawn  ; 
yiw*d,  and  yet  raptured;  rapturd,  yet  serene; 
Past  thought  illustrious,  but  with  borrow*d  beams ; 
In  stiU  approaching  circles,  still  remote^ 
Rerolving  round  the  Sun*s  eternal  Sire  ? 
Or  sent,  in  lines  direct,  on  embassies 
To  nations  —  in  what  latitude  ?  —  Beyond 
Terrestrial  thought's  horison  !  —  And  on  what 
High  errands  sent  ?  —  Here  human  effort  ends ; 
And  leaves  me  still  a  stranger  to  his  throne. 

Full  well  it  might !     I  quite  mistook  my  road; 
Born  in  an  age  more  curious  than  devout ; 
More  fond  to  fix  the  place  of  Heaven,  or  Hell, 
Than  studious  this  to  shun,  or  that  secure. 
'T  is  not  the  curious,  but  thetdous  path. 
That  leads  me  to  my  point :  Lorenzo !  know, 
Without  or  star,  or  angel,  for  their  guide. 
Who  worship  God,  shul  Jind  him.     Humble  love^ 
And  not  proud  reason,  keeps  the  door  of  Heaven ; 
Loife  findb  admission,  where  proud  science  fails. 
Man*s  science  is  the  culture  of  his  heart ; 
And  not  to  lose  his  plummet  in  the  depths 
Of  Nature,  or  the  more  profound  of  God. 
Either  to  know,  is  an  attempt  that  sets 
The  wisest  on  a  level  with  the  fooL 
To  fathom  Nature  (ill-attempted  here/) 
Past  doubt  is  deep  philosophy  above ; 
Higher  degrees  in  bliss  archangels  take. 
As  deeper  leam*d ;  the  deepest,  learning  still. 
For,  what  a  thunder  of  Omnipotence 
(So  might  I  dare  to  speak)  is  seen  in  all ! 
In  man  I  in  Earth  !  in  more  amazing  sides  / 
Teaching  this  lesson,  pride  is  loth  to  learn  i— 
'<  Not  deeply  to  discern,  not  tntLch  to  know. 
Mankind  was  bom  to  wonder,  and  adore.*' 

And  is  there  cause  for  higher  wonder  still, 
Than  that  which  struck  us  m>m  our  past  surveys  ? 
Tes  ;  and  for  deeper  adoration  too. 
From  my  late  airy  travel  unconfin'd. 
Have  I  leam'd  nothing  ?  —  Yes,  Lorenzo !  this ; 
Each  of  these  stars  is  a  religious  house ; 
I  saw  their  altars  smoke,  t^ir  incense  rise ; 
And  heard  komnnas  ring  through  every  sphere^ 
A  scoiinary  fhuight  with  future  goda. 
Nattare  all  o*er  is  consecrated  ground. 
Teeming  with  growths  immortal  and  divine. 
The  great  proprietor's  aU4xranteoua  hand 
Leaves  nothing  waste ;  but  sows  these  fiery  fields 
Witli  seeds  of  reason,  which  to  virtues  rise 
Beneath  his  genial  ray :  and,  if  cscap'd 
The  pestilential  blasts  of  stubborn  will. 
When  grown  mature,  are  gather'd  for  the  skies. 
And  is  devotion  diought  too  much  on  Earth, 
When  beings,  so  superior,  homage  boast. 
And  triuinph  in  prostration  to  the  throne? 
But  wherefore  more  of  planeU,  or  of  stars  ? 
Ethereal  journeys,  and,  discover'd  there. 
Ten  thousand  worlds,  ten  thousand  ways  devout, 
AH  Nature  sending  incense  to  the  throne. 
Except  the  bold  I^renzos  of  our  sphere  ? 
Opening  the  solemn  sources  of  my  soul. 
Since  I  have  pour'd,  like  feign'd  Eridanus, 
My  flowing  numbers  o'er  the  flaming  skies, 
Nor  see,  <x fancy,  or  oi/act,  what  more 
Invites  the  Muse  —  Here  turn  we,  and  review 
Our  past  nocturnal  landscape  wide :,—  Then  say, 
Say,  then,  Lorenzo !  with  what  burst  of  heart. 
Hie  whole,  at  once,  revolring  in  his  thought. 


Must  man  exclaim,  adoring,  and  aghast  ? 

**  O  what  a  root !  O  what  a  branch,  is  hen; ! 

O  what  a  Fatlier !  What  a  family ! 

Worlds !  systems !  and  creations !  —  And  4 

In  one  agglomerated  cluster,  hung. 

Great  Vine !  *  on  thee ;  on  thee  the  cluster  hangs ; 

The  filial  cluster !  infinitely  spread 

In  glowing  globes,  with  various  being  fhuiglit ; 

And  drinks  (nectareous  drauglit !)  immortal  1^ 

Or,  shall  I  say  (for  to/io  can  say  enough  ?) 

A  constellation  of  ten  thousand  gems, 

(And,  O  !  of  what  dimension !  of  what  wciglic !) 

Set  in  one  signet,  flames  on  the  right  hand 

Of  Majesty  Divine !  The  blazing  seat. 

That  deeply  stamps,  on  all  created  nUnd, 

Indelible,  his  sovereign  attributes, 

Omnipotence,  and  love !  T%at,  passing  bound ; 

And  this,  surpassing  that.     Nor  stop  we  here. 

For  want  of  power  in  God,  but  thought  in  man. 

E'en  this  acknowledg'd,  leaves  us  sdll  in  debt: 

If  greater  aught,  that  greater  all  is  thine. 

Dread  Sire  !  -^  Accept  diis  miniature  of  tbee; 

And  pardon  an  attemjtt  from  mortal  thousfat. 

In  which  archangels  might  have  ^I'd,  unMazn*d.** 

How  such  ideas  of  th'  Almighty's  power. 
And  such  ideas  of  th*  Almighty's  fdan, 
(Ideas  not  absurd,)  distend  the  thou|^ 
Of  feeble  mortals !  Nor  of  them  alone  ■ 
llie  fuhiess  of  the  Deity  breaks  ibrth 
In  inconceivables  to  men,  and  gods. 
Hiink,  then,  O  think,  nor  ever  drop  the  tboogliU 
How  low  must  man  descend,  when  gods  adore ! 
Have  I  not,  then,  accomplish'd  my  proud  boast  ? 
Did  I  not  tell  thee,  **  We  would  mount,  Lorenaof, 
And  kindle  our  devotion  at  the  stars  /" 

And  have  l/aU^d  F  And  did  IJlaUer  thee? 
And  art  all  acumant  ?  And  dost  confute 
All  urg'd,  with  one  irrefragable  smile  T 
Lorenzo !  mirth  how  miserable  heref 
Swear  by  the  stars,  by  him  who  made  them,  swear, 
Thy  heart,  henceforth,  shall  be  as  pure  as  they : 
Then  thim,  like  them,  shalt  shine ;  like  them,  shik 

rise 
From  low  to  lofty ;  from  obscure  to  bright ; 
By  due  gradation.  Nature*  %  sacred  law. 
The  stars,  from  whence? — Ask  Cfcoot—- hecanldL 
These  bright  temptations  to  idolatry. 
From  darhieu  anid  confumn,  took  dieir  birth ; 
Sons  of  deformity  I  finom  fluid  dregs 
Tartarean,  first  they  rose  to  masses  rude ; 
And  then,  to  spheres  opaque ;  then  dimly  shone; 
Then  brighten'd ;  then  blaz*d  out  in  peiject  day. 
Nature  delighta  in  progress ;  in  advance 
From  worse  to  better;  but,  when  minds  ascend, 
Progress,  in  part,  depends  upon  themaelve*. 
Heaven  aids  exertion ;  greater  makes  the  grest; 
The  voluntary  little  lessens  more. 
O  be  a  man  I  and  thou  slialt  be  a  Gisd  ! 
And  half  self -made  i  —  Ambition  how  divine! 

O  thou,  ambitious  of  disgrace  akme ! 
Still  undevout  ?  Unkindled  ?— Though  higfa-tai^ 
School'd  by  the  skies,  and  pupil  of  the  stars  ; 
Bank  coward  to  the  fashionable  world ! 
Art  thou  asluim*d  to  bend  thy  knee  to  Heaven  ? 
Curst  fume  of  pride,  ezhal'd  from  deepest  HeQ ! 
Pride  in  rd^^  is  map's  highest  praise. 
Bent  on  destruction  I  and  in  love  with  death ! 
Not  all  these  luminaries,  quench'd  at  once, 
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Were  half  lo  tad,  as  one  benigliled  iiuiid» 
Which  gropes  for  happiness,  rad  meets  ds^xdn 
How,  lOce  a  widow  in  her  weeds,  the  nigktf 
Amid  her  glimmering  tapers,  silent  sits ! 
How  sorrowful,  how  desolate,  she  weeps 
Perpetual  dews,  and  saddens  Nature's  seene ! 
A  aoene  more  sad  jm  makes  the  darkened  soul, 
An  comiort  kills,  nor  leaves  one  spark  alive. 

Tbough  blind  of  heart,  still  open  b  thine  eye : 
Why  such  magnificence  in  all  thou  seest  ? 
Of  fnatter^s  grandeur,  know,  one  end  is  this. 
To  tell  the  raiiomd,  who  gazes  on  it— 
**  TlMMigh  that  immensely  great,  still  greater  he. 
Whose  breast,  capacious,  can  embrace,  and  lodge^ 
Unburthen*d,  Nature's  universal  scheme ; 
Ckn  grasp  creation  with  a  tin^  thouf^ ; 
Creatitnt  gnap ;  and  not  exclude  iu  Sbtu"— - 
To  tell  hnn  farther  —  «  It  behoves  him  much 
To  guard  th'  important,  yet  depending,  fate 
€H  beingy  brighter  than  a  thousand  suns  : 
One  single  ray  of  thought  outshines  them  all."  — 
And  if  mmn  hears  obedient,  soon  he  *U  soar 
Superior  heights,  and  on  his  purple  wing. 
His  purple  wing  bcdropt  with  eyes  of  gold, 
Bi^ng,  where  thought  Is  now  denied  to  rise, 
Lo<»k  down  triumphant  on  these  dazzling  spheres. 

Why  tfien  persist?  —  No  mortal  ever  Hv'd, 
But,  <Ufingy  he  pronounc'd  (when  words  are  true) 
The  whole  Uiat  charms  thee,  absolutely  vain ; 
Vaioy  and  far  worse !  —  Tliink  thou,  with  dying  men ; 
O  condescend  to  think  as  angels  think  ! 
O  tolerate  a  chance  for  happiness ! 
Our  nature  such,  ill  choice  ensures  ill  fiite ; 
And  Hell  had  been,  tliough  there  had  been  no  God. 
Dost  thou  not  know,  my  new  astronomer ! 
Earthy  turning  from  the  Sun,  brings  night  to  man? 
JHoM,  turning  from  his  God,  brings  endless  niglit ; 
Where  thou  canst  read  no  morals,  find  noJHend, 
Amend  no  manjiers,  and  expect  no  peace. 
How  deep  the  darkness !  and  the  groan,  how  loud  / 
And  far,  how  far,  fhmi  lambetit  are  the  flames !  i— 
Such  is  IxMnenzo's  purchase  !  such  his  praise ! 
The  proud,  the  politic,  Lorenzo's  praise ! 
Though  in  bis  car,  and  levell'd  at  his  heart, 
I've  half  read  o'er  the  volume  of  the  skies. 

For  think  not  thou  hast  heard  all  this  from  me  ; 
My  song  but  echoes  what  great  Nature  speaks. 
^ffhat  has  she  spoken  ?  Thus  the  goddess  spoke. 
Thus  speaks  for  ever :  — '<  Place,  at  Nature's  head, 
A  sovereign,  which  o'er  all  things  rolls  his  eye. 
Extends  his  wing,  promulgates  his  commands. 
But,  above  all,  mifuses  endless  good : 
TV  aWbmt,  for  sure  redress,  the  wrong'd  may  fly ; 
The  Tile,  for  mercy ;  and  the  pain'd,  for  peace ; 
By  wkam,  the  various  tenants  of  these  spheres, 
Dirersifled  in  fortunes,  place,  and  powers, 
Rais'd  in  eDJ03rment,  as  in  worth  they  rise^ 
Arrive  at  length  (if  worthy  such  approach) 
At    that    blest   fbuntaiupJiead,    from    which  they 


Where  ccMiflict  past  redoubles  present  joy ; 
And  present  joy  looks  forward  on  increase; 
And  that,  on  more ;  no  period  !  every  step 
A  doable  boon !  a  promise,  and  a  bUss.** 
How  easy  aits  this  scheme  on  human  hearts ! 
It  «iics  their  make;  it  soothes  their  vast  desures ; 
Passion  is  pleas'd ;  and  reason  asks  no  nuNre ; 
'T  is  rational !  't  is  great !  —  But  what  is  thine  t 
It  darkens !  shocks !  excruciates !  and  confounds! 
;  us  fuits  naked,  both  of  help,  and  hope, 


Siakii^;  from  bad  to  worse ;  few  years,  the  sport 
Ot fortune;  then  the  morsel  of  despair. 

Say,  then,  Lorenzo !  (for  thou  knows't  it  well) 
What  's  t»c«/<— Mere  want   of  compass  in  our 

thought 
Religion^  what  ?  — The  proof  of  commoa-JcnM. 
How  art  thou  hooted,  where  the  least  prevaila! 
Is  it  s^  &ult,  if  these  truths  call  theefoolF 
And  tliou  shalt  never  be  miscaltd  by  me. 
Can  neither  Aame,  nor  terroiur,  stand  thy  friend  ? 
And  art  thou  still  an  insect  in  the  mire  ? 
How,  like  thy  guardian  angel,  have  I  flown ; 
Snatch'd  thee  from  Earth ;  escorted  thee  through  sSBL 
Th'  ethereal  armies ;  walk'd  thee,  like  a  god, 
Through  splendours  of  first  nu^nitude,  arrsng'd 
On  either  hand ;  clouds  thrown  beneadi  thy  fstit ; 
Close-cruis'd  on  the  bright  Paradise  of  God ; 
And  almost  introduc'd  thee  to  the  throne ! 
And  art  thou  still  carousing,  for  delight. 
Rank  poison ;  first  fermenting  to  mereyroTA, 
And  then  subsiding  into  final  g^  T 
To  beings  of  sublime,  immortal  mske, 
How  shocking  is  all  joy,  whose  end  is  sure ! 
Such  joy,  more  shocking  still,  the  more  it  charms  / 
And  dost  thou  choose  what  ends  ere  well-begun ; 
And  infamous,  as  short  ?  And  dost  thou  choose 
{Thou,  to  whose  palate  ^ory  is  so  sweet) 
To  ¥raide  into  perdition,  throueh  contempt, 
Not  of  poor  bigots  only,  but  my  own  f 
For  I  have  peep'd  into  thy  cover'd  heart. 
And  seen  it  blush  beneath  a  boastfbl  brow ; 
For,  by  strong  guilt's  most  violent  assault, 
Conscience  is  but  disabled,  not  destroy* d» 

O  thou  most  aweful  being ;  and  most  vain ! 
Thy  will,  howfiml !  how  gloruna  is  thy  power ! 
Though  dread  eternity  has  soivn  lier  seeds 
Of  bbs,  and  woe,  in  thy  despotic  breast ; 
Though  Heaven  and  HeH  depend  upon  thy  choice ; 
A  butterfly  comes  'cross,  and  both  are  fled. 
Is  thb  the  picture  of  a  rational? 
This  horrid  nna||e,  stull  it  be  most  just? 
Lorenso !  No :  it  cannot,  —  Aall  not,  be, 
If  there  is  force  in  reason  /  or,  in  sounds 
Chanted  beneath  the  gtunpses  of  the  Moon, 
A  magic,  at  this  planetary  hour. 
When  dumber  locks  the  general  lip,  and  dreams 
Ihrough  senseless  mazes  hunt  souls  un-inspir'd, 
Attend  —  The  sacred  mysteries  begin  — 
My  solemn  night-bom  adjuration  hear ; 
Hear,  and  I'll  raise  ttiy  spirit  fVom  the  dust ; 
While  the  stars  gaze  on  tliis  enchantment  new. 
Enchantment,  not  infernal,  but  divine  ! 

♦*  By  silence.  Death's  peculiar  attribute ; 
By  darkness,  guilt's  inevitable  doom  ; 
By  darkness,  and  by  silence,  sisters  dread ! 
Tliat  draw  the  curtain  round  Night's  ebon  throne. 
And  raise  ideas,  solemn  as  the  scene ! 
By  Night,  and  all  of  aweful,  Night  presents 
To  thought  or  sense  (of  awei\d  much,  to  both. 
The  ffoddess  brings !)  By  these  her  trembling/rei^ 
Like  vesta's,  ever-burning ;  and,  like  hers. 
Sacred  to  thouglits  immaculate,  and  pure  f 
By  these  bright  orators,  that  prove,  mAjtraise, 
And  press  thee  to  revere  the  Deity ; 
Perhaps,  too,  aid  thee,  when  rever'd  awhile, 
To  readi  his  throne  g  ss  stages  of  the  soul. 
Through  which,  at  different  periods,  she  shall  pass, 
Refining  ffradual,  for  her  final  height, 
And  purging  off  some  dross  at  every  sphere ! 
By  this  £rk  fwll  thrown  o'er  the  silent  world  ! 
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By  the  woild's  kingi,  and  kingdoms,  most  renown*d, 
From  short  tmbition's  aenitk  set  for  ever, 
Sid  presage  to  rain  boasters,  now  in  bloom ! 
By  the  long  list  of  swift  mortality, 
From  Adam  downward  to  this  erfoiing  kndl. 
Which  midnight  wavea  in  fimcy*%  staiSed  eye, 
And  shocks  her  with  an  hundred  centuries ; 
Bound  Death*»  black  banner  throng'd,  in  human 


By  thousands,  now,  resigning  their  last  breath. 
And  calling  thee  —  wert  th^  so  wise  to  hear ! 
By  ton^  o*er  tombs  arising ;  human  earth 
Ejected,  to  make  room  for—- human  earth ; 
The  monarch's  terrour  /  and  the  sexton's  trade  / 
By  pompons  obsequies  that  shun  the  day. 
The  tmrck  funereal,  and  the  nodding  plumtf 
Which  makes  poor  man's  humiliation  proud ; 
Boast  of  our  ndn  !  triumph  of  our  duat ! 
By  the  damp  vault  that  weeps  o'er  royal  bones ; 
And  the  pale  lamp  that  shows  the  ghiutly  dead, 
More  ghastly  through  the  thick  incumbent  gloom ! 
By  visits  (if  there  wn)  from  darker  scenes, 
The  gliding  spectre !  and  the  groaning  grave ! 
By  groans,  and  graves,  and  miseries  that  groan 
For  the  grave's  shelter !     By  desponding  men. 
Senseless  to  pains  of  death,  from  pangs  of  guilt! 
By  guilt's  IflMt  audit !     By  yon  Afoon  in  blood. 
The  rodung  firmament,  the  falling  stars, 
And  thunder's  last  discharge,  great  Nature's  knell 
By  second  €kBM  and  eternal  n^A/."  — 
Be  wise  —  Nor  let  PhiUmder  blame  my  tharm  f 
But  own  not  Ol-dischaig'd  my  double  debt, 
Xoi«  to  the  living ;  duty  to  the  dead ! 

For  know  I'm  but  executor ;  he  left 
This  moral  legacy ;  I  make  it  o'er 
By  hit  command ;  Philander  hear  in  me ; 
And  Heaven  in  both.  —  If  deaf  to  these,  O  !  hear 
Florello's  tender  voice ;  hit  weal  depends 
On  My  resolve ;  it  trembles  at  thy  choice ; 
For  hit  sake— -love  thytelf:  example  strikes 
All  human  hearts ;  a  bad  example  more ; 
More  still  a  father's;  that  ensures  his  ruin. 
As  parent  of  his  being,  wouldst  thou  prove  i 

Til*  unnatural  parent  of  his  miseries,  I 

And  make  him  curse  the  being  which  thou  gavest?  j 
Is  Mu  the  blessing  of  so  fond  a  father?  i 

If  careless  of  Lwenxo !  spare,  Oh !  spare 
Florello's  fiuber,  and  Philander's  friend !  ' 

Florello's  father  ruin'd,  ruins  him ; 
And  from  Philander's  friend  the  world  expects 
A  conduct,  no  dishonour  to  the  dead. 
Let  pattUm  do,  what  nobler  mothe  should ; 
Let  love,  and  emulation,  rise  in  aid* 
To  reaton :  and  persuade  thee  to  be— blest, 

This  seems  not  a'request  to  be  denied ; 
Tet  (sudi  the  infatuation  of  mankind !) 
*T  is  the  most  hopelett,  man  can  make  to  man. 
Shall  I  then  rise  m  argument,  and  warmth  ? 
And  urge  Philander's  posthumous  advice, 

Firom  topics  yet  unbroach'd  ? 

But,  Oh !  I  faint !  My  spirits  fail !  —  Nor  strange ! 
So  km^  on  wing,  and  in  no  middle  clhne ! 
To  which  my  great  Creator's  glory  call'd ; 
And  coUt— but,  now,  in  vain.     Skep*9  dewy  wand 
Has  strok'd  my  drooping  lips,  and  promitet 
Mhr  long  anrear  of  rest ;  the  downjf  god 
(Wont  to  return  vrith  our  returning  peace) 
Will  pavf  ere  long,  and  bless  me  wi&  repose. 
Haste,  haste,  sweet  stranger !  from  the  peasant's 
cot, 


The  ship-boy*s  hammock,  or  the  soldier's  straw, 
Whence  torrow  never  chas'd  thee ;  with  thee  bria^ 
Not  hideous  visions,  as  of  farte ;  but  dnmghta 
Delicious  of  well-tasted,  coidiid,  rest ; 
Bfan's  rich  restorative ;  his  balmy  bath. 
That  supples,  lubricates,  and  keeps  in  play 
The  various  movements  of  this  nice  "mm*««m». 
Which  asks  such  frequent  periods  oi  repsor. 
When  tir'd  with  vain  rotations  of  the  db^, 
SUep  winds  us  up  for  the  succeeding  dawn  ; 
n^nh  we  spin  on,  till  ticknett  dogs  our  wheels, 
Or  Death  quite  breaks  the  vpring,  and  motion  ad%. 
When  will  it  end  with  me? 

"  THOU  only  know'tf, 

Thou,  whose  broad  eye  theyWurf,  and  the  patt. 
Joins  to  ihepretenti  making  one  of  three 
To  mortal  thought !  Tliou  know'st,  and  thou  akme, 
AlUknowing !  —  aU-unknown !  —  and   yet  wdU 

known ! 
Near,  though  remote !  and,  though  unfathom'd,  Ick.' 
And,  though  Invisible,  for  ever  seen  ! 
And  seen  in  all !  the  grea^  and  the  minute  * 
Each  globe  above^  with  its  gigantic  race. 
Each   flower,   each   leaf,   with   its   snul]    people 

swarm'd, 
(Tliose  puny  vouchers  of  Omnipotence !) 
To  the  first  thought,  that  asks,  <  From  wktmeer 

dedare 
Their  common  source.  Hxm  fountain,  ninni^o*«r 
In  rivers  of  communicated  joy ! 
Who  gav'st  us  speech  for  fiu-,  fiu-  humbler  tfaems ' 
Say,  hf  what  name  shall  I  presume  to  call 
Him  I  see  burning  in  these  countless  suns. 
As  Moses,  in  the  buA  t  Illustrious  Mind  \ 
The  whole  creation,  less,  far  less,  to  thee^ 
Than  ihat  to  the  creation's  ample  round. 
How  shall  I  name  thee? — How  my  labottrin*  «otd 
Heaves  underneath  the  thought,  too  big  for  birtfa ! 

**  Great  system  of  perfections  !  mij^ity  cause 
Of  causes  mighty !  cause  uncaus'd  !  sole  rooc 
Of  Nature,  that  luxuriant  growth  of  God  ! 
First  Father  ofeffectt/  that  progeny 
Of  endless  series ;  where  tlie  golden  dMin's 
Last  link  admits  a  period,  who  can  tell  ? 
Father  of  all  that  is  or  heard,  or  hears  ! 
Father  of  all  that  is  or  seen,  or  sees  * 
Father  of  all  that  it,  or  OtaU  arise  ! 
Father  of  this  immeasurable  mass 
Of  matter  multifonn ;  or  dense,  or  rare ; 
Opaque,  or  ludd;  rapid,  or  at  rest ; 
Minute,  or  passinff  bound !  in  each  cxtrenie 
Of  like  amase,  and  mystery,  to  man. 
Father  of  these  bright  miUions  of  the  m^! 
Of  which  the  least  full  godhead  had  prodaim'd. 
And  thrown  the  gaser  on  his  knee—  Or,  tatf. 
Is  appellation  higher  still,  thy  choioe? 
Father  of  matters  tonporaiy  lord ! 
Father  of  tinritt !  nobler  o&pring !  sparks 
Of  high  paternal  glory ;  ridi  endow'd 
With  various  measures,  and  with  varioas  i 
Of  wttmct,  reaton,  intuition  ;  beams 
More  pale,  or  bright  from  day  divine,  to  I 
Hie  darker  matter  orgttmx'd  (the  ware 
Of  all  created  spirit) ;  beams,  that  rise 
Each  over  other  in  superior  light, 
Till  the  last  ripens  into  lustre  strong. 
Of  next  approach  to  godhead.     Father  fond 
rFar  fonder  than  e'er  bore  that  name  on  Eartfa) 
Of  inteUectuai  beings!  beings  blest 
I  With  powers  to  please  thee  !  not  of  passve  ply 
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To  laws  they  know  not ;  beings  lodg*d  in  seats 

Of  waU..ada{»ted  joys,  in  different  donies 

Of  this  imperial  palace  for  thy  sons ; 

Of  thb  proud,  populous,  well-pclicy'd, 

IVnigh  boundless  habitation,  plann'd  by  thee : 

Whose  sereral  dans  their  several  climates  suit ; 

And  transposition,  doubtless,  would  destroy. 

Or,  Oh !  indulge,  immortal  King,  indulge 

A  title  less  august  indeed,  but  more 

Endearing ;  ah !  how  sweet  in  human  tarn. 

Street  in  our  ears,  and  triumph  in  our  hearts ! 

Faiher  if  im/m/oridlity  to  man  / 

A  theme  that  lately  *  set  my  soul  on  fire — 

And  thou  the  next !  yvt  equal !  thou,  by  whom 

Tkai  blessing  was  convey'd ;  far  more  !  was  bougfU  : 

Ineflbble  the  price !  by  whom  all  worlds 

Were  made ;  and  one  redeemed  !  illustrious  light 

Frotn  light  illustrious !  ITiou,  whose  regal  power, 

Finice  in  Hme,  but  infinite  in  tpace. 

On  mote  than  adamantine  basis  fix*d. 

O'er  more,  fiu-  more,  than  diadems  and  thrones, 

InriolaMy  reigns ;  the  dread  of  gods ! 

And  Oh!  ibe  friend  oftoMnl  beneath  whose  foot, 

And  by  the  mandate  of  whose  aweful  nod, 

All  regions,  revolution,  fortunes,  fates, 

Of  high,  of  low,  of  mind,  and  matter,  roll 

Through  the  short  channels  of  expiring  time. 

Or  siioreless  ocean  of  eternity. 

Calm,  or  tempestuous  (as  thy  spirit  breathes). 

In  absolute  subjection  !  —  And,  O  thou 

The  glorious  third !  distinct,  not  separate ! 

Bvaming  Irom  both  I  with  both  incorporate ; 

And  (strange  to  tell !)  incorporate  with  dust* 

By  condescension,  as  thy  glory,  great, 

£iisiirhi*d  in  man !  of  human  Imirts,  if  pure^ 

Divine  inhabitant  \  the  tie  divine 

Of  Hesven  with  distant  Earth !  by  whom  I  trust, 

(ff  not  inspir*d)  uncensur'd  this  address 

To  tliee,to  them— -to  whom !  —  Mysterious  power ! 

Bercsd'd  !  — yet  unrevcal*d !  darkness  in  light ! 

Number  in  unity !  omrjoy!  our  dread! 

The  trifie  bolt  that  lays  all  wrong  in  ruin ! 

Tfaet  aninuites  all  right,  the  triple  sun ! 

JBi»«  of  the  aoul !  her  never-setting  sun  ! 

TVinniey  nnutterable,  unconceiv*d, 

Afaecoodingy  yet  demonstrable,  great  God ! 

Greater  than  greatest !  Better  than  tlie  best ! 

Kinder  than  kindest !  with  toftfnhf^  eye. 

Or  (stronger  still  to  speak  it)  with  thine  own, 

Fram  tfa  J  bright  home,  from  that  high  firmament, 

Whore  tbou,  firom  all  eternity,  hast  dwelt ; 

Beyond  arcfaangeb*  unassisted  ken ; 

^om  fkr  above  what  mortals  highest  call ; 

From  elevation's  pinnacle ;  look  down, 

Thwou^  —  What  ?  confounding  interval !  through 

aU 
And  mote  than  labooringyhncy  can  conceive ; 
Tfarov^  rkBant  ranks  cSf  essences  unknown ; 
Tlirotstffa  Merarchies  iVom  hierarchies  detached 
Boand^nrioos  banners  of  omi^potence, 
With  eiMlleaB  change  of  rapturous  duties  fir'd  ; 
Tfaroo^b  vrondrous  beings  interposing  swarms, 
AU  chxstering  at  the  call,  to  dwell  in  thee ; 
Throogb  this  wide  waste  of  worlds !  this  vista  vast, 
All  asBMitod  o'^  with  suns ;  suns  tum'd  to  night 
Bdbre  CAy  fte^i^  bearo<—  Look  down  —  down  — 

4bWn, 
On  M  poor  htathing  particle  in  do^ 

«  Nights  the  Sixth  and  Seventh. 


Or,  lower,  an  immortal  in  hia  crimes. 

His  crimes  foif^ve !  forgive  his  virtues,  too ! 

Those  smaller  faults,  half.^onverU  to  the  riglit 

Nor  let  me  close  thoe  eyes,  which  never  more 

May  see  the  Sun  (tliough  night's  descending  scale 

Now  weighs  up  mom),  unpity'd,  and  unblest ! 

In  My  diiqpleasure  dwells  eternal  pain ; 

P^,  our  aversion ;  pain,  which  strikes  me  now  ; 

And,  since  all  pain  is  terrible  to  man, 

Though  transient,  terrible ;  at  thy  good  hour. 

Gently,  ah  gently,  lay  me  in  my  bed, 

My  day^old  bed  /  by  nature  now,  so  near ; 

By  nature,  near ;  stiU  nearer  by  disease ! 

TUl  then,  be  thit,  an  emblem  of  my  grave : 

Let  it  out-preach  the  preacher ;  every  night 

Let  it  out-cry  the  boy  at  Philip's  ear ; 

That  tongue  of  death!  that  herald  of  the  tomb  ! 

And  whan  (the  shelter  of  thy  wing  implor'd) 

My  ienses,  sooth'd,  shall  sink  in  soft  repose, 

O  sink  this  truth  still  deeper  in  my  soul, 

Suggested  by  my  pillow,  sign'd  by  fate. 

First,  in  fate**  volume,  at  the  page  of  man — 

Man*s  nddy  soul,   though   turn'd  and  toss'd  frr 

ever. 
From  side  to  side,  can  rest  on  nought  but  thee : 
Here,  infrdl  trust;  hereafter,  infrUjoyi 
On  thee,  the  promis'd,  sure,  eternal  down 
Of  spirits,  toil'd  in  travel  through  this  vale. 
Nor  of  that  pillow  shall  my  sou  1  despond ; 
For  —  Love  almighty  !  liove  almighty  !  (sing. 
Exult,  creation !)  Love  almighty,  reigns ! 
That  death  of  deoM/  that  cordial  of  </eitpotr  / 
And  loud  eternity's  triumphant  song ! 
**  Of  whom,  no  more :  —  For,  O  thou  Patron- 
God! 
Thou  God  and  nwrtal  I  Thence  more  God  to  man ! 
Man's  theme  eternal !  man's  eternal  theme ! 
Thou  canst  not  'scape  unxr^iur^d  from  our  praise, 
Uninjur'd  firom  our  praise  can  he  escape, 
Who,  disembosom'd  firom  the  Father,  bows 
Hie  Heaven  of  Heavens,  to  kiss  the  distant  Earth ! 
Breathes  out  in  agonies  a  sinless  soul ! 
Against  the  cross,  J)eath*s  iron  sceptre  breaks ! 
From  fimiish'd  ruin  plucks  her  human  prey  ! 
Throws  wide  the  gates  celestial  to  las  foes  ! 
Their  gratitude,  for  such  a  boundless  debt, 
Deputes  their  suffering  brothers  to  receive ! 
And,  if  deep  human  ^lilt  in  payment  fails ; 
As  deeper  guilt  prohibits  our  despair  / 
Enjoins  it,  as  our  duty,  to  r^ice  i 
And  (to  close  all)  omnipotently  kind. 
Takes  his  delights  among  the  sons  of  men.**  * 
What  worth  are  these  —  And  did  they  come  from 
Heaven? 
And  were  they  spoke  to  man?  to  guilty  man ? 
What  are  all  my^eries  to  love  like  this? 
The  songs  of  angels,  all  tlie  melodies 
Of  choral  gods,  are  wafted  in  the  sound ; 
Heal  and  exhilarate  the  broken  heart ; 
Though  plung'd,  before,  in  horrours  dark  as  night: 
Rich  prelibation  of  consummate  joy ! 
Nor  wait  we  dissolution  to  be  blest. 

This  final  effort  of  the  moral  Muse, 
How  histly  titled  f  f  nor  for  me  alone : 
For  all  that  read ;  what  spuit  of  support. 
What  heights  of  Consolation,  crown  my  song ! 
Then,   ferewell   Night!  of  darkness,   now,   no 
more: 

•  IVov.  chap,  viifeigit^ed^bt®^  Consolation. 
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Joj  breftkt ;  ihinet ;  triiunphf ;  't  it  ct«iiAl  day. 
Shiill  that  which  rises  out  of  fwu^  coropUan 
Of  a  few  erils,  paid  with  endless  joys  ? 
My  soul !  henceforth,  in  sweetest  union  join 
The  two  supports  of  human  happiness, 
Which  some,  erroneous,  think  can  never  meet ; 
True  tatte  ofl^e,  and  constant  thtm^  <f  death  f 
The  thottgkt  of  death,  sole  victor  of  its  dread  ! 
Hope,  be  ihyjuy;  wadprobitth  thy  Mil; 
Thj  patron  he,  whose  diadem  has  dropp*d 
Yon  gems  of  Heaven ;  ftemity,  thy  prize  i 
And  leave  the  racers  of  the  vtoHd  thor  own, 
Their  feather,  and  their  froth,  for  endless  toils: 
They  part  with  all  for  that  vihich  u  not  hrmd  ; 
They  mortify,  they  starve,  on  wealth,  fame,  power ; 
And  laugh  to  scorn  tbe/ooU  that  aim  at  more. 
How  must  a  spirit,  late  escap'd  from  Earth, 
Suppose  Philander's,  Lucia's,  or  Nardssa's, 
Tlie  truth  of  things  new-blazing  in  its  eye. 
Look  back,  astomsh'd,  on  the  ways  of  men, 
Whose  lives'  whole  drift  is  to  forget  their  graves ! 
,  And  when  our  pre$erU  privily  is  past, 
To  scourge  us  with  due  sense  of  its  abuse, 
The  same  astonishment  will  seise  us  alL 
What  then  must  pain  us,  would  preserve  us  nouh 
Lorenso !  *t  is  not  yet  too  late ;  Lorenzo  ! 
Seize  wisdom,  ere  't  is  torment  to  be  wise ; 
That  is,  seize  wisdom,  ere  she  seizes  thee. 
For  what,  my  small  philosopher,  is  Hell  T 
*T  is  nothing  but  full  knowledge  vithe  truth. 
When  truth,  resisted  long,  is  sworn  our  foe : 
And  calls  eternity  to  do  her  right. 

Thus,  darkness  aiding  intellectual  light. 
And  sacred  silence  whispering  truths  divine. 
And  truths  dhnne  converting  pain  to  peace. 
My  song  tlie  midnight  raven  has  ootwing*d. 
And  stiot,  ambitious  of  unbounded  scenes, 
Beyond  the  flaming  limits  of  the  world. 
Her  gloomy  flight.     But  what  avails  the  flight 
Of/ancy,  when  our  hearts  remain  below? 
Virtue  alM>unds  in  flatteries  and  foes ; 
'T  is  pride  to  praise  her ;  penance  to  perform. 
To  more  than  words     to   more  than   worth  of 

tongue, 
Lorenzo!  rise,  at  this  auspicious  hour ; 
An  hour,  when  Heaven  *s  most  intimate  witli  man ; 
When,  like  a  falling  star,  the  ray  divine 
Glides  swift  into  the  bosom  of  the^tot ; 
And  just  are  all,  determined  to  reclaim ; 
Which  sets  that  title  high  vrithin  thy  reach. 
Awake,  then :  thy  Phiknder  calls :  awake ! 
Thou,  who  shalt  wake,  when  the  creation  sleeps ; 
When,  like  a  taper,  all  these  suns  expire ; 
When  Time,  like  him  of  Oaza  in  his  wrath. 
Plucking  the  pillars  that  support  the  world, 
In  Nature's  ample  ruins  lies  entomb*d ; 
And  midnight^  universal  midnight !  reigns. 
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Tanto  major  Famse  sitis  est,  quom 

Virtutis.  Juv.  SaU  z. 

My  verse  is  Satire ;  Dorset,  lend  your  ear. 

And  jtatroniv  a  Muse  you  cannotyisar. 

To  poets  sacred  is  a  Dorset*s  name ; 

Their  wonted  paaqxNt  through  the  gates  of  Fsmsi 

It  hribes  the  partial  reader  into  praise. 

And  throws  a  glory  round  the  sheltered  Imj%  : 

The  dazzled  judginent  fewer  faults  can  aeev 

And  gives  applause  to  Blackmore,  or  to  me. 

But  you  decline  the  mistreu  we  pursue : 

Others  are  fond  of  Fame,  but  Fame  of  you. 

Instructive  Satire,  true  to  virtue's  cause ! 
Thou  shining  supplement  of  public  laws  ! 
WttenfiUter'd  crim/es  of  a  licentious  age 
Reproach  our  silence,  and  demand  our  rage ; 
When  purchas*djbllies,  from  each  distant  land. 
Like  arts,  improve  in  Britain's  skilful  hand  ; 
\Vhen  the  Law  shows  her  teeth,  but  dares  not  bite, 
And  South-sea  treasures  are  not  brought  to  Ugbt; 
When  churchmen  Scripture  for  the  daaaks  quit, 
Polite  apostates  fhmi  God's  grace  to  wit; 
When  men  grow  greol  from  their  revenste  ipotf, 
And  fly  finom  baiUfli  into  pariiament ; 
\Vhen  dying  sinners,  to  blot  out  their  soove. 
Bequeath  the  church  the  leavings  of  a  wkmt; 
To  chafe  our  spleen,  when  themes  like  these  tBomm, 
Shall  panegyric  reign,  and  censure  ccaae  ? 

Shall  poesy,  like  law,  turn  wroog  to  rigfat, 
And  dedications  wash  an  £thiop  white. 
Set  up  each  sensde«  wretch  for  nature's  boas^ 
On  whom  praise  shines,  as  trophies  on  a  post  f 
Shall  funeral  eloquence  her  colours  spread. 
And  scatter  roses  on  the  wealthy  dead? 
Shall  authors  smile  on  such  illustrious  dayi. 
And  satirise  vrith  nothing —  but  their  praise  f 

Why  slumbers  Pope,  who  leads  the  tuneful  txain* 
Nor  hears  that  virtue,  which  he  loves,  oomplaa  ? 
Donne,  Dorset,  Dryden,  Rochester,  are  deady 
And  guilt's  chief  foe,  in  Addison,  is  fled ; 
Congreve,  who^  crown'd  vrith  laurels,  fairly  won. 
Sits  smiling  at  the  goal,  while  others  run. 
He  will  not  vrrite ;  and  {voat%  provoking  sliD !) 
Ye  gods !  ha  will  not  wnte,  and  Msevius  wilL 

Doubly  distrest,  what  author  shall  vre  iod. 
Discreetly  daring,  and  severely  kind. 
The  couitly  Roman's  *  shining  path  to  traad^ 
And  sharply  snule  prevailing  folly  dead? 
Will  no  superior  genius  snatch  the  qufll. 
And  save  me,  on  the  brink,  from  writiQg  ill  ? 
Though  vain  the  strife,  I'U  strive  my  iraioe  to  laiae : 
What  will  not  men  attempt  fbr  sacrvd  jvoiie  ^ 
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The  io9e  ofprtdtCf  l^we'er  conctal'd  bj  art, 
Rdgiia,  more  or  le$Jf  *od  gliovn,  in  eveiy  heart: 
Tlie  pnntdf  to  gain  it,  toils  on  toik  endure ; 
Hie  madded  dma  it,  but  to  make  it  sure. 
0*er  globes,  and  sceptres,  now  on  thrones  it  swells; 
Now,  trims  the  midnight  lamp  in  college  cells : 
•T  is  Tory,  Whig ;  it  plots,  prays,  pret^hes,  pleads, 
Harangues  in  senates,  squnks  in  masquersdes. 
Hete,  to  Stede*s  humour  makes  a  bol 
Tbare,  bolder,  aims  at  Pulteney*s  doqvJence. 
It  aida  the  dancer*%  heel,  the  writ's  head. 
And  beaps  the  plain  with  mountains  of  the  dead ; 
Nor  ends  with  Itfe;  but  nods  in  sable  plumeM, 
Adorns  our  hem^  and  flatters  on  our  iombt* 

What  is  not  proud  t  the  jkmn  is  proud  to  see 
So  many  like  himself  in  high  degree : 
The  loAoiv  is  proud  her  beauties  are  tlic  dread 
Of  peevish  lirtue,  and  the  marriage-bed ; 
And  the  brib*d  cuckold^  like  crown*d  victims  bom 
To  slaughter,  glories  in  his  gilded  horn. 

Some  go  to  church,  proud  humbly  to  repent. 
And  come  back  much  more  guilty  than  they  went: 
One  way  they  look,  another  way  they  sUer, 
Trmy  to  the  gods,  but  would  have  moruls  hear ; 
And  when  their  sins  they  set  sincerely  down, 
They  *11  iind  that  their  religion  has  been  onew 

Others  with  wistful  eyes  on  glory  look. 
When  they  have  got  thenr  picture  towards  a  book : 
Or  pompous  title,  like  a  gaudy  sign, 
Mesnt  to  betray  dull  sots  to  wretched  win& 

If  ait  his  title  T had  dropped  his  quill, 

T  might  have  pass'd  for  a  great  genius  still. 

Bat  T  alas!  (excuse  him  if  you  can) 

Is  DOW  a  acriM^,  who  was  once  a  man. 
Imperioosy  some  a  dame  fame  demand. 
For  heaping  up,  with  a  laborious  hand, 
A  w^ggoa-toad  of  meanings  for  one  word. 
While  A  'a  depos'd,  and  B  with  pomp  restored, 

Sosne,  for  rennon,  on  scraps  of  learning  doCe^ 
And  think  they  grow  immortal  as  they  qtutle. 
To  petcb-work  learn 'd  quotations  are  ally'd ; 
Both  stim  to  make  oar  poverty  owt  pride. 

On  gfasf  how  witty  is  a  noble  peer ! 
Did  ever  diamond  cost  a  man  so  cteor/ 

Polite  disesKS  make  some  idiots  vain  / 
Which,  if  unfortunately  well,  they  feign. 

Of  foUy,  vice,  disease,  men  proud  we  see ; 
And  (stranger  still !]  of  blockheads*  flattery ; 
Whose  praise  definnes ;  as  if  a  fool  should  mean, 
By  spitting  on  your  face,  to  make  it  dean. 

Nor  is  *t  enough  all  hearts  are  swoln  with  jnide, 
"Her  power  is  migfaty,  as  her  realm  is  wide. 
Wlwt  cen  she  not  poform?  The  love  of  Fame 
Made  bold  Alpbonsus  his  Creator  blame : 
Eoipcdoclcs  Intri'd  down  die  burning  steep; 
And  (stronger  still !)  made  Alexander  weq>. 
Hmy^  It  bow  Delia  from  a  second  bed, 
Thoofflsber  lov'd  lord  has  four  half  months  been  dead. 
XhM  pession  with  a  pimple  have  I  seen 

t  and  give  a  judge  tlie  spleen. 


By  tAtf  xnspir'd  (O  ne*er  to  be  forgot !) 

Sooie  lords  hove  leam'd  to  ipell,  and  some  to  knoL 

It  mekes  Globose  a  speaker  in  the  house; 

He  becnsy  and  is  deliver'd  of  his  mouse. 

jx  makes  dear  telfoa  well-bred  tongues  prevail, 

Ami  /  the  iiille  hero  of  each  tale. 

gidc  witl>  die  Loee  (f  Fame,  wluit  throngs  pour  in, 

Unpeople  amrt,  and  leave  the  $enaU  thin? 

My  grcfwukg  vAjaet  seems  but  just  begun, 

^^  dmriouUks,  I  kindle  at  X  run. 


Aid  me,  great  Homer !  with  thy  epic  rulesi 
To  take  a  catalogue  of  British  fools. 
Satire !  had  I  thy  Dorset's  force  divine, 
A  knave  or  fool  should  perish  in  each  line ; 
Though  for  the  first  all  Westminster  should  plead. 
And  &r  the  last  all  Gresham  intercede. 

Begin.     Who  first  the  catalogue  shall  grace? 
To  guality  belongs  the  highest  place. 
My  lord  comes  forward^  forwwd  let  him  come! 
Ye  vulgar !  at  your  peril,  give  him  room  : 
He  stands  far  fame  on  his  forefathers'  feet, 
By  heraldry,  prov*d  valiant  or  ditcreet  : 
With  what  a  decent  pride  he  throws  liis  eyes 
Above  the  man  by  three  descents  less  wise  * 
If  virtues  at  his  noble  hands  you  crave, 
You  bid  him  raise  Ids  father's  from  the  grave. 
Men  should  press  forward  in  Fame's  glorious  chase ; 
Nobles  look  backward,  and  so  lose  the  race* 

Let  hi^i-birth  triumph!  What  can  be  more  great? 
Nodiing-»-but  merit  in  a  low  estate. 
To  virtue's  humblest  son  let  none  prefer 
Vice,  though  descended  from  the  Conqueror. 
Shall  men,  Wh^Jigures,  pass  for  high,  or  base^ 
Slight,  or  important,  only  by  their  place  ? 
Titles  are  nuulis  of  honest  men,  and  wisci 
The  fool,  or  knave,  that  wears  a  title,  lyes. 
Tliey  that  on  glorious  ancestors  enlarge. 
Produce  their  debt,  instead  of  their  disdiar^e. 
Dorset,  let  those  who  proudly  boast  their  Ime, 
Like  thee,  in  worth  h^ditary,  shine. 

Vain  as  false  greatness  is,  the  Muse  must  own 
We  want  not  fo«s  to  buy  that  Bristol  stone. 
Mean  sons  of  earth,  who  on  a  South-sea  tide 
Of  full  success,  swam  into  wealth  and  pride^ 
Knock  with  a  purse  of  gold  at  Anstis'  gate^ 
And  b^  to  be  descended  from  the  great. 
When  men  of  infiuny  to  grandeur  soar, 
Ihey  light  a  torch  to  show  ^Ir  shame  the  more. 
Those  governments  which  curb  not  evils,  cause! 
And  a  rich  knave  's  a  Ubei  on  our  laws. 

Belus  with  solid  ^iory  will  be  crown'd ; 
He  buys  no  phantom,  no  vain  empty  sound ; 
But  builds  himself  a  name ;  and,  to  be  greats 
Sinks  in  a  quarry  an  immense  estate.' 
In  cost  and  grandeur,  Chandos  he  'U  outdo ; 
And  Burlington,  thy  taste  is  not  so  true, 
Tlie  pile  is  finish'd  ;  every  toil  is  pofit; 
And  ftill  perfection  is  arriv'd  at  last ; 
When  lo !  my  lord  to  some  small  comer  runs, 
And  leaves  state-rooms  to  strangers  and  to  duns. 

The  num  who  builds,  and  wants  wherewith  to  pay 
Phyvides  a  home  fixun  which  to  run  away. 
In  Britain,  what  is  many  a  lordly  seat. 
But  a  disdiarge  in  frill  tar  an  estate  ? 

In  smaller  compass  lies  Pygmalion's  fione ; 
Not  domes,  but  antique  statues,  are  his  flame : 
Not  Fountaine's  self  more  Parian  charms  has  known 
Nor  is  good  Pembroke  more  in  love  with  stone. 
The  baiuffi  come  (rude  men,  prophanely  bold !) 
And  bid  him  turn  his  Venus  into  gold. 
'<  No,  sirs,"  he  cries;  «  I'll  sooner  rot  in  jail: 
Shall  Grecian  arts  be  truck'd  for  English  bail  V* 
Swhheads  might  make  their  very  bustos  laugh  : 
His  daughter  starves ;  but  Clec^iatra  's  safe.  * 

Men,  overloaded  with  a  large  estate,  ^ 
May  vgSH  their  treasure  in  a  nice  conceit : 
i  The  ridi  may  be  polite ;  but,  oh !  *t  is  sad 
To  say  you  're  curious,  when  we  swear  you  're  mad. 


*  A  famous  statue. 
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Bj  TOUT  reveniM  metsure  your  eipenie ; 
And  to  jourfitnds  and  acres  join  your  aense^ 
No  man  is  b(eK*d  by  accident  or  gue$t ; 
Thie  vaudom  is  the  price  of  happineu : 
Yet  few  without  Ions  discipline  are  sage ; 
And  our  youth  only  lays  up  sighs  for  age. 
But  bow,  my  Muse,  canst  thou  resist  so  long 
The  briglit  tempution  of  the  courtly  throng, 
Thy  niott  inviting  theme  ?  The  cour^  affords 
Much  food  for  satire ;  — -  it  abounds  in  lords. 
«  What  lords  are  those  saluting  with  a  grin  ?** 
One  is  just  on/,  and  one  as  lately  m. 
"  How  comes  it  then  to  pass,  we  see  preside 
On  both  their  brows  an  equal  share  of  inide  /** 
Pride,  that  impartial  passion,  reigns  through  all. 
Attends  our  glory,  nor  deserts  our  ML 
As  in  its  home  it  ttiumphs  in  A^A  ptace^ 
And  frowns  a  haughty  eiile  in  disgrace. 
Some  lords  it  bids  admire  their  hands  so  white, 
Which  bloom,  like  Aaron's,  to  their  ravished  sight : 
Some  lords  it  bids  resign ;  and  turns  their  wai^ 
Like  Motes',  into  serpents  in  their  hands. 
These  sink,  as  dirers,  for  renown ;  and  boast, 
With  pride  hwerted,  of  their  honours  lost. 
But  against  reason  sure  *t  is  equal  sin, 
The  boast  df  merely  being  on/,  or  In* 

What  numbers  here,  through  odd  ambition  strive 
To  seem  the  most  transported  things  alive ! 
As  if  by  joy,  desert  was  understood : 
And  all  the  fortunate  were  wise  and  good. 
Hence  aching  bosoms  wear  a  visage  gay, 
And  stifled  groans  frequent  the  ball  and  play. 
Completely  dress*d  by  Monteuil  *  and  grimace, 
llwy  take  their  birth-day  suit  and  jmbtic  face : 
llieir  smiles  are  only  part  of  what  they  wear. 

Put  off  at  niglit,  with  Lady  B 's  hair. 

What  bodily  fatigue  is  half  so  bad  ? 
With  anxious  care  they  labour  to  be  giad. 

What  numbers,  here,  ivould  into  fame  advance^ 
Conscious  of  merit,  in  the  coxcomb's  dance; 
The  tavern  !  park !  assembly  !  mask  !  and  play ! 
Those  dear  destroyers  of  the  tedious  day ! 
That  wheel  of  fops!  that  saunter  of  the  tovm ! 
Call  it  diversion,  and  the  jtiU  goes  down. 
Foob  grin  on  fools,  and,  «totc-like,  support. 
Without  one  sigli,  the  jdeatures  of  a  court. 
Courts  can  give  nothing  to  the  vise  and  good. 
But  scorn  of  pomp,  and  love  of  solitude. 
High  stations  tumult,  but  not  6^  create : 
None  think  the  great  unhappy,  but  the  great : 
Foob  gaxe,  and  envy ;  envy  darts  a  sting, 
Which  makes  a  swain  as  wretched  as  a  king. 

I  envy  none  their  pageantry  and  show ; 
I  envy  none  the- gilding  of  thdr  woe. 
Give  me,  indulgent  gwb !  with  mind  serene. 
And  guiltless  beart,  to  range  the  sylvan  scene; 
No  splendid  poverty,  no  smiling  care, 
No  well-bred  hate,  or  servile  grandeur,  there  : 
There  pleasing  objects  useful  thoughts  suggest ; 
The  sense  b  ravish'd,  and  the  soul  b  blest ; 
On  every  thorn  delightftil  wisdom  grows; 
In  every  rill  a  sweet  instruction  flows. 
But  some,  untaught,  o'erhear  the  whispering  rill. 
In  spite  of  sacred  leisure,  blockheads  still : 
Nor  shoots  up  folly  to  a  nobler  bloom 
In  her  own  native  soil,  the  drawing'room. 

The  squire  is  proud  to  see  hb  coursers  strain, 
Or  well.brsath*d  beagles  sweep  along  the  plain. 

*  A  fiimous  udlor. 


I  Sky,  dev  Hippolytas,  (whose  drink  b  ak, 
Whoae  erudition  b  a  Oiristmas  tale. 
Whose  mistress  b  saluted  with  a  snwck. 
And  friend  receiv'd  with  thumps  upon  tfaaback,^ 
When  thy  sleek  gelding  nimbly  leqps  the  mound, 

?And  Ringwood  opens  on  the  tainted  ground, 
Is  that  thy  praise?  Let  Ringwood's  fiune  alone; 

t  Just  Ringwood  leaves  each  animal  hb  own  ; 

j  Nor  enries,  when  a  gypsey  you  commit, 

I  And  shake  the  clumsy  bench  with  country  wit ; 

I  When  you  the  dullest  of  dull  things  have  said. 
And  then  ask  pardon  for  the  jeH  you  made 

I      Herebreathe,my  Muse!  and  then  thy  task  mevi 
Ten  thousand  foob  unsung  are  still  in  view. 
Fewer  lay-atheists  made  by  church  debates; 
Fewer  great  beggars  fiun'd  for  large  estates ; 
Ladies,  whose  love  b  constant  as  the  wind ; 
Cits,  who  prefer  a  g^nea  to  mankind ; 
Fewer  grave  lords  to  Scrope  discreetly  bend  ; 
And  fewer  shocks  a  statesman  gives  iaajrien^ 

Is  there  a  man  of  an  eternal  vein. 
Who  lulb  the  town  in  winter  with  fab  stram, 
At  Bath,  in  summer,  chants  the  reigning  las^ 
And  sweetly  whistles  as  the  waters  pass  ? 
Is  there  a  tongue,  like  Delia's  o'er  her  cop, 
That  runs  for  ages  without  winding.4ip? 
Is  there,  whom  hb  tenth  epic  nuNints  to  foine  7 
Such,  and  such  only,  might  exhaust  my  theme: 
Nor  would  tliese  heroes  of  the  task  be  glad. 
For  who  can  write  so  fast  as  men  run  mad  f 
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I  Mt  Muse,  proceed,  and  reach  thy  destia'd  end; 

I  Tliough  toils  and  i^rmgrrthe  bold  task  attend. 
Heroes  and  gods  make  other  poems  fine ; 
Plain  Satire  oalb  for  sense  in  every  line : 
Then,  to  what  swarms  thy  faults  I  dare  cxposel 
All  friends  to  9ice  Midjiify  are  thy  foes. 
When  such  the  foe,  a  war  eternal  wage; 
'T  b  most  ilUnature  to  repress  thy  rage : 
And  if  these  strains  some  nobler  Muse  cxdtc^ 
I'll  glory  in  the  verse  I  did  noe  write. 

So  weak  are  human-kind  by  nature  made. 
Or  to  such  weakness  by  their  vice  betrsy'd. 
Almighty  Vanity  I  to  thee  they  owe 
Their  setf  of  pleasure,  and  their  htdm  of  woe 
Thou,  like  the  Sun,  all  cdmrs  dost  contain. 
Varying,  like  rays  of  light,  on  drops  of  nia. 
For  every  soul  foads  reason  to  be  proud. 
Though  hiss'd  and  hooted  by  the  pointing  croud 

Warm  in  pumiit  of  foxes  and  renown, 
Hippolytus*  demands  the  jyfam  grown; 
But  Florio's  fome,  the  product  of  a  shower. 
Grows  in  hb  garden,  an  illustrious  flower ! 
Why  teems  the  Earth?  Why  melt  the  vcmdl  ikbs? 
MThy  shines  the  Sun?   TomakePiuil  Dbckf  ne. 
From  mom  to  night  has  Florio  gaang  stood. 
And  wonder'd  how  the  gods  could  be  so  good: 
What  shape!  What  hue!  Was  evarnymph  so  Mrf 
He  dotes!  he  dies!  he  too  b  rooted  tbere. 
O  solid  bliss!  whidi  nothing  can  dertroy. 
Except  a  cat,  bird,  snail,  or  idia  boy. 
In  fame's  full  bloom  lies  Florio  down  at  aigK 
And  wakes  next  day  a  roost  inglorious  wigbt; 


The  tulip  's  dead !     See  thy  foir  sbter's  C 
OC !  md  be  kind,  ere 't  b  too  late. 

*  Ws  refen  to  the  first  Satira. 
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Nor  are  thon  eaemias  I  raontioii'd,  all ; 
Beware,  O  florist,  tlij  ambition's  fidL 
A  fnend  of  mine  uidulg*d  this  noble  flame ; 
A  Quaker  serv'd  him,  Adam  was  his  name ; 
To  one  iov*d  tulip  oft  the  master  went. 
Hung  o*er  it,  and  whole  days  in  rapture  spent; 
But  came,  and  mis8*d  it,  one  ill-fated  hour : 
He  nig*d !  he  roar*d !    <<  What  denum  cropt  my 

flower  r 
Serene^  quoth  Adam,  "Lo!  *twa8crush*db]rme; 
Fairn  is  the  Baal  to  which  thou  bowMst  thy  knee." 

But  all  men  want  amutemeni ;  and  what  crime 
In  such  a  Paradise  to  fool  their  time  ? 
None:  but  why  proud  of  this  ?  To  fame  they  soar : 
We  grant  tkey  're  idle,  if  they  '11  ask  no  more. 

We  smile  at  florists,  we  despise  their  joy. 
And  think  their  hearts  enamour'd  of  a  toy : 
But  are  those  wiser  whom  we  most  admire. 
Survey  with  enry,  and  pursue  with  fire? 
What  *8  he  who  sighs  for  wealth,  or  fame^  or  power? 
Another  Florio  doting  on  a  flower ! 
A  short-liT'd  flower ;  and  which  has  often  sprung 
Fnm  sordid  arts,  as  Florio's  out  of  dung. 

With  what,  O  Codrus!  is  thy  fancy  smit? 
Th^JUnoer  of  learning,  and  the  bloom  of  wit. 
Thy  gaudy  shelves  with  crimson  bindings  glowy 
And  fipictetus  is  a  perfect  beau. 
How  fit  for  thee,  bound  up  in  crimson  too^ 
Oih,  and  b*ke  them,  devoted  to  the  riew ! 
Thy  books  unfyrnitwre,     Methinks  't  is  hard 
That  science  should  be  purchas'd  by  the  yard  \ 
And  Tooaon,  tum'd  upholsterer,  send  home 
IW  gilded  leather  to^  up  thy  room. 

If  not  to  some  peculiar  end  design'd, 
Siwhf  's  the  specious  tryUng  of  the  mind ; 
Or  is  at  best  a  secondary  aim, 
A  chase  for  sporl  alone,  and  not  for  game* 
If  SQ^  sure  they  who  the  mere  volume  prizes 
But  love  the  thicket  where  tlie  quarry  lies. 

On  buying  books  Lorenzo  long  was  bent, 
But  found  at  length  that  it  reduc'd  his  rent ; 
Htt  farms  were  flown  ;  when,  lo !  a  sale  comes  on, 
A  choice  collection  !  wliat  is  to  be  done  ? 
He  sells  his  iojf ;  for  he  the  whole  will  buy ; 
Sells  e'en  his  bouse ;  nay,  wants  whereon  to  lie : 
So  high  the  generous  ardour  of  the  man 
For  Romans^  Greeks,  and  Orientals  ran. 
When  terms  were  drawn,  and  brought  him  by  the 

clerk, 
Lorenao  aign'd  the  bargain  —  with  his  mark. 
Unlearned  men  of  books  assume  the  care. 
As  eunuchs  are  the  guardians  of  the  fair. 

Not  in  his  authors'  liveriet  alone 
Is  Codrus'  erudite  ambition  shown : 
Kditioos  rtaruHU,  at  high  prices  bought, 
lafonn  the  worid  what  Codrus  would  be  Huntg/U  / 
And  to  this  cost  another  must  succeed. 
To  pay  a  aage,  who  tays  that  he  can  read ; 
Who  tities  knows,  and  indexes  has  seen ; 
But  leaves  to  Chesterfield  what  lies  between ; 
Of  pompous  books  vriio  shuns  the  proud  expense^ 
And  humbly  is  contented  with  their  tense. 

O  Stanhope,  whose  accomplishments  make  good 
The  promise  of  a  long-illustrious  blood, 
In  mu  and  numners  eminently  grac'd, 
The  strictest  honour  I  and  tlie  finest  tasU  t 
Accept  this  verse ;  if  Satire  can  agree 
With  so  consummate  an  humanity* 

By  your  example  would  Hilario  mend. 
How  would  it  grace  the  talents  of  my  firiend ; 


Who,  with  the  cfaarms  of  his  own  geniu<«  smit^ 

Conceives  all  virtues  are  comprin'd  in  wit ! 

But  time  his  fervent  petulance  may  cool ; 

For  though  he  is  a  ii»i<,  he  is  no  fool. 

In  time  he  'U  learn  to  use,  not  wasU,  his  sense ; 

Nor  make  ^frailty  of  an  excellence. 

He  spares  nor  firiend  nor  foe ;  but  calls  to  mind, 

Like  doom*s-4cttf,  aU  the  fiiults  of  all  mankind. 

What  though  vit  tickles?  tickling  is  unsafe, 
If  still 't  is  painfiil  while  it  makes  us  laugh. 
Who,  for  the  poojr  renown  of  being  smart. 
Would  leave  a  sting  within  a  brother's  heart? 

Puts  may  be  pr2s'd,  good^nature  b  ador'd ; 
Then  draw  your  wii  as  seldom  as  your  suvrdg 
And  never  on  the  weakf  or  you  '11  appear 
As  there  no  hero,  no  great  genius  here. 
As  in  smooth  oil  the  ruor  best  is  whet. 
So  loti  is  by  politeness  sharpest  set: 
Their  want  of  edge  fWun  their  o^bictf  is  seen  ; 
Both  pain  us  least  when  exquisitely  keen. 
The^^mtf  men  give  is  for  the  Jo^  they  find ; 
Dull  is  the  jester,  when  the  joke 's  unJdnd. 

Since  Marcus,  doubtless,  thinks  himself  a  wi^ 
To  pay  my  compliment,  what  pUce  so  fit? 
His  most  facetious  letters  *  came  to  hand. 
Which  my  First  Satire  sweetly  reprimand! 
If  that  tkjust  offence  to  Marcus  gave, 
Say,  Marcus,  which  art  thou,  tkfool,  or  knave  f 
For  all  but  such  with  caution  I  forbore  i 
That  thou  wast  either,  I  ne'er  knew  before: 
I  know  thee  now,  both  lohat  thou  art,  and  whoi 
No  mask  so  good,  but  Marcus  must  shine thiouglii 
False  names  are  vain,  thy  lines  their  author  tell ; 
Thy  best  concealment  had  been  writing  tod/.* 
But  thou  a  brave  neglect  of  fame  hast  showo^ 
Of  others*  fiune,  great  genius !  and  thy  oum. 
Write  on  unheeded ;  and  this  maxim  know, 
The  man  who  pardons,  disappoints  his  foe. 

In  malke  to  prottd  wits,  some  proudly  lull 
Their  ;iemgA  reason ;  oom  of  being  dull; 
When  some  hpme  joke  has  stung  their  so^n  wonhp 
In  vengeance  they  determine  —  to  befools  s 
Tluroiigb  spleen,  that  little  Nature  gave,  make  less, 
Quitji  mMous  in  the  ways  of  heavhieu  / 
To  lumps  inanimate  a  fondness  take ; 
And  disinherit  sons  that  are  awake. 
These,  when  their  utmost  venom  they  would  spit. 
Most  bariiarously  tell  you  —  **  He  *s  a  wit." 
Poor  negroes,  thus  to  show  their  burning  spite 
To  cacodemons,  say,  tbqr  *re  devilish  white. 

Lampridius,  from  the  bottom  of  his  breast, 
Sighs  o'er  one  child ;  but  triumphs  in  the  resL 
How  just  his  grief/  one  carries  in  his  head 
A  less  proportion  of  the  fioher's  lead ; 
And  u  in  danger,  vrithout  special  graoe^ 
To  rise  above  a  justice  of  the  peace. 
Hie  dung-liiU  breed  of  men  a  diamend  woom, 
And  feel  a  passion  for  a  grat'n  ofcormt 
Some  stupid,  plodding,  money-loring  wight. 
Who  wins  their  hearu  by  knowing  black  firom  whita^ 
Who  with  much  pains,  exerting  all  his  sense, 
Can  range  aright  liis  shillings,  pounds,  and  pence. 

The  booby  fiither  craves  a  booby  son ; 
And  by  Heaven's  blessing  thinks  himself  undone. 

Wants  of  all  kinds  arc  made  to  fame  a  plea; 
Ohe  learns  to  lisj);  another  no/  to  see : 

Miss  D ,  tottering,  catches  at  your  lumd  i 

Was  ever  thing  so  pretty  bom  to  stand? 

•  Letters  sent  to  the  autlior»  signed  Marcus. 
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Whilst  dieas^  what  Nature  g»vc,»diiowD  through 

pride, 
Others  affect  what  Nature  has  dented ; 
What  Nature  has  denied,  foob  vriU  pursue : 
As  apes  are  ever  walking  upon  fuw- 

Crassus,  a  grateful  sage,  our  awe  and  sport ! 
Supports  grave  forms ;  for  forms  the  sage  support 
He  hems ;  and  cries,  with  an  important  air, 
•*  If  yonder  clouds  withdraw,  it  will  be  fair :" 
Hien  quotes  the  Stagyrite,  to  prove  it  true : 
And  adds,    <*  The  leam*d  delight   in  something 

Is  *t  not  enough  the  blockhead  scarce  can  read. 
But  must  he  uftady  look,  and  gnwefy  plead  ? 
As  far  aJbrmaliMt  from  wisdom  sits. 
In  judging  eyes,  as  libertines  from  wits. 

These  subtle  wights  (so  blind  are  mortal  men. 
Though  Satire  co%^  them  with  her  keenest  pen) 
For  ever  will  hang  out  a  solemn  lace, 
To  put  oft  nonsense  with  a  better  grace : 
As  pedlars  with  some  hero's  head  make  bold, 
Illustrious  mark  !  where  pins  are  to  be  sold. 
What 's  the  bent  brow,  or  neck  in  thought  redinM  ? 
Hie  body*9  wisdom  to  conceal  the  mind. 
A  man  of  sense  can  artifice  disdain; 
As  men  of  wealth  may  venture  to  go  plain ; 
And  be  this  truth  eternal  ne*er  forgot. 
Solemnity  's  a  cover  for  a  sot. 
I  find  the  fool,  when  I  behold  the  skreen  ; 
F<MP  *t  is  the  wise  man*s  interest  to  be  seen. 

Hence,  Chesterfield,  that  openness  of  heart. 
And  just  disdain  for  that  poor  mimic  art ; 
Hence  (manly  praise !)  that  manner  nobly  free^ 
Which  all  admire,  and  I  commend,  in  thee. 

With  generous  scorn  how  oft  hast  thou  survey'd 
Of  court  and  toum  the  noontide  masquerade ; 
Where  swarms  of  knaves  the  vixor  quite  disgrace, 
And  hide  secure  behind  a  naked  face  / 
Where  Nature's  end  of  knguage  is  dedin'd, 
And  men  talk  only  to  conceal  the  mind : 
Where  generous  hearts  the  greatest  hazard  ruiv 
And  he  who  trusts  a  brother,  is  undone ! 

These  all  their  care  expend  on  outward  show 
For  wealth  and  fiune :  for  fame  alone,  the  beau. 
Of  Uite  at  White's  was  young  Florello  seen ! 
How  blank  his  look !  how  discompos'd  his  mien? 
So  hard  it  proves  in  grief  sincere  to  feign  ! 
Sunk  were  his  spirits  ;  for  his  coat  was  plain. 

Next  day  his  breast  regain'd  its  wonted  peace ; 
His  health  was  mended  with  a  siioer  lace. 
A  curious  artist,  long  inured  to  toils 
Of  gentler  sort,  with  combs,  and  fragrant  oils. 
Whether  by  chance,  or  by  some  god  inspir'd, 
So  touch'd  his  curls,  his  mighty  soul  was  fir*d. 
The  well-swoln  ties  an  equal  homage  claim. 
And  either  shoulder  has  its  share  of  fimie ; 
His  sumptuous  watch-case,  though  conceal'd  it  lies, 
Like  a  good  conscience,  solid  joy  supplies. 
He  only  thinks  hraiself  (so  (ar  fttwn  vain !) 
Stanhope  in  wit,  in  breeding  Deloraine. 
Whene'er,  by  seeming  chance,  he  throws  his  eye 
On  mirrors  that  reflect  his  Tyrian  dye. 
With  how  sublime  a  transport  leaps  his  heart ! 
But  Fate  ordains  that  dearest  friends  must  part 
In  active  measures,  brought  from  France,  he  wheels. 
And  triumphs,  conscious  of  his  learned  heels. 

So  have  I  seen,  on  some  bright  summer's  day, 
A  calf  of  genius,  debonnair  and  gay, 
Wance  on  the  bank,  as  if  inspir'd  by  fame, 
Fond  of  the  pretty  JeUow  in  the  stream. 


Morose  is  sunk  with  shame,  whene'er  snrpris'd 
In  linen  dean,  or  peruke  andisguis'd. 
No  sublunary  chance  his  vestments  fear; 
Valued,  like  leopards,  as  their  spots  appear. 
A  fam'd  surtout  he  wears,  which  once  was  blue, 
And  his  foot  swims  in  a  capodons  shoe ; 
One  day  his  wife  (for  who  con  wives  redaim  ?) 
Levell'd  her  barbarous  needle  at  his  fiuone : 
But  open  force  was  vain  ;  by  night  she  vrent. 
And,  while  he  slept,  surpris'd  the  darling  rent : 
Where  yawn'd  the  friexe  is  now  become  a  doob^ 
"  And  glory,  at  one  entrance,  quite  shut  out."  * 

He  scorns  Florello,  and  Florello  him ; 

!  This  hates  tbeJUtky  creature ;  that,  the  prim  : 

'  Hius,  in  each  other,  both  these  fools  despise 

Thdr  own  dear  selves,  with  undisceming  eyes; 

Hidr  methods  various,  but  alike  their  aim ; 

The  sloven  and  tbe/opfing  are  the  same. 

Ye  Whigs  and  Tories !  thus  it  fives  with  you. 
When  party-rage  too  warmly  you  pursue ; 
Ihen  both  club  nonsense,  and  impetuous  pride, 
And^/Wy  joins  whom  sentiments  divide. 
You  vent  your  spleen,  as  monkeys,  when  they  ^m, 
Scratch  at  the  mimic  monkey  in  the  glass ; 
While  both  are  one :  and  hiaiceforth  be  it  known, 
Fools  of  both  sides  shall  stand  for  foob  alone^ 

"  But  who  art  thou ?"  methinks  Flordlo  cries: 
"  Of  all  thy  spedes  art  thou  only  vrise?" 
Since  smallest  things  can  give  our  sins  a  twildi, 
As  crossing  straws  retard  a  passing  witch, 
Florello,  thou  my  monitor  sJialt  be ; 
I'll  conjure  thus  some  profit  out  of  thee. 
O  THOU  myself!  abroad  our  counsels  room. 
And,  like  ill  husbands,  take  no  core  at  home : 
"Diou  too  art  wounded  with  the  common  dart, 
And  Love  of  Fune  lies  duobbing  at  thy  heart ; 
And  what  wise  means  to  gain  it  hast  tiiott  chose? 
Know,  fame  vnd  fortune  both  ore  made  of  pnMa 
Is  thy  ambition  sweating  for  a  rhyme. 
Thou  unambitious  fool,  at  this  Isite  time? 
While  I  a  moment  name,  a  moment  *s  post ; 
I'm  nearer  death  in  this  verse,  than  dbe  last : 
What  then  is  to  be  done?     Be  wise  with  qpeed; 
A  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed. 

And  what  so  foolish  as  the  chase  of  finne? 
How  vain  the  prize  !  how  impotent  our  aim ! 
For  what  are  men  who  grasp  at  praise  sublime^ 
But  bubbles  on  the  rapid  stream  of  time. 
That  rise,  and  fall,  that  swell,  and  are  do  i 
Bom,  sjA forgot,  ten  thousand  in  an  hour? 


Satiu  III.      . 

TO  TBK  RIGHT   HON.  MR.  DODIKOTOM. 

LoKo,  Dodington,  in  debt  I  long  have  sought 
To  ease  the  burthen  of  my  grateful  thought; 
And  now  a  poet's  gratitude  you  see ; 
Grant  him  two  favours,  and  he  *11  ask  for  tkret: 
For  whose  the  present  glory,  or  the  gain  ? 
You  give  protection,  I  a  worthless  strain. 
You  love  and  feel  the  poet's  sacred  flame^ 
And  know  the  basis  of  a  solid  fiunc ; 
Though  prone  to  like^  yet  cautious  to  commend, 
You  read  with  all  the  malice  of  a  friend  ; 
Nor  fiivour  my  attempts  that  way  alone. 
But,  more  to  raise  my  verse*  conceal  your  ovi. 

Milt< 
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An  iU-tini'd  mo^ttfj !  torn  agts  o^cr, 
When  wanted  Britain  bright  examples  more? 
Her  learningf  and  her  gfnius  too,  decays ; 
And  dark  and  cold  are  her  declining  days ; 
As  if  men  now  were  of  another  cast, 
Thej  meanly  live  on  alms  of  ages  past 
Men  still  are  men ;  and  they  who  boldly  dare, 
Shall  triumph  o'er  the  sons  of  cold  despair ; 
Or,  if  they  fail,  they  justly  still  take  place 
Of  sueh  who  run  in  debt  for  their  disgrace ; 
Who  borrow  much,  then  fairly  make  it  known, 
And  damn  it  with  hnprovemeHls  of  their  own. 
We  bring  some  new  materials,  and  what 's  old 
New..cast  with  care,  and  in  no  borrowed  mould ; 
Lnte  times  the  verse  may  read,  if  these  refuse ; 
And  from  sour  critics  vindicate  the  Muse. 
•*  Your  work  is  long,'*  the  critics  cry.     'Tis  true. 
And  lengthens  still,  to  take  in  fools  like  you  : 
Sborten  my  labour,  if  its  length  you  blame ; 
For,  grow  but  wise,  you  rob  me  of  my  game ; 
As  hunted  hags,  who,  while  the  dogs  pursue, 
Renounce  their  four  legs,  and  start  up  on  two. 

Like  the  bold  bird  upon  the  banks  of  Nile, 
That  picks  the  teeth  of  the  dire  crocodile. 
Will  I  enjoy  (dread  feast !)  the  critic's  rage, 
And  with  the  fell  destroyer  feed  ray  page. 
For  what  ambitious  fools  are  more  to  blame, 
Tbmn  those  who  thunder  in  tlie  critic's  name  ?  • 
Good  authors  damn'd,  have  theur  revenge  in  this, 
To  see  wiiat  wretches  gain  the  praise  they  miss. 

BnUnitius,  muffled  in  his  sable  cloak, 
like  an  old  Druid  from  his  hollow  oak. 
As  imvens  solemn,  and  as  boding,  cries, 
"  Ten  thousand  worlds  for  the  three  unities !" 
Ye  doctors  sage,  who  through  Fismassus  teach. 
Or  quit  the  tub,  or  practise  what  you  preach. 
One  judges  as  the  weather  dictates ;  right 
Tlie-poem  is  at  noon,  and  wrong  at  night : 
Another  judges  by  a  surer  gage. 
An  author's  princes,  or  parentage ; 
Since  his  great  ancestors  in  Flanders  fell. 
The  poem  doubtless  must  be  written  welL 
Anodier  judges  by  the  writer's  look; 
Another  Judges,  for  he  bought  the  book  ; 
Soone  ju^ge,  their  knack  o(  judging  %vrong  to  keep ; 
Some  judge,  because  it  is  too  soon  to  deejh 

Thus  all  will  judge,  and  wnh  one  single  aim, 
To  gain  themselves,  not  give  the  writer  fame. 
Hie  very  best  ambitiously  advise. 
Half  to  serve  you,  and  half  to  pass  for  wise. 

Critics  on  verse,  as  sauibs  on  triamphs  wait, 
Proclaim  the  glory,  and  augment  the  state ; 
Hot,  envious,  noby,  proud,  the  scribbhng  fry 
Bum,  hiss,  and  bounce,  waste  paper,  stink,  and  die. 
Rafl  on,  my  friends !  what  more  my  verse  can  crown 
Than  Compton's  smile,  and  your  obliging  frown  ? 

Not  all  on  books  their  criticism  waste : 
The  genius  of  a  dish  some  justly  taste. 
And  eat  their  way  to  fame ;   with  anxious  tliought 
The  salmon  is  refus'd,  the  turbot  bought. 
Impatient  art  rebukes  the  Sun's  delay. 
And  bids  December  yield  the  fruits  of  May ; 
Their  various  cares  in  one  great  point  combine 
The  business  of  their  lives,  that  is  •—  to  dine. 
Half  of  their  precious  day  tliey  give  the  feast ; 
And  to  a  kind  diff^stitm  spare  the  rest 
Apicfi2s,  here,  the  taster  of  the  town, 
F'ecds  twice  a  week,  to  settle  their  renown. 

These  worthies  of  the  palate  guard  witli  care 
The  sacred  annafs  of  their  bills  of  fare ; 


In  those  choice  books  their /NVN^iyricf  read, 
And  scorn  the  creatures  that  for  kunger  feed. 
If  vaan  by  feeding  well  comraeDew  great,   . 
Much  more  the  worm  to  vrhom  that  man  is  meat 

To  glory  some  advance  a  lying  ckoni, 
T^Unm  of  renown,  and/M^^^ren  of  fame: 
Their  front  supplies  what  their  ambition  lacks ; 
They  know  a  thousand  lords,  bMnd  their  backs, 
Cottil  is  apt  to  wink  upon  a  peer, 
HHien  tum'd  away,  with  a  fiuiaiUar  leer ; 
And  Harvey's  eyes,  unmercifully  keen. 
Have  murder'd  fops,  by  whom  she  ne'er  was  seaa. 
Niger  adopts  stray  libels ;  wisely  prone 
To  covet  shame  still  greater  than  his  own. 
Bathyllus,  in  the  winter  of  threescore, 
Belies  his  innocence,  and  keeps  a  whore. 
Absence  of  mind  Brabantio  turns  to  fiune, 
Learns  to  mistake,  nor  knows  his  brother's  name ; 
Has  words  and  thoughts  in  nice  disorder  set, 
And  takes  a  memorandum  to  forget* 
Thus  vain,  not  knowing  what  adorns  or  blots. 
Men  forge  the  patents  that  create  them  sots. 

As  love  of  pleasure  into  pain  betrays. 
So  most  grow  infamous  through  love  of  pndse. 
But  whence  for  praise  can  such  an  ardour  rise. 
When  those,  who  bring  that  incense,  we  despise  ? 
For  such  the  vanity  of  great  and  small. 
Contempt  goes  round,  and  all  men  laugh  at  alL 
Nor  can  e'en  Satire  blame  them ;  for  't  is  true. 
They  have  most  ample  cause  for  what  they  do. 
O  fruitful  Britain  !  doubtless  thou  wast  meant 
A  nurse  of  fools,  to  stock  the  continent 
Though  PhcDbus  and  the  Nine  for  ever  mow, 
Rank  folly  underneath  tlie  scythe  will  grow. 
The  plenteous  harvest  rails  me  forward  still. 
Till  I  surpass  in  length  my  lawyer's  bill ; 
A  Welsh  descent,  which  well-paid  heralds  damn  ; 
Or,  longer  still,  a  Dutchman's  epigram. 
When  cloy'd,  in  fury  I  throw  down  my  pen, 
In  comes  a  coxcomb,  and  I  write  again. 

See  Tityrus,  with  merriment  possest. 
Is  burst  with  laughter  ere  he  hears  the  jest : 
What  need  he  stay  ?  for,  when  the  joke  is  o'er, 
His  teeth  will  be  no  whiter  than  b«^ore. 
Is  there  of  these,  ye  fair !  so  great  a  dearth. 
That  you  need  purchase  monkeys  for  your  mirth  ? 

Some,  vain  of  paintings,  bid  the  world  admire ; 
Of  houses  some ;  nay,  houses  that  they  hire : 
Some  (perfect  wisdom !)  of  a  beauteous  v^ ; 
And  boast,  like  Cordeliers,  a  scourge  for  fife,  [airs; 

Sometimes,  through  pride,  the  sexes  change  their 
My  lord  has  vapoursp  and  my  lady  swears  ; 
Then,  stranger  still !  on  turning  of  the  wind. 
My  lord  wears  breeches,  and  my  lady  's  kind. 

To  show  the  strength,  and  infamy  of  pride. 
By  all 't  is  foUow'd,  and  by  all  denied. 
What  numbers  are  there,  which  at  once  pursue 
Praise,  and  the  glory  to  contemn  it,  too! 
Vincenna  knows  self-jmiise  betrays  to  shamft 
And  therefore  lays  a  stratagem  for  fame ; 
Makes  liis  approach  in  modesty's  disguise. 
To  win  applause ;  and  takes  it  by  surprise. 
"  To  err,"  says  he,  "  in  small  things  is  my  fate." 
You  know  your  answer,  "  He  's  exact  in  great." 
"  My  style,**  says  he,  "  is  rude  and  full  of  faults. " 
«  But  oh  !  what  sense !  what  energy  of  thoughu!" 
That  he  wants  algebra,  he  must  contiess ; 
"  But  not  a  soul  to  give  our  arms  success." 
"  Ah  !  Tliat  's  a  hit  indeed,"  Vincenna  cries  ; 
"  But  who  in  heat  of  Wood  was  ever  »visc? 
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I  own  *t  wts  wrong,  when  tboimndtoaUM  n»  back. 
To  make  thtt  bopelev,  iU^vis'd,  attack ; 
All  lay,  't  was  madnest;  nor  dare  I  deny ; 
Sura  never  fool  so  well  deserv*d  to  die." 
Could  this  deceive  in  others,  to  be  free, 
It  ne*er,  Vincenna,  oould  dieceive  intkee; 
Whose  conduct  is  a  comment  to  thy  tongue, 
So  clear,  the  dullest  cannot  take  thee  wrong. 
Thou  on  one  sleeve  wilt  thy  revenue*  wear ; 
And  haunt  the  court,  without  a  protjtect  there. 
Are  these  expedients  for  renown  ?  Confess 
Thy  litlU  M^T,  that  I  may  sconi  thee  less. 

Be  wise,  Vincenna,  and  the  court  forsake ; 
Our  fortunes  there,  nor  thou  nor  /  shall  make. 
Even  men  of  merit,  ere  their  point  they  gain, 
In  hardy  service  make  a  long  campaign ; 
Most  manfully  besiege  the  patron's  gate, 
And,  oft  repuls'd,  as  oft  attack  the  great 
With  painful  art,  and  application  warm, 
And  take,  at  last,  some  lUlle  place  by  storm  ; 
Enough  to  keep  two  ihoes  on  Sunday  dean, 
And  itarve  upon  discreetly,  in  Sheer-Lane. 
Already  this  thy  fortune  can  afibrd ; 
Hien  starve  without  the ybtxiur  of  my  lord. 
*T  is  true,  great  fortunes  some  great  men  confer : 
But  often,  even  in  doing  right,  they  err  : 
From  aqnice,  not  from  choice,  tJicir  favours  come: 
They  give,  but  think  it  toil  to  know  to  whom  : 
Hie  man  that  *8  nearest,  yauming,  they  advance  : 
'T  is  inhumnmti/  to  bless  by  chance.. 
If  pterit  sues,  and  greatness  is  so  loth 
To  break  its  downy  trance,  I  pity  both, 

I  grant  at  court,  Pliilander,  at  his  need, 
(Thiuiks  to  his  lovely  wife,)  finds  friends  indeed. 
Of  evenr  charm  and  virtue  she 's  possest : 
Fhilanto !  thou  art  exquisitely  blest ; 
The  public  envy !  Now  then,  't  is  allow*d, 
The  man  is  found,  who  may  \fe  Justly  proud : 
But,  see !  bow  siddy  is  ambition's  taste ! 
Ambition  feeds  on  trash,  and  loatlis  a  feast ; 
For,  lo !  Philander,  of  reproach  afraid. 
In  secret  loves  his  wife,  but  keq)s  Iter  maid. 

Some  nymphs  sell  reputation ;  otliers  buy ; 
And  love  a  market  where  tlie  rates  run  high  : 
Italian  music  's  sweet,  because  *t  is  dear ; 
Their  vanity  is  tickled,  not  tlieir  ear  : 
Their  tastes  would  lessen,  if  the  prices  fell, 
And  Shakn>eaiip's  jyretched  stuff  do  quite  as  well ; 
Away  the  disenchant^  foir  would  throng, 
And  own,  that  English  is  their  mother  tongu& 

To  show  how  much  our  northern  tastes  refine, 
Imported  nymphs  our  peeresses  outsliine  ; 
While  tradesmen  starve,  these  Philomels  ore  gay ; 
For  generous  lords  had  rather  ^u«  than  jmy, 

Bdiold  the  masquerade's  fantastic  scene  ! 
The  legisUture  join'd  with  Drury.Lane ! 
When  Britain  odls,  th'  embroidered  patriots  run. 
And  serve  their  courUry  — -  if  the  dunce  is  done. 
*<  Are  we  not  then  dlow*d  to  be  polite  ?'* 
Yes,  doubtless !  but  first  set  your  notions  right 
Worth,  €i politeness  is  the  needful  ground ; 
Where  that  is  wanting,  this  can  ne'er  be  found. 
Triflers  not  e*en  in  tnfli's  can  excel ; 
*T  is  soUd  bodies  only  jtoUsh  well. 

Great,  chosen  prophet !  for  tliese  latter  days, 
To  turn  a  willing  worldyVcwn  righteous  ways ! 
Well,  Heydegger,  dost  thou  thy  master  serve  ; 
Well  has  be  seen  his  servant  sliould  not  star\-e. 
l^ou  to  his  name  hast  splendid  lemjtles  rais'd ; 
In  various  forms  of  worship  seen  him  prais'd. 


Gaudy  devotion,  like  a  Boman,  shown. 

And  sung  sweet  anthems  in  a  tongue  unknotmm 

Inferior  offerings  to  thy  god  of  vice 

Are  duly  paid,  in  Jiddles,  cards,  and  dice ; 

Thy  sacrifice  supreme,  an  hundred  maids  J 

ThMt  solenm  rite  of  midnight  masquerades ! 

If  maids  the  quite  exhausted  town  denica, 

An  hundred  head  of  cuckolds  may  suffice. 

Thou  smil'st,  well  pleas'd  with  the  converted  land. 

To  see  ^ttejifly  churches  at  a  stand. 

And  that  thy  minister  may  never  fail. 

But  what  thy  hand  has  planted  still  prevail. 

Of  minor  pnphets  a  succession  sure 

The  propagation  of  thy  seal  secure. 

See  conunons,  peers,  and  ministers  of  state. 
In  solemn  council  met,  and  deep  debate ! 
What  god-like  enterprise  is  taking  birth? 
What  wonder  opens  on  th*  expecting  Earth? 
*T  is  done !  with  loud  applause  the  council  rings! 
Fix'd  is  the  fate  of  whores  andjiddlestringt  / 

Though  bold  these  truths,  thou.  Muse,  vritfa  tnitJjs 
like  these, 
Wilt  none  offend,  whom  *t  is  a  praise  to  please : 
Let  others  flatter  to  be  flatter'd;  thou. 
Like  just  tribunals,  bend  an  aweful  brow. 
How  terrible  it  were  to  common-sense. 
To  write  a  satire,  which  save  none  offence  / 
And,  since  from  life  I  take  the  draughts  you  acc^ 
If  men  dislike  them,  do  they  censure  wu  T 
The  fool,  and  knave,  't  is  glorious  to  offend. 
And  god.like  an  attempt  die  world  to  mend ; 
llie  world,  wliere  lucky  throws  to  blockkeads  hSU 
Knaves  know  the  game,  and  honest  mien  pay  alL 

How  bard  for  r^  worth  to  gain  its  price ! 
A  man  shall  make  his  fortune  in  a  trice. 
If  blest  with  pliant,  though  but  slender,  aenar, 
Feign'd  modesty,  and  red  impudence  : 
A  supple  knee,  smooth  tongue,  an  easy  grace, 
A  curie  witliin,  a  smile  upon  his  face : 
A  beauteous  sister,  or  convenient  wife, 
Are  jtrixes  in  the  lottery  of  life ; 
(renius  and  virtue  they  will  soon  defeat, 
And  lodge  you  in  the  bosom  of  the  greaL 
To  merit,  is  but  to  provide  a;jam 
For  men's  refusing  what  you  ought  to  gain. 

May,  Dodington,  this  maxim  fiul  in  yon, 
Wliom  my  presaging  tfioughts  already  view 
By  Walpole's  conduct  fir'd,  and  friendship  grac'd, 
Still  higher  in  your  prince's  fiivour  plac'd ; 
And  lending,  fiere,  those  aweful  councils  aid. 
Which  you,  abroad,  with  such  success  obcy'd ! 
Bear  this  fiwn  one,  who  holds  your  firiend^iip  dear  ; 
What  most  we  wish,  with  ease  we  fancy  near. 


Saiim  IV. 


TO  THK   MOHT   HOK.  SIK   SRVCn  OOMRO^ 


RoDKD  some   fair  tree  th'  ambitioiis 

grows, 
And  breathes  her  sweets  on  die  supporting  boogns : 
So  sweet  the  verse,  th'  ambidous  verse,  should  b«v 
(O  !  pardon  mine)  that  hopes  support  from  thee; 
Thee,  Compton,  bom  o'er  senates  to  preside^ 
Their  dignity  to  raise,  their  councils  guide ; 
Deep  to  discern,  and  widely  to  survey. 
And  kingdoms*  fates,  without  arobidon,  weigh ; 
Of  distant  virtues  nice  extremes  to  blend, 
The  crown's  assertor,  and  the  people's  friend : 
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Nor  dost  then  soorn,  an^  sublimer  view^ 
To  listen  to  the  labours  of  the  Muse  ,* 
Thy  smiles  jirotect  her,  while  thy  talents  fire, 
Aod  *t  is  but  hatf  thy  glory  to  in^mr, 
Vex'd  at  a  public  fame,  so  justly  won, 
Hie  jealous  Chremes  is  with  spleen  undone ; 
Chreines,  for  airy  pensions  of  renoum. 
Devotes  his  service  to  the  state  and  crown : 
All  schemes  he  knows,  and,  knowing,  all  improves, 
Tfiough  Britain  's  thankless,  still  this  patriot  loves: 
Bat  patriots  differ ;  some  may  shed  their  blood, 
He  drinit  h»  coff'eef  for  the  public  good ; 
ComultB  the  sacred  steam,  and  there  foresees 
What  storms,  or  sunshine.  Providence  decrees ; 
Knows,  for  each  day,  the  weather  of  our  &te ; 
A  quidnunc  is  an  almanac  of  statOi 

You  smile,  and  think  this  statesman  void  of  use; 
Why  may  not  time  hu  secret  worth  produce  ? 
Since  apes  can  roast  the  choice  Castanian  nvt ; 
Since  steeds  of  genius  are  expert  at  put; 
Since  half  the  Senate  **  Not  content"  can  say, 
Geese  nations  save,  and  pupjnes  plots  betray. 
What   makes  him  model  r^ms,  and  counsd 
kings? 
An  incapacity  for  smaller  things : 
Foot  Chremes  can*t  conduct  his  oum  estate, 
And  thence  has  undertaken  Europe's  fate. 
Gehenno  leaves  the  realm  to  Chremes'  skill, 
And  boldly  claims  a  province  higher  still : 
To  raiae  a  name,  th*  ambitious  lx>y  lias  got, 
At  once,  a  Bible,  and  a  slundder-knot ; 
Deep  in  the  secret,  he  looks  through  the  whole. 
And  pities  the  dull  rogue  that  saves  his  soul; 
To  talk  with  rev'rence  you  must  take  good  heed. 
Nor  shock  his  tender  reason  with  the  Creed; 
Howe*er  welUbred,  in  public  he  complies, 
OUiging  fiiends  alone  with  blasphemies. 

Peerage  is  poison,  good  estates  are  bad 
For  this  dJaeaac ;  poor  rogues  run  seldom  mad.       \ 
Have  not  tUtainders  brought  unhop*d  relief. 
And  JaUing  stocks  quite  cur'd  an  unbelief? 
While  the  Sun  shines.  Blunt  talks  with  wondrous 

force; 
But  thunder  mars  small  beer,,  and  weak  discourse. 
Such  iiaeAil  inslruments  the  weather  show, 
Just  as  their  mercwy  is  high  or  low : 
Health  chiefly  keeps  an  atheist  in  the  dark  ; 
A  fever  ai^gues  better  than  a  Clarke  : 
Let  Imt  the  logic  in  his  pulse  decay. 
The  Grecian  he  '11  renounce,  and  learn  to  pray ; 
While  C  —  mourns,  with  an  unfeigned  zeal, 
Th*  apoatate  youth,  who  reason'd  once  so  well. 

C         >  wIk)  makes  merry  with  the  Creed» 
He  almost  thinks  he  disbelieves  indeed; 
Bot  only  thinks  so :  to  give  both  their  due, 
Satan,  and  he,  believe,  and  tremble  too. 
Of  some  for  glmy  such  the  boundless  rage, 
Hist  they  're  the  blackest  scandal  of  tludr  age 

Narciaaus  the  Tartarian  dub  disclaims ; 
Nay,  a  free-mason,  witli  some  tcrrour,  names ; 
Oait»  no  duty  ;  nor  can  envy  say, 
He  mt»*d,  these  many  years,  tlie  cliurch,  or  play : 
He  makes  no  noise  in  parliament,  't  is  true ; 
Bot  p^rs  his  ddtts,  and  visit,  when  't  is  due ; 
His  eharader  and  gloves  are  ever  clean, 
And  then,  he  can  out-bow  the  bowing  dean  ; 
A  smile  eternal  on  his  lip  he  wears. 
Which  equally  the  wise  and  wortlUens  shares. 
In  gay  fad^es,  this  most  undaunted  chief, 
Patient  a(  idleness  beyond  belief, 


Most  charitably  lends  the  town  his  fact. 

For  ornament,  in  every  public  place ; 

As  sure  as  cards,  he  to  th'  assembly  comes, 

And  is  the  furniture  of  drawing-rooms : 

When  ombre  calls,  his  hand  and  heart  are  free. 

And,  join'd  to  two,  he  fails  not  —  to  make  three : 

Narcissus  is  the  glory  of  his  race  j 

For  who  does  nothing  with  a  better  grace  ? 

To  deck  my  list,  by  nature  were  design'd 
Such  shining  expleiit)es  of  human  kind) 
Who  want,  while  through  blank  life  they  dream 

along. 
Sense  to  be  right,  and  passion  to  be  wrong. 

To  counterpoise  this  hem  of  the  mode, 
Some  for  renown  are  singular  and  odd; 
What  other  men  dislike,  is  sure  to  please, 
Of  all  mankind,  these  dear  antij)odes  ; 
Hirough  pride,  not  malice,  they  run  counter  still, 
And  birth-dcttfs  are  their  days  of  dressing  HL 

Arbuthnot  is  a  fool,  and  F a  sage, 

S — ly  will  fright  you,  E—  engage ; 
By  nature  streams  run  backward,  flame  descends. 
Stones  mount,  and  Sussex  is  the  worst  of  ft-iends ; 
They  take  their  rest  by  day,  and  wake  by  night, 
And  blush,  if  you  surprise  them  in  the  rigid; 
If  they  by  chance  blurt  out,  ere  well  aware, 
A  swan  is  white,  or  Queensberry  is  fair. 
Nothing  exceeds  in  ridicule,  no  doubt, 
A  fool  in  fashion,  but  a  fool  that 's  out. 
His  passion  for  absurdity  *s  so  strongs 
He  cannot  bear  a  rival  in  the  wrong ; 
Though  wrong  the  mode,  comply ;  more  sense  is 

shown 
In  wearing  others*  follies,  than  your  own. 
If  what  is  out  of  fashion  most  you  prize, 
Methinks  yott  should  endeavour  to  be  wise. 
But  what  in  oddness  can  be  more  sublime 
Tlian  Sloane,  the  foremost  toyman  of  his  time  ? 
His  nice  ambition  lies  in  curious  fimdcs. 
His  daughter's  portion  a  rich  sliell  inhances, 
And  Aslimole's  baby-house  is,  in  his  view, 
Britannia's  golden  mine,  a  ridi  Peru ! 
How  his  eyes  languish !  how  his  thoughts  adore 
Hiat  painted  coat,  which  Joseph  never  wore.' 
He  shows,  on  holidays,  a  sacred  pin. 
That  touch'd  the  rufl^,  thattouch'd  Qjueen  Bess's  chin. 
«  Since  that  great  dearth  our  chronicles  deplore^ 
Since  that  ffeaXjUague  that  swept  as  many  more, 
Was  ever  year  unblest  as  tids  /"  he  '11  cry, 
"  It  has  not  brought  us  one  new  butterfly  /" 
In  times  that  suffer  such  leam'd  men  as  these. 
Unhappy  I— y  !  bow  came  you  to  please  ? 

Not  gaudy  butterflies  are  Lico's  game ; 
But,  in  effect,  his  chase  is  much  the  same : 
Warm  in  pursuit,  be  levies  all  the  great, 
Stanch  to  the  foot  of  title  and  estate : 
Where'er  their  lordships  go,  they  never  find 
Or  Lico,  or  their  shadows,  lag  behind ; 
He  sets  them  sure,  where'er  their  lordships  run, 
Close  at  their  elbows,  as  a  mondng-dun  ; 
As  if  their  grandeur  by  contagion  wrought, 
And  fame  was  like  h  fever,  to  be  caught : 
But  afler  seven  years  dance,  from  place  to  plac^ 
The  Dane  *  is  more  familiar  with  his  grace. 
Who  'd  be  a  crutch  to  prop  a  rotten  peer ; 
Or  living  pendant  dangling  at  his  ear, 
For  ever  whispering  secrets,  which  were  blown 
For  months  before,  by  trumpets  through  the  town  ? 

•  A  Danish  dog  of  the  Duke  of  ArpU. 
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Satibb  IV. 


Who  'd  be  a  ^tuh  with 

Still  to  reflect  the  temper  of  his  fiice  ? 

Or  happy  pin  to  stick  upon  his  sleeve, 

When  my  lord  *s  gracious,  and  Touchsafes  U  leave  ? 

Or  cudwm,  when  his  heaviness  shall  please 

To  loll,  or  timmp  it,  for  his  better  ease  ? 

Or  a  vile  butt,  for  noon,  or  night,  bespoke^ 

When  the  peer  raMv  swears  he  *11  club. his  joke  ? 

Who  'd  shake  with  laughter,  though  he  could  not 

find 
His  lordship's  jest;  or,  if  his  nose  broke  wind. 
For  blessings  to  the  gods  profoundly  bow. 
That  can  cry,  *<  CSiimney  sweep,*'  or  drive  a;i&ti^  f 
With  terms  like  these,  how  mean  the  tribe  that  doK  ! 
Scarce  meaner  they,  who  terms  like  these  impose. 

But  what 's  the  tribe  most  likely  to  comply  ? 
The  men  of  ink,  or  ancient  authors  lye ; 
The  writing  tribe,  who  shameless  amctisnu  hold 
Of  praise,  by  indi  of  candle  to  be  sold : 
All  men  they  flatter,  but  themselves  the  most. 
With  deathless  fame,  thev  everiasting  boast: 
For  Fame  no  cully  makes  so  much  her  jest^ 
As  her  old  constant  spark,  the  bard  profest 
"  Boyle  shines  in  council,  Mordaunt  in  the  fight, 
Pelham's  magnificent ;  but  I  can  write. 
And  what  to  my  great  soul  like  glory  dear  ?** 
Till  some  god  whispers  in  his  tinglii^  ear. 
That  fame  's  unwholesome  taken  without  meal, 
And  ufe  is  best  sustain'd  by  what  is  eo/  .* 
Grown  /leofi,  and  wise,  he  curses  what  he  wri^ 
And  wishes  all  his  wants  were  in  his  wit* 

Ah !  what  avails  it,  when  his  dtnn^  *s  lost, 
Tliat  his  triumphant  name  adorns  a  poit  t 
Or  that  hu  shining  page  (provoking  hsuR !) 
Defends  sirloins,  which  sons  of  dullness  eatf 

What  foe  to  verse  without  compassion  hears. 
What  cruel  proMe-man  can  reihun  from  tears, 
When  the  poor  Muse,  for  less  than  half-a-^TOwn, 
Aprosiitute on  every  hulk  in  town. 
With  other  whores  undone,  though  noi  in  print, 
Gubs  credit  for  Geneva  in  the  Mint  ? 

Ye  bards !  why  will  yoU  sing,  though  uninspir*d  ? 
Ye  bards !  why  will  you  starve,  to  be  admird  f 
Munct  by  Phoebus*  laws,  beyond  redress, 
Vfhj  will  your  epectres  haunt  the  frighted  press  ? 
Bad  metre,  that  excrescence  of  the  head. 
Like  Aotr,  will  sprout,  although  the  poet  *s  dead. 

All  other  trades  demand,  verse-makers  beg ; 
A  dedication  is  a  wooden-leg ; 
A  barren  Labeo,  the  true  mumper's  fashion. 
Exposes  borrowed  brats  to  move  compassion. 
Though  such  myself,  vile  bards  I  discommend ; 
Nay  more,  though  gentle  Damon  is  myJriewL 
'*  Is  *X  then  a  crime  to  write  r*^U  talent  rare 
Proclaim  the  god,  the  crime  is  to  forbear: 
¥or  some,   though  few,  there  are,   large-minded 

men. 
Who  watch  unseen  the  labours  of  the  pen ; 
Who  know  the  Muse*s  worth,  and  therefore  court, 
Their  deeds  her  theme,  their  bounty  her  support; 
Who  serve,  unasked,  the  least  pretence  to  wit ; 
My  sole  excuse,  alas !  for  having  writ 
Argyll  true  wit  is  studious  to  restore ; 
And  Dorset  smiles,  if  Phcebus  smU'd  before ; 
Pembroke  in  years  the  long-lov'd  arts  admires, 
And  Henrietta  like  a  Muse  inspires. 

But  ah !  not  insinration  can  obtain 
That  fame,  which  poets  languish  for  in  vain. 
How  mad  their  aim,  who  thirst  for  glory,  strive 
To  grasp,  what  no  man  can  possess  aHve  ! 


Fame  *a  a  remmm^  in  which  men  take  place 
(O  late  revernoB !)  at  their  own  deeeaacw 
This  truth  sagacious  Lintot  knows  so  wdl. 
He  starves  his  authors,  that  their  woriLs  may  adi 

Th$t/ame  is  wealtkt  fimtastic  poets  cry ; 
That  KMoAA  IB  fame,  another  clan  reply ; 
Who  know  no  guOt,  no  srandal,  but  in  ragt  / 
And  stvell  in  just  proportion  to  their  bag$^ 
Nor  only  the  low4>orn,  defoim'd,  and  old. 
Think  glory  notfainc  but  the  6eoiiu  of  gaU  g 
The  first  young  lord,  which  in  the  BfaU  700  iiifii^ 
Shall  nuitch  the  veriest  hunks  in  Lomfaard-amn, 
¥toak  rescued  candles*  ends  who  rais*d  a  warn. 
And  starves,  to  join  a  penny  to  a  pi^m, 
A  beardless  miser !     'T  is  a  guilt  unknown 
To  former  times,  a  scandal  all  our  own. 

Of  ardent  lovers,  the  true  naodem  bond 
Will  mortgage  Cdia  to  redeem  their  Umd, 
For  love^  young,  noble,  rich,  Castalio  dies  ; 
Name  but  the  fkir,  love  swells  into  his  eyes. 
Divine  Monimia,  thy  fond  fears  lay  down  ; 
No  rival  can  prevail  —  but  half  a  crofwn. 
*  He  glories  to  late  times  to  be  mufey'ii. 
Not  for  tlie  poor  he  has  reliev*df  bat  mmdes 
Not  such  ambition  his  great  fttbers  fir*d» 
When  Harry  conquer*^  and  half  France  cxpir'd: 
He  *d  be  a  slave,  a  pimp,  a  dog,  for  gain  : 
Nay,  a  dull  sheri/f  for  his  golden  ckam, 

«  Who  *d  be  a  slave?'*  the  gallant  Cdood  crie^ 
While  love  of  glory  sparkles  utm  fais  cyca. 
To  deathless  fame  he  loudly  pleads  hb  rigbt  — 
Just  ishis  titie^for  he  will  notf^: 
All  soldiers  valour,,  all  dirines  have  grace. 
As  maids  of  honour  beauty  ^by  tiiar  plaees 
But,  when  indulging  on  the  last  campnig«» 
His  lofty  terms  <£mb  o*er  the  hills  of  dain ; 
He  gives  the  foes  he  slew,  at  each  vain  wwd» 
A  sweet  revenge,  and  half  abtalves  fais  wmoA 

Of  6oa(fm;  more  than  of  a  6em6  afraid, 
A  soldier  snould  be  modest  as  a  maid: 
Fame  is  a  bubble  the  reserv'd  enjoy ; 
Who  strive  to  grasp  it,  as  they  UmA,  des/trey. 
'T  is  the  world's  debt  to  deeds  of  high  degrat; 
But  if  you  pay  yourself  the  world  b  flree. 
Were  there  no  tongue  to  speak  them  but  his  anraw 
Augustus*  deeds  in  arms  bad  ne*er  been  kaowik 
Augustus*  deeds !  if  that  ambiguous  nanw 
Confounds  my  reader,  and  misguides  Ins  mm. 
Such  is  the  prince's  worth,  of  whom  I  speak; 
The  Roman  would  not  blush  at  the  1  ' 


Satias  V. 

ON  WOMEN. 

O  fairest  of  creation  !  last  and  beat ! 

Of  all  God*s  works!  Creature  in  whom  oodT^ 

Whatever  can  to  sight,  or  thought,  be  fomn'd 

Holy,  dirine,  good,  (     "  " " 

How  art  thou  lost !  — 


Nor  reigns  amnion  in  bold  mi 
Sod  female  hearts  the  rude  invader  own; 
But  there,  indeed,  it  deals  in  nicer  tinngs. 
Than  routing  armies,  and  dethroning  An^gi.' 
Attend,  and  you  discern  it  in  the  fiw 
Conduct  ^finger,  or  reclaim  a  ibocr; 

;  Or  roll  the  ludd  orbit  of  an  eye; 

,  Or,  in  full  joy,  elaborate  a  ti|f*. 
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ITie  sex    we  honour^  though   tbev  fifiults  we 
blame; 
Nay,  thank  their  faults  for  such  afruUfid  theme : 
A  theme,  fidr  !  doubly  kind  to  me, 

flince  Mtirising  those  is  praising  thee; 
Who  wouldst  not  bear,  too  m<^e8t]y  refin'd, 
A  pmangjric  of  a  grosser  kind. 

Britannia's  daughters,  mudi  more /air  tian  nicej 
Too  fond  of  admiration,  lose  their  pncc ; 
Worn  in  the  puUic  eye,  give  cheap  delight 
To  throngs,  and  tarnish  to  the  sated  sight : 
As  onreaenr'd,  and  beauteous,  as  the  Sun, 
Through  every  sign  of  vanity  they  run ; 
Assemblies,  parks,  coane  feasts  in  dty.halls ; 
Lectures,  and  trials,  plays,  committees,  balls, 
WcUs,  bedlams,  executions,  Smithfield  scenes. 
And  fortune-tellers,  caves,  and  lions*  dens. 
Taverns^  exchanges,  bridewells,  drawing-rooms. 
Instalments,  pillories,  coronations,  tombs, 
I^miblers,  and  funerals,  puppet^hows,  reviews, 
Sales,  races,  rabbits,  (and,  still  stranger!)  pews. 
Clarinda's  bosom  bums,  but  bums  for  Fame ; 
And  lore  lies  vanquish'd  in  a  nMer  flame; 
Warm  jj^emms  of  hope  she,  now,  dispenses  ;  then. 
Like  April  suns,  dives  into  clouds  again : 
With  all  her  lustre,  now,  her  lover  warms ; 
T%en,  out  of  ostentation,  hides  her  charms ; 
*T  is,  next,  her  pleasure  sweetly  to  complain. 
And  to  be  taken  with  a  sudden  pain ; 
Then,  Ae  starts  up,  all  ecstasy  and  bliss, 
And  isy  sweet  soul  !  just  as  sincere  in  tUs : 
O  how  she  rolls  her  charming  eyes  in  spite  / 
And  looks  delightfully  with  all  her  might ! 
Bat,  like  our  heroes,  much  more  brave  than  wise^ 
Sbt  conquers  for  the  triumph,  not  the  prixe* 

Zmm  resembles  JEtna  crown*d  with  snows; 
Without  she  fSreezes,  and  within  she  glows : 
Twice  ere  the  Sun  descends,  vrith  zeal  inspir*d. 
From  the  Tain  converse  of  the  world  retir*d, 
flbe  reads  the  psalms  and  chapters  for  the  day, 
la  —  Cleopatra,  or  the  last  new  play. 
Thus  gloomy  Zara,  vrith  a  solemn  grace, 
Deceives  mankind,  and  hides  behind  herybce. 

Nor  fu  beneath  her  in  renoum,  is  she. 
Who  through  good^breeding  is  ill  company ; 
Whose  manners  will  not  let  her  larum  cease. 
Who  tfatidu  you  are  unhappy,  when  at  peace ; 
To  find  you  news,  who  neks  her  subtle  head, 
And  vows^  **  that  her  great-grandfiuher  is  dead.'* 

A  dearth  of  words  a  woman  need  not  fear ; 
But 't  is  n  task  indeed  to  learn  —  to  hear  : 
\n  that  the  skill  of  conversation  lies ; 
rhst  jAosps,  or  makes,  you  both  polite  and  vrise. 
Xantippe  cries,  *'  Let  nymphs  who  nought  can 

••7 

ie  lost  in  silence,  and  resign  the  day ; 
iad  let  the  guilty  wife  her  guilt  confess, 
)y  tame  behaviour,  and  a  soft  address !" 
liroo^  t«rtii^,  she  refuses  to  comply 
Wish  all  the  dictates  of  ^montty  ; 
Ivon^  -vrisdom,  she  refiises  to  submit 
"o  wisdom's  rules,  and  raves  to  prove  her  wU  ; 
lien,  her  unbleraish'd  honour  to  maintain, 
Ujects  her  husband's  kindness  with  disdain : 
\ati£g  hy  chance^  an  ill-adapted  word 
)rops  from  the  1^  of  her  unwary  lord, 
Icr  darluil^  china,  in  a  whirlwind  sent, 
Bst  sniitnai€s  the  lady's  discontent 
Wine  auty  indeed  excite  the  meekest  dame ; 
mt  keen  Xantippe,  scorning  borrowed  flame, 


Can  vent  her  thunders,  and  her  lightnings  play, 

O'er  cooling  grud,  and  composing  tea  : 

Nor  rests  by  night,  but,  more  sincere  than  nice. 

She  shakes  the  curtains  with  her  kind  advice  : 

Doubly,  like  echo,  sound  is  her  delight, 

And  the  last  word  is  her  eternal  right. 

Is  *t  not  enough  plagues,  wars,  and  fiunines,  rise 

To  lash  our  crimes,  but  must  our  wives  be  wise  T 

Famine,  plague,  war,  and  an  unnumber'd  throng 
Of  guilt-avenging  ills,  to  man  belong  : 
What  Hack,  what  ceaadtss  cares  besiege  our  statel 
What  strokes  we  feel  from  fancy,  and  from  fate  / 
If  fate  forbears  us,  fancy  smkes  the  blow ; 
We  make  misfortune ;  suicides  in  woe. 
Superfluous  aid !  unnecessary  skill ! 
Is  Nature  backward  to  torment,  or  kill  ? 
How  oft  the  noon,  how  oft  the  midni^,  bell, 
(That  iron  tongue  of  Death !)  with  solemn  knell. 
On  Folly*E  errands  as  we  vainly  roam,         [home  t 
Knocks  at  our  hearts,  and  finds  our  thoughts  firom 
Men  drop  so  ftst,  ere  life's  mid-stage  we  tread, 
Few  know  so  many  (neoda,  alive,  as  dead* 
Yet,  as  immortal,  in  our  up-hiQ  chase 
We  press  coy  Fortune  with  unskcken'd  pace ; 
Our  ardent  labours  for  the  toys  we  seek. 
Join  night  to  day,  and  Sunday  to  the  week: 
Our  very  joys  are  anxious,  and  expire 
Between  satiety  vadferce  desire. 
Now  what  reward  for  all  this  grief  and  toil  ? 
But  one,  a  female  friend's  endearing  smile ; 
A  tender  smile,  our  sorrows*  only  balm. 
And,  in  life's  tempest,  the  sad  sailor's  calm. 

How  have  I  seen  a  gentle  nymph  draw  nigfa^ 
Peace  in  her  air,  persuasion  in  her  eye; 
Victorious  tendemess !  it  all  o'ercame. 
Husbands  look'd  mild,  and  savages  grew  tame^ 

The  sylvan  race  our  active  nymphs  pursue ; 
Man  is  not  all  the  game  they  have  in  view : 
In  woods  and  fields  tiieir  glory  they  complete; 
There  Master  Betty  leaps  a  five-barr'd  gate ; 
While  fiur  Miss  Charles  to  toUets  is  confin'd, 
Nor  rashly  tempts  the  barbarous  sun  and  vrind. 
Some  nymphs  ufiect  a  more  heroic  breed. 
And  volt  from  hunters  to  the  managed  steed  ; 
Command  his  prandngs  with  a  nuurtial  air. 
And  Fobert  has  the  forming  of  the  fidr. 

More  than  one  steed  must  Delia's  empire  fM, 
Who  sits  triumphant  o'er  the  flying  wheel  g 
And  as  she  guides  it  through  th'  admiring  dmmg^ 
With  what  an  air  she  smacks  the  silken  thong ! 
Graceful  as  John,  she  moderates  the  rems. 
And  whistles  sweet  her  diuretic  strains : 
Sesostris-like,  such  charioteers  as  these 
May  drive  six  hamess'd  monarehs,  if  they  please : 
Tbqr  drive,  row,  run,  with  love  of  glory  smit, 
LMjy,  swim,  shoot  fiying,  and  pronounce  on  wit* 

O'er  the  belles-lettres  lovely  Daphne  reigns  ; 
Again  the  god  Apollo  wears  her  chains : 
With  legs  toss'd  high,  on  her  sophee  she  siti^ 
VouchssJing  audience  to  contending  wits; 
Of  each  performance  she  *s  the  final  test ; 
One  act  read  o'er,  she  prophesies  the  rest; 
And  then,  pronouncing  with  decisive  air. 
Fully  convinces  all  the  town — she  *sfair. 
Had  lovely  Daphne  Hecatessa's  face. 
How  would  her  elegance  of  taste  decrease  J 
Some  ladies' ju^^m^ni  in  their  ,^urw  lies. 
And  all  their  genius  sparkles  from  theur  eyes. 

"  But  liold,"  she  cries,  "  lampooner !  have  a  care ; 
Mut  I  w«.,  common  «n«^b^«{5(5gl^»? 


620 


YOUNG. 


SatibeV. 


O  no :  see  Stella ;  her  eyet  ihine  as  bright, 
A%  if  her  tongue  was  never  in  the  right ; 
And  yet  what  real  learning,  judgment,  fire ! 
She  seems  inspir'd,  and  can  herself  inspire : 
How  then  (if  malice  rul'd  not  all  the  fiur) 
Could  Daphne  publish,  and  could  she  foibear? 
We  grant  that  beauty  is  no  bar  to  $en»e^ 
Nor  is  *t  a  sanction  for  impertinence* 
.    Sempronia  lik*d  her  man ;  and  well  she  might ; 
"Die  youth  in  person,  and  in  parts,  was  bright ; 
Poasess*d  of  every  virtue,  grace,  and  art, 
Thai  claims  just  empire  o'er  the  female  heart : 
He  met  her  passion,  all  her  sighs  retum'd. 
And,  in  full  rage  of  youthful  ardour,  bum*d : 
Larse  his  possessions,  and  beyond  her  own ; 
Hiar  bliss  the  theme  and  envy  of  the  town : 
The  day  was  fix*d,  when,  with  one  acre  more. 
In  stepp*d  deform*d,  debauch'd,  diseased,  threetcort* 
The  fatol  sequel  I,  through  shame,  forbear ; 
Of  jrride  and  avarice  who  can  cure  the  fair  ? 

Man  *s  rich  witli  little,  were  his  judgment  true; 
Nature  is  frugal,  and  her  wants  arc  few  ; 
Those  few  wants  answer'd,  bring  sincere  delights ; 
But  fools  create  themselves  new  appetites : 
Fancy  and  pride  seek  things  at  vast  expense, 
Which  relish  not  to  reason^  nor  to  temc. 
"When  surfeit,  or  unthankfuiness,  destroys, 
In  nature*s  narrow  sphere,  our  solid  joys, 
In  fancy's  airy  land  of  noise  and  show. 
Where  nought  but  dreams,  no  real  pleasures  grow ; 
Like  cats  in  air-pumps,  to  subsist  we  strive 
On  joys  too  thin  to  keep  the  soul  alive, 
Lemiia  *s  sick ;  make  haste ;  the  doctor  call : 
He  comes ;  but  where  's  his  patient  ?  At  the  balL 
The  doctor  stares ;  her  woman  curt'sics  low, 
And  cries,  '*  My  lady,  sir,  is  always  so : 
Diversions  put  her  maladies  to  flight ; 
True,  she  can't  stand,  but  she  can  dance  all  night  t 
I  *ve  known  my  lady  (for  she  loves  a  tune) 
For  fevers  take  an  opera  in  June : 
And,  though  perhaps  you  '11  think  the  practice  bold, 
A  midnight  park  is  sovereign  for  a  coid; 
With  coUcs,  breakfiuts  of  green  fruit  agree ; 
With  indigestions,  supper  iust  at  three." 
A  strange  alternative,  replies  Sir  Hans, 
Must  women  have  a  doctor,  or  a  dance  t 
Though  sick  to  death,  abroad  they  safely  roam. 
But  droop  and  die,  in  perfect  health,  at  home : 
For  want  ^  but  not  of  health,  arc  ladies  ill ; 
And  tickets  cure  beyond  the  doctor's  bUL 

Alas,  my  heart !  how  languishingly  fair 
Yon  lady  lolls !  With  what  a  tender  air .' 
Pale  as  a  young  dramatic  author,  when, 
O'er  darling  lines,  fell  Gibber  waves  liis  pen. 
Is  her  lord  angry,  or  has  Veny  •  chid  ? 
Dead  is  her  father,  or  the  mask  forbid  ? 
«  Late  sitting.up  has  tum'd  her  roses  wliite." 
Why  went  she  not  to  bed ?  "  Because 't  was  nighL** 
Did  she  then  dance  or  play?  ♦*  Nor  this,  northaL" 
Well,  night  soon  steals  away  in  pleasing  chat. 
•*  No,  all  alone,  her  prayers  she  rather  chose, 
Than  be  that  ivretch  to  sleep  till  morning  rose." 
Then  hidy  Cynthia,  mistress  of  tlie  shade. 
Goes,  with  the  fashionable  owls,  to  bed : 
lliis  her  pride  covets,  this  her  health  denies ; 
Her  soul  is  silly,  but  her  bodv  's  wise. 

Others,  with  curious  arts,  dim  charms  revive, 
And  triumph  in  the  bloom  ofjjfly-jive. 

*  Lap-dog. 


You,  In  the  morning,  a  fair  nymph  invite ; 
To  keep  her  word,  a  brown  one  comes  at  night 
Next  day  she  shines  in  glossy  black ;  and  tfacn 
Revolves  intp  her  native  red  again : 
Like  a  dove's  neck,  she  shifts  her  transk 
And  is  her  own  dear  rival  in  your  armSi 

But  one  admirer  has  the  painted  kas ; 
Nor  finds  that  one,  but  in  her  looking-^as : 
Yet  Laura  's  beautiful  to  such  excess, 
Tliat  all  her  art  scarce  makes  her  please  us  te$s. 
To  deck  the  female  cheek,  HE  only  know% 
Who  paints  less  fiur  the  1^  and  the  rose.       [pe«^ 

How   gay   they  smile!  Such  blcssingi  If^mt 
O'erstock  d  mankind  enjoy  but  half  her  stores: 
In  distant  wilds,  by  human  eyes  iinsfen. 
She  rears  her  flowers,  and  spreads  her  vdv«t  gren ; 
Pure  gurgling  rills  the  knely  desert  tno^ 
And  waste  thor  music  on  the  savage  race. 
Is  Nature  then  a  niggard  of  her  l£ss  ? 
Repine  we  guiltless  in  a  world  like  Ais? 
But  our  le^  tastes  her  lawftil  cfaarma  refnae^ 
And  painted  ore's  deprav'd  aliurements  cfaoosii 
Such  Fulvia's  passion  for  the  town ;  ftcsh  air 
(An  odd  efllect !)  gives  vapours  to  the  fiur ; 
Green  fields,  and  shady  groves,  and  crystal  springs 
And  larks,  and  nightin^es,  are  odious  things ; 
But  smoke,  and  dust,  and  noise,  and  crowds  dc^ght; 
And  to  be  press'd  to  death,  transporta  her  q«its : 
Where  silver  rivulets  play  through  flowery  mradi. 
And  woodbines  give  their  sweets,  aod  Hsmes  1km 

shades. 
Black  kennels'  absent  odomrs  she  regreta^ 
And  stops  her  nose  at  beds  of  violets. 

Is  stormy  life  preferr'd  to  the  serene? 
Or  is  the  public  to  the  private  scene  ? 
Retired,  we  tread  a  smooth  and  open  waj : 
Through  briers  and  brambles  in  the  w^rid  we  may ; 
S^yr  opposition,  and  perplex  d  debate. 
And  thorny  care,  and  rank  and  stinging  hate, 
Which  choke  our  passage,  our  career  contwwil. 
And  wound  the  firmest  temper  of  our  sooL 
O  sacred  solitude !  divine  retreat ! 
Choice  of  the  prudent !  envy  of  the  great ! 
By  thy  pure  stream,  or  in  thy  waving 
We  court  fair  Wisdom,  that  celestial 
The  genuine  offspring  of  her  lov'd 
(Strangers  on  Earth  \)  are  innocence  and 
There,  from  the  ways  of  m^n  laid  sale 
We  smile  to  hear  the  distant  tempest  nov; 
7Vftfr«,  bless'd  with  health,  with  business  onpcrplex^d. 
Thit  life  we  relish,  and  ensure  the  next  ; 
There  too  the  Muses  sport ;  these  nunbcn  frec^ 
Pierian  Eastbury !  I  owe  to  thee. 

Hiere  sport  the  Muses ;  but  not  tliere 
Tlieir  sacred  force  Amelia  feds  in  town. 
Nought  but  a  genius  can  a  genius  fit ; 
A  wit  herself,  Amelia  weds  a  wit : 
Both  wits !  though  murades  are  said  to 
Three  days,  three  wondrous  days!   they  IiyM   m 

peace; 
Witli  the  fourth  sun  a  warm  dispute  arose. 
On  Duriey's  poesy,  and  Bunyan's  prose: 
The  learned  war  both  wage  iinth  equal  fbrct^ 
And  the  fifth  mom  concluded  the  divorce. 

Phoebe,  though  she  posscsacs  nothii^  lea^ 
Is  proud  of  being  rich  in  happiness ; 
Laboriously  pursues  delusive  toys, 
Content  with  pains,  since  they  're  reputed  joy^ 
With  what  welUacted  tranqxut  wUl  she  say, 
"  Well,  sure  we  were  so  happy  yeslraloy  / 
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And  Chen  tbit  dMurming  partj  for  to-4Hanvw  /*' 
Though,  well  shtt  knowi,  't  will  laoguiah  into  aonow : 
But  she  daras  never  boast  the  pre»mt  hour ; 
So  groes  that  cheat,  it  is  beyond  her  power : 
For  such  is  or  our  weakness,  or  our  curse^ 
Or  rather  such  our  crime,  which  still  is  worse, 
Tbe  present  moment,  like  a  wife,  we  shun, 
Aod  ne'er  enjoy,  because  it  is  our  own. 

Pleasures  are  few,  and  fi^er  we  enjoy ; 
Pleasure^  like  qyichUver,  is  bright^  and  coyt 
We  strive  to  gniq>  it  with  our  utmost  skiU, 
Still  it  eludes  us,  and  it  glitters  still : 
If  aeb'd  at  last,  compute  your  mighty  gains ; 
What  is  it,  but  rank  poison  in  your  veins  ? 

As  Flavia  in  her  glass  an  angel  ^pies, 
IhJde  whispers  in  her  ear  pernicious  Ues ; 
Tdls  her,  whfle  she  surveys  a  face  so  fine. 
There  *s  no  satiety  of  charms  divine : 
Hence,  if  her  lover  yawns,  all  chang*d  appean 
Her  temper,  and  she  melts  (sweet  soul !)  in  tears: 
She,  fond  and  young,  last  week,  her  wish  enjoy'd, 
In  soft  amusement  all  the  night  employed; 
Tbe  morning  came,  when  Strephon,  waking,  found 
(Surprising  sight !)  his  bride  in  sorrow  drown*d. 
^  What    mtrsde,**  says   Strephon,   « makes  thee 


**  Ahf  barbarous  man,*'  she  cries,  '<  how  could  you  — 
tkepr 

Men  love  a  nUttreu  as  they  love  n  feast  i 
How  grateful  one  to  touch,  and  one  to  taste  I 
Yet  sure  there  is  a  certain  time  of  day, 
We  wish  our  mistress,  and  our  meat,  away : 
But  soon  the  sated  appetites  return, 
A^ain  our  stomachs  crave,  our  bosoms  bum  : 
EUmal  love  let  man,  then,  never  swear ; 
Let  women  never  triumph,  nor  despair ; 
Nor  praise^  nor  blame,  too  much;  the  warm,  or  cliill ; 
Honi^  and  love  are  foreigp  to  the  wUL 

There  is  indeed  a  passion  more  refin'd. 
For  tfaoae  few  nymphs  whose  charmsare  of  the  mind : 
But  Dot  of  that  unfashionable  set 
Is  Phyllis ;  Phyllis  and  her  Damon  met 
EMrnel  love  exactly  hits  her  taste ; 
Phyllis  demands  eternal  love  at  leasL 
Watimdng  Phyllis  with  soft-smiling  eyes, 
EiermaL  love  I  vow,  the  swain  replies : 
Bat  say,  my  a//,  my  nustress,  and  my  friend  I 
What  day  next  week,  th*  etemiiy  shall  end  T 

Some  nymphs  prefer  astronomy  to  Uwe ; 
Hope  from  mortal  man,  and  range  above. 
Tbe  fisir  philosopher  to  Rowley  flies. 
Where,  in  a  6or,  the  whole  creation  lies : 
She  sees  the  pUnets  in  their  turns  advance^ 
And  eooms,  Poitier,  thy  sublunary  dance : 
Of  Deaa^uliers  she  bespeaks  fresh  air; 
And  Winston  has  engagements  with  the  fair. 
Wfaa*  -wmn  experiments  Sophronia  tries ! 
*T  is  not  an  air-pumps  the  gay  colonel  dies. 
But  chough  to-day  this  rage  of  science  reigns, 
(O  fickle  sex  1)  soon  end  her  learned  pains. 
Lo !   Pug  from  Jupiter  her  heart  has  got. 
Turns  out  the  stars,  and  Newton  is  a  sot. 
Xo  ■  turn ;  she  never  took  the  height 

Of  Saturn^  yet  is  ever  in  tbe  right. 
She  strikes  each  pomt  with  native  force  of  mind, 
Whale  puazled  Learning  blunders  fiu*  bdiind. 
Graceful  to  sight,  and  elegant  to  thought, 
Tbe  great  are  vanquished,  and  the  wise  are  taught. 
Har  breeding  finish'd,  and  her  temper  sweet, 
Wbatt  serious,  easy;  and  vrhen  gay,  discreet,* 


In  glittering  scenes,  o*er  her  own  heart,  severe ; 
In  crowds,  collected  ;  and  in  courts,  sincere ; 
Sincere,  and  warm,  with  zeal  well-understood, 
She  takes  a  noble  pride  in  doing  good ; 
Yet,  not  superior  to  her  sex*s  cares. 
The  mode  she  fixes  by  the  gown  she  wears ; 
Of  siiks  and  china  she  's  the  last  appeal ; 
In  these  ^^reat  points  she  teads  the -commonweal ; 
And  if  disputes  of  empire  rise  between 
Mechlin  the  queen  of  lace,  and  Colberteen, 
*T  is  doubt !  *t  is  darkness !  till  suspended  late 
Assumes  her  nod,  to  close  the  grand  debate. 
When  such  her  mind,  why  will  the  fair  express 
Their  emulation  only  in  their  dress  ? 

But  oh !  the  nymph  that  mounts  above  the  sHes, 
And,  gratis,  clears  religious  mysteries, 
Resolv'd  the  churches  welfare  to  ensure. 
And  make  her  family  a  stne-cure  .• 
The  theme  divine  at  cards  she  '11  not  forget. 
But  takes  in  texts  of  Scripture  at  picquet ; 
In  those  licentious  meetings  acts  the  prude, 
And  thanks  her  Maker  that  her  cards  are  good. 
What  angels  would  those  be,  who  thus  excel 
In  theologies,  could  they  sew  as  well ! 
Yet  why  should  not  the  fair  her  text  pursue? 
Can  she  more  decently  the  doctor  woo  ? 
*T  is  hard,  too,  she  who  makes  no  use  but  chai 
Of  her  religion,  should  be  barr'd  in  that. 

Isaac,  a  brother  of  the  canting  strain. 
When  he  has  knock'd  at  his  own  skull  in  vain. 
To  beauteous  Marda  often  will  repair 
With  a  dark  text,  to  light  it  at  the  fair. 
O  how  his  pious  soul  exults  to  find 
Such  love  for  holy  men  in  woman-kind ! 
Cbarm*d  with  her  learning,  with  what  nq>ture  he 
Hangs  on  her  bloom,  like  an  industrious  bee  / 
Hums  round  about  her,  and  with  all  his  power 
Extracts  sweet  wisdom  from  so  fair  ajlower  / 

The  young  and  gay  declining,  Appia  flies 
At  nobler  game,  the  mighty  and  the  wise : 
By  nature  more  an  eagle  than  a  dove, 
She  impiously  prefers  the  world  to  love. 

Can  wealth  give  happiness  ?  look  round  and  see 
What  gay  distress !  wbust  splendid  misery ! 
Whatever  fortune  lavishly  can  pour. 
The  mind  annihilates,  and  caUs  for  more. 
Wealth  is  a  cheat ;  believe  not  what  it  says: 
Like  any  lord,  it  jtromises—said  jtays. 
How  will  tiie  miser  startle,  to  be  told 
Of  such  a  wonder,  as  insolvent  gold ! 
What  nature  wants  has  an  intrinsic  weight ; 
All  more  is  but  the  fashion  of  the  plate. 
Which,  for  one  moment,  charms  the  fickle  view ; 
It  charms  us  now ;  anon  we  cast  anew ; 
To  some  firesh  birtfi  ot  fancy  more  inclin*d : 
Then  wed  not  acres,  but  a  noble  mind. 

Mistaken  lovers,  who  make  worth  their  care, 
And  think  accomplishments  will  win  the  fair ; 
Theybtr,  't  b  true,  by  genius  should  be  won, 
As^fiawers  unfold  thor  beauties  to  the  Sun  / 
And  yet  in  female  scales  a  fop  outweighi^ 
And  wit  must  wear  the  willow  and  the  be^ 
Nought  shines  so  bright  in  vain  Liberia's  eye 
As  riot,  impudence,  and  perfidy  ; 
The  youth  of  fire,  that  has  drunk  deep,  and  pl^'d. 
And  kill'd  his  man,  and  triumph'd  o'er  his  maid; 
For  him,  as  yet  unhang'd,  she  spreads  her  chanuF, 
Snatches  the  dear  destroyer  to  her  arms ; 
And  amply  gives  (though  treated  long  amiss) 
The  man  of  merit  his  revenge  in  this. 
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If  yoa  rafent,  and  wish  m  woman  ill. 
But  turn  her  o*er  one  manent  to  ber  will. 

The  Umgmd  UAf  next  appears  in  state, 
Who  was  not  bom  to  carry  her  own  weight ; 
She  loUs,  reels  >t>£Kers,  till  some  forngn  aid 
To  her  own  staturemb  the  feeble  maid. 
Then,  if  ordain'd  to  so  aeoere  a  doom. 
She,  byjuststagcsyjowriMyf  round  the  room: 
Buty  knowing  her  own  weakness,  she  despairs 
To  scale  the  Alps  —  that  is,  ascend  the  aairt, 
Mf  Am !  let  others  say,  who  buigh  at  tdl ; 
Fan!  hood!  glore!  scarf!  is  ho- Axcontc  style ; 
And  that  is  spoke  with  such  a  dying  fall. 
That  Betty  rather  jew  than  AtfOTf  the  call : 
The  motion  of  her  lips,  and  meaning  eye, 
Piece  out  th*  idea  her  faint  words  deny. 
O  listen  with  attention  most  profound ! 
Her  voice  is  but  the  shadow  of  a  sound. 
And  help !  oh  help !  her  spirits  are  so  dead. 
One  hand  scarce  lifts  the  other  to  her  head. 
If,  there,  a  stubborn  pin  it  triumphs  o*er, 
She  pants  !  she  sinks  away !  and  is  no  more. 
Let  the  robust  and  the  gigantic  carve, 
Ufe  is  not  worth  so  much,  she  *d  radier  sUarve  : 
But  chew  she  must  herself ;  ah  cruel  fiite ! 
That  Rosalinda  can't  by  pnxy  eat. 

An  antidote  in  fonale  caprice  lies 
(Kind  Heaven !)  against  the  poison  of  their  eyes. 

Hialestris  trium^  in  a  manly  mien  ; 
Loud  is  her  accent,  and  her  phrase  obscene. 
In  fair  and  open  dealing  where  *s  the  shame? 
What  Nature  dares  to^,  she  dares  to  name. 
This  kowtttfdiow  is  sincere  and  plain, 
And  justly  gives  the  jealous  husband  pain. 
(Vain  is  the  task  to  petticoats  assign*  d. 
If  wanton  language  shows  a  naked  mind.) 
And,  now  and  then,  to  grace  her  eloquence. 
An  oath  supplies  the  vacancies  of  sense. 
Hark !  the  shrill  notes  transpierce  the  yielding  air, 
And  teach  the  neighbouring  Echoes  how  to  swear. 
By  Jove,  is  faint,  and  for  the  simple  swain ; 
She,  on  tiie  Christian  system,  is  pro&ne. 
But  though  the  volley  rattles  in  your  ear, 
Believe  her  drett^  she 's  not  a  grenadier. 
If  thunder  *s  aweful,  how  much  more  our  dread, 
When  Jove  deputes  a  lady  in  his  stead? 
A  lad^  f  pardon  my  mistaken  pen, 
A  shuneless  woman  is  the  worst  of  men. 

Few  to  good-breeding  make  a  just  pretence ; 
Oood-breeding  is  the  blossom  of  good^sense ; 
Tlie  last  result  of  an  accomplished  mind, 
With  outward  grace,  the  6(%*i  virtue^  join'd. 
A  violated  decoicy  now  reigns ; 
And  nymphs  for  failings  take  peculiar  pains. 
With  Chinese  pamters  modem  toasU  agree. 
The  point  they  aim  at  is  de^yrmify  ; 
They  throw  their  persons  vritfa  a  hoyden  air 
Across  the  room,  and  toss  into  the  chair. 
So  &r  their  commerce  with  mankind  is  gone. 
They,  for  our  madners,  have  eichang'd  their  own. 
The  modest  look,  the  castigated  grace. 
The  gentle  movement,  and  slow-measur*d  pac^ 
For  vriuch  her  lovers  died,  her  parents  paid, 
Are  indecorums  with  the  modem  maid. 
Stiff  fixms  are  bad  ;  but  let  not  worse  intrude, 
Nor  conquer  art  and  nature,  to  be  rude. 
Modem  good-breeding  carry  to  its  height, 
And  Lady  D— -'s  self  will  be  polite. 

Te  ridng  fair !  ye  bloom  of  Britain's  isle! 
When  higMMm  Anna,  with  a  softenM  smile. 


Leads  on  your  trna,  an^  spaiklva  at  yeuf^lmd. 
What  aecras  most  hard,  is,  not  to  be  weU-brad. 
Her  bright  example  with  auccess  pursna^ 
And  all,  but  adontien,  is  yonr  doe. 

^  But  adoration !  give  meaomething  mart,** 
Cries  Lyc^,  on  the  borders  of  threescore  : 
Nought  treads  so  silent  as  the  foot  of  Tianet 
Hence  we  mistake  our  autumn  for  our  prime ; 
'T  is  greatly  wise  to  know,  befote  we  *m  told^ 
The  mebndioly  news,  that  we  grow  oU. 
Autumnal  Lyc6  carries  in  her  fi^e 
Memento  mori  to  each  public  pkoe. 
O  bow  your  beating  breast  a  mistress  wrarma, 
Who  looks  through  spectacles  to  aee  your  i ' 
While  rival  undertakers  hover  round. 
And  with  his  spade  the  sexton  marics  the  grouid. 
Intent  not  on  her  own,  but  others*  doom. 
She  plans  new  conquests,  and  d^rauds  the  tomb. 
In  vain  the  code  has  summon'd  qtrites  away. 
She  walks  at  noon,  and  blasto  the  bloom  of  day. 
Gay  rainbow  silks  her  mellow  charms  infold. 
And  nought  of  Lyc^  but  herself  is  old. 
Her  grixded  locks  assume  a  smirking  gnce. 
And  art  has  leveltd  her  deep  fuirow'd  face. 
Her  strange  donand  no  nuntal  can  appsore. 
We  *I1  ask  her  blessing,  but  can*t  ask  her  lasie. 
She  grants,  indeed,  a  lady  may  decline 
(All  ladies  but  herself)  at  mnety^nine. 

O  how  unlike  her  was  the  sacred  age 
Of  pradent  Portia!  Her  grsy  hairs  engage. 
Whose  thou^its  are  suited  to  her  life's  dcdine: 
Virtue  *s  the  paint  that  can  with  wrinkles  shine; 
That,  and  that  on/y,  can  old  age  sustain  ; 
Which  yet  all  wish,  nor  know  they  wish  for  pain. 
Not  numerous  aro  our  joys,  when  life  is  new; 
And  yearly  some  are  fidling  of  the/w  ; 
But  when  we  conq&er  life's  meridian  stag^ 
And  downward  tend  into  the  vale  of  age. 
They  drop  apace  ;  by  nature  some  decay. 
And  some  the  blasts  o^  fortune  sweep  away ; 
Till,  naked  quite  of  happiness,  aloud 
We  call  for  death,  and  shdter  in  a  shroud. 
Where  '  s  Portia  now  ?  ~  But  Portia  kft  befand 
Two  lovely  copies  of  her  fbrm  and  mind. 
What  heart  untouch'd  thenr  earbf  grief  can  view. 
Like  blushing  rose-buds  dipp'd  in  mm-mmg  dew? 
Who  into  shdter  takes  their  tender  bloom. 
And  forms  their  minds  to  flee  fhan  ills  to  come? 
The  mind,  when  tum*d  adrift,  no  rules  to  gnd% 
Drives  at  the  mercy  of  the  wind  and  tide  ; 
Fancy  and  passion  toes  it  to  and  firo; 
Awhile  torment,  and  then  quite  sink  in  woe. 
Ye  beauteous  orphans,  since  in  silent  dust 
Your  best  example  lies,  my  preeqats  tmsL 
Life  swarms  with  ills ;  tiie  boldest  are  aftaid : 
Where  then  is  safety  for  a  tender  maidf 
Unfit  for  conflict,  round  beset  with  woes, 
And  man,  whom  least  she  fean,  her  wont  cf  fbcs! 
When  kind,  most  and ;  when  oblig'd  the  moi^ 
The  least  obliging ;  and  by  fitvours  lost 
Cmel  by  nature,  they  for  kindness  hale ; 
And  scom  you  for  those  ills  Aemsehes  create. 
If  on  your  fiune  our  sex  a  blot  has  dvown, 
'T  will  ever  stick,  through  malice  of  your  ava. 
Most  hard !  in  pleasing  your  chief  gibry  hes ; 
And  yet  from  pleasing  your  daM dangers  rise: 
Then  please  the  fteif;  and  know,  fbr  men  of  semap 
Your  strongest  charms  are  native  innocence. 
Aru  on  the  mind,  Vktpami  upon  the  five,    [faracfr 
Fright  him,  that 's  wofCh  yovlor^  from  yaor  ma- 
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In  M^maiuienaUtheiecretlict; 
Be  kind  and  virtuous,  you  *11  be  bkst  and  win. 
Vain  akow  and  noite  intoucate  the  brain. 
Begin  with  giddmnt,  and  end  in  pai$u 
AWtct  DOC  AMfify  fame,  and  idle  praise, 
^Hiicfa,  all  tboM  wretches  I  describe,  betrays. 
Your  sex*s  glory  *t  is,  to  shine  unknown  ; 
Of  all  applause,  be  fondest  of  yaw  otm. 
Beware  the  fever  of  the  mtnd  /  that  thirst 
With  which  the  age  is  eminently  curst: 
To  drink  o(  pleasure,  but  inflaraes  desire ; 
And  absdnenoe  alone  can  quench  the  fire ; 
lake  pain  from  life,  and  terrour  from  the  tomb ; 
Gits  peace  m  hand  /  and  promise  bliss  to  come, 

Satirk  VI. 
ON  WOMEN. 

XSCKIBS:!)  TO  THE  aiOHT  UOK.   TRS  LAST  EUXABKrH 
OKEMAIH. 

InMrdum  tamen  et  tollit  comcadia  rocem. 

HOR. 

'  aoucRT  a  patroness,  but  sought  in  vain. 
ipoHo  wfaiiqMr'd  in  my  ear  — «  Germain.*'  — . 

know  ber  not.  —  **  Your  reason  *s  somewhat  odd ; 
Who  knows  his  patron,  now  ?'*  replied  the  god. 
'  Men  write,  to  wi^,  and  to  the  world,  unknown ; 
rben   steal  great  names,  to  shield  them  from  the 

town: 
detected  sporCA,  like  beauty  disarray'd. 
To  covert  flies,  of  praue  itself  aiVaid ; 
Biould  eke  refbse  to  patronise  your  lays, 
n  Tenceance  write  a  volume  in  her  praue. 
^ar  think  it  hard  so  great  a  length  to  run ; 
Vhen  such  the  theme,  *t  will  easily  be  done.*' 

Ye  Cur !  to  draw  your  excellence  at  length, 
^oecds  tiie  narrow  bounds  of  human  strength ; 
^ooy  MerCf  ia  miniature  your  picture  see ; 
lor  hope  from  Zinck  more  justice  than  from  me. 
fy  pofltalts  grace  your  mind,  as  his  your  tide; 
Um  putuaito  will  iifiams,  mine  quench,  your  pride : 
le  *%  dear,  joa  frugal;  choose  my  cheaper  lay ; 
ind  be  your  rgormation  all  my  pay. 

I>a:vinia  is  piUe,  but  not  pr^ane  ; 
'o  iJsurch  as  constant  as  to  Dtury.lane. 
he  decently,  injorm,  pays  Heaven  its  due ; 
Old  makes  a  civil  visit  to  her  pew. 
ler  lifted  fen,  to  give  a  solemn  air, 
'oDceala  ber  feoe,  which  pas$et  for  a  prayer  .* 
iurt*aics  to  curt'sies,  then,  with  grace,  succeed ; 
[oc  otie  tfw  feir  omits,  but  at  the  Creed. 
N*,  if  she  joins  the  service,  't  is  to  tpeak; 
haxiogh  dreadful  si/bice  the  pent  heart  might  break : 
rnfangbt  to  bear  it,  women  talk  away 
'o  <3od  hiniself,  and  fondly  think  they  pray, 
at  jMMrt  thdr  accent,  and  their  air  rd^*d  / 
or  4i«7lre  bafote  their  Maker— and  mankind: 
I  once  are  proud  of  praying  well, 
'rwiU  toll  the  parish  belL 
1  with  the  world,  and  quite  weU-bred, 
«vfla  recetvea  her  visitants  in  bed ; 
ut,  cfaaate  as  ice,  this  Vesta,  todefy 
be  wcry  bladceat  tongue  of  calumny, 
laesi  from  die  sheets  her  lovely  form  she  lifts, 
le  begs  jaajuM  would  turn  you,  while  she  thVtt. 

— "^ ^arms  are  greatest  which  decline  the  sight, 

I  the  baa^tft  poignant  and  poUle. 


There  h  no  woman,  where  there  *s  no  retertK ; 

And  't  is  on  plenty  your  poor  lovers  staroe. 

But  with  a  naodem  feir,  meridian  merit 

Is  a  fierce  thing,  they  call  a  nymph  <ftpirii. 

Mark  well  the  rollings  of  ber  flaming  eye ; 

And  tread  ou  tiptoe,  if  you  dare  draw  nigh. 

«  Or  if  you  take  a  lion  by  the  beard  •, 

Or  dare  defy  the  fell  Hyrcam'an  pard. 

Or  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  rough  Russian  bear," 

First  make  your  unll,  and  then  eonoene  with  her. 

Tliis  lady  glories  in  proflise  eipense ; 

And  thinks  dMMtractkm  is  magnificence. 

To  beggar  her  gallant  is  tome  flight ; 

To  be  more  fettil  still,  is  exquitiie ; 

Had  ever  nymph  such  reason  to  be  glad  ? 

In  duel  fell  two  lovers ;  one  run  fnad  ; 

Her  foes  their  honest  execrations  pour  ; 

Her  looert  only  shouM  detett  her  more. 

FUvia  b  constant  to  her  old  gallant, 
And  generously  supports  him  in  his  want. 
But  marriage  is  a  fetter,  is  a  snare, 
A  hell,  no  lady  so  polite  can  bear. 
She  *s  feithftil,  she  's  observant^  and  with  pains 
Her  angeUirood  of  bastards  she  maintains. 
Nor  least  advantage  has  the  fair  to  plead. 
But  that  of  guilt  above  the  marriage-bed. 

Amasia  hates  a  prude,  and  scorns  restru'nt ; 
Whate'er  she  is,  she'll  not  appear  a  saint : 
Her  soul  superior  flies  formality ; 
So  gay  ber  air,  her  conduct  is  so  free, 
Some  might  suspect  the  nymph  not  over-good,  — 
Nor  would  they  be  mistaken,  if  they  should. 

Unmarried  Abra  puts  on  formal  airs ; 
Her  cushion 's  thread-bare  with  her  constant  prayov. 
Her  only  grief  is,  that  she  cannot  be 
At  once  engag'd  in  prayer  and  charity. 
And  this,  to  do  her  justice,  must  be  said, 
"  Who  would  not  think  that  Abra  was  a  maid  V* 

Some  ladies  are  too  beauteous  to  be  wed ; 
For  where  *s  the  man  that 's  worthy  of  their  bed? 
If  no  disease  reduce  her  pride  before, 
Lavinia  will  be  ravish'd  at  threescore. 
Then  she  submits  to  venture  in  the  dark ; 
And  nothing  now  is  wanting — but  ber  spsA* 

Luda  thinks  happiness  consists  in  state ; 
She  weds  an  idiot,  but  she  eats  in  plate. 

The  goods  of  fortune,  which  her  soul  poi 
Are  but  the  ground  of  unmade  happiness ; 
The  rude  material :  wisdom  add  to  this. 
Wisdom,  the  sole  artificer  of  bliss ; 
She  from  herself,  if  so  compell'd  hy  need. 
Of  thin  content  can  draw  the  subtie  thread ; 
But  (no  detraction  to  her  sacred  skill) 
If  she  can  work  in  gold,  't  is  better  stiU. 

If  Tullia  had  been  blest  witii  half  her  senses 
None  could  too  mudi  admire  her  excellence : 
But  since  she  can  make  errour  shine  so  brigbt^ 
She  thinks  it  vulgar  to  defend  the  righL 
With  understanding  she  is  quite  o'er-run ; 
And  by  too  great  accomplishments  undone : 
With  skill  she  vibrates  her  eternal  tongue, 
For  ever  most  divinefy  in  the  wrong. 

Naked  in  nothing  should  a  woman  be ; 
But  veil  her  very  wit  with  modesty : 
Let  men  discover,  let  not  her  display. 
But  yield  her  diarms  of  mind  with  sweet  delay. 

For  pleasura  fonn'd,  pimnetf  some  believe. 
To  make  themselves  important,  men  must  grieve. 
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LcASm  the  fiur,  to  fire  her  jealous  lord, 
FntendMf  the  fop  she  kugfas  at,  is  ador'd. 
In  Tain  die  *s  prowl  of  secret  innocence ; 
The  fiwt  she  feigns  were  scarce  a  worse  oflfenoei 

Min,  endow*d  with  every  charm  to  bless, 
Has  no  design,  but  on  her  husband's  peace : 
He  lov'd  her  much ;  and  greatly  was  he  moy*d 
At  small  inquietudes  in  her  he  lov'd. 
**  How  charmingthis!"  — The  pleasure  lasted  long 
Now  eyery  day  the  fits  come  thick  and  strong : 
At  last  he  found  the  charmer  only  Jeign*d; 
And  was  diverted  when  he  should  be  pain'd. 
What  greater  vengeance  have  the  gods  in  store? 
How  tedious  life,  now  she  can  plague  no  more ! 
She  tries  a  thousand  arts ;  but  none  succeed : 
She  *s  forc'd  a  fever  to  procure  indeed; 
Thus  strictly  prov*d  this  virtuous,  loving  wtfe. 
Her  husband's  pain  was  dearer  than  her  life. 

Anxious  Melania  rises  to  ray  view. 
Who  never  thinks  her  lover  pays  his  due : 
Visit,  present,  treat,  flatter,  and  adore ; 
Her  majesty,  to-morrow,  oslls  for  more. 
His  wounded  ears  complaints  eternal  fill. 
As  unoil*d  hinges,  querulously  shrilL 
«  You  went  last  night  with  Celia  to  the  balL** 
You  prove  it  lalse.  **  Not  go !  that 's  worst  of  alL" 
Nothing  can  please  her,  nothing  not  inflame  ,* 
And  arrant  contradictions  are  the  satne. 
Her  lover  must  be  sad,  to  please  her  spleen ; 
His  mirth  is  an  inexpiable  sin  : 
For  of  all  rivals  that  can  pain  her  breast. 
There  *s  one,  that  wounds  far  deeper  than  the  rest ; 
To  wreck  her  quiet,  the  most  drndful  shelf 
Is  if  her  lover  dares  enjoy  himself. 

And  this,  because  she  's  exquisitely  &ir : 
Should  I  dispute  her  beauty,  how  she  'd  stare ! 
How  would  Melania  be  surpris'd  to  hear 
She 's  quite  deform'd !  And  yet  the  case  is  clear ; 
What  *s  female  beauty,  but  an  air  divine, 
Through  which  the  mind's  all-gentle  graces  shine  ? 
They,  uke  the  Sun,  irradiate  all  between ; 
The  body  charms  because  the  soul  is  seen. 
Hence,  men  are  often  captives  of  a  face, 
Tliey  know  not  why,  of  no  peculiar  grace : 
Some  fonns,  though  bright,  no  mortal  man  can  bear; 
Some,  none  resist,  though  not  exceeding  faii; 

Afiyasia  's  highly  born,  and  nicely  bred. 
Of  taste  refin'd,  in  life  and  manners  read ; 
Yet  reaps  no  fruit  from  her  superior  sense. 
But  to  be  teas'd  by  her  own  excellence. 
«<  Folks  are  so  awkward !     Tilings  so  unpolite  I** 
She  'a  elegantly  pain'd  fixm  mom  till  night. 
Her  delicacy  's  shock'd  where'er  she  goes; 
Each  creature's  imperfections  are  her  uH)es, 
Heaven  by  its  fitvour  has  the  fiiir  distrest. 
And  pour'd  sudi  blessings  —  that  she  can*t  be  blest. 
Ah!  why  so  vain,  though  blooming  in  thy  spring? 
Hkmi  shirUng,  frail,  ador'd,  and  wretched  thing ! 
OkUage  wUl  come ;  disease  may  come  before ; 
^/ieen  is  fiill  as  mortal  as  threescore, 
Tny  fortune,  and  thy  charms,  may  soon  decay : 
But  gnmt  these  frtgitives  prolong  their  stay, 
llieir  basis  totters,  their  foundation  shakes ; 
life,  that  supports  them,  in  a  moment  breaks; 
Then  wrought  into  the  soul  let  virtues  shine ; 
Tlie  ground  eternal,  as  the  work  divine. 

Julia  's  a  manager ;  she  's  bom  for  rule ; 
And  knows  her  wiser  husband  is  Sifoolf 
Assemblies  holds,  and  spins  the  subtle  thread 
That  guidei  the  lover  to  his  fiur-one*s  bed : 


For  diflicult  amours  oao  smoodi  the  vray. 
And  tender  letters  dktate,  or  convey. 
But,  if  depriv'd  of  such  important  cares. 
Her  wisdom  condescends  to  less  aflbira. 
For  her  own  breakfast  she  '11  pngect  a  scheme. 
Nor  take  her  tea  without  a  ttratagem  ; 
Presides  o'er  trMes  with  a  seiiousySuy; 
Important,  by  the  virtue  of  grimace. 
Ladies  supreme  among  amusements  rdgn  ; 
By  nature  bom  to  soothe,  and  entertain* 
Ttmrjmtdence  in  a  share  of  folly  lies : 
Why  will  they  be  so  weak,  as  to  be  wise? 

Syrena  is  for  ever  in  extremes. 
And  with  a  vengeance  die  commeids,  or  blames. 
Conscious  of  her  discernment,  which  is  good. 
She  strains  too  much  to  make  it  understood. 
'R^a  jtulgmeni  just,  her  sentence  is  too  strong ; 
Because  she  's  right,  she  's  ever  in  the  wrong. 
Brunetta  's  wise  in  actions,  great,  and  rare : 
But  scorns  on  tryies  to  bestow  her  care. 
Thus  every  hour  Brunetta  is  to  blarney 
Because  tb'  occasion  is  beneath  her  aim. 
Think  nought  a  tryie,  though  it  small  appear ; 
Small  sands  the  mountain,  moments  mid^e  the  year, 
And  trifles  life.     Your  care  to  trifles  give. 
Or  you  may  die,  before  you  truly  live. 

Go  breakfast  with  Alicia,  there  you  *U  wte, 
Sin^ilex  munditOs,  to  the  last  degree : 
Unlac'd  her  stays,  her  night-gown  is  untsed. 
And  what  she  has  of  head-dress,  u  asde. 
She  draws  her  words,  and  waddles  in  her  pace ; 
Unwash'd  her  hands,  and  much  besnuff'd  her  &ce. 
A  nail  uncut,  and  head  uncomb'd,  she  loves; 
And  would  diraw  on  jack-boots,  as  soon  as  gknc^ 
Gloves  by  queen  Bess's  maidens  might  be  mat; 
Her  blessed  eyes  ne'er  saw  a  female  £st. 
Lovers,  beware  !  to  wound  how  can  she  fisil 
Witli  scarlet  finger,  and  long  jetty  nail  ? 
For  Harvey,  the  first  wit  she  cannot  be. 
Nor,  cmel  Richmond,  the  first  toast^  tot  thecw 
Since  full  each  other  station  of  renawnf 
Who  would  not  be  the  greatest  trapes  in  town? 
Women  were  made  to  ffive  our  eyes  deiight ; 
Afrmale  dooen  is  an  omous  sight 
Fair  IsabelU  is  so  fond  oi/ame, 
Hiat  her  dear  sdfh  her  eternal  theme ; 
Through  hopes  of  contradiction,  oft  she  *U  say, 
«<  Methinks  I  look  so  wretchedly  to-day  !** 
When  most  the  world  applauds  you,  m 
'T  is  often  less  a  blessing  than  a  snare. 
Distrust  mankind ;  with  your  own  kewrt  i 
And  dread  even  there  to  find  a  flatterer. 
The  breath  of  others  raises  our  renown; 
Our  own  as  surely  blows  the  pageant  down. 
Take  up  no  more  than  you  by  worth  can  cban^ 
Lest  soon  you  prove  a  bankrupt  in  your  ftme. 

But  own  I  must,  in  this  perverted  agi^ 
Who  naost  deserve,  can't  alvrays  motteng^e. 
So  far  is  worth  from  making  glory  snrct, 
It  often  hinders  what  it  should  procure.  [wiae? 

Whom  praise  we  most  f  The  virtuous,  bravc^  Mid 
No ;  wretches,  whom,  in  secret,  we  dcipiaa. 
And  who  so  blind,  as  not  to  see  the  canst? 
No  rivals  rais'd  by  such  ducroer  appibnue; 
And  yet,  of  credit  it  lays  In  a  store. 
By  which  our  spleen  may  wound  tme  worth  the  aflvew 

Ladias  there  are  who  think  one  crime  is  off  .• 
Can  women,  then,  no  way  but  backward  fiiJl  ? 
So  sweet  is  that  one  crime  they  don't  punuc^ 
To  pay  iu  Urn,  they  think  off  ^>tliers/w. 
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Who  hold  that  crime  k>  dew,  must  iie?«r  claim 
Of  ifyur*d  modesty  the  sacred  name. 

But  Clio  thus :  «<  What !  railing  without  end? 
Mean  task!  how  much  more  generous    to  oom- 


Tca,  to  commend  as  jou  are  wont  to  do. 
My  kind  uuTrMctor,  and  example  too. 
**  Daphnifl,"  sajs  Clio,  «  has  a  charming  eye : 
What  pity  *t  is  her  shoulder  is  awry  ! 
A  apasia's  shape  indeed  —  But  then  her  air  *- 
Tbe  man  has  parts  who  finds  destruction  there. 
Almeria*s  wit  has  something  that  *s  diyine  $ 
And  wit  *s  enough  ^  how  lew  in  all  things  shine ! 
Sriina  aenrcs  her  fiiends,  relieves  the  poor— 
Who  was  it  said  Selina  's  near  threescore? 
At  Loda's  match  I  from  my  soul  njoice; 
Tbe  world  congratulates  so  wise  a  choice; 
His  lordship's  rent-roll  is  exceeding  great  ■ 
But  mortgages  will  sap  the  best  estate. 
In  Shirley's  form  might  cherubims  appear ; 
But  then —she  has  KjredcU  on  her  ear,'' 
Without  a  fmti  Hortensia  she  commends, 
The  first  of  women,  and  the  best  of  friends ; 
Owns  ber  In  person,  wit,  fame,  virtue  bright ; 
But  bow  comes  this  to  pass  ?—  She  died  last  night. 

Thus  i^ymphs  commend,  who  yet  at  satire  rail : 
Indeed  that 's  needless,  if  tudi  praise  prevail. 
AbC  whence  such  praise  ?  Our  virulence  is  thnnrn 
On  cikgni'  fame,  through  fondness  for  our  own. 

Of  rank  and  riches  proud,  Cleora  frowns ; 
For  nre  not  coroneti  a-kin  to  crowns  T 
Her  greedy  eye,  and  her  sublime  address, 
The  bei^t  of  ooortce  and /irui^  confess. 
You  se^  perfections  wortiiiy  of  her  rank ; 
Gt^  seek  for  her  perfections  at  the  Bank. 
By  weakfa  unquench'd,  by  reason  uncontroU'd^ 
For  ever  bums  her  sacred  thirst  of  gold. 
As  Ibnd  of  five-pence,  as  the  veriest  dr  / 
And  quite  as  much  detested  as  a  wU, 

Can  gold  calm  passion,  or  make  reason  shine? 
Can  we  dig  peace,  or  wisdom,  from  the  mine  ? 
Wiadoin  to  gold  prefer ;  for  't  is  much  less 
To  make  ow  firtune,  than  our  happiness. 
That  happiness  which  great  ones  often  see, 
With  rage  and  wonder,  in  a  low  degree ; 
Tbcmsdvea  unblest     The  poor  are  only  poor ! 
But  what  are  they  who  droop  amid  their  store ! 
Nothing  is  meaner  than  a  wretch  of  state/ 
Tbe  kapp^  only  are  the  truly  great, 
Fraaants  enjoy  like  appetites  with  kings ; 
And  those  best  satisfied  with  cheapest  things. 
Could  both  our  Indies  buy  but  one  new  sense, 
OwKT  enrj  would  be  due  to  large  expense. 
Smce  not,  those  pomps  which  to  the  great  belong, 
Are  but  poor  arts  to  mark  them  from  the  throng. 
See  bo>w  thcrbegan  almsof  flattery ! 
Ihey  huiguish !  oh  support  them  with  a  &  / 
A  dectmi  competence  we  fully  taste; 
It  sdrikes  our  sense,  and  gives  a  constant  feaat: 
More,  vre  perceive  by  dint  of  <A<n^  alone; 
The  rich  must  labour  to  possess  their  own, 
To  leei  their  great  abundance ;  and  request 
Tfarlr  humble  friends  to  help  them  to  be  blest; 
To  jer  tbctr  treasures,  hear  theur  gloiy  told. 
And  aid  the  wretched  impotence  of  gold. 

Bixt  aome,  great  aouls !  and  touched  with  warmth 
divine^ 
0ffe  ggid  a  price,  and  teach  iu  beams  to  shine, 
yi  jfcjuiiTfnf  treasures  they  repute  a  load ; 
Hot  tlvnl^  <Mr  wMktheirown,  till  well  bestowU 


Grand  t^serwoirt  of  public  happiness, 
Through  secret  streams  difiHisively  they  bless ; 
And«  while  their  bounties  g^e,  conccal'd  from  view, 
MeHeoe  our  wants,  and  spare  our  blushes  too. 
But  Satire  is  my  task ;  and  these  destroy 
Her  gloomy  province,  and  malignant  joy. 
Help  me,  ye  misers !  help  me  to  complain. 
And  blast  our  common  enemy,  Germain : 
But  our  inveciives  must  despair  success; 
For,  next  to  praise,  she  values  nothing  less. 

What,  picture  *s  yonder,  loo6en*d  fitxn  its  frame  ? 
Or  is  't  Astuiia,  that  affected  dame? 
The  brightest  fonns,  through  <^ectation,  fiide 
To  strange  new  things,  which  Nature  never  made. 
Frown  not,  ye  fair !  so  much  your  sex  we  prise^ 
We  hate  those  arts  that  take  you  from  our  eyea. 
In  Albudnda's  native  grace  is  seen 
What  joa,  who  labour  at  perfection,  mean. 
Short  IS  the  rule,  and  to  be  learnt  with  ease. 
Retain  your  ffentle  selves,  and  you  must  please. 
Here  might  I  sing  of  Menunia's  mincing  mien. 
And  all  the  movemenu  of  the  soft  machme : 
How  two  red  lips  affected  Zephyrs  blow. 
To  cool  the  bohea,  and  inflaine  tl>e  beau  : 
While  one  wtdtefnger  and  a  thumb  conspire 
To  lift  the  cup,  and  make  the  world  admire. 
Tea!  how  I  tremble  at  thy  fatal  stream! 
As  Lethe,  dreadful  to  the  LooeofFame. 
What  devastations  on  thy  banks  are  seen  ! 
What  shades  of  mighty  names  which  once  have  bean ! 
A  hecatomb  of  characters  supplies 
Thy  painted  altars*  daily  sacrifice. 

H ,  P ,  B        ,  aspers'd  by  thee,  decay, 

As  mins  of  finest  sugars  melt  away, 
And  recommend  thee  more  to  mortel  taste ; 
Scandal 's  the  sweetener  of  afimale  feast. 
But  this  inhuman  triumph  shall  decline. 
And  thy  revolting  Naiads  call  for  wtneg 
^witf  no  longer  shall  serve  sMd^  thee ; 
But  rdgn  in  thy  own  cup,  exploded  tea  I 
Citronia's  nose  declares  diy  ruin  ni^ 
And  who  dares  give  Citronia*s  nose  the  lie  ? 
The  ladies  lonr  at  men  of  drink  exclaim'd. 
And  what  impaired  both  health  and  virtue,  blam*d ; 
At  length,  to  rescue  man,  the  generous  lass 
Stole  from  her  consort  the  pernicious  gbss ; 
As  glorious  as  the  British  queen  renown*d, 
Who  suck*d  the  poison  friom  her  husband's  wound. 

Nor  to  the  ^iau  alone  arc  nymphs  inclin'd, 
But  every  bolder  vice  of  bold  mankind. 

O  Juvenal !  for  thy  severer  nge ! 
To  bsh  the  ranker  follies  of  our  age. 

Are  there,  among  the  females  o?  our  isle. 
Such  fiuilts,  at  which  it  is  a  friult  to  smXU  f 
There  are.     Vice^  once  by  modest  nature  chain*d 
And  legal  ties,  expatiates  unrestrain'd ; 
Without  thin  decency  held  up  to  view. 
Naked  she  stalks  o'er  Law  and  Gospel  too. 
Our  matrons  lead  such  exemplary  lives, 
Men  si^  in  vain  for  none  but  for  their  wioest 
Who  marry  to  bejiree,  to  range  the  mo^ 
And  wed  one  man,  to  wanton  with  a  score. 
Abroad  too  kind,  at  home  't  is  stedfrtft  hate. 
And  one  eternal  tempest  of  debate. 
What  foul  eruptions,  fixmi  a  look  most  meek  ! 
What  thunders  biursdng,  from  a  dimpled  cheek ! 
Their  passions  bear  it  with  a  lofty  hand ! 
But  then,  their  reason  is  at  due  command. 
Is  there  whom  you  detest,  and  seek  hb  life  ? 

Thiit  no  soul  with  the  secret -a»«V^T#J> 
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Wives  wonder  that  their  conduct  I  eondenia, 
And  ask,  what  kindred  it  a  jpoicif  to  them  ? 

What  swarms  of  amorous  grandmotken  I  aee ! 
And  misses,  ancient  in  iniquity ! 
What  blasting  whispers,  anid  what  loud  declaiming ! 
What  l3ring,  drinking,  bawding,  swearing,  gaming ! 
Friendship  so  cold,  such  warm  incontinence ; 
Such  ffriping  avarice,  such  prafbse  expense ; 
Sudi  de«l  devotion,  such  a  seal  for  crimes ; 
Such  licens'd  ill,  such  masquerading  times ; 
Such  venal  fiuth,  such  misapplied  applause ; 
Such  flatter*d  guilt,  and  such  inverted  laws ! 

Such  dissolution  through  the  whole  I  Und, 
'T  is  not  a  world,  but  diaos  of  mankind. 
Since  Sundays  have  no  balls,  the  well-dress'd  belle 
Shines  in  the  pew,  but  smiles  to  hear  of  Hell ; 
And  casts  an  eye  of  sweet  disdain  on  all 
Who  listen  less  to  Collins  than  St  Paul. 
Athdsts  have  been  but  rare ;  since  Nature's  t>irth, 
Till  now,  sboHitheists  ne*er  appear'd  on  Earth. 
Te  men  of  deep  researches,  say,  whence  springs 
Hiis  daring  character,  in  timorous  things? 
Who  start  tfeathen,  from  an  huect  fly, 
A  match  for  nothing —but  the  Deity. 
But,  not  to  wrong  jhe  fair,  the  Muse  must  own 
In  this  pursuit  they  court  not  fame  alone ; 
But  join  to  that  a  more  substantial  view, 
"  FVom  thinking  free,  to  be  free  agents  too.**[down, 

Tliey  strive  with  their  own  hearts,  and  keep  them 
In  complaisance  to  all  the  fools  in  town. 
O  how  they  tremble  at  the  name  ofjmide  / 
And  die  with  shame  at  thought  of  being  good  / 
For  what  will  Artimis,  the  rich  and  gay, 
What  will  the  wits,  that  is,  the  coxcombs,  say  ? 
They  Heaven  defy,  to  Earth's  vile  dregs  a  slave ; 
Through  cowardice,  most  execrably  brave. 
With  our  own  judgments  dunt  we  to  comply. 
In  virtue  should  we  live,  in  glory  die. 
Rise  then,  my  Muse,  in  honest  ftiry  rise ; 
They  dread  a  satire,  who  defy  the  skies. 

Atheists  are  few :  most  nymphs  a  Godhead  own  ; 
And  nothing  but  his  attributes  dethrone. 
Fhmi  atheists  fiur,  they  stedfiutly  believe 
God  is,  and  is  Almighty  ~~  tofirgive. 
His  other  excellence  they  *11  not  dispute ; 
But  mercy,  sure,  is  his  diet  attribute. 
Shall  pleasures  of  a  short  duration  chain 
A  lady*s  soul  in  everlasting  pain  ? 
Will  the  great  Author  us  poor  worms  destroy, 
For  now  and  then  a  np  of  transient  joy  ? 
mo,  he  *s  for  ever  in  a  smiling  mood ; 
He  *s  like  themselves ;  or  how  could  he  be  good  ? 
And  they  blaspheme,  who  blacker  schemes  suppose. 
Devoutly,  thus,  Jehovah  they  depose. 
The  pure  /  the  just/  and  set  up,  in  his  stead, 
A  deity,  that's  perfectiy  wdUred. 

"  Dear  Tillotson !  be  sure  the  best  of  men ; 
Nor  thought  he  more,  than  thought  great  Origen. 
Though  once  upon  a  time  he  misbehav'd ; 
Poor  Satan  !  doubtless,  he  *11  at  length  be  savU 
L^  priests  do  something  for  their  one  in  ten ; 
It  is  their  trade;  so  far  they  *re  honest  men. 
Let  them  cant  on,  since  they  have  got  the  knack. 
And  dress  their  notions,  like  themKlves,  in  black  f 
Fright  us  with  terrours  of  a  world  unknown, 
Frmn  joys  of  this,  to  keep  them  all  their  oion. 
Of  Earth's  fair  fruits,  indeed,  they  claim  a  fee ; 
But  then  they  leave  our  untith'd  virtue  tne, 
Virtue  *s  a  pretty  thing  to  make  a  show : 
Did  ever  mortal  writa  like  Rouchefoocaultr* 


Thus  pkads  the  Devil's  fiur  apologist. 
And,  pleading,  safely  enters  on  his  list. 

Let  angel-forms  angelic  truths  maintain ; 
Nature  disjoins  the  beauteous  and  jtrofantm 
For  what  *s  true  beauty,  but  fair  virtme's/ace  T 
Virtue  made  xiwbU  in  outward  grace  ? 
She,  then,  that  *s  haunted  with  an  impious  mind, 
The  more  sfae^  charms,  the  more  she  afcodb  nao- 
kmd. 

But  charms  decline :  the  fair  long  vigils  keep : 
They  slei^  no  more!  Quadrille  has  murdier'd  sleeps* 
"  Poor  K— p  !*'  cries  Livia ;  *'  I  have  not  been  tfacie 
Tliese  two  nights ;  the  poor  creature  will  desfMir. 
I  hate  a  croi^  —  but  to  do  good,  you  know  — 
And  people  of  condition  should  bestow.*' 
Convinc'd,  o'ercome,  to  K^^b  gnive  matroDS  ma; 
Now  set  a  daughter,  and  now  stdkt  a  son ; 
Let  healtli,  fame,  temper,  beauty,  fortune^  fly ; 
And  beggar  half  their  ncc  ^tfaroiig^  ckariiy. 

Immortal  were  vre,  or  else  mortal  fiolir^ 
I  less  should  blame  this  criminal  ddigfat : 
But  since  the  gay  assembly's  gayest  foom 
Is  but  an  upper  story  to  some  tomb, 
Methinks,  we  need  not  our  short  behig  sfau 
And,  thought  to  fly,  contend  to  be  un^xie. 
We  need  not  buy  our  ruin  with  our  crtMC^ 
And  give  eternity  to  murder  time. 

The  love  of  gaming  is  the  worst  of  ills  ; 
With  ceaseless  storms  the  blacken'd  aool  it  iHi: 
Inveighs  at  Heaven,  neglects  the  ties  of  blood; 
Destroys  the  power  and  will  of  doing  good ; 
Kills  health,  pawns  honour,  plunges  in  diagM^ 
And,  what  is  still  more  dreadful  — spoils  your  tefr 

See  yonder  set  of  thieves  that  live  on  spoil. 
The  scandal  and  the  mm  of  our  isle! 
And  see  Estrange  sight !)  amid  that  niflian  band, 
A  form  divine  high  wave  her  snowy  hand  ; 
That  rattles  loud  a  small  enchanted  boz. 
Which,  loud  as  thunder,  on  the  board  abe  kaocks. 
And  as  fierce  storms,  which   Earth's  fMwdaiiaB 

shook, 
From  .£olus's  cave  impetuous  brake, 
From  this  small  cavern  a  mix'd  tempieat  ttea, 
Fear,  rage,  convulsion,  tears,  oaths,  " 
For  men,  I  mean— the  fair  diachai 
She  (guiltless creature !)  swears  to 

See  her  eyes  start!  dieeks  glow!  and  mnsdn 
sweU! 
Like  the  mad  maid  in  the  Cumean  celL 
Thus  that  divine  one  her  s^  nights  employs! 
Thus  tunes  her  soul  to  tender  nuptial  joys ! 
And  when  the  cruel  morning  calls  to  bed. 
And  on  her  pillow  lays  her  aching  bead. 
With  the  dear  images  her  dreams  are  crown*d^ 
The  die  spins  lovely,  or  the  cards  go  round  ; 
Imaginary  ruin  charms  her  still ; 
Her  happy  lord  is  cuckol'd  by  qtadSle  : 
And  if  she  's  brought  to  bed,  t  is  ten  to  (xac^ 
He  marks  the  forehead  of  hCT  darting  son. 

O  scene  of  horrour,  and  of  wild  despair. 
Why  is  the  rich  Atrides*  splendid  heir 
Constrain'd  to  quit  his  ancient  lordly  seat. 
And  hide  his  glories  in  a  mean  retreat  ? 

Why  that  drawn  sword?  and  whence  tfasa 
cry? 

Why  pale  distraction  through  the  fkmily  ? 
See  my  lord  threaten,  and  my  lady  weep. 
And  trembling  servants  tirom  the  tempest  crcepw 
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Why  tliat  fsytoH  to  disttnt  regkm*  Mitt^ 
What icai£ that  <fti«^f«r'8de8tm*d  tnttdi  prevent? 
Whj  tlw  whole  house  in  sudden  ruin  laid, 
O  BOlfaing,  but  last  nigfat  —my  lady  ptay*(L 

But  wanders  not  my  Satire  ftxnn  her  theme? 
UtUitoo  owing  to  the  love  o£fame  f 
Hmxi^  now  your  liearls  on  h»ere  are  bestow'd, 
'T  was  iirst  a  vain--dewAm  to  the  modtf 
Nor  cease  we  ken^  since  H  is  a  vice  so  strong ; 
Tlie  toiTsnt  sweeps  all  woman-kind  along. 
Thb  may  be  said,  in  honour  of  our  times, 
Tlmft  none  now  stand  distmguisk'd  by  their  crimes. 

If  sin  you  must,  take  Nature  for  your  ^de : 
Love  has  some  soft  excuse  to  socdie  your  pride : 
Ye  fiur  apostates  from  lore's  ancient  power ! 
Can  notldng  rosiiA,  but  ^  golden  shower  t 
Can  cards  akme  your  glowing  fimcy  seise; 
Must  Cupid  learn  to;riin<,  e'er  he  can  pleate  f 
IVhflsi  you  *re  enamour'd  of  a  ^  or  cost. 
What  can  the  preacher  more,  to  make  us  duate  t 
Why  must  stnmg  youths  wimarned  pine  away  ? 
Th^  find  no  woman  disengag'd— from  play. 
Why  pine  the  flwrHcrff—O  severer  fate! 
They  find  from  play  no  disengaged  —estate. 
Flaria,  at  lovers  fiibe,  unt(mch%  and  Aord, 
Turns  pale,  and  trembles  at  %  cruel  card. 
Nor  Arria's  Bible  can  secure  her  age ; 
Her  thmeacow  years  are  shuffling  with  her  page. 
While  Death  stands  by,  but  till  the  game  is  done, 
To  sweep  that  ttakey  in  justice,  long  his  own  ; 
like  old  cards  ting'd  with  sulphur,  she  takes  tire ; 
Or,  like  snufi  sunk  in  sockets,  biases  higher. 
Te  gods !  with  new  delights  inspire  the  fair ; 
Or  give  us  tone,  and  save  us  frvnn  despair. 
SosBSy    brothers,  fitthers,    husbands,  tradetmen, 
dose 
la  nay  oonapUnt,  and  brand  your  sins  in  proie; 
Tet  I  bdieve,  as  firmly  as  my  Creed, 
la  spite  of  an  our  wisdom,  you  '11  proceed : 
Our  pride  so  great,  our  passion  is  so  strong. 
Advice  to  right  confirms  us  in  the  wrong. 
I  hear  you  cry,  «<  This  fellow 's  very  odd." 
When  ycm  ctatise,  who  would  not  kiss  the  rod? 
But  I  *ve  a  charm  your  anger  shall  control. 
And  turn  your  eyes  with  coldness  on  the  vole. 

The  diafln  begins !  To  yonder  fiood  of  light, 
Tiwdt  borsts  o'er  glooasy  Britain,  turn  your  sight. 
'  o'erwfaekns  your 


Oer  deeds  are  precepts,  her  example  law ; 
Midst  empire's  charms,  how  Carelioa's  heart 
^ows  with  tiie  love  of  tarhte,  and  at  art/ 
Fler  &VO0  is  diAis'd  to  that  degree, 
Bicaae  o# goodness!  it  has  dawa'd  on  me : 
Whtn.  in  my  page,  to  balance  numerous  fiuilts, 
>r  godUke  deeds  were  shown,  or  geacrous  thou^ifB, 
be  amil'd,  ietduttrumt  to  be  pleas'd,  nor  knew 
3^0111  wisflm  my  pen  tiie  borrowed  lustre  drew. 

TlBia  tiM  majestic  motbsr  of  mankind*. 
To  bar  onm  charms  moat  amiifciy  bind, 
)if  the  aLivau  mar|pn  innociently  stood, 
Lad  gss'd  indnlgeat  on  the  crystal  fiood ; 
luatey'd^the  stranger  in  the  painted  wave^ 

,  ptais'd  the  beauties  which  she  gave. 
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TO  THK   RIGHT   MOM.  SIR    ROBKRT   WALPOLI. 

Cannina  turn  melius,  cum  vcnerit  Ipse,  canemiis. 

VlRO. 

Ok  this  last  labour,  this  my  closing  strain. 
Smile,  Walpole,  or  the  Nine  inspire  in  vain  •. 
To  thee,  *t  is  due ;  that  verse  how  justly  thine. 
Where  Brunswick's  glory  crowns  the  whole  design  J 
Hut  glory,  whidi  thy  counsels  make  so  bright ; 
That  glory,  which  on  thee  reflects  a  light. 
Illustrious  commerce,  and  but  nurely  known. 
To  give,  and  take,  a  lustre  from  the  throne. 

Nor  think  that  thou  art  Ibrdgn  to  my  theme; 
The  fiuntain  is  not  foreign  to  the  Uream. 
How  all  mankind  will  be  surpris'd  to  see 
This  fiood  of  British  folly  chao^g'd  on  thee ! 
Say,  Britain !  vrhence  this  caprice  of  thy  sons, 
Which  through  thdr  various  ranks  vrith  fury  runs  ? 
The  cause  is  plain,  a  cause  which  we  must  bless ; 
For  caprice  is  the  daughter  of  succetf. 
(A  bad  effect,  but  from  a  pleasing  cause  I) 
And  gives  our  rulers  undesign'd  applause ; 
Tells  how  their  conduct  bids  our  wealth  increase^ 
And  lulls  us  in  the  downy  lap  dfteace* 
While  I  survey  die  blessings  of  our  isle. 
Her  arts  triumphant  in  the  royal  smile. 
Her  public  wounds  bound  up,  her  credit  hi|^ 
Her  commerce  spreading  sails  in  every  sky. 
The  pleasing  scene  reccdUs  my  theme  again. 
And  shows  Sie  madness  of  ambitious  men. 
Who,  fond  of  bloodshed,  diaw  the  murdering  sword. 
And  bum  to  gire  manldnd  a  single  lotd. 

The  follies  past  are  of  a  private  kind ; 
Their  sphere  is  small ;  their  mischief  is  confin'd: 
But  daring  men  there  are  (Awake,  my  Muse, 
And  raise  thy  verse !)  who  bolder  phrenzy  choose  ; 
Who,  stung  by  gloiy,  rave,  and  bound  away: 
lYie  world  their  field,  and  human  kind  their  prey. 

The  Grecian  chief,  tfa'  enthusiast  of  his  pride^ 
With  Rage  and  Terrour  stalking  by  his  side. 
Raves  round  the  globe ;  he  soars  into  a  god ! 
Stand  fint,  Olympus !  and  sustain  his  nod. 
.The  pest  divine  in  horrid  grandeur  reiffns, 
And  thrives  on  mankind's  miseries  and  pains. 
Whatslaughter'd&ostt/  what  cdaes  in  a  bha« ! 
What  vrasttd  coim^net  /  and  what  crimson  seal  / 
With  orphans'  tean  his  impious  bowl  o'erflows, 
And  cries  of  kingdoms  lull  him  to  repose. 

And  cannot  tlmoe  ten  hundred  years  unpraise 
Hie  boisterous  boy,  and  blast  his  guilty  bays? 
Why  want  we  then  encomiums  on  the  siarmt 
Or  famine,  ot  volcano  f  They  perform 
Thar  mi^ty  deeds ;  they,  hero-like,  can  sh^. 
And  sproid  their  ample  deserts  in  a  day. 
O  great  alUance !  O  dirine  renown ! 
With  dearth,  and  pestHenee,  to  share  the  crown. 
When  men  extol  a  wild  destroyer's  nune^ 
Earth's  Builder  and  Preserver  they  blaspheme. 

One  to  destroy,  is  murder  by  the  law ; 
And  gibbets  keep  the  lifted  hand  in  awe ; 
To  murder  thousands,  takes  a  specious  nams^ 
tFar's  ghriims  art,  and  gives  iminortal  fame. 

When,  after  battle,  I  the  field  have  seen 
Spread  o'er  with  ghastly  shapefc  ^wWAoiiw  were 
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A  nation  crush*d,  a  nation  of  the  brave  / 
A  realm  of  death !  and  on  this  side  the  gniTe ! 
Are  there,  said  I,  who  from  this  sad  survey. 
Tins  human  cfutoSf  carry  smiles  away? 
How  did  my  heart  with  indignation  rise ! 
How  honest  nature  swell'd  into  my  eyes ! 
How  was  I  shock'd  to  think  the  hero's  trade 
Of  such  materials,  fame  and  triumph^  made ! 

How  guilty  these !  Yet  not  less  guilty  they, 
Who  reach  fdse  glory  by  a  smoother  way ; 
Who  wrap  destruction  up  in  gentle  words, 
And  bows,  and  smiles,  more  fatal  than  their  swords ; 
Who  stifle  nature,  and  subsist  on  artj 
Who  coin  the  face,  and  petrify  the  heart ; 
All  real  kmdness  for  the  show  discard, 
As  marble  poUsh*d,  and  as  marble  hard ;  * 
Who  do  for  gold  what  Christians  do  through  grace, 
*<  With  open  arms  their  enemies  embrace  ;** 
Who  give  a  nod  when  broken  hearts  repine  -, 
*<  The  thinnest  food  on  which  a  wretch  can  dine  :'* 
Or,  if  they  serve  you,  serve  you  disinclin*d. 
And,  in  their  height  of  kindness,  are  unkind. 
Such  courtiers  were,  and  such«gain  may  be^ 
Walpole,  when  men  forget  to  copy  tliee. 

Here  cease,  my  Muse !  the  catalogue  is  writ ; 
Nor  one  more  candidate  for  fame  admit, 
Though  £sappointed  thousands  justly  bUme 
Thy  partial  pen,  and  boast  an  equal  claim: 
Be  this  their  comfort,  fools,  omitted  here, 
May  furnish  laughter  for  another  year. 
Hien  let  Cri^ino^  who  was  ne*er  refus'd 
The  jtLStice  yet  of  being  well  abu8*d. 
With  patience  'wait ;  and  be  content  to  reign 
The  pink  of  puppies  in  some  future  strain. 

Some  future  strain,  in  which  the  Muse  shall  tell 
Hoit  science  dwindles,  and  bow  volumes  swell 

How  commentator*  each  dark  passage  shun. 
And  hold  their  farthing  candle  to  the  Sun, 

How  tortur'd  texts  to  speak  our  sense  aremade. 
And  every  vice  is  to  the  Scripture  laid. 

How  misers  squeese  a  young  voluptuous  peer ; 
His  sins  to  Lucifer  not  half  so  dear. 

How  Versus  is  less  qualified  to  steal 
With  sword  and  pistol,  than  with  wax  and  seal. 

How  lawyers'  fees  to  such  excess  are  run« 
That  clients  are  redress'd  till  they  *re  undone^ 

How  one  man**  anguish  is  another**  q>ort; 
And  e*en  denials  cost  us  dear  at  court 

How  man  eternally  fidse  judgments  makes, 
And  all  his  joys  and  sorrows  are  mistcUces. 

This  swarm  of  themes  that  settles  on  my  pen, 
Which  I,  like  summer  flies,  shake  off  again. 
Let  others  sing ;  to  whom  my  weak  essay 
But  sounds  a  prelude,  and  points  out  their  prey : 
That  duty  done,  I  hasten  to  complete 
My  own  design,  for  Tonson  's  at  the  gate. 

The  Love  of  Fame  in  its  effect  survey*d. 
The  Muse  has  sung :  be  now  the  cause  display'd : 
Since  so  diffUsive,  and  so  wide  its  sway. 
What  is  this  power,  whom  all  mankind  obey  ? 

Shot  from  above,  by  Heaven's  indulgence,  came 
This  generous  ardour,  this  unconquer'd  flame. 
To  warm,  to  raise,  to  deify,  mankind. 
Still  burning  brightest  in  the  noblest  mind. 
By  large-soul*d  men,  for  thirst  of  fame  renown'd. 
Wise  laws  were  fram'd,  and  sacred  arts  were  found ; 
Desire  of  praise  first  broke  the  palriot^s  rest ; 
And  made  a  bulwark  of  the  warrior*s  breast ; 
It  bids  Argyll  in  fields  and  senate  shine : 
What  more  can  prove  its  origin  dirine  ? 


But  oh !  this  passion  planted  in  the  soul. 
On  eaglet  wings  to  mount  her  to  the  Pole, 
I1ie  flaming  minister  of  virtue  meaiit. 
Set  up  false  gods,  and  wrong*d  her  high  ( 

Ambition,  hence,  exerts  a  doubtful  force. 
Of  blots,  and  beauties,  an  alternate  source ; 
Hence  Gildon  rails,  that  raven  of  the  pit. 
Who  thrives  upon  the  carcases  of  wit ; 
And  in  art-loving  Scarborough  is  seen 
How  kind  a  patron  Pollia  might  have  been. 
Pursuit  of  fame  with  pedants  fills  our  achoola. 
And  into  coxcombs  burnishes  o^  fools  i 
Pursuit  of  fame  makes  solid  leanung  briglrt. 
And  Newton  lifts  above  a  mortal  hoght ; 
That  key  of  Nature,  by  wboee  wit  she  dears 
Her  long,  long  secrets  of  five  thousand  years. 

Would  you  then  fully  comprriiend  the  whole, 
Why,  and  in  what  degrees,  pride  swa3r9  the  soul? 
(For,  though  in  all,  not  equally  she  re^ns) 
Awake  to  knowledge,  and  attend  my  strains 

Ye  doctorsi  hear  the  doctrine  I  disclose. 
As  true,  as  if 't  were  writ  in  duUest  prose  ; 
As  if  a  lettered  dunce  had  said,  «  *T  is  ri^t,** 
And  imjvimatur  usher'd  it  to  light. 

Ambition,  in  the  truly  noble  mind. 
With  sister  Virtue  is  for  ever  join*d ; 
As  in  fam'd  Lucrece,  who,  with  equal  dread. 
From  guilt  and  shame,  by  her  last  conduct.  Mi 
Her  virtue  long  rebeird  in  firm  disdain. 
And  tlie  sword  pointed  at  her  heart  in  vaki ; 
Bat,  when  the  slave  was  threaten*d  to  be  laid 
Dead  by  her  side,  her  Love  of  Fame  obey'd. 

In  meaner  rmnds  Ambition  works  alone; 
But  with  such  art  puts  Virtue's  aspect  on, 
Tliat  not  more  like  in  feature  and  in  mien. 
The  God  and  mortal  in  the  comic  scene.  * 
False  Julius,  ambush'd  in  this  fiur  disguise^ 
Soon  made  the  Roman  liberties  his  priae. 

No  mask  in  basest  minds  Ambition 
But  in  full  light  pricks  up  her  aas's  ca 
All  I  have  sung  are  instances  of  this. 
And  prove  my  theme  unfolded  nott 

Te  vain  !  desist  from  your  erroneous  strife ; 
Be  wise,  and  quit  ^^ftdte  sublime  of  life; 
"Die  truje  ambition  there  alone  resides. 
Where  Justice  vindicates,  and  inarfom  guides; 
Wliere  mvaard  dignity  joins  outward  st^le ; 
Oxxr imrj[»ose  good,  as  our  adneoetment  great; 
Where  public  blessings  public  praise  attend ; 
Where  glory  Is  our  motive,  not  our  end. 
Wouldst  thou  hefam*d  f     Have  those  fa^ 

in  view 
Brave  men  would  act,  diougfa  foandiJ  should  ewsne 

Behold  a  prince !  whom  no  swobs  thougbts  in- 
flame; 
No  pride  of  thrones,  no  ^ewe  ^sihtx  fawne  : 
But  when  the  welAre  of  mankind  inspires, 
And  death  in  view  to  dear-bought  glory  fins. 
Proud  conquests  then,  then  regsl  pomps  ddijglit ; 
Then  crowns,  then  triumphs,  sparkle  in  his  st|^  ; 
TViffiuA  and  ndu  are  dear,  which  widi  them  being 
His  people's  blessings  to  their  ardent  king : 
But,  when  those  great  heroic  motives  cease. 
His  swelling  soul  subsides  to  native  peace : 
From  tedious,  grandeur's  Med  charms  withdvmwv 
A  9wdden  foe  to  splendour  and  applause ; 
Greatly  deferring  his  arrears  of  feme, 
Till  men  and  angels  jointly  shout  his  name. 
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O  pride  cdfistial !  wldch  cm  pride  disdain ; 
O  blest  ambition !  which  can  ne'er  be  tNim. 

From  one  fiun'd  Alpine  hill,  which  props  the  sky, 
In  whose  deep  womb  uniathom*d  waters  lie, 
Here  burst  the  Rhone  and  sounding  Po ;  there  shine, 
In  in£uit  rills,  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine; 
Fhim  the  rich  store  one  fruitful  urn  supplies, 
Whole  kingdoms  smile,  a  thousand  harvests  rise. 

In  Brunswick  such  a  source  the  Muse  adores, 
Which  public  blessings  through  half  Europe  pours. 
When  his  heart  bums  with  such  a  god-like  aim, 
Angels  and  George  are  rivals  for  the  &roe ; 
George,  who  in  fws  can  soft  affections  raise. 
And  cbum  envenomed  satire  into  praise. 

Nor  kuman  rage  alone  his  power  perceives, 
Bot  the  mad  wmd$,  and  the  tumultuous  iMoet.  * 
E*cn  storms  (Death's  fiercest  ministers !)  foriiear. 
And,  in  tfaidr  own  wild  empire,  learn  to  spare. 
Thus  Naiure*t  srj^  supporting  man*s  decree. 
Styles  Britain's  sovereign,  sovereign  of  the  aea, 

*  The  king  in  danger  by  sea. 
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While  tea  and  tdr,  great  Brunswick ! 
state. 
And  sported  with  a  king's  and  kingdcnn's  ibte^ 
Depriv'd  of  what  she  lov'd,  and  press'd  by  fear 
Of  ever  losing  what  she  held  most  dear, 
How  did  Britannia,  like  Achilles,  weep, 
And  tell  her  sorrows  to  the  kindred  deej)  I 
Hang  o'er  the  floods,  and,  in  devotion  warm, 
Strive,  for  thee,  with  the  surge,  and  fight  the  storm ! 

What  felt  thy  Walpole,  pUot  of  tlie  realm ! 
Our  Palinurus  slept  not  at  the  helm ; 
His  eye  ne'er  clos'd ;  long  since  inur'd  to  wake. 
And  out-watch  every  star  for  Brunswick's  sake : 
By  thwarting  passions  tost,  by  cares  opprest. 
He  found  the  tempest  pictur'd  in  his  breast : 
But^  nowy  what  joys  that  gloom  of  heart  dispel. 
No  powers  of  language— but  his  own,  can  tell; 
His  own,  which  Naivire  and  the  Grace*  form, 
At  will,  to  raise,  or  hush  the  ctM/  storm. 
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IVIarc  AKSNsnn  wis  born  in  1721,  •!  Newcasde. 
upon-iyne,  where  his  fttfaer  was  a  substantial 
batcher.  After  recdWng  an  education,  first  at  a 
grammar.4chool,  and  then  at  a  private  academy  at 
his  native  place,  he  was  sent  to  the  university  of 
Edinburgh,  for  the  purpose  of  being  fitted  for  a 
Dissenting  mimster.  He  soon,  however,  exchanged 
his  studies  for  those  of  medidne ;  and,  after  con- 
tinning  three  years  at  Edinburgh,  he  removed  to 
Leyden,  where  he  to6k  the  degree  of  M.  D.  in  1 744. 
In  the  same  year  his  poem  <*  On  the  Pleesures  of 
the  Imagination"  made  its  appearance,  which  was 
received  with  great  i^plause,  and  raised  the  author 
at  once  into  poetical  fiune.  It  was  soon  followed 
by  a  warm  invective  against  the  celebrated  Pulteney, 
Earl  of  Bath,  in  an  «  Epistle  to  Curio."  In  1745 
he  published  ten  Odes  on  dififbrent  sufaijects,  and  in 
various  styles  and  manners.  All  these  wcvks  cha- 
racterised him  as  a  zeabus  votary  of  Grecian  phi- 
losophy and  classical  literature,  and  an  ardent  lover 
of  liboty.  He  continued,  firom  time  to  time,  to 
publish  his  poetical  effusions,  most  of  which  first 
appeared  in  Dodsley's  collection.  Of  these,  the 
most  considerable  is,  a  '^  Hymn  to  the  Naiads." 

His  professional  career  affords  flew  incidents 
worth  recording.  He  settled  for  a  short  time  at 
Northampton;  then  removed  to  Hampstead;  and 
finally  fixed  himself  in  London.  While  his  prac- 
tice was  small,  he  was  generously  assisted  l^  his 
friend,  Mr.  Jeremiah  D^n,  who  made  him  an 
allowance  of  3O0L  per  annum.  He  pursued  the 
regular  course  to  advancement,  becoming  Fellow 
of  the  Royal  Society,  Physician  to  St.  Thomas's 
Hospital,  Doctor  of  Physic  by  mandamus  at  Cam- 
bridge, and  Fellow  of  the  London  College  of  Phy- 
sicians. He  also  published  several  occasional  pieces 
on  medical  subjects,  among  which  was  a  Treatise 
on  the  Epidemic  Dysentery  of  1764,  written  in  ele- 
gant Latin.     By  these   efforts  hb  practice  and 


reputation  incfMsed ;  ao  that,  oo  the 
of  the  Queen's  household,  he  wn  appointed  om  of 
her  Miyeshr's  physidana— -an  honour  fitr  which  he 
is  supposed  to  have  been  indebted  to  Mr.  Dyson. 
It  is  affirmed  that  Dr.  Akenside  aasmned  s 
haughtiness  and  ostentation  of  manner  vrhicfa  wu 
not  calculated  to  ingratiate  him  with  his  bretfares 
of  the  ftculty,  or  to  render  him  generslly  ac- 
ceptable. He  died  of  a  putrid  lever,  in  June,  1770^ 
in  the  ftwty-ninth  year  of  his  age. 

Respecting  his  poem  «  On  tfie  Flenaum  of  the 
Imagination,"  of  which  Addison's  papers  in  the  S^kc- 
tator  are  the  ground-woric,  it  would  be  an  injury  to 
deny  him  the  claims  of  an  original  writer,  wfaicfa  be 
merited  by  the  expansion  of  the  plan  of  this  prase 
original^  and  by  enriching  its  illnatntiona  item  the 
stores  of  philoaophy  and  poetry.  No  poem  of  so 
elevated  and  absttacted  a  kind  was  ever  so  popular. 
It  went  through  several  editions  soon  after  its  ap- 
pearance, and  IS  still  read  with  enthusiasm  by  those 
who  have  acquired  a  relish  for  the  conccptioas 
of  pure  poetry,  and  the  strains  of  numerous  blank 
verse.  The  author  wn  known  to  have  been  em- 
ployed many  years  in  connecting^  or  rather  new- 
modelling,  this  worii ;  but  the  unfinished  diaoght 
of  thb  design  seems  to  have  rendered  it  prabafak 
that  the  piece  would  have  lost  as  much  in  poetry 
as  it  would  have  gained  in  philoaophy. 

Of  his  other  poems,  the  Hymn  to  the  Naiads  n 
the  longest  and  beat  With  the  purest  ipifit  of 
chusical  literature,  it  rontaiiw  mudi  inytfaologicsl 
ingenuity,  and  many  poetical  ideas,  hiautifuBy  es- 
pressed.  In  his  lyric  productions,  the  cojpkmsotm 
and  elevation  of  thought  does  not  iianpiiiMiii  iar 
the  total  want  of  grace,  ease^  and  appropriate  har- 
mony.  The  only  spuka  of  animation  wfaicb  tfwy 
exhibit  occur  when  they  touch  on  political 
and  it  is  in  these  instances  alooe  are  have  i 
toaelectt 
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PLEASURES  OF  IMAGINATION. 
▲  rone,  IN  THuut  books* 

Epict  apud  Arrian.  II.  IS. 
Pttbtithed  in  the  Year  1744. 

Book  I. 

ArgumenL 

Hie  subject  proposed.  Difficulty  of  treadog  it 
poetically.  The  ideas  of  the  Divine  mind,  the 
origin  of  every  quality  pleasing  to  the  imagina- 
tioii.  The  natiual  variety  of  constitution  in  the 
minds  of  men ;  with  its  final  cause.  The  idea 
of  a  fine  imagination,  and  the  state  of  the  mind 
in  the  enjoyment  of  those  pleasures  which  it 
affords.  All  the  primary  pleasures  of  the  inui- 
gtnation  result  from  the  perception  of  greatness, 
or  vronderftilness,  or  beauty  in  objects.  The 
pleasure  from  greatness,  with  its  final  cause. 
Flaasure  from  novelty  or  wonderfiilness,'.  with  its 
final  cause.  Beasure  from  beauty,  with  its 
final  cause.  Hie  connection  of  beauty  with 
troth  and  good,  applied  to  the  conduct  of  life. 
Invitation  to  the  study  of  moral  philosc^y. 
The  different  degrees  of  beauty  in  different  specie^ 
of  ol:jects:  colour;  shape;  natural  concretes; 
^i^l^etabies ;  animals;  the  mind.  Hie  sublime, 
the  fiur,  tibe  wonderful  of  the  mind.  The  con. 
nection  of  the  imagination  and  the  moral  fiunilty. 
Conclusion. 

With  what  attractive  charms  this  goodly  frame 

Of  Nature  touches  the  consenting  hrarts 

Of  mortal  men ;  and  what  the  pleasing  stores 

Wbich  beauteous  imitation  thence  derives 

To  deck  the  poet's,  or  the  painter's  toil ; 

M J  verse  unfolds.     Attend,  ve  gentle  powers 

Of  musicai  delight !  and  while  I  sing 

Tour  gifts,  your  honours,  dance  around  my  strain. 

Tbon,  amUing  queen  of  every  tuneful  breut, 

Indiilgeot  Fancy !  from  the  fruitful  banks 

Of  Avon,  whence  thy  rosy  fingers  cull 

Firesfa  flowers  and  dews  to  sprinkle  on  the  turf 

Wbere  Sbakq»eare  lies,  be  present :  and  with  thee 

JL«t  Fiction  come,  upon  her  vagrant  wings 

Wafting  ten  thousand  colours  through  the  air, 

Which,  by  the  glances  of  her  magic  eye,      [forms, 

8be  blends  and  shifb  at  will,  through  countless 

Her  wild  creation.     Goddess  of  the  lyre, 

Which  rules  the  accents  of  the  moring  sphere, 

WHt  thoo,  eternal  Harmony  !  descend 

And  join  this  festive  train  ?  for  with  thee  comes 

The  guide,  the  guardian  of  their  lovely  sports, 

Msyestic  TVnth ;  and  where  IVuth  deigns  to  come. 

Bar  sister  Liberty  will  not  be  fiur. 

jBe  present  all  ye  genii,  who  conduct 

The  wandering  footsteps  of  the  youthful  bard, 

New  to  your  springs  and  shades  i  who  touch  hb  ear 


With  finer  sounds :  who  heighten  to  his  eye 
The  bloom  of  Natiue,  and  More  him  turn 
The  gayest,  happiest  attitude  of  things. 

Oti  have  the  laws  of  each  poetic  strain 
The  ciitio-verse  employ*d ;  yet  still  unsung 
Lay  this  prime  subject,  though  importing  most 
A  poet's  name :  for  fruitless  is  the  attempt, 
By  dull  obedience  and  by  creeping  toil 
Obscure  to  conquer  the  severe  ascent 
Of  high  Psmassus.     Nature's  kindling  breath 
Must  fire  the  chosen  genius ;  Nature's  hand 
Must  string  his  nerves,  and  imp  his  eagle>wings 
Impatient  of  the  feinfrd  steep,  to  soar 
High  as  the  sunmiit ;  there  to  breathe  at  large 
Ethereal  air;  with  bards  and  sages  old. 
Immortal  sona  of  praise.    These  flattering  scenest 
To  this  neglected  labour  court  my  song ; 
Yet  not  unconscious  what  a  doubtful  tosk 
To  paint  the  finest  features  of  the  mind, 
And  to  most  subtle  and  mysterious  things 
Give  colour,  strength,  and  motion.     But  the  love 
Of  Nature  and  the  Muses  bids  explore. 
Through  secret  paUis  erewhile  untrod  by  man, 
Th#  fiur  poetic  region,  to  detect 
Untested  springs,  to  drink  inspiring  draughts, 
And  shade  my  temples  with  unfading  flowers 
Cuird  from  the  laureate  vale's  profound  recess, 
Where  never  poet  gain'd  a  wreath  before,     [scends 
From  Heaven  my  strains  b^gin ;  from  Heaven  de- 
The  flame  of  genius  to  the  human  breast. 
And  love  and  beau^,  and  poetic  joy 
And  inspiration.     Ere  the  radiant  Sun 
Sprang  fh»m  the  east,  or  *mid  the  vault  of  night 
The  Moon  suspended  her  serener  lamp ; 
Ere  mountains,  woods,  or  streams,  adom*d  the  globe, 
Or  Wisdom  tmight  the  sons  of  men  her  lore ; 
Then  liv*d  th*  almighty  One :  then,  deep  retir'd 
In  his  unfathom*d  essence,  riew*d  the  forms, 
The  forms  eternal  of  created  things ; 
The  radiiyit  Sun,  the  Moon's  nocturnal  lamp» 
The  mountains,  woods  and  streams,  the  rolling  globe, 
And  Wisdom's  mien  celestiaL     From  the  first 
Of  days,  on  diem  his  love  divine  he  fix'd. 
His  admiration :  till  in  time  complete. 
What  he  admir'd  and  lov'd,  his  vital  smile 
Unfolded  into  being.     Hence  the  breath 
Of  life  informing  each  organic  frame. 
Hence  the  green  earth,  and  wild  resounding  waves ; 
Hence  light  and  shade  alternate ;  warmth  and  cold; 
And  clear  autumnal  skies  and  vernal  showers, 
And  all  tlie  fair  variety  of  things. 

But  not  alike  to  every  mortal  eye 
Is  this  great  scene  unveil'd.     For  since  the  claims 
Of  social  Ufe,  to  different  labours  urge 
The  active  powers  of  man !  with  wise  intent 
The  hand  of  Nature  on  peculiar  minds 
Imprints  a  different  bias,  and  to  each 
Decrees  its  province  in  tiie  common  tolL 
To  some  she  taught  the  &bric  of  the  sphere. 
The  changeful  Moon,  the  circuit  of  the  stars, 
The  golden  zones  of  Heaven ;  to  some  she  gave 
To  weigh  the  moment  of  eternal  thinas, 
Of  time,  and  space,  and  Fate's  unbroken  chain, 
And  will's  quick  impulse :  others  by  the  hand 
She  led  o'er  vales  and  mountains,  to  explore 
What  healing  virtue  swells  the  tender  veins 
Of  hertw  and  flowers;  or  what  the  beams  of  mom 
Draw  forth,  distilling  fixKn  the  defted  rind 
In  balmy  tears.     But  some,  to  higher  hopes 
Were  destin'd;  some  within  a  finer  mould 
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1  o  these  die  8fv  OimiipoteDt  nnlUdi 

The  world's  faennonioiis  Toluiiie»  there  to  read 

The  tnascripC  of  faiiiiself.     On  every  pert 

Thejr  tmce  the  bright  hnpressions  of  his  faMid : 

In  eerth  or  eir,  the  meedow's  purple  stores. 

The  Moon's  n^  ndlanoey  or  the  Tifgin's  fbrm 

Blooming  with  rosy  smiles,  they  eetf  poartray*d 

That  uncreirted  bentty,  wUcfa  del^fats 

The  mmd  supremOi     They  also  feel  her  charms, 

£namour'd ;  they  partake  the  eternal  joy. 

For  as  old  Mammon's  image,  long  reoown*d 
By  fiiUing  Nihis,  to  the  qaiTering  touch 
Of  Titan's  n^,  with  each  repulsive  string 
Consenting,  sounded  through  the  waibling  air 
Unbidden  strsins ;  even  so  did  Natuie's  hand 
To  certain  species  of  external  things, 
Attune  the  finer  organs  of  the  nund : 
So  the  glad  impulse  of  eoogenial  powers, 
Or  of  sweet  sounds,  or  fiur  proportion'd  Ibrm, 
The  grace  of  motion,  or  the  bloom  of  light. 
Thrills  through  Imagination's  tender  firame^ 
From  nerve  to  nerve :  all  naked  and  alive 
They  catch  the  spreadmg  n^;  till  now  the  soul 
At  length  discloses  every  tuneful  spring. 
To  that  harmonious  movement  from  w&out 
Responsive.     Then  the  inexpressive  strain 
Diffiises  its  enchantment :  Fancy  dreams 
Of  sacred  fbuntsins  and  Elysian  groves, 

"  And  vales  of  bliss :  the  intellectmd  power 
Bends  from  his  aweftil  throne  a  wondering  ear. 
And  smiles :  the  passions,  gently  sooth'd  away. 
Sink  to  divhie  repose,  and  love  and  joy 
Alone  are  waking ;  love  and  joy  serene 
As  airs  diat  fim  the  summer.     O !  attend, 

'  Whoe'er  thou  art,  whom  these  delights  can  touch. 
Whose  candid  bosom  the  refining  love 
Of  Nature  warms,  O  listen  to  my  song ; 
And  I  will  guide  thee  to  her  favourite  walks. 
And  teach  thy  solitude  her  voice  to  hear. 
And  point  her  loveliest  features  to  thy  riew. 

Know  then,  wfaate'er  of  Nature's  pregnant  stores, 
Whate'er  of  mimic  Art's  reflected  forms 
With  love  and  admiration  thus  inflame 
The  powers  of  fancy,  her  delighted  sons 
To  three  illustrious  orders  have  referr'd ; 
Three  sister-graces,  whom  the  painter's  hand, 
The  poet's  tongue,  confesses ;  the  sublime^ 

.  The  wonderful,  the  fair.     I  see  them  dawn ! 
I  see  the  radiant  visions,  where  they  rise. 
More  lovely  than  when  Lucifer  displays 
His  beaming  forehead  through  the  gates  of  mom. 
To  lead  the  tnin  of  Phoebus  and  the  Spring. 

Say,  why  was  man  so  eminently  rsis'd 
Amid  the  vast  creation ;  why  ordain'd 
Through  life  and  death  to  dart  his  piercing  eye^ 
With  thougfate  beyond  the  limit  of  his  fnme ; 
But  that  the  Omnipotent  might  send  him  forth 
In  sight  of  mortal  and  inmiortal  powers, 
As  on  a  boundless  theatre,  to  run 
The  great  career  of  justice;  toexalt 
His  generous  aim  to  all  diviner  deeds ; 
To  chsse  each  partial  purpose  from  hb  breast: 
And  through  the  miste  of  passion  and  of  sense. 
And  thhmgh  the  tossing  tide  of  chance  and  pain. 
To  hold  his  course  unfiuilteiing,  while  the  voice 
Of  Thith  and  Vutue,  up  the  steep  ascent 
Of  Nature^  calls  him  to  his  high  reward,       [bums 
The  appbttding  smile  of  Heaven  ?  Else  wherefiMne 
In  mortal  boMxns  this  unclenched  hope, 


Thaft  brsadHS  from  dsy  lo  dsy  subUmer  thjnga, 

And  mocks  possesrion?  wherefore  darts  the  ********, 

With  aucfa  rasistkas  sfdour  to  cmbraca 

Mi^cstic  fiorms;  impatient  te  be  frse^ 

Spuminff  the  gross  cootroul  of  wilful  might ; 

IVoud  of  the  strong  cotttentioo  of  hertoih; 

IVottdte  be  daring?  Who  but  rsther  turns 

To  Heaven's  broad  fire  his  unconstrained  view. 

Than  to  the  glimmering  of  a  waxen  flame? 

Who  that,  f^om  Alpine  heights,  his  labouri^  eye  • 

Shooto  round  the  vnde  horuoo,  to  survey 

Nilus  or  Ganges  rolling  his  bright  wave 

Through  mountains,  plains,  through  empirea  black 

with  shade 
And  continents  of  sand ;  will  turn  his  gaae 
To  mark  the  windings  of  a  scanty  rill 
That  murmun  at  his  feet?    The  higb4»om  aonl 
Disdains  to  rest  her  heaven-aspiring  wing 
Beneath  its  native  quany.     'Hr'd  of  Earth 
And  this  diurnal  scene,  she  springs  aloft 
Through  fields  of  air ;  pursues  the  flying  storm ; 
Rides  on  the  vollied  lightning  through  the  heawns; 
Or,  yok'd  with  whirlwinds  and  the  northern  blesi. 
Sweeps  the  long  tract  of  day.     Then  high  she  sosrs 
The  blue  profound,  and  hovering  round  the  Son 
Beholds  him  pouring  the  redun£uit  stream 
Of  light ;  beholds  his  unrelenting  sway 
Bend  the  reluctant  planets  to  absolve 
The  fated  rounds  of  Time.     Thence  fiu*  efTusM 
She  darts  her  swifUiess  up  the  long  career 
Of  derious  comets ;  through  its  burning  s^gns 
Exulting  measures  the  perennial  wheel 
Of  Nature,  and  looks  back  on  all  the  stan^ 
Whose  blended  light,  as  with  a  milky  aooc^ 
Invest  the  orient.     Now  amas'd  she  views 
The  empyreal  waste,  where  happy  spirite  hold. 
Beyond  this  concave  Heaven,  tbar  calm  abode; 
And  fields  of  radiance,  whose  imfading  light 
Has  travell'd  the  profound  six  thousand  yean^ 
Nor  yet  arrives  in  sight  of  mortal  things. 
Even  on  the  barrien  of  the  world  untir'd 
She  meditates  the  eternal  depdi  below ; 
Till  half  recoiling,  down  the  headlong  steep 
She  plunges ;  soon  o'erwhelm'd  and  swallow'd  vp 
In  that  immense  of  being.     There  her  hopes 
Rest  at  the  fiited  goaL     For  from  the  birth 
Of  mortal  man,  the  sovereign  Maker  said. 
That  not  in  humble  nor  in  brief  delight. 
Not  in  the  fading  echoes  of  Renown, 
Power's  purple  robes,  nor  Pleasure's  flowery  lap^ 
The  soul  should  find  enjoyment:  but  from  f 
Turning  disdainful  to  an  equal  good. 
Through  all  the  ascent  of  things  enlarge  her  ^ 
Till  every  bound  at  length  should  disappear. 
And  infinite  perfection  close  the  scene. 

Call  now  to  mind  what  high  ''■p^'^ti 
Lie  folded  up  in  man ;  how  fiur  beyond 
The  praise  of  mortals,  may  the  eternal  growth 
Of  Nature  to  perfection  half  divine. 
Expand  the  bloominff  soul  ?  What  pity  then 
Shrndd  sloth's  unkindly  fogs  deprsas  to  Earth 
Her  tender  blossom ;  choke  the  streams  of  UA^ 
And  blast  her  spring !  Far  otherwise  des^'d 
Almighty  Wisdom;  Nature's  happy  cares 
The  obedient  heart  far  otherwise  incline. 
Witness  the  sprightly  joy  when  aught  unknown 
Strikes  the  quick  sense,  and  wakes  each  active  | 
To  brisker  measures :  wimess  the  n^jlect 
Of  all  fimiiliar  prospects,  though  beheld 
Wah  trsnsport  once ;  the  fond  attentive  gsae 
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K'/oungflfltonisliinent;  tbe  tober  teal 
^age,  commenting  on  ]irodiffious  tliinga, 
'or  such  the  bounteous  Proviaence  of  Heftven, 
D  erery  breast  implanting  this  desire 
^objects  new,  and  strange,  to  urge  us  on 
Tith  unremitted  labour  to  pursue 
liote  sacred  stores  that  wait  the  ripening  soul, 
n  IVutfa's  exhaustless  bosom.     IVhat  need  words 
'o  paint  its  power  ?  For  this  the  daring  youth    • 
Iresks  from  his  weeping  mother's  anxious  arms, 
D  fOKign  dunes  to  rove :  the  pfusire  sage, 
[cedless  of  sleep,  or  midnight's  harmful  damp, 
hngs  o'er  the  sickly  taper ;  and  untir'd 
lie  yiigin  follows,  with  enchanted  step, 
1m  mases  of  some  wild  and  wondroui  tale, 
'rom  mom  to  ere ;  unmindful  of  her  fomv 
fiunindful  of  the  happy  dress  that  stole 
Tie  wishes  of  the  youth,  when  every  maid      * 
Trth  envy  pin'd.     Hence,  finally,  by  night 
be  viUage-matron,  round  the  blazing  hearth, 
iMpends  tlie  infiuit-audience  with  her  tales, 
treathing  astcmishment !  of  witching  xbymes, 
jideviispirita;  of  tiie  deatb-bed  call 
f  hun  who  iobb*d  tbe  widow,  and  devour'd 
lie  orphan's  portion;  of  unquiet  souls 
iien  from  the  grave  to  ease  the  heavy  guilt 
>f  deeds  in  life  conceal'd ;  of  shapes  that  walk 
it  dead  of  nigfat,  and  dank  their  chains,  and  wave 
be  torch  ofHdl  aroimd  the  murderer's  bed. 
\  9nry  sdemn  pause  the  crowd  recoil, 
iSBng  each  other  speechless,  and  congeal'd 
nth  shivering  sigha;  till  eager  for  the  event, 
Joond  die  bddame  all  erect  they  hang, 
kfa  trembUng  heart  with  grateful  terrours  quell'd. 
But  lo !  disdos'd  in  all  her  smiling  pomp, 
Hwre  Beauty  onward  moving  claims  the  verse 
ler  charms  inqnre  :  the  freely-flowing  verse 
n  thy  immortal  praise,  O  form  divine, 
mootfas  her  mellifluent  stream.  Thee,  Beauty,  thee, 
lie  regal  dome,  and  thy  enlivening  ray 
1m  mossy  roofii  adore :  thou,  better  Sun  ! 
or  ever  beamest  on  the  enchanted  heart 
«ofre,  and  harmonious  wonder,  and  delight 
*oetic     Brightest  progeny  of  Heaven  ! 
low  shall  I  trace  thy  features?  where  sdect 
1m  roseate  hues  to  emulate  thy  bloom  ? 
Ivte  then,  my  song,  through  Nature's  wide  expanse, 
laste  then,  and  gather  all  her  comeliest  wealth, 
Hiatc'cr  bright  spoils  the  florid  earth  contains, 
(^hatc'er  the  waters,  or  the  liquid  air, 
'o  deck  thy  lovdy  labour.     Wflt  thou  fly 
fith  hmglang  Autunm  to  the  Atlantic  isles, 
iad  ran^wuh  him  the  Hesperian  field,  and  see 
HMre'er  his  fingers  toudi  the  fruitful  grove, 
Hm  bfanchea  shoot  with  gold ;  where'er  his  step 
larks  tbe  glad  soil,  the  tender  clusters  grow 
Vith  purple  ripeness,  and  invest  each  hill 
U  with  the  blushes  of  an  evening  sky  ? 
)r  wilt  thou  rather  stoop  thy  vagrant  plume, 
Vhere  gliding  through   his   daughter's  honour  d 


[he  smooth  Peneus  from  his  glassy  flood 
leftects  purpureal  Tempi's  pleasant  scene? 
^air  Temp£ !  haunt  bdov'd  of  sylvan  powers, 
)f  Nympfaa  and  Fauns;  where  in  the  golden  age 
[iqr  pUy'd  in  secret  on  the  shady  brink 
iTtdi ancient  Pan:  while  round  their  choral  steps 
foong  Hours  and  genial  Gales  with  constant  hand 
ihovrer'd  blovoros,  odours,    shower'd    ambrosial 
dcwfly 


And  Spring's  Elyslcn  blooin.     Her  flowery  8t«re 

To  thee  nor  Tenqi^  shall  refuse ;  nor  watch 

Of  vringed  Hydra  guard  Hesperian  fruits 

FWmi  thy  f^nee  spoiL     O  bear  then,  unreprov'd. 

Thy  smiling  treasures  to  the  green  recess 

Where  young  Dione  stays.     With  svreetest  airs 

Entice  her  forth  to  lend  her  angd-form 

For  Beauty's  bonour'd  image.     Hither  turn 

Thy  graceful  footsteps ;  hither,  gentle  maid, 

IncUne  thy  poliah'd  forehead :  let  thy  eyes 

Efibae  the  mildnesB  of  their  axure  dawn ; 

And  may  the  fanning  breezes  waft  aside 

Thy  radttnt  locks  :  disdosing,  as  it  bends 

With  airy  softness  firom  the  marble  neck. 

The  che^  £»ir-blooming,  and  the  rosy  lip, 

Where  winning  smiles  and  pleasures  sweet  as  love. 

With  sanctity  and  i%isdom,  tempering  blend 

Their  soft  allurement,     llien  the  pleasing  force 

Of  Nature,  and  her  kind  parental  care 

Worthier  I'd  sing :  then  all  the  enamour'd  youtis 

With  each  adnuring  vhrgin,  to  my  lyre 

Should  throng  attentive,  while  I  point  on  high 

Where  Beauty's  living  image,  like  the  mom 

That  wakes  in  ZephyPs  arms  the  blushing  May, 

Moves  onward ;  or  as  Venus,  when  she  stood 

Efi\ilgent  on  the  pearly  car,  and  smil'd, 

F^esh  from  the  deep,  and  consdous  of  her  form, 

To  see  the  Tritons  tune  their  vocal  shells. 

And  each  cerulean  sister  of  the  flood 

With  loud  acclaim  attend  her  o'er  the  waves. 

To  seek  the  Idalian  bower.     Ye  smiling  band 

Of  youths  and  virgins,  who  through  all  tbe  maie 

Of  young  desire  vrith  rival-steps  pursue 

This  charm  of  beauty;  if  the  pleasing  toil 

Can  yield  a  moment's  respite,  hither  turn 

Your  finvourable  ear,  and  trust  my  words. 

I  do  not  mean  to  wake  the  gloomy  form 

Of  Superstition  dress'd  in  Wisdom's  garb. 

To  damp  your  tender  hopes ;  I  do  not  mean 

To  bid  the  jealous  tfaunderer  fire  the  heaven^ 

Or  shapes  infernal  rend  tbe  groaning  Earth 

To  fri^  you  from  your  joys :  my  cheerful  song 

With  better  omens  calls  you  to  the  fidd, 

Pleas'd  with  your  generous  ardour  in  the  chase. 

And  warm  like  you.     Then  tdl  me,  for  ye  know, 

Does  Beauty  ever  deign  to  dwell  where  healtli 

And  active  use  are  strangers?  Is  Iter  charm 

Confess'd  in  aught,  wliose  most  peculiar  ends 

Are  lame  and  fruitless  ?  Or  did  Nature  mean 

This  pleasing  call  the  herald  of  a  lie ; 

To  hide  the  shame  of  discord  and  disease. 

And  catch  vrith  fair  hypocrisy  the  heart 

Of  idle  fiuth?  O  no!  vrith  better  cares 

Tbe  indulgent  mother,  conscious  how  infirm 

Her  offspring  tread  the  paths  of  good  and  ill. 

By  this  illustrious  image,  in  each  kind 

Still  most  illustrious  where  tlie  object  holds 

Its  native  powers  most  perfect,  she  by  this 

Illumes  the  headstrong  impube  of  desire. 

And  sanctifies  his  choice.     Tbe  generous  glebe 

Whose  bosom  smiles  vrith  verdure,  the  clear  tract 

Of  streams  delicious  to  the  thirsty  soul. 

The  bloom  of  nectar'd  fruitage  ripe  to  sens^ 

And  every  charm  of  animated  things. 

Are  only  pledges  of  a  state  sincere, 

The  integrity  and  order  of  thdr  frame. 

When  all  is  well  withm,  and  every  end 

AccompUsh'd.  Thus  was  Beauty  sent  from  Heaveq» 

The  lovely  ministress  of  truth  and  good 

In  this  dark  workl :  for  truth  and  good  are  one, 

Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


694 


AKEIi8ID& 


BookL 


And  BmuIj  dwiUi  in  than,  tad  tiMgr  IB  Imh^ 

With  like  pitidpation.     Wherefore  then, 

O  ions  of  £artb !  would  ye  diasolTe  the  tie? 

O  wherefore,  with  a  rash  impetuous  aim. 

Seek  ye  those  flowery  joys  with  which  the  hand 

Of  Ufjsh  Fancy  paints  each  flattering  scene 

Where  Beauty  seems  to  dwell,  nor  once  inquire 

Where  is  the  sanction  of  eternal  truth. 

Or  where  the  seal  of  undeceitf ul  good. 

To  mve  your  seardi  from  folly !  Wanting  these, 

Lo !  Beauty  withers  in  your  void  wnhrace, 

And  with  the  glittering  of  an  idiot's  toy 

Did  Fancy  mock  your  tows.     Nor  let  the  gleam 

Of  youthful  hope,  that  shines  upon  your  hearts, 

Be  chilled  or  clouded  at  this  aweful  task, 

Te  learn  the  lore  of  undeceitful  good, 

And  truth  eternal.     Though  the  poisonous  charms 

Of  baleltti  Superstition  guide  the  ieet 

Of  senrile  numbers,  through  a  dreary  way 

To  their  abode,  through  daerts,  thorns,  and  nure; 

And  leave  the  wretched  pilgrim  all  forlorn 

To  muse  at  last,  amid  tl^s  ghostly  gloom 

Of  graves,  and  hoaiy  vaults,  and  cloister*d  cells ; 

To  walk  with  spectres  through  the  midnight  shades 

And  to  the  screaming  owl's  accursed  song 

Attune  the  dreadful  workings  of  his  h^art ; 

Yet  be  not  ye  dismay'd.     A  gentler  star 

Your  lovely  search  illumines.     FVom  the  grove 

Where  Wisdom  talk'd  with  her  Athenian  sons. 

Could  my  ambitioua  hand  intwine  a  wreath. 

Of  Plato's  olive  with  the  Mantusn  bay, 

Hien  should  my  powerftil  verse  at  once  dispel 

Those  monkish  horrours :  then  in  light  divine 

Disclose  the  Elysian  prospect,  where  the  steps 

Of  those  whom  Nature  charms,  through  blooming 

walks, 
Through  fragrant  mountains  and  poedc  streams, 
Amid  the  train  of  sages,  heroes,  bards, 
Led  by  their  winged  Genius  and  the  choir 
Of  laurell'd  Science,  and  harmonious  Art, 
Ftoceed,  exulting,  to  the  eternal  shrine. 
Where  IVuth  conspicuous  with  her  sister-twins, 
Hm  undivided  partners  of  her  sway. 
With  Good  and  Bcau^  reigns.     O  let  not  us, 
Lull'd  by  luxurious  Pleasure's  languid  strain, 
Or  crouching  to  the  frtiwns  of  Bigot-rage, 
O  let  us  not  a  moment  pause  to  join 
That  godlike  band.     And  if  the  gracious  power 
Who  fliBt  awaken'd  my  untutor'd  song, 
Will  to  my  invocation  breathe  anew 
Hm  tuneful  spirit;  then  through  all  our  paths, 
Ne'er  shall  the  sound  of  this  devoted  lyre 
Be  wanting ;  whether  on  the  rosy  mead, 
When  Summer  smiles,  to  warn  the  melting  heart 
Of  Luxury's  allurement ;  whether  firm 
Against  the  torrent  and  tlie  stubborn  hill 
To  urge  boU  Virtue's  unremitted  nerve, 
And  wake  the  strong  divinity  of  soul 
That  conquers  Chance  and  Fate ;  or  whether  strudc 
For  sounds  of  triumph,  to  prodaim  her  toib 
Upon  the  lofry  summit,  round  her  brow 
To  twine  the  wreath  of  incomiptive  praise ; 
To  trace  her  hallow'd  light  through  future  worlds, 
And  bless  Heaven's  image  in  the  heart  of  man. 

Thus  mih  a  fiuthful  aim  have  we  presum'd, 
Adventurous,  to  delineate  Nature's  form ; 
Whether  in  vast,  majestic  pomp  amy'd. 
Or  drestfor  pleasing  wonder,  or  serene 
In  Beauty's  rosy  simle.     It  now  remains, 
Through  various  being's  fiur-proportioned  scale. 
To  traoe  the  riring  lustre  of  her  charms, 


From  their  flcst  twiUgbty  shining  forth  at  ki^ 
To  full  meridian  splendour.     Of  degree 
Hie  least  and  lowliest,  in  the  effusive  waruuh 
Of  colours  mingling  with  a  iwidom  blaie» 
Doth  Beauty  dwell.     Tlien  higher  in  the  fine 
And  variation  of  determtn'd  shape, 
Where  Truth's  eternal  measures  mark  die  bound 
Of  circle,  cube,  or  sphere.     The  third  ascent 
Unites  this  varied  symmetry  of  parts 
Withcolour'sbhuid  allurement;  as  the  pearl 
Shines  in  the  concave  of  its  asure  bed. 
And  painted  shells  indent  their  speckled  wreath. 
Then  more  attractive  rise  the  blooming  fioeins 
Through  wliicfa  the  breath  of  Nature  has  infus'd 
Her  genial  power  to  draw  with  pregnant  veins 
Nutritious  moisture  hom  the  bounteous  Earil^ 
In  fruit  and  seed  prolific :  thus  the  flowers 
Their  purple  honours  with  the  spring  nsume  ; 
And  tlius  the  stately  tree  with  autumn  bends 
With  blushing  treasures.     But  more  loveiy  sti& 
Is  Nature's  charm,  where  to  the  full  consent 
Of  complicated  members  to  the  bloom 
Of  colour,  and  the  vital  change  of  growth. 
Life's  holy  flame  and  piercing  sense  are  givc^ 
And  active  motion  spesks  the  tdbaper'd  aool; 
So  moves  the  bird  of  Juno ;  so  the  steed 
With  rival  ardour  beats  the  dusty  plain, 
And  faithful  dogs  with  eager  airs  of  joy 
Salul^  their  fellows.     Thus  doth  Beauty  dwell 
There  most  conspicuous,  even  in  outward  abap^ 
Where  dawns  the  high  expression  of  a  mind : 
By  steps  conducting  our  enraptur'd  aeasch 
To  that  eternal  origin,  whose  power. 
Through  all  the  unbounded  symmetry  of  tfaii^ 
Like  rays  efildging  from  the  parent  Sun, 
This  endless  mixture  or  her  charms  diffiis'd. 
Mind,  mind  alone  ,(bear  witness,  Earth  and  Heaien  1} 
The  living  fountains  in  itself  contains 
Of  beauteous  and  sublime :  here,  hand  in  haul^ 
Sit  paramount  the  Graces ;  here  entbroo'dy 
Celestial  Venus,  with  divinest  airsi 
Invites  the  soul  to  never-fading  joy. 
Look  thei^  abroad  through  Nature,  to  the  nsnge 
Of  planets,  suns,  and  ammantine  spheres, 
Wheeting  unshaken  through  the  void  inrnwae  ; 
And  spoik,  O  man  !  does  this  capacious  aoeae 
Widi  half  that  kindling  mijesty  dikte 
Thy  strong  conception,  as  when  Brutus  rose 
Refulgent  from  the  stroke  of  Cesar's  fiiAc^ 
Amid  the  crowd  of  patriots ;  and  his  arm 
Aloft  extending,  like  eternal  Jove, 
When  ffuilt  brings  down  the  thunder,  caO'd  alood 
On  TuTly's  name,  and  shook  his  crimson  stad. 
And  bade  the  &ther  of  his  country  hail  ? 
For  lo !  the  tyrant  prostrate  on  the  duat. 
And  Rome  again  is  flree!  Is  aught  so  fiiir 
In  all  the  dewy  landscapes  of  the  sprii^ 
In  the  bright  eye  of  Hesper  or  the  Moan, 
In  Nature's  fairest  forms,  is  aught  so  fiur 
As  vhrtuous  Friendship  ?  as  the  candid  blush 
Of  him  who  strives  with  fortune  to  be  just  ? 
The  graceful  tear  that  streams  for  others*  woes? 
Or  the  mild  majesty  of  private  hfe. 
Where  Peaee  widi  ever-bloooiing  olive  crowss 
The  gate ;  where  Honour's  liboal  hands  cAase 
Unenvied  treasures,  and  the  snowy  wings 
Of  Innocence  and  Love  protect  the  soeifte? 
Once  more  search,  undismay'd,  the  darii  fnSotmA 
Where  Nature  works  in  secret ;  view  the  be^ 
Of  mineral  treasure,  and  the  eternal  wUt 
That  bounds  the  hoary  Ooeap ;  trsce^  fhnns 
Digitized  by  LnOOQ IC 


kxiK  L 


PLEASURES  OF  IMAGINATION. 
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H  atoBM  moiruig  wiA  inon—t  dmage 

"heir  ekmentel  round  3  behold  the  seeds 

H  boMig,  and  the  energy  of  life 

Hndling  the  mass  with  ever-actiTe  ilame  : 

lien  to  the  secrets  of  the  working  mind 

Ltteottre  turn ;  ftom  dim  oblivion  call 

Icr  fleet,  ideal  band  f  and  bid  them,  go ! 

treak  through  Time's  barrier,  and  o'ertake  the  hour 

iHt  aaw  the  heaTens  created :  then  declare 

f  aught  were  found  in  those  external  scenes 

*o  move  Ihj  wonder  now.     For  what  are  all 

lie  fiwms  which  brute,  unconscious  matter  weara^ 

rreatneas  of  bulk,  or  sjmmetrj  of  parts  ? 

lot  reaching  to  the  heart,  soon  feeble  grows 

Ifte  superficial  impulse ;  dull  their  chums, 

ind  satiate  soon,  and  pall  the  languid  eye 

lot  so  the  moral  species,  nor  the  powers 

>f  genius  and  derign ;  the  ambitious  mind 

liere  sees  herself:  by  these  congenial  forms 

Vmcfa'd  and  awaken'd,  with  intenser  act 

be  beods  each  nerve,  and  meditates  well.pleas*d 

Ur  lisatures  in  the  murror.     For  of  all 

lie  inhabitants  of  Earth,  to  man  alone 

■'I'fsiliTft  Wisdom  gave  to  lift  his  eye 

*o  Truth's  eternal  measures ;  thence  to  frame 

Ise  sacred  laws  of  action  and  of  will, 

Haceming  justice  from  unequal  deeds, 

ind  temperance  finom  folly.     But  beyond 

Ine  coeigy  of  IVuth,  whose  dictates  bind 

isaenring  reason,  the  benignant  sire, 

*o  deck  the  honour*d  paths  of  just  and  good. 

Ins  added  bright  Imagination's  rays : 

Vherm  Virtue,  rismg  from  the  aweftil  depth 

^  Thitfa's  mysterious  bosom,  doth  ibrsake 

lie  unndom'd  condition  of  her  birth ; 

ind,  dress'd  by  Fancy  in  ten  thousand  hues, 

Lssumes  a  various  feature,  to  attract, 

ntb  charms  responsive  to  each  gazer's  eye, 

Im  iKartB  of  men.     Amid  his  rund  walk,      « 

"be  ingenuous  youth,  whom  solitude  inspires 

iTitfa  puicBl  wishes,  from  the  pensive  shade 

tebolda  her  moving,  like  a  virgin.muse 

Imt  vrnkes  her  lyre  to  some  indulgent  theme 

>f  hrmony  and  wonder :  while  among 

lie  Iserd  of  servile  minds  her  strenuous  form 

odigBant  flashes  on  the  patriot's  eye, 

ittd  througfa  the  roUs^of  memoary  i^peals 

'o  ancient  honour,  or,  in  act  serene, 

'et  watcfaflU,  raises  the  migestic  sword 

>f  public  power,  from  dark  ambition's  reach 

b  gamrd  die  saoed  volume  of  the  laws. 

Gcntua  of  ancient  Greece !  whose  ikithful  steps 
iTell-pkasM  I  follow  through  the  sacred  paths 
^  NatiiTO  and  of  Science ;  nurse  divine 
>f  all  heroic  deeds  and  fiur  desires! 
M  iettfaebRathof  thyeitendedpndse 
aspire  my  kindling  bosom  to  the  height 
If  tkis  natempted  theme.     Nor  be  my  thoughts 
^csuinptiioiis  cotmted,  if  amid  the  calm 
bet  eooCfaes  this  vernal  evening  into  smiles, 
steel  impetient  from  the  sordid  haunts 
\f  8»rit9  end  low  Ambition,  to  attend 
hj  sacred  presence  in  the  sylvan  shade, 
ly  their  malignant  footsteps  ne'er  profim'd. 
tescend,  ptopitious !  to  my  &vour'd  eye ; 
Bch  in  ti^  mien,  thy  warm,  exalted  air, 
3  vrben  tlw  Persian  tyrant,  foil'd  and  stung 
nth  Aame  and  desperation,  gnash'd  liis  teeth 
o  ace  tboc  rend  the  pageants  of  his  throne ; 
ndot  the  lightning  of  thy  lifted  spear 


Crouch'd  Kke  a  slave.   Bring  allthy  martial  spoi]s» 

Tliy  palms,  thy  laurels,  thy  triumphal  songs. 

Thy  smiling  band  of  arts,  thy  godlike  sires 

Of  dvil  wisdom,  thy  heroic  youth 

Warm  fixmi  the  sdiools  of  glorv.     Guide  my  way 

Througfa  fair  Lyceum's  walk,  the  green  retreats 

Of  AoKlemus,  and  the  thymy  vale. 

Where,  oft  enduuited  with  Socratic  sounds, 

Ilissus  pure  devolv'd  his  tuneful  stream 

In  gender  murmurs.     From  the  bloominff  store 

Of  these  auspicious  fields,  may  I  unblam  d 

Transplant  some  living  blossoms  to  adorn 

My  nadve  clime :  while  &r  above  the  flight 

Of  Fancy's  plume  aspiring,  I  unlock 

The  springs  of  ancient  W»dom !  while  I  join 

Thy  name,   thrice  honour'd!   with  the  immortal 


Of  Nature,  while  to  my  compatriot  youth 
I  point  the  hiffh  example  of  Uiy  sons. 
And  tune  to  Attic  themes  the  British  lyre. 
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The  Argument, 

The  separation  of  the  works  of  imagination  from 
philosophy,  the  cause  of  their  abuse  among  the 
modems.  Prospect  of  their  re-union  under  the 
influence  of  public  liberty.  Enumeration  of  ac- 
cidental pleasures,  which  increase  the  eff'ect  of 
objects  delightful  to  the  imagination.  The  plea- 
sures of  sense.  Particular  circumstances  of  the 
mind.  Discovery  of  truth.  Perception  of  con- 
trivance and  design.  Emotion  of  the  passions. 
All  the  natural  passions  partake  of  a  pleasing 
sensation  •  with  the  flnal  cause  of  this  constitu- 
1  don  iUustisted  by  an  all^^cal  vision,  and  ez^ 
emplified  in  sorrow,  pity,  terrour,  and  indignation. 

When  sImUI  the  kurel  and  the  vocal  string 
Resume  their  honours  ?     When  shall  we  behold 
The  tuQeful  tongue,  the  Promethean  hand, 
A^'re  to  ancient  praise?     Alas!  how  fain^ 
How  slow,  the  dawn  of  Beauty  and  of  Thilh 
Breaks  the  rductant  shades  of  Gothic  night 
Which  yet  involve  the  nadons !  Long  thqr  groan'd 
Beneath  the  furies  of  rapacious  Force ; 
Oft  as  the  gloomy  North,  with  iron-swaims 
Tempestuous  pouring  from  her  frosen  caves. 
Blasted  the  Italian  s£ire,  and  swept  die  works 
Of  Liberty  and  Wisdom  down  the  gulf 
Of  all-derourinff  Night     As  long  unmur'd 
In  noon-tide  darimess  bv  die  glimmering  lamp, 
Each  Muse  and  each  fiur  Science  pin'd  away 
The  sordid  hours:  while  foul,  barbarian  hands 
Hieir  mysteries  profon'd,  unstrung  the  lyre. 
And  chain'd  the  soaring  pinion  down  to  E^arth. 
At  httt  the  Muses  rose^  and  spum'd  their  bonds, 
And,  wildly  warbling,  scatter'd,  as  they  flew. 
Their  blooming  wrcathi  from  fiur  Valclusa's  bowers 
To  Amo's  m]^  border,  and  the  shore 
Of  soft  Pkrthenope.     But  sdll  die  rage 
Of  dire  Ambition  and  gigantic  Power, 
From  public  aims  and  from  die  busy  walk 
Of  dvil  Commerce,  drove  the  bolder  tram 
Of  penetrating  Science  to  the  cells, 
Where  studious  Eaae  consumes  the  ^Icnt  hour 
In  shadowy  searches  and  unfruitftil  care. 
Thus  from  their  guardians  torn,  the  tender  arts 
Of  mimic  F»c  «d,'-»^Jj6gle 
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To  priestly  domination  and  ^te  lost 

Of  lawless  courts,  their  amiable  toil 

For  three  inglorious  ages  have  resign*d, 

In  yaih  reluctant :  and  Torquato*s  tongue 

Was  tun'd  for  slavish  paeans  at  the  throne 

Of  tinsel  pomp :  and  Raphael's  magic  hand 

£fliis*d  its  fair  creation  to  enchant 

Hie  fond  adoring  herd  in  Latian  fanes 

To  blind  belief;  while  on  their  prostrate  necks 

The  sable  tjrrant  plants  his  heel  secure. 

But  now,  behold!  the  radiant  era  dawlns, 

When  Freedom's  ample  fabric,  fiz*d  at  Itagth 

For  endless  years  on  Albion's  happy  shore 

In  full  proportion,  once  more  shall  extend 

To  all  tbe  kindred  powers  of  social  bliss 

A  common  mansion,  a  parental  roof. 

Hiere  shall  the  Virtues,  there  shall  Wisdom's  train, 

Their  long-lost  friends  rejoining,  as  of  old. 

Embrace  the  smiling  family  of  Arts, 

The  Muses  and  the  Graces.     Then  no  more 

Shall  Vice,  distracting  their  delicious  gifb 

To  aims  abhorr'd,  with  high  distaste  and  scorn 

Turn  from  their  charms  the  philosophic  eye. 

The  patriot4x>som ;  then  no  more  the  paths 

Of  public  care  or  intellectual  toil, 

Akme  by  footsteps  haughty  and  severe 

In  ffloomy  state  be  trod :  the  harmonious  Muse, 

And  her  persuasive  sisters,  then  shall  pUnt 

Tlieir  sheltering  laurels  o'er  the  black  ascent, 

And  scatter  flowers  along  the  rugged  way. 

Arm'd  with  the  lyre,  already  have  we  dar'd 

To  pierce  divine  Philosophy's  retreats, 

And  teach  the  Muse  her  lore ;  already  strove 

Tlieir  long-divided  honours  to  unite,  .' 

While  tempering  this  deep  argument  we  sang 

Of  Thith  and  Buuty.     Now  the  same  glad  task 

Impends;  now  ui^ing  our  ambitious  toil. 

We  hasten  to  recount  the  various  springs 

Of  adventitious  pleasure,  which  adjoin 

Their  gratefbl  influence  to  the  prime  effect 

Of  objects  grand  or  beauteous,  and  enlarge 

Tbe  oompUosted  joy.     The  sweets  of  sense, 

Do  they  not  oft  with  kind  accession  flow. 

To  raise  harmonious  Fancy's  native  charm  ? 

So  while  we  taste  the  fhigrance  of  the  rose. 

Glows  not  her  blush  the  fairer  ?     While  we  view 

Amid  the  noontide  walk  a  limpid  rill 

Gush  through  the  trickling  herbage,  to  tbe  thirst 

Of  summer  yielding  the  delicious  draught 

Of  cool  refreshment ;  o'er  the  nuMsy  bnnk 

Shines  not  the  surfiuse  clearer,  and  the  waves 

With  sweeter  music  murmur  as  they  flow  ? 

Nor  this  alone ;  the  various  lot  of  life 
Oft  from  external  circimistance  assumes 
A  moment's  disposition  to  rejoice 
In  those  delights  which  at  a  cufik«nt  hour 
Would  pass  unheeded.     Fair  the  face  of  Spring, 
When  rural  songs  and  odours  wake  the  Mom, 
To  every  eye ;  but  how  much  more  to  his 
Round  whom  the  bed  of  sickness  long  di£E\i8'd 
Its  melancholy  gloom !  how  doubly  fiiir. 
When  first  with  fresh-bom  vigour  be  inhales 
The  balmy  breeie,  and  feels  the  blessed  Sun 
Warm  at  his  bosom,  from  the  springs  of  life 
Chasing  oppressive  damps  and  languid  pain  > 

Or  £all  I  mention,  where  odei^al  Tmth 
Her  aweful  light  discloses,  to  bestow 
A  more  m^estic  pomp  on  Beauty's  fWime  ? 
For  man  loves  knowledge,  and  the  beams  of  Truth 
More  welcome  touch  his  understanding's  eye. 


Hian  all  the  blandirfimcnts  of  sound  his  ear, 
Ham  all  of  taste  his  tongue.     Nor  ever  yet 
The  melting  rainbow's  vemal-tinctur'd  hues 
To  me  have  shone  so  pleasing,  as  when  first 
The  hand  of  Science  pointed  out  the  path 
In  which  the  sun-beams  gleaming  from  the  west 
Fall  on  the  watery  cloud,  whose  darksome  vdl 
Involves  the  orient ;  and  that  trickling  shower 
Piercing  through  every  crystalline  convex 
Of  clustering  dew-drops  to  their  flight  oppw'dt 
Recoil  at  length  where  concave  all  behind 
"Die  internal  surface  on  each  glassy  orb 
Repels  their  forward  passage  into  air ; 
That  thence  direct  th^  sedc  the  radiant  go^ 
From  which  their  cour^  b^an ;  and,  as  they  strike 
In  different  lines  the  gazer's  obvious  eye, 
Assume  a  different  lustre,  through  the  brede 
Of  colours  changing  fhmi  the  s^endid  torn 
To  the  pale  violet's  dejected  hue. 

Or  shall  we  touch  that  kind  access  of  joy. 
That  sprines  to  each  fair  object,  while  w^  trace 
Through  sJl  its  fabric.  Wisdom's  artful  aim 
Disposing  every  part,  and  gaining  still 
By  means  proportion'd  her  benignant  end  ? 
Speak,  ye,  the  pure  delight,  whme  fiivour'd  steps 
llie  lamp  of  Science  through  the  jealous  maae 
Of  Nature  guides,  when  haply  you  reveal 
Her  secret  honours :  whether  in  the  sky, 
Tbe  beauteous  laws  of  light,  the  central  powcn 
That  wheel  the  pensile  planets  round  the  year ; 
Whether  in  wonders  of  the  rolling  dcep^ 
Or  the  rich  fhiita  of  all-sustaimng  eartfi^ 
Or  flne-adjusted  springs  of  life  anid  sensc^ 
Ye  scan  the  counseb  St  their  asthoi^s  hand.  . 

What,  when  to  raise  the  meditated  aoene, 
Tbe  flame  of  passion  through  the  struggling  sool  • 
Deep-kindled,  shows  across  that  svdden  Maae 
The  object  of  its  rapture,  vast  of  siae. 
With  fiercer  colours  and  a  night  of  shade? 
What?  like  a  storm  from  their  capadou bad 
The  sounding  seas  o'erwhefaning,  when  the  night 
Of  these  eraptions,  working  from  tbe  depth 
Of  man's  strong  apprehension,  shakes  his  thaas 
Even  to  the  base  ;  from  every  naked  sense 
Of  pain  or  pleasure  dissipating  all 
Opinion's  feeble  coverings,  and  the  veil 
&>un  from  the  cobweb  fiuhion  of  the  tines 
'To  hide  the  feeling  heart?     Then  Nature  spesks 
Her  genuine  language,  and  the  words  of  mco^ 
Big  with  the  very  motion  of  their  soub^ 
Declare  with  what  acnimulated  force 
Hie  impetuous  nerve  of  passion  urges  oai 
The  native  weight  and  energy  of  things. 

Yet  more:  Iwr  honours  where  nor  benvty  dsins 
Nor  shows  of  good  the  thirsty  sense  allure. 
From  Passbn's  power  alone  our  nature  holds   . 
Essential  pleasure.     Busioa's  fierce  illapae 
Rouses  the  mind's  whole  fabric ;  with  snpplMS 
Of  daily  impulse^keeps  the  elastic  powtra 
Intensely  pois'd,  and  polishes  anew 
By  that  collision  all  the  fine  machine : 
Else  rust  would  rise,  and  foulncsB,  fapy  dsgiiiii 
Encumbering,  choke  at  last  what  Heaven  dcafga*d 
For  ceaseless  motion  and  a  round  of  toO. 
—But  say,  does  eveiy  passion  thus  to  man 
Administer  delight  ?  That  name  indeed 
Becomes  the  rosy  breath  of  Love ;  becomes 
The  radiant  smiles  of  Joy^  the  applauding  hand 
Of  Admiration :  but  the  bitter  shower 
That  Sorrow  sheds  upon  a  bather's  grave. 
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kt  the  dumb  ptltjr  of  nocturnal  Fear, 
w  tbote  consuming  fires  that  gnaw  the  heart 
tf  panting  Indignation,  find  we  there 
^  more  delight  ?-»Then  listen  while  my  tongue  ' 
!le  unalter*d  will  of  Heaven  with  faithfiil  awe 
Umah ;  whatold  Harmodius,  wont  to  teach 
Ihr  cariy  age ;  Harmodius,  who  had  weigh*d 
ftthin  his  leuned  mind  whatever  the  schools 
If  Wisdom,  or  thy  lonely-whispering  voice, 
>  fidtfafnl  Nature !  dictate  of  the  laws 
fhich  govern  and  support  tins  mighty  frame 
H  universal  being.     Oft  the  hours 
Vom  mom  to  eve  have  stolen  unmark*d  away, 
Hiile  mute  attention  hung  upon  his  lips, 
U  thus  the  sage  his  awefiil  tale  began. 
"  *T  was  in  the  Mfindings  of  an  ancient  wood, 
llien  spotless  youth  with  solitude  resigns 
To  sweet  philosophy  the  studious  day, 
Vhat  time  pale  Autumn  shades  the  silent  eve, 
(using  I  rov*d.     Of  good  and  evil  much, 
knd  much  of  mortal  man,  my  thought  revolv'd  ; 
Vhen  starting  lull  on  Fancy's  gushing  eye 
lie  moumfiJ  image  of  Parthenia*s  fate, 
liat  hour,  O  long  belov'd  and  long  deplor*d ! 
Hien  blooming  youth,  nor  gentlest  Wisdom's  arts, 
Tor  Hymen's  hcmours  gather'd  for  thy  brow, 
lor  all  thy  lover's,  all  thy  father's  tears 
Lvail'd  to  snatch  thee  from  the  cruel  grave ; 
liy  agonising  looks,  thy  last  farewell, 
truck  to  the  inmost  feeling  of  my  soul 
is  with  the  hand  of  Death.     At  once  the  shade 
fore  horrid  nodded  o'er  roe,  and  the  winds 
nth  hoarser  murmuring  shook  the  branches.   Dark 
Ls  midniglit  storms^  the  scene  of  human  things 
LppcarM  befora  me ;  deserts,  burning  sands, 
Vhere  the  parch'd  adder  dies ;  the  frozen  south, 
ind  Desolation  bUsting  all  the  west 
Phfa  repine  and  with  murder :  tyrant  Power 
fere  aitt  enthron'd  with  blood ;  the  baleful  charms 
>f  Supcfstition  there  infect  the  tkiea, 
nd  turn  the  Sun  to  horrour.     Gracious  Heaven ! 
^het  is  the  life  of  man  ?  Or  cannot  these^ 
ot  these  portend  thy  aweful  will  suffice? 
baty  propagated  thus  beyond  their  scope, 
hej  rise  to  act  their  cruelties  anew 
I  my  aflUctrd  bosom,  thus  decreed 
lie  unirersal  sensitive  of  pain, 
he  vrretched  heir  of  evils  not  its  own ! 
**  Thm  I  impatient ;  when,  at  once  effus'd, 
fleshing  torrent  of  celestial  day  [scent 

ant  through  the  shadowy  void.     With  slow  de- 
porple  cloud  came  floating  through  the  sky, 
■id  poas'd  at  length  within  the  circling  trees, 
ung  obvious  to  my  view ;  till  opening  wide 
I  Incid  ovb^  a  mere  than  human  form 
nergbag  lean'd  majestic  o'er  my  head, 
id  inetant  thunder  shook  the  conscious  grove. 
MO  melted  into  air  the  li<|uid  cloud, 
len  all  the  shining  vision  stood  reveal'd. 
wnetli  of  palm  Us  ample  forehead  bound, 
fed  o*er  his  shoulder,  mantling  to  his  knee, 
yw*d  the  transparent  robe,  around  his  wakt 
Uected  with  a  radiant  tone  of  gold 
ht  I  ciel  :  there  in  mystic  signs  engrav'd, 
end  Ilia  office  high,  and  sacred  name, 
nioe  of  human  kind.     Appall'd  I  gaz'd 
e  codlike  presence ;  for  athwart  his  brow 
ipfreaiirr,  temper'd  with  a  mUd  concern, 
«k'd  <lown  reluctant  on  me,  and  his  words 
im  Jietani  tfronden  broke  the  murmuring  air. 


« <  Vain  are  thy  thoughts,  O  child  of  mortal 
birth! 
And  impotent  thy  tongue.     Is  thy  short  span 
Capacious  of  this  universal  frame  ? 
Thy  wisdom  all-sufficient  ?  Thou,  alas ! 
Dost  thou  aspire  to  judge  between  the  Lord 
Of  Nature  and  hb  works  ?  to  lift  tliy  voice 
Against  the  sovereign  order  he  decreed. 
All  good  and  lovely  ?  to  blaspheme  the  bands 
Of  tenderness  innate,  and  social  love, 
Holiest  of  things !  by  which  the  general  oib 
Of  being,  as  by  adamantine  links. 
Was  drawn  to  perfect  union,  and  sustain'd 
From  everlasting?  Hast  thou  felt  the  pangs 
Of  softening  sorrow,  of  indignant  zeal 
So  grievous  to  the  soul,  as  thence  to  wish 
The  ties  of  Nature  broken  from  tliy  frvne ; 
That  so  thy  selfish,  unrelenting  heart 
Might  cease  to  mourn  its  lot,  no  longer  then 
The  wretched  heir  of  evils  not  its  own  ? 
O  fiur  benevolence  of  generous  minds ! 

0  man  by  Nature  form'd  for  all  mankind  !* 

"  He  spoke ;  abash'd  and  silent  I  remain'd. 
As  conscious  of  my  tongue's  offence,  and  aw'd 
Before  his  presence,  though  my  secret  soul 
Disdain'd  Uie  imputation.     On  the  ground 

1  fiz'd  my  eyes ;  till  from  his  airy  couch 

He  stoop'd  sublime,  and  touching  with  his  hand 
My  danling  forehead,  *  Raise  thy  sight,'  he  cry'd, 
'  And  let  thy  sense  convince  thy  erring  tongue.' 

"  I  look'd,  and  lo !  the  former  scene  was  (£ang*d; 
For  verdant  alleys  and  surrounding  trees, 
A  solitary  prospect,  wide  and  wild, 
Rush'd  on  my  senses.     *T  was  an  horrid  pile 
Of  hills,  with  many  a  shaggy  forest  mix'd, 
With  many  a  sable  cliff  andglitterine  stream. 
Aloft,  recumbent  o'er  the  hanging  ridge, 
The  brown  woods    wav'd;   while   ever-trickling 

springs 
Wash'd  fVom  the  naked  roots  of  oak  and  pine 
The  crumbling  soil ;  and  still  at  every  fall 
Down  the  steep  windings  of  the  channel'd  rock, 
Remurmuring  rush'd  the  congregated  floods 
With  hoarser  mundation  ;  till  at  last 
They  reach'd  a  grassy  plain,  which  from  the  skirts 
Of  that  high  desert  spread  her  verdant  lap. 
And  drank  the  gushing  moisture,  wlicre,  confin'd 
In  one  smooth  current,  o'er  the  lilied  vale 
Clearer  than  glass  it  flow'd.     Autumnal  spoils. 
Luxuriant  spreading  to  the  rays  of  mom, 
Blush'd  o'er  the  cli&,  whose  half-endrding  mound 
As  in  a  sylvan  theatre  enclos'd 
That  flowerv  leveL     On  the  river's  brink 
I  spy'd  a  fair  pavilion,  which  diffus'd 
Its  floating  umbrage  'mid  the  silver  shade 
Of  osiers.     Now  the  western  Sun  reveal'd 
Between  two  parting  cliffs  his  golden  orb. 
And  pour'd  across  &  shadow  of  the  hills. 
On  rocks  and  floods,  a  yellow  stream  of  light 
That  cheer'd  the  solemn  scene.  My  listening  powers 
Were  aw'd,  and  every  thought  in  silence  hung. 
And  wondering  expectation.     Then  tlie  voice 
Of  that  celestial  power,  the  mystic  show 
Declaring,  thus  my  deep  attention  call'd. 

"  •  Inhabitants  of  Earth,  to  whom  is  given 
TTie  mcious  ways  of  Providence  to  learn. 
Receive  my  sayings  with  a  stedfast  ear  — 
Know  then,  the  sovereign  spirit  of  the  world, 
Hiough,  self-collected  from  eternal  time, 
Witliin  his  own  deep  essence  lie  bi'held 
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TWr  bounds  of  frue  ftHdty  complete; 
Yet  bj  iimnense  benignity  inclin*d 
To  spread  around  him  that  priroeral  joy 
Which  fiU'd  himself,  he  rais*d  his  plastic  arm, 
And  sounded  throu^  the  hollow  depth  of  space 
'  Hie  strong,  creadve  mandate.     Straight  arose 
These  hearenly  orbs,  the  glad  abodes  of  life 
EffusiTe  kindled  by  his  breath  divine 
Through  endless  forms  of  being.     Each  inhal'd 
From  him  its  portion  of  the  vitel  flame. 
In  measure  such,  that,  from  the  wide  complex 
Of  co-existent  orders,  one  might  rise. 
One  order,  all-inTolving  and  entire. 
He  too  beholding  in  the  sacred  liglit 
Of  his  essential  reason,  all  the  shapes 
Of  swift  contingence,  all  successive  ties 
Of  action  propitiated  through  the  sum 
Of  possible  existence,  he  at  once, 
Down  the  long  series  of  eventful  time, 
So  fix'd  the  d^  of  being,  so  dispos'd. 
To  every  living  soul  of  every  kind 
The  field  of  motion  and  the  hour  of  rest. 
That  all  conspir*d  to  his  supreme  design. 
To  universal  good :  with  full  accord 
Answering  the  mighty  model  he  had  chosen, 
Hie  best  and  fairest  of  unnurober*d  worlds, 
Tlmt  lay  from  everlasting  in  the  store 
Of  his  divine  conceptions.     Nor  content. 
By  one  exertion  of  creative  power 
His  goodness  to  ivveal ;  through  every  age. 
Through  every  moment  up  the  tract  of  time, 
His  parent-hand,  with  ever-new  increase 
Of  hiqipiness  and  virtue,  has  adornM 
The  vast  harmonious  frame:  his  parent  hand, 
From  the  mute  shelUfish  gasping  on  the  shore. 
To  men,  to  angels,  to  celestial  minds. 
For  ever  leads  the  generations  on 
To  higher  scenes  of  being;  while  supply'd 
From  day  to  day  with  his  enlivening  broith. 
Inferior  orders  in  succession  rise 
To  fill  the  void  below.     As  flame  ascends. 
As  bodies  to  their  proper  centre  move, 
As  the  pois*d  ocean  to  the  attracting  Moon 
Obedient  swells,  and  every  headlong  stream 
Devolves  its  winding  waters  to  the  main ; 
So  all  things  which  have  life  aspire  to  God, 
'Hie  Sun  of  being,  boundless,  unimpair*d. 
Centre  of  souls !  Nor  does  the  fiiithful  voice 
Of  Nature  cease  to  prompt  their  eager  steps 
Aright ;  nor  is  the  care  of  Heaven  withheld 
From  granting  to  the  task  proportion^  aid ; 
That  in  their  stations  all  may  persevere 
To  climb  the  ascent  of  beine,  and  approach 
For  ever  nearer  to  the  life  mvinc. 

"  *  That  rocky  pile  thou  seest,  that  verdant  lawn 
Fresb.water*d  from  the  mountains.     Let  the  scene 
Paint  in  thy  fancy  the  primeval  seat 
Of  man,  and  where  the  will  supreme  ordain*d 
His  mansion,  that  pavilion  fair  difi\is*d 
Along  the  shady  brink ;  in  this  recess 
To  wear  the  appointed  season  of  his  youth, 
Till  riper  hours  should  open  to  his  toil 
The  high  communion  of  superior  minds, 
Of  consecrated  heroes  and  of  gods. 
Nor  did  the  Sire  Omnipotent  forget 
His  tender  bloom  to  cherish;  nor  withheld 
Celestial  footsteps  from  his  green  abode. 
Oft  from  the  radiant  honours  of  his  throne, 
He  sent  whom  most  he  lov'd,  the  sovereign  fiur. 
The  effluence  of  his  glory,  whom  he  plac*d 


Belbre'his  eyes  for  ever  to  hthoAd ; 

The  goddess  from  whose  inspiratkm  iows 

The  toiTof  patriots,  the  deli|^  of  friends ; 

Without  whose  work  divine,  in  Heaven  or  Eartl^ 

Nought  lovely,  nought  propitioos,  cones  to  pass. 

Nor  hope,  nor  praise,  nor  honour.    Her  the  Stn 

Gave  it  in  chaige  to  rear  the  bkioming  mind. 

The  folded  powers  to  open,  to  direct 

The  growth  luxuriant  of  his  young  dedics, 

And  from  the  laws  of  this  miyestic  world 

To  teach  him  what  was  good.     As  tins  tbe  nympb' 

Her  daily  care  attended,  by  her  side 

With  constant  steps  her  gay  companions  8t^*d, 

The  fair  Euphro^m^  the  gentle  queen 

Of  smiles,  and  graceftil  gladness,  and  delights 

That  cheer  alike  the  hearts  of  mortal  men 

And  powers  immortal.     See  the  shining  pair ! 

Behold,  where  fhnn  his  dwellmg  now  disclo8*d 

They  quit  their  youthful  charge  and  seek  the  skies.' 

**  I  look*d,  and  on  tbe  floweiy  turf  there  stood, 
Between  two  radiant  forms,  a  smiling  youtli. 
Whose  tender  cheeks  display*d  the  vernal  flower 
Of  beauty ;  sweetest  innocence  ilhim'd 
His  basbibl  eyes,  and  on  his  poliah*d  brow 
Sate  younc  Simplicity.     With  fbnd  regard 
He  view'd  the  associates,  as  their  steps  thcjf  mof^d; 
The  younger  chief  his  ai^dent  eyes  detain*<l^ 
With  mild  regret  invoking  her  return. 
Bright  as  the  star  of  evening  she  appeared 
Amid  tbe  dusky  scene.     Eternal  youth 
0*er  all  her  form  its  glowing  honours  bire«h*d; 
And  smiles  eternal  from  her  candid  ey«i 
Flow'd,  like  die  dewy  lustre  of  the  mora 
Effusive  trembling  on  the  placid  waves. 
The  spring  of  Heaven  had  shed  ita  Uoaiitiig  spdb 
To  bind  her  sable  tresses:  fblldlfl^s'd 
Her  yellotf  mantle  floated  in  the  brveae; 
And  in  her  hand  die  wav*d  a  living  favaDcfa 
Rich  with  immortal  fruits,  of  power  to  calm 
The  wrathful  heart,  and  from  die  brigblenH^  cytt 
To  chase  the  doud  of  sadnen.     More  soliliase 
The  heavenly  partner  mov*d.     The  prime  of  age 
Compo8*d  her  steps.     The  presence  of  a  god^ 
Hi^  on  the  ctrde  of  her  brow  enihron'd. 
From  each  migestic  motion  darted  awe. 
Devoted  awe !  till,  cherish'd  by  her  looks 
Benevolent  and  meet,  confiding  love 
To  filial  rapture  sof%en*d  all  the  souL 
Free  in  her  graceful  hand  she  poisTd  die  swotd 
Of  chaste  dmninion.     An  heroic  crown 
Displayed  the  old  amplidty  of  pomp 
Around  her  honoured  head.     A  matron's  robe^ 
White  as   the   sunAine  Btre«ns  liimigh  tvml 

clouds. 
Her  stately  form  invested.     Hand  in  hand 
The  immortal  pair  forsook  tbe  enamelf  d  pen^ 
Ascending  slowly.     Rays  of  limpid  tight 
Gleam*d  round  thdr  path ;  celestial  sooads  wmt 

beard. 
And  through  die  fragrant  air  ethereal  dew* 
Disdird  around  them ;  till  at  once  die  donds 
Disparting  wide  in  midway  sky,  withdrew 
Their  airy  veil,  and  left  a  bright  ezpann 
Of  empyrean  flame,  where  spent  axid  dNnm*^ 
Afflicted  vision  pluiig*d  in  vain  to  scan 
What  object  it  involv'd.     My  fleeUe  cy^ 
lodur'd  not.     Bending  down  to  Earth  I  ihia^ 
With  dumb  attention.     Soon  a  ftma^wakm. 
As  watery  murmurs  sweet,  or  waiWing  i 
With  sacred  invooatkm  thus  begaa* 
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*'<Fiirther  of  gods  and  mortals!  whoat  right  arm 
With  rains  eternal  guides  the  moving  hesivns, 
Bend  thy  propitious  ear.     Behold  well  pleas'd 
I  seek  to  finish  thy  divine  decree. 
With  ftequent  steps  I  visit  yonder  seat 
Of  man,  thy  offspring ;  finom  the  tendar  Madi 
Of  juatioe  and  of  wisdom,  to  evolve 
The  latent  honours  of  his  generous  frame ; 
Till  thy  oonducdng  hand  shall  raise  his  lot 
From  Earth's  dim  scene  to  these  ethereal  walks. 
The  temple  of  thy  glory.     But  not  me. 
Not  my  directing  voice,  he  oft  requires. 
Or  hews  delisted :  this  endutnting  maid, 
Hie  aasociate  thou  hast  given  me,  her  akxie 
He  loves,  O  Father!  absent,  her  he  craves^ 
And  but  for  her  glad  presence  ever  joui*d, 
Rijoices  not  in  mine:  that  all  my  hopes 
This  thy  benignant  purpose  to  (uUll, 
I  deem  uncertain :  and  my  dafly  cares 
Unfruitful  all  and  vain,  unless  by  thee 
atm  further  aided  in  the  work  divhie.* 

**  She  oeas*d ;  a  voice  more  awelul  thus  rcply'd. 
*  O  thou !  in  whom  for  ever  I  ddight. 
Fairer  than  all  the  inhabitants  of  Heaven, 
Best  image  of  thy  author!  &r  from  thee 
Be  disappointment,  or  distaste,  or  blame ; 
Who  soon  or  kte  shall  every  work  fblfil. 
And  no  resistance  find.     If  man  refuse 
To  hearken  to  thy  dictates ;  or,  allur'd 
By  meaner  joys,  to  any  other  power 
Transfer  the  honours  due  to  thee  alone ; 
Tliat  joy  whKh  be  pursues  he  ne'er  shall  taste. 
That  power  in  whom  delighteth  ne'er  behold. 
'  Go  then,  once  more^  and  happy  be  thy  toil : 
Go  then  !  but  let  not  this  thy  smiling  friend 
Fsrtake  thy  footsteps.     In  her  stead,  behold  I 
With  thee  the  son  of  Nemesis  I  send ; 
The  fiend  abhorr'd!  whose  vengeance  takes  account 
Of  Macred  Order's  vi<dated  laws. 
See  where  he  calls  thee,  burning  to  be  gone» 
Fierce  to  exhaust  the  tempest  (^  his  wrath 
Oa  yon  devoted  head.     But  thou,  my  chil4, 
CoDtroul  his  cruel  phrenzy,  and  protect 
Thy  tender  charge ;  that  when  Despair  shall  grasp 
His  agonizing  bosom,  he  may  learn. 
Then  be  may  learn  to  love  the  gracious  hand 
Alone  sufiicient  in  the  hour  of  ill 
To  save  his  feeble  spirit ;  then  confess 
Thy  genuine  honours,  O  excelling  fair! 
MThen  aU  the  plagues  that  wait  the  deadJy  will 
Of  this  avenging  demon,  all  the  storms 
Of  night  infernal,  serve  but  to  display 
The  enc^igy  o(  thy  superior  charms 
With  mildest  awe  triumphant  o'er  his  rage. 
And  shining  clearer  in  the  horrid  gloom.' 

**  Here  ceas*d  that  aweful  voice,  and  soon  I  felt 
The  cloudy  curtain  of  refreshing  eve 
Was  dos'd  once  more,  from  that  immortal  fire 
Sheltering  my  eye-lids.     Looking  up,  I  view'd 
A  vast  gigantic  spectre  striding  on 
Thronah  nuirmurtng  thunders  and  a  waste  of  clouds. 
With  dreadful  action.     Black  as  night,  his  brow 
Relentless  frowns  involv'd.     His  savage  limbs 
With  sharp  impadenoe  violent  he  writh'd. 
As  throu^  convulsive  anguish ;  and  his  hand, 
Arm'd  with  a  scorpkm-la^  fuH  oft  he  rais'd 


In  madness  to  his  bosom ;  while  his  eyes 
Bain'd  bitter  tears,  and  bellowing  loud  he  shook 
The  void  with  honrour.     Silent  by  his  side 
lite  vii;gin  came.     No  discomposure  stirr'd 


Her  fleaturBB,    Vitm  the  giaomswhieh  hung  aaQund 
No  stain  of  darkness  mingled  with  the  beam 
Of  her  divine  effulgence.     Now  they  stoup 
Upon  the  river4Mmk  ;  and  now  to  Itail, 
His  wonted  guests,  with  c^go'  *tep*  advanc'd 
The  unsuspecting  inmate  of  the  shade. 

**  As  when  a  famish'd  wolf,  that  all  night  long 
Had  rang'd  the  Alpine  snows,  by  chance  at  mom 
Seas  fipom  a  cUfi' incumbent  o'er  the  smoke 
Of  some  lone  village,  a  neglected  kid 
That  strays  along  Sie  wild  for  herb  or  spring ; 
Down  from  the  iiinding  ridge  he  sweeps  amain. 
And  thinks  he  tears  him :  so  with  tenfold  nge^ 
The  monster  sprung  remorseless  on  his  prey. 
Amas'd  the  striplii^  stood :  with  panting  breast 
Feebly  he  pour*d  the  lamentable  irail 
Of  helpless  consternation,  struck  at  once. 
And  rooted  to  the  ground.     The  queen  beheld 
His  terrour,  and  with  looks  of  tenderest  care 
Advanc'd  to  save  him.     Soon  the  tyrant  felt 
Her  awefbl  power.     His  keen,  tempestuous  arm 
Hung  nerveless,  nor  descended  where  his  raffe 
Had  aim'd  the  deadly  blow :  then  dumb  retur'd 
With  sullen  rancour.     Lo !  the  sovran  maid 
Folds  with  a  mother's  arms  the  frinting  boy, 
TiU  life  rekindles  in  his  rosy  cheek ;  [tongue. 

Then  grssps  liis  hands,  and  cheers  him  with  her 
*' '  O  wake  thee,  rouse  thy  spirit !  Shall  the  spito 
Of  yon  tormentor  thus  appal  thy  heart. 
While  I,  thy  friend  and  guardian,  am  at  hand 
To  rescue  and  to  heal?     O  let  thy  soul 
Remember,  what  the  will  of  Heaven  ordains 
Is  ever  good  for  all ;  and  if  for  all. 
Then  good  for  thee.     Nor  only  by  the  warmth 
And  soothing  sunshine  of  delightful  things 
Do  minds  grow  up  and  flourish.     Oft  misled 
By  that  bUnd  light,  the  young  unpractis'd  views 
(^  reason  wandor  through  a  fatal  road. 
Far  from  their  native  aim ;  as  if  to  lie 
Inglorious  in  the  fragrant  shade,  and  wait 
The  soft  access  of  ever-drcling  joys. 
Were  all  the  end  of  bong.     Ask  thyself. 
This  pleasing  errour  did  it  never  lull 
'  Thy  wishes  ?     Has  thy  constant  heart  refus'd 
The  silken  fetters  of  delicious  ease  ? 
Or  when  divine  £uphrosyn4  appear'd 
Within  this  dwelling,  did  not  thy  desires 
Hang  fkr  below  the  measure  of  thy  fate. 
Which  I  reveal'd  before  thee?  and  thy  eyes, 
Impatient  of  my  counsels,  turn  away 
To  drink  the  soft  effusion  of  her  smiles  ? 
Know  then,  for  this  the  everkuting  Sire 
Deprives  thee  of  her  presence,  and  instead, 
O  wise  and  still  benevolent !  ordains 
This  horrid  visage  hither  to  pursue 
My  steps ;  that  so  thy  nature  may  ^scem 
Its  real  good,  and  what  alone  can  save 
Thy  feeble  spirit  in  this  hour  of  ill 
From  folly  and  despair.     O  yet  belov'd ! 
Let  not  this  headlong  terrour  quite  o'erwhdm 
Thy  scatter'd  powers;  nor  fatal  deem  the  rage 
Of  this  tormentor,  nor  his  proud  assault. 
While  I  am  here  to  vindicate  thy  toil. 
Above  the  generous  question  of  thy  arm. 
Brave  by  thy  fears,  and  in  thy  weakness  strong, 
This  hour  he  triumphs ;  but  confiront  his  might. 
And  dare  him  to  die  combat,  then  with  ease 
Disarm'd  and  quell'd,  hb  fierceness  he  resigns 
To  bondage  and  to  scorn :  while  thus  inur'd 
By  watchfU  danger,  by  unccasmg  toil. 
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T116  innnoftiu  nundi  nipcnor  to  ms  ntCf 
Amid  the  outrage  of  eiternal  things. 
Firm  u  the  solid  base  of  this  great  world. 
Rests  on  his  own  foundations.     Blow,  ye  winds ! 
Ye  waves !  ye  thunders !  roll  your  tempest  on ; 
Shake,  ye  old  pillars  of  the  marble  sky  ! 
Till  all  its  orfos  and  all  its  worlds  of  (ire 
Be  loosen*d  from  their  seats ;  yet  still  serene, 
The  unconquer*d  mind  looks  down  upon  the  wreck  ; 
And  crer  stronger  as  the  storms  advance, 
Firm  through  J«c  closing  ruin  holds  his  way, 
Where  Nature  calls  him  to  the  d«tin*d  goal.* 

**  So  spake  the  goddess ;  wliilc  tlirough  all  her 
flfame 
Celestial  raptures  flow*d,  in  every  word. 
In  every  motion  kindling  warmtli  divine 
To  seize  who  listen*d.     Vehement  and  swift, 
As  lightning  fires  the  aromatic  shade 
In  Ethiopian  fields,  the  stripling  felt 
Her  inspiration  catch  his  fervid  soul. 
And  starting  from  his  languor  thus  exclaim *d : 

«  *  Then  let  the  trial  come  !  and  witness  tliou. 
If  terrour  be  upon  me ;  if  I  shrink 
To  meet  the  storm,  or  faulter  in  my  strengtli 
When  lutfdest  it  besets  me.     Do  not  think 
Tliat  I  am  fearful  and  infirm  of  soul. 
As  late  thy  eyes  beheld ;  for  tliou  liast  cliang'd 
My  nature ;  thy  commanding  voice  has  wak*d    . 
My  languid  powers  to  bear  me  boldly  on. 
Where'er  the  will  divine  my  path  ordains 
Through  toil  or  peril :  only  do  not  tliou 
Forsake  me ;  O  be  thou  for  ever  near. 
That  I  may  listen  to  thy  sacred  voice. 
And  guide  by  thy  decrees  my  constant  feet. 
But  say,  for  ever  are  my  eyes  berefl  ? 
Say,  shall  the  fair  £uphrosyn4  not  once 
Appear  again  to  charm  me  ?     Thou,  in  Heaven  ! 
O  tfiou  eternal  arbiter  of  things '. 
Be  thy  great  bidding  done :  for  who  am  J, 
To  question  thy  appointment  ?     Let  the  frowns 
Of  Uiis  avenger  every  mom  o'ercast 
The  cheerful  dawn,  and  every  evening  damp 
With  double  night  my  dwelling  •  I  will  learn 
To  hall  them  both,  and  unrepining  bear 
His  hateful  presence ;  but  permit  my  tongue 
One  glad  request,  and  if  my  deeds  may  find 
Thy  aweful  eye  propitious,  O  restore 
The  rosy-featur*d  maid,  again  to  clieer 
This  lonely  seat,  and  bless  me  witli  her  smiles.* 

**  He  spoke ;  when  instant  through   tlie  sable 
glooms 
With  which  tliat  furious  presence  had  involv'd 
The  ambient  air,  a  fiood  of  radiance  came 
Swift  as  tlie  lightning  flash  ;  the  melting  clouds 
Flew  diverse,  and  amid  the  blue  serene 
Euphrosyn^  appear*d.     With  sprightly  step 
The  nymph  alighted  on  the  irriguous  lawn. 
And  to  her  wondering  audience  tlius  began. 

**  *  Ia}\  I  am  here  to  answer  to  your  vows. 
And  be  the  meeting  fortunate  !  I  come 
With  joyful  tidings ;  we  sliall  part  no  more.  -» 
Hark  !  how  the  gentle  Echo  from  her  cell   [stream 
Talks  through  the  cliffs,  and  murmuring  o*er  tlic 
Repeats  tl»e  accents  —  we  shall  part  no  more. 
O  my  delightful  friends !  well  pleas*d  on  high 
The  Father  has  beheld  you,  while  the  might 
Of  tliat  stem  foe  with  bitter  trial  prov*d 
Your  equal  doings ;  then  for  ever  spake 
The  high  decree :  That  thou,  celestial  nuud ! 
Howc*er  that  grisly  phantom  on  thy  steps 


May  aofoetimes  dare  hitrudc,  yet  nercr  more 
Shalt  thou,  descending  to  the  abode  of  main. 
Alone  endure  the  rancour  of  his  arm. 
Or  leave  thy  lov*d  Euphrosync  behind.' 

*'  She  ended ;  and  the  whole  romantic  scene 
Immediate  vanbh*d ;  rocks,  and  woods,  aind  rUK 
The  mantling  tent,  and  each  mysterious  Ibrva, 
Flew  like  the  pictures  of  a  morning  dream. 
When  sunshine  fills  the  bed.     Awhile  I  stood 
Perplex'd  and  giddy ;  till  the  radiant  power 
Who  bade  the  visionary  landscape  rise. 
As  up  to  him  I  turned,  with  gentlest  looks 
Preventing  my  inquiry,  thus  began. 

** '  There  let  thy  soul  acknowledgeitsooroplaiBt 
How  blind  !  how  impious !    There  behold  the  wajs 
Of  Heaven's  eternal  destiny  to  man. 
For  ever  just,  benevolent,  and  wl«ie : 
That  Virtue's  aweful  steps,  liowe'er  pursued 
By  vexing  Fortune  and  intrusive  IVdn, 
Should  never  be  divided  from  Iter  chaste. 
Her  fkir  attendant.  Pleasure.     Need  I  ui^gc 
Thy  tardy  thought  through  all  the  various  round 
Of  this  existence^  that  thy  softening  soul 
At  length  may  learn  what  energy  the  hand 
Of  Virtue  mingles  in  the  bitter  tide 
Of  passion,  swelling  with  distress  and  pain 
To  mitigate  the  sharp  witli  gracious  drops 
Of  cordial  pleasure  ?     Ask  the  faithful  youth 
Why  the  cold  urn  of  her  whom  long  he  lov'd 
So  often  fills  his  arms;  so  often  draws 
His  lonely  tV>otsteps  at  the  silent  hour. 
To  pay  the  mournful  tribute  of  his  tean? 
Oh  !  he  will  tell  thee,  that  the  wealth  of  worlds 
Should  ne'er  seduce  his  bosom  to  ibrego 
That  sacred  hour,  when,  stealing  frata  the  1 
Of  care  and  envy,  sweet  remembrance  i 
With  Virtue's  kindest  looks  his  aching  1 
And  turns  liis  tears  to  rapture.  -»  Ask  the  cnwd 
Which  flies  impatient  from  the  village-walk 
To  climb  the  neighbouring  clifll^  when  hr  bckv 
Tlie  cruel  winds  have  hurl'd  upon  the  coast 
Some  helpless  liark ;  while  sacred  Pity  mehs 
The  general  eye,  or  Terrour's  Icy  hand 
Smites  their  distorted  limbs  and  horrent  hair; 
Wliile  every  mother  closer  to  her  breast 
Catches  her  child,  and  pointing  where  the  waves 
Foam  through  the  shatter'd  vessel,  shrieks  akwd. 
As  one  poor  wretch  that  spreads  his  piteous  anas 
For  succour,  swallow'd  by  the  roaring  suige^ 
As  now  another,  dash'd  against  the  rock. 
Drops  lifi?lcss  down :  O  !  deemest  thou  indeed 
No  kind  endearment  here  by  Nature  given 
To  mutual  terrour  and  Compassion's  tears? 
No  sweetly-melting  softness  which  attracts. 
O'er  all  that  edge  of  pain,  the  social  powers 
To  this  their  proper  action  and  their  end  ? 
—  Ask  thy  own  heart ;  when  at  the  midnight  bow. 
Slow  through  that  studious  gloom  thy  pausiag  cyr. 
Led  by  the  glimmering  taper,  moves  around 
Tlie  sacred  volumes  of  the  dead,  the  sows 
Of  Grecian  bards,  and  records  writ  by  rana 
For  Grecian  heroes,  where  the  present  power 
Of  Heaven  and  Earth  surveys  the  imroorai  page^ 
Even  as  a  father  blessing,  while  he  reads 
The  praises  of  his  son.     If  then  thy  soul. 
Spurning  the  yoke  of  these  uiglorious  d^ys. 
Mix  in  their  deeds  and  kindle  with  their  flame ; 
Say,  when  the  prospect  blackens  on  thy  view. 
When  rooted  firom  the  base,  heroic  states 
Mourn  in  the  dust,  and  tremble  at  the  firowa 
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Of  cunt  Ambition :  when  the  pious  band 

Of  joutbs  who  fought  for  freedom  and  their  mreB, 

Lie  side  by  side  in  gore ;  when  ruffian  Pride 

Usurps  the  throne  of  Justice,  turns  the  pomp 

Of  public  power,  the  majesty  of  rule. 

The  sword,  the  buirel,  and  the  purple  robe^ 

To  slaTish,  empty  pageants,  to  aidom 

A  tyrant's  walk,  and  glitter  in  the  eyes 

Of  such  as  bow  the  knee;  when  honour*d  urns 

Of  patriots  and  of  chiefs,  the  aweful  bust 

And  storied  arch,  to  glut  the  cowanL4ige 

Of  regal  Envy,  strew  the  public  way 

With  hallow'd  ruins ;  when  the  Muse's  haunt, 

The  marble  porch  where  Wisdom  wont  to  talk 

With  Socrates  or  Tully,  hears  no  more. 

Save  the  hoarse  jarson  of  contentious  monks, 

Or  female  superstition's  midnight  prayer ; 

When  ruthless  Rapine  from  tlw  hand  of  lime 

Tears  the  destroying  scythe,  with  surer  blow 

To  sweep  the  works  of  glory  from  their  base ; 

im  Desolation  o'er  the  grass-grown  street 

Expands  his  raven-wings,  and  up  the  wall. 

Where  senates  once  the  price  of  monarchs  doom'd, 

Hisws  the  gliding  snake  through  hoary  weeds 

Thai  dasp  the  mouldering  column ;  thus  defac'd, 

Tlnis  widiely  mournful  when  the  prospect  thrills 

Thy  beating  bosom,  when  the  patriot's  tear 

Slvts  from  thine  eye,  and  thy  eitended  arm 

In  fiuicy  hurls  the  thunderbolt  of  Jore 

To  Are  the  impious  wreath  on  Philip's  brow. 

Or  dash  Octavius  firom  the  trophied  car; 

Stj,  does  thy  secret  soul  repine  to  taste 

The  big  disttess  ? '   Or  would'st  thou  then  exchange 

Tlioae  heart-ennobling  sorrows  for  the  lot 

Of  him  who  sits  amiathe  gaudy  herd 

Of  mute  barbarians  bendii^  to  hu  nod. 

And  bean  aloft  his  gold-invested  front. 

And  says  within  himself^  I  am  a  king. 

And  wherefore  should  the  clamorous  voice  of  woe 

laUude  upon  mine  ear  ?  ^  the  baleful  dregs 

Of  tiicse  late  ages,  this  inglorious  draught 

Of  aeiTitude  and  folly,  have  not  yet, 

BIcflt  be  the  eternal  Ruler  of  the  world ! 

DefiI'd  to  such  a  depth  of  sordid  shame 

The  nelive  honours  of  the  human  soul. 

Hot  90  cAc'd  the  image  of  its  sue.' " 
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t  m  obaerving  the  tempers  and  manners  of 
,  even  where  vicious  or  absurd.  The  origiti 
of  rice,  from  fidse  representations  of  the  fancy, 
producing  false  opinions  concerning  good  and 
evO.  Inquiry  into  ridicule.  The  general  sources 
of  ri&ole  in  the  minds  and  characters  of  men. 
Final  cause  of  the  sense  of  ridi- 
Tlie  resemblance  of  certain  aspects  of  in^ 
dungs  to  the  sensations  and  properties 
of  the  ntnd.  The  operations  of  the  mind  in  the 
production  of  the  works  of  imagiiurtion,  described, 
leeondary  pleasure  firom  imita^on.  The 
■epolent  order  of  the  world  illustrated  in 
t  aotitrary  connection  of  these  pleasures  with 
i  iAjuU  which  excite  them.  Hie  nature  and 
■duct  of  taste.  Concluding  with  an  account 
of  tfio  natural  and  moral  advantages  resulting 
I  m  tenable  and  welUformed  imagination. 


What  wonder  therefore,  since  the  endearing  ties 

Of  passion  link  the  universal  kind 

Of  man  so  dose,  what  wonder  if  to  search 

This  common  nature  through  the  various  change 

Of  sex,  and  a|^  and  fortune,  and  the  frame 

Of  each  pecuhar,  draw  the  busy  mind 

With  unresisted  charms  ?   The  spacious  west, 

And  all  the  teeming  regions  of  die  south. 

Hold  not  a  quarry,  to  the  curious  fUght 

Of  knowledge,  half  so  tempting  or  so  fiur. 

As  nnan  to  man.     Nor  only  where  the  smiles 

Of  Love  invite ;  nor  only  where  the  applause 

Of  cordial  Honour  turns  the  attentive  eye 

On  Virtue's  graceful  deeds.     For  since  the  ceurse 

Of  things  external  acts  in  different  ways 

On  human  apprehensions,  as  the  hand 

Of  Nature  temper'd  to  a  different  frame 

Peculiar  minds ;  so  haply  where  the  powers 

Of  Fancy  neither  lessen  nor  enlarge 

The  unages  of  things,  but  paint,  in  all 

Hieir  genuine  hues,  the  features  which  they  wore 

In  nature ;  there  Opinion  will  be  true. 

And  Action  right.     For  Action  treads  the  path 

In  which  Opinion  says  he  follows  good. 

Or  flies  from  evil ;  and  Opinion  gives 

Report  of  good  or  evil,  as  the  scene 

Was  drawn  by  Fancy,  lovely  or  deform'd : 

Thus  her  report  can  never  there  be  true 

Where  Fancy  cheaU  the  intellectual  eye, 

l^th  gUring  colours  and  distorted  lines. 

Is  thoe  a  man,  who  at  the  sound  of  Death 

Sees  (^lastly  shapes  of  terrour  conjur'd  up, 

And  black  before  him;  nought  but  death-bed  groans 

And  feari\il  prayers,  and  plunging  from  the  brink 

Of  light  and  being,  down  the  gloomy  air 

An  unknown  depth ?    Alas!  in  such  a  mind. 

If  no  bright  forms  of  excellence  attend 

The  image  of  his  country ;  nor  the  pomp 

Of  sacred  senates,  nor  the  guardian  voice 

Of  Justice  on  her  throne,  nor  aught  that  wakes 

The  conscious  bosom  with  a  patriot's  flame ; 

Will  not  Opinbn  tell  him,  that  to  die, 

Or  stand  the  hasard,  is  a  greater  ill 

Than  to  betray  his  country  ?  And  in  act 

Will  he  not  choose  to  be  a  wretch  and  h've  ? 

Here  vice  begins  then.     From  the  enchanting  cup 

Which  Fancy  hdds  to  all,  the  unwary  thirst 

Of  youth  oft  swallows  a  Circaran  draught. 

That  sheds  a  baleful  tincture  o'er  the  eye 

Of  Reason,  till  no  longer  he  discerns. 

And  only  guides  to  err.     Then  revel  forth 

A  furious  band  that  spurns  him  from  tlie  tlirone ! 

And  all  is  uproar.     Thus  Ambition  grasps 

The  empue  of  the  soul :  thus  pale  Revenge 

Unsheaths  her  murderous  dagger ;  and  the  liands 

Of  Lust  and  Rapine,  with  unholy  arts, 

Watch  to  o'ertum  the  barrier  of  the  kiws    [plagues 

lliat  keeps  them  from  theur  prey:    thus  all  the 

The  widced  bear,  or  o'er  the  trembh'ng  scene 

The  tragic  Muse  discloses,  under  shapes 

Of  honour,  safety,  pleasure,  ease,  or  pomp, 

Stole  first  into  the  mind.     Yet  not  by  all 

Those  lying  forms  which  Fancy  in  the  brain 

Engenders,  are  the  kindling  pusions  driven 

To  guilty  deeds ;  nor  Reason  bound  in  chains 

That  Vice  alone  may  lord  it :  oftadom'd 

With  solemn  paacants,  FoUy  mounts  the  tlirone, 

And  plays  her  idiot-antics,  like  a  queen. 

A  thoi^and  garbs  she  wears ;  a  thou^^njUj^ 
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She  whevls  her  giddy  empire.  —  Lo !  thus  far 
With  bold  adventure,  to  the  Mantuan  lyre 
I  sing  of  Nature*g  charms,  and  touch  well  pleas*d 
A  stricter  note :  now  haply  must  my  song 
Unbend  her  teriout  measure,  and  reveal 
In  lighter  strains,  how  Folly's  awkward  arts 
Excite  impetuous  Laughter's  gay  rebuke ; 
Hie  ^ortiTe  province  of  the  comic  Muse. 

See!  in  what  crowds  the  uncouth  forms  advance 
Each  would  outstrip  the  other,  each  prevent 
Our  careful  search,  and  offer  to  your  gase, 
Unask'd,  his  motley  features.     Wait  a  while, 
My  curious  friends!  and  let  us  first  arrange. 
In  proper  order,  your  promiscuous  throng. 

Behold  the  foremost  band ;  of  slender  thouglit, 
And  easy  faith ;  whom  flattering  Fancy  soothes 
With  lying  spectres,  in  themselves  to  view 
Illustrious  forms  of  excellence  and  good, 
Tliat  scorn  the  mansion.     With  exulting  hearts 
Hiey  spread  their  spurious  treasures  to  the  Sun, 
And  bid  the  world  admire !  but  chief  the  glance 
Of  wishful  Envy  draws  their  joy-bright  eyes, 
And  lifb  with  self-applause  ^ich  lordly  brow. 
In  numben  boundless  as  the  blooms  of  spring. 
Behold  their  glaring  idols,  empty  shades 
By  Fancy  gilded  o'er,  and  then  set  up 
For  adoration.     Some  in  Learning's  garb. 
With  formal  band,  and  sable-dnctur'd  gown, 
And  rags  of  mouldy  volumes.     Some  elate 
With  martial  splendour,  steely  pikes  and  swords 
Of  costly  fhune,  and  gay  Fhcenician  robes 
Inwrought  with  flowery  gold,  assume  tJic  jwrt 
Of  stately  Valour :  listening  by  his  side 
There  stands  a  female  form ;  to  her,  witli  looks 
Of  earnest  import,  pregnant  with  amaze. 
He  talks  of  deadly  deeds,  of  breaches,  storms, 
And  sulphurous  mines,  and  ambush  :  then  at  once 
Breaks  off,  and  smiles  to  see  her  look  so  pale. 
And  asks  some  wondering  question  of  her  fears. 
Others  of  graver  mien ;  behold,  adom'd 
With  holy  ensigns,  how  sublime  they  move, 
And  bending  oft  their  sanctimonious  C7C8 
Take  homage  of  the  simple-minded  throng ; 
Ambassadors  of  Heaven !    Nor  much  unlike 
Is  be  whose  ^sage,  in  the  laxy  mist 
That  mantles  eveiy  feature,  hides  a  brood 
Of  politic  conceits ;  of  whispers,  nods, 
And  hints  deep-omen'd  with  unwieldy  schemes, 
And  dark  portents  of  state.     Ten  thousand  more, 
Prodigious  habits  and  tumultuous  tongues. 
Four  dauntless  in,  and  swell  the  boastful  band. 

Then  comes  the  second  order,  all  who  seek 
The  debt  of  praise,  where  watchful  Unbelief 
Darts  through  the  thin  pretence  her  squinting  eye 
On  some  redr'd  appearance,  which  belies 
The  boasted  virtue,  or  annuls  the  applause 
Hiat  JuMce  else  would  pay.     Here  side  by  side 
I  see  two  leaders  of  the  solemn  train 
Approaching  :  one  a  female  old  and  grey, 
With  eyes  demure,  and  wrinkle-f\irrow*d  brow. 
Pale  as  the  cheeks  of  Death ;  yet  still  she  stuns 
The  sickening  audience  with  a  nauseous  tale ; 
How  many  youths  her  myrtle-chains  have  worn. 
How  many  virgins  at  her  triumphs  pin'd  I 
Yet  bow  resolv'd  she  guards  her  cautious  heart ; 
Such  is  her  terrour  at  the  risks  of  love, 
And  man's  seducing  tongue !     Hie  other  seems 
A  bearded  sage,  ungentle  in  his  mien, 
And  sordid  all  his  habit ;  peevish  Want 
Grins  at  his  haeU,  while  down  the  gazing  throng 
He  stalks,  resounding  in  anagnific  phrase 


The  vanity  of  riches,  the  contempt 

Of  pomp  and  power.     Be  prudent  in  your  seal. 

Ye  grave  associates !  let  the  silent  grace 

Of  her  who  blushes  at  the  fond  regard 

Her  charms  inspire,  more  eloquent  unfold 

The  praise  of  spotless  honour :  let  the  man 

Whose  eye  regards  not  his  iUustrious  pomp 

And  ample  store,  but  as  indulgent  streams 

To  cheer  the  barren  soQ  and  spread  the  fruits 

Of  joy,  let  him  by  juster  measures  fix 

The  price  of  riches  and  the  end  of  power. 

Another  tribe  succeeds ;  deluded  long 
By  Fancy's  dazzling  optics,  these  behold 
The  images  of  some  peculiar  things 
With  bri^iter  hues  resplendent,  and  pourtniy'd 
With  features  nobler  far  than  e'er  adom'd 
Tlieir  genuine  objects.     Hence  the  fever'd  heart 
Pants  vrith  delirious  hope  for  tinsel  charms ; 
Hence  ch  obtrusive  on  the  eye  of  Scorn, 
Untimely  Zeal  her  witless  pride  betrays ! 
And  serious  manhood  from  the  towering  aim 
Of  Wisdom,  stoops  to  emulate  the  boast 
Of  childish  toil.     Behold  yon  mystic  form, 
Bedeck'd  with  feathers,  insects,  weeds,  and  sJieiis! 
Not  with  intenser  view  the  Simian  sage 
Bent  his  fixt  eye  on  Heaven's  intenser  finis, 
^Vhen  first  the  order  of  that  radiant  scene 
Swell'd  his  exulting  thought,  than  this  surreys 
A  muckwonn's  entrails  or  a  spider's  &ng. 
Next  him  a  youth,  with  flowers  and  myrtles  crown 'd. 
Attends  that  virgin  form,  and  blushing  kneek. 
With  fondest  gesture  and  a  suppliant's  tongue. 
To  win  her  coy  r^ard :  adieu,  for  him. 
Hie  dull  engagements  of  the  bustling  world .' 
Adieu  the  sick  impertinence  of  praise  ! 
And  hope,  and  action !  for  with  her  alone. 
By  streams  and  shades,  to  steal  these  sighing  bcw\ 
Is  all  he  asks,  and  all  that  Fate  can  give  ! 
lliee  too,  facetious  Momion,  wandering  hen:, 
'iliee,  dreaded  censor,  ofl  have  I  beheld 
Bewilder'd  unawares :  alas  I  too  long 
Flush'd  with  thy  comic  triumphs  and  die  spcals 
Of  sly  Derision  !  till  on  every  side 
Hurling  thy  random  bolts,  offended  Truth 
Assign'd  thee  here  thy  station  vrith  the  slaves 
Of  Folly.     Thy  once  formidable  name 
Shall  grace  her  humble  records,  and  be  bcatd 
In  scoflb  and  mockery,  bandied  from  the  ^ps 
Of  all  the  veng^l  brotherhood  around. 
So  oft  the  patient  victims  of  thy  acorn. 

But  now,  ye  gay !  to  whom  indulgent  Fkle, 
Of  all  tlie  Muse  s  empire,  hath  assign'd 
The  fields  of  folly,  hither  each  advance 
Your  sickles ;  here  the  teeming  aotl  affiirds 
Its  richest  growth.     A  fisvourite  brood  appcara  ; 
In  vrhom  the  demon,  with  a  mother's  joy. 
Views  all  her  charms  reflected,  all  her  cares 
At  full  repay'd.     Ye  most  illustrious  band ! 
Who,  scorning  Reason's  tame^  pedantic  rules. 
And  Order's  vulgar  bondage^  never  meant 
For  souls  sublime  as  yours,  with  generous  seal 
Pay  Vice  the  reverence  Virtue  long  uaurp'd, 
Anid  yield  Deformity  the  fond  af^lauae 
W^hich  Beauty  wont  to  claim  ;  forgive  my  aoo^ 
That  for  the,  blushing  diffidence  of  youth. 
It  shuns  the  unequal  province  of  your  praise. 

Thus  far  triumphant  in  the  pleasing  guile 
Of  bland  Imagination,  Folly's  train 
Have  dar'd  our  seArch :  but  now  a  dastard  kiad 
AiU'ance  reluctant,  and  with  i^puharing  feet 
Shrink  from  the  gazerzlcfjf VJiifeebled  ' 
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Whom  Fancy  chiOs  with  viaionitry  fears, 
Or  bends  to  senrile  taxneness  with  ooncdts 
Of  shame,  of  erO,  or  of  base  defect, 
•    Fantastic  and  delnsiTe.     Here  the  slave 
Who  droops  abash*d  when  sullen  Pomp  surrejrs 
Hb  humbler  habit ;  here  the  trembling  wretch 
UnnerT'd  and  struck  with  Terrour's  icy  bolts, 
Spent  in  weak  wailings,  drown'd  in  shameful  tears, 
At  erery  dream  of  danger :  here  subdued 
By  frontkas  Laughter  and  the  hardy  scorn  \ 
Of  old,  unfiBeling  Vice,  the  abject  soul. 
Who  bhishing  half  resigns  the  candid  praise 
Of  Temperance  and  Honour ;  half  disowns 
A  freeoian's  hatred  of  tyrannic  pride ; 
And  hears  with  sickly  nniles  the  venal  mouth 
With  foulest  licence  mock  the  patriot's  name. 

Last  of  the  motley  bands  on  whom  the  power 
Of  gay  Derisbn  bends  her  hostile  aim. 
Is  that  where  shameful  Ignorance  presides. 
Beneath  her  sordid  banners,  lo !  they  march. 
Like  blind  and  kme.    Whate'er  their  doubtful  hands 
Attempt,  Confusion  straight  appears  bdiuid. 
And  trottblesall  the  work.     Through  many  a  mase, 
Perpleai'd  they  struggle,  changing  every  path, 
O  ertnming  every  purpose ;  then  at  last 
Sit  down  dismay'd,  and  leave  the  entangled  scene 
For  Scorn  to  sport  with.     Such  then  is  the  abode 
Of  Folly  in  the  mind ;  and  such  the  shapes 
In  wliidi  she  governs  her  obsequious  train. 
Tlurougfa  every  scene  of  ridicule  in  things 
To  lead  the  tenour  of  my  devious  lay ; 
Harougfa  every  swift  occasion,  which  the  hand 
Of  Loaghter  points  at,  when  the  mirthful  sting 
Distends  her  nllying  nerves  and  chokes  her  tongue ; 
What  were  it  but  to  count  each  crystal  drop 
Whidi  Morning's  dewy  fingers  on  the  blooms 
Of  May  distil  ?    Suffice  it  to  have  said, 
Where'er  the  power  of  Ridicule  displays 
Her  quaint-ey'd  visage,  some  incongruous  form, 
Some  stubborn  dissonance  of  things  combin'd. 
Strikes  on  the  quick  observer :  whether  Pomp, 
Or  ^aise,  or  Beauty,  mix  their  partial  claim 
Where  sordid  fiuhions,  where  ignoble  deeds, 
Wbere  Ibul  deformity,  are  wont  to  dwell ; 
Or  wbelfaer  these  with  violation  loath'd. 
Invade  resplendent  Pomp's  imperious  mien, 
Tha  charms  of  Beauty,  or  the  boast  of  Frais6 
AudL  we  for  what  fkir  end,  the  Almighty  Sure 
In  mortal  bosoms  wakes  this  gay  contempt, 
Theae  gratefbl  stings  of  laughter,  from  disgust 
Bdnfing  pleasure  ?    Wherefore,  but  to  aid 
The  tardy  steps  of  Raason,  and  at  once 
By  tfys  prompt  impulse  urge  us  to  depress 
The  giddy  aims  of  FoUy  ?  Though  the  light 
Of  Truth  slow  dawning  on  the  enquiring  mind, 
Jkt  length  unfolds,  thrcnigh  many  a  subtk  tie, 
Bow  these  uncouth  disorders  end  at  last 
In  pobBc  evil !  yet  benignant  Heaven, 
Oonscioaa  how  &m  the  dawn  of  IVuth  appears 
Totfaousands;  conscious  what  a  scanty  pause 
Wwxmk  labours  and  from  care,  the  wider  lot 
OC  hnmble  Ufb  affords  for  studious  thought 
1*0  scan  die  mase  of  Nature ;  therefore  stamp'd 
^^B  glaiing  scenes  with  characters  of  scorn, 
J^  broady  as  obvious,  to  the  passing  clown, 
JiM  to  the  lelter'd  sage's  curious  eye. 

finch  are  the  various  aspects  of  the  mind  -» 
i  heavenly  genius,  whose  unclouded  thoughts 
t  that  secret  harmony  which  blends 
1  spirit  witli  its  mold  of  clay  ; 


O!  teach  me  to  reveal  the  gfacefbl  charm 
That  searchless  Nature  o'er  the  sense  of  man 
Diffuses,  to  behold,  in  lifeless  things. 
The  inexpressive  semblance  of  himself. 
Of  thought  and  passion.     Marie  the  sable  woods 
That  shade  sublime  yon  mountain's  nodding  brow ; 
With  what  religious  awe  the  solemn  scene 
Commands  your  steps !  as  if  the  reverend  form 
Of  Bfinos  or  of  Numa  should  forsake 
The  Elysian  seats,  and  down  the  embowering  glade 
Move  to  your  pausing  eye !  Behold  the  expanse 
Of  yon  gay  landscape,  where  the  silver  clouds 
Flit  o'er  the  heavens  before  the  sprightly  breese : 
Now  their  grey  cincture  skirts  the  cUmbtful  Sun ; 
Now  streams  cf  splendour,  through  their  opening  veil 
Effulgent,  sweep  fiom  off*  the  gUded  lawn 
The  aerial  shadows ;  on  the  aurling  brook. 
And  on  the  shady  margin's  quivering  leaves 
With  quickest  lustre  glancing ;  vriiile  you  view 
The  proqiect,  say,  wiSiin  your  dieerful  breast 
Plays  not  the  lii^ly  sense  of  winning  mirth 
With  clouds  and  sunshine  chequer'd,  while  the  round 
Of  social  converse,  to  the  inspiring  tongue 
Of  some  gay  nymph  amid  her  subject  train. 
Moves  all  obsequious?  Whence  is  this  effect,     ' 
This  kindred  power  of  such  discordant  things  ? 
Or  flows  their  semblance  from  that  mystic  tone'  • 
To  which  the  new-born  mind's  harmonious  powers 
At  first  were  strung  ?  Or  rather  from  the  liidcs 
Which  artful  custom  twines  around  her  frame  ? 

For  when  the  different  images  of  things. 
By  chance  combin'd,  have  struck  the  attentive  soul    < 
'Wiik  deeper  Jn4ml9e,  or,  connected  long,  , ; 

Have  drawn  her  f^«quent  eye ;  howe'er  distinct 
The  external  scenes,  yet  oft  the  ideas  gain 
From  that  conjunction  an  eternal  tie>  > 

And  sympathy  unbroken.     Let  the  mind 
Recall  one  partner  of  the  various  league. 
Immediate,  lo !  the  firm  confederates  rise. 
And  each  his  former  station  straight  resumes : 
One  movement  governs  the  consenting  throng, 
And  all  at  once  with  rosy  pleasures  shine. 
Or  all  are  sadden'd  with  the  glooms  of  care. 
'T  was  thus,  if  ancient  Fame  the  truth  unfold, 
Two  faithfbl  needles,  from  the  informing  touch 
Of  the  same  parent-stone,  together  drew 
Its  mystic  virtue,  and  at  first  caused 
With  fifUal  impulse  quivering  to  the  Pole : 
Then,  though  disjoin'd  by  kingdoms,  though  the  main 
RoU'd  its  broad  surge  betwixt,  and  different  stars 
Beheld  theur  wakefol  motions,  yet  preserv'd 
The  former  friendship,  and  remember'd  still 
The  alliance  of  their  birth :  whate'er  the  line 
Which  once  possess'd,  nor  pause,  nor  quiet  knew 
The  sure  associate,  ere  with  trembling  speed 
He  found  its  path,  and  fix'd  unerring  thew. 
Such  is  the  secret  union,  when  we  feel  0 

A  song,  a  fiower,  a  name,  at  once  restore 
Those  long.connected  scenes  where  first  they  mov'd 
The  attention :  backward  through  her  mazy  walks 
Guiding  the  wanton  Fancy  to  her  scope. 
To  temples,  courts,  or  fields ;  with  all  the  band 
Of  painted  forms,  of  passions  and  designs 
Attendant :  whence,  ^  pleasing  in  itscdf. 
The  ^prospect  from  that  sweet  accession  gains 
Redoubled  influence  o'er  the  listening  mind. 

By  these  mysterious  ties  the  busy  power 
Of  Memory  her  ideal  train  preserves 
Entire ;  or  when  they  would  elude  her  watch, 
Reclaims  theu*  fleeting  footsteps  from  the  waste 
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Of  dark  obUvioii ;  thus  eoUecdng  all 
Hm  Tvioiit  fbrmt  of  bemg  to  present^ 
4>  Before  tbe  curioui  aim  of  mimic  Art, 
Their  largest  choice :  like  spring's  unfolded  blooms 
Exhaling  sweetness,  that  the  skilfiil  bee 
Maj  taste  at  will,  iSrom  their  selected  spoils 
To  work  her  dulcet  food.     For  not  the  expanse 
Of  Hfing  lakes  in  summer's  noontide  calm, 
Reflecto  the  bordering  shade,  and  sun-bright  heavens. 
With  foirer  semblance ;  not  the  8culptur*d  gold 
Move  fitttfaftil  keeps  the  gmTcr's  lively  tiace, 
Than  he^  whose  birth  the  sister  powers  of  Art 
>  PropitiottS  Tiew*d,  and  ftom  his  genial  star 
Shed  influence  to  the  seeds  of  foncy  kind ; 
Than  his  attemper*d  bosom  must  preserve 
The  seal  of  Nature.     There  alone  unchang'd, 
'  Her  form  remains.     The  balmy  walks  of  May 
There  breathe  perennial  sweets :  the  trembling  chord 
Resounds  for  ever  in  the  abstracted  ear, 
Melodious :  and  the  virgin's  radiant  eye, 
Superior  to  disease,  to  grief,  and  time, 
Shines  with  untiating  lustre.  Hius  at  length 
Endow'd  with  all  th^  Nature  can  bestow, 
The  child  of  Fancy  oft  in  silence  bends 
O'er  these  mixt  treasures  of  his  pregnant  breast. 
With  conscious  pride.     FVom  diem  he  oft  resolves 
To  frame  he  knows  not  what  excelling  things ; 
And  win  he  knows  not  what  sublime  reward 
Of  praise  and  wonder.     By  degrees,  the  mind 
Feels  her  young  nerves  dilate :  the  plastic  powers 

'   Labour  for  action :  blind  emotions  heave 
His  bosom,  and  with  loveliest  frenzy  caught, 
FVom  Earth  to  Heaven  he  rolls  his  daring  eye, 
From  Heaven  to  Earth.    Anon  ten  thousand  shapes, 
Like  q>ectres  trooping  to  the  wixard's  call, 
Flit  swift  before  him.     From  the  womb  of  Earth, 
From  Ocean's  bed  they  come ;  the  eternal  Heavens 
Disclose  their  splendours,  and  the  dark  Abyss 
Fdurs  out  her  births  unknown.     With  fixed  gaze 
He  marks  the  rising  phantoms.     Now  compares 

•  Their  diflfbvmt  forms ;  now  blends  them,  now  di- 
vides, 
Enlarges,  and  extenuates  by  turns ; 
Opposes,  ranges  in  fontastic  bands, 
And  infinitely  varies.     Hither  now, 
Now  thither  fluctuates  his  inconstant  aim. 
With  endless  choice  perplex'd.    At  length  his  plan 
Begins  to  open.     Lucid  order  dawns ; 
And  as  from  Chaos  old  the  jarring  seeds 
Of  Nature  at  the  voice  divine  repair'd 
Each  to  its  place,  till  rosy  Earth  unveil'd 
Her  fragrant  bosom,  and  the  joyful  Sun 
Sprung  up  the  blue  serene ;  by  swift  degrees 
llitts  disentangled,  his  entire  design 
Emer|;ea.     Colours  mingle,  features  join ; 
And  hues  converge :  the  fainter  parts  retire ; 
The  fairer  eminent  in  light  advance ; 
And  every  imaffe  on  its  neighbour  smiles. 
Awhile  ha  stands,  and  with  a  father's  joy 
Cootemplattes.     Then  with  Promethean  art. 
Into  its  proper  vehicle  he  breathes 
Hie  finr  conception ;  which,  embodied  thus, 
And  pennanent,  becomes  to  eyes  or  ears 
An  object  asoertain'd :  whUe  thus  inform'd, 
The  various  organs  of  his  mimic  skill. 
The  consonance  d  sounds,  the  foatur'd  rock. 
The  shadowy  picture  and  impassion'd  vene. 
Beyond  their  proper  powers  attract  the  soul 
By  that  expressive  semblance,  while  in  sight 
Of  Nature's  great  original  we  scan 

^tt^lively  child  of  Art ;  while  line  by  line, 


And  flsature  after  feature  wereftr 
To  that  sublime  exemplar  whence  it  stole 
Those  animating  charms.     Thus  besuty^s  pibn 
Betwixt  them  wavering  hangs :  spplauding  Ion 
Doubts  where  to  choose;  ai^  mortal  msn  aspim 
To  tempt  creative  prsise.     As  when  s  doud 
Of  gatbiering  hail,  with  limpid  cnuts  of  ice 
Endos'd  and  obvious  to  the  beaming  Sun, 
Collects  his  large  effulgence ;  strsig^  the  Hemsi 
With  equal  flames  present  on  either  hsnd 
The  radiant  visage :    Persia  standi  at  gaie, 
Appall'd ;  and  on  the  brink  of  Ganges  dMibti 
Hie  snowy-vested  seer,  in  Mitfara's  name, 
To  which  the  fragrance  of  the  south  shsll  bun, 
To  which  his  warbled  orisons  ascend. 

Such  various  bliss  the  well-tun'd  heart  o^ 
Favour'd  of  Heaven !  while,  plong'd  in  wtioA  csR^ 
The  unfeeling  vulgar  mocks  the  boon  dirinc: 
And  harsh  Austerity,  fitKn  whose  rebuke 
Young  Love  and  smiling  Wonder  shrink  ivay 
Abash'd,  and  chill  of  hewrt,  with  8^;cr  fiovn 
Condemns  the  fair  enchantment.    On  m;  ttisisi 
Perhaps  even  now,  some  cold  frstidious  judge 
Casts  a  disdainftd  eye ;  and  calls  my  teil, 
And  calls  the  love  and  beauty  which  1  SDjb 
The  dream  of  folly.     Thou,  grave  cemor!  hJi 
Is  Beauty  then  a  dream,  because  the  gloonf 
Of  dulness  hang  too  heavy  on  thy  sense, 
To  let  her  shine  upon  thee?  So  the  men 
Whose  eye  ne'er  open'd  on  the  light  of  Hetfco, . 
Might  smile  with  scorn  while  raptur'd  visioatelk 
Of  the  gay-colour'd  radiance  flushing  bright 
O'er  all  creation.     F^txn  the  wise  be  ftr 
Such  gross  unhallow'd  pride ;  nor  needs  my  loog 
Descend  so  low ;  but  rather  now  unfold, 
If  human  thought  could  reach,  or  words  nnToIil, 
By  what  mysterious  fabric  of  the  mind, 
The  deep-felt  joys  and  hannony  of  soond 
Result  from  airy  motion ;  and  from  shspe 
The  lovely  phantoms  of  sublime  and  &ir. 
By  what  fine  ties  hath  God  connected  things 
When  present  in  the  mind,  which  in  tbemKhes 
Have  no  connection  ?  Sure  the  riang  Sua 
O'er  the  cerulean  convex  of  the  sea, 
With  equal  brightness  and  with  equal  wanMh 
Might  roll  his  fiery  orb ;  nor  yet  the  sool 
Thus  feel  her  firame  expanded,  and  ber  powm 
Exulting  in  the  splendour  she  beholds; 
Like  a  young  conqueror  moving  throuflktbepoif 
Of  some  triumphal  day.     When  join'd  at  t^  ^ 
Soft  murmuring  streams  and  gales  of  gentlatbKSB 
Melodious  Philomela's  wakenil  strain 
Attemper,  could  not  man's  discerning  car 
Hirough  all  its  tones  the  sympathy  pursue; 
Nor  yet  this  breath  divine  of  nameless  joy 
Steal  through  his  veins,  and  fon  theawskca'dfacsrt, 
Mild  as  the  breese,  yet  rapturous  as  the  song. 
But  were  not  Nature  still  endow'd  at  kig» 
With  all  which  life  requires,  though  uaadon'd 
With  such  enchantment :  wherefore  then  larfica 
So  exquisitely  fair?  ber  breath  petfbm'd 
With  such  ethereal  sweecaesa  ?  whence  hsr  wict 

Inform'd  at  will  to  raioe  or  to  depress 
The  impassion'd  soul  ?  and  whence  the  robes  ef  i<^ 
Which  thus  invest  her  with  more  lovely  !«■? 
Than  fimcy  can  describe?  Whence  but  fross  ibe« 
O  source  dirine  of  ever-flowing  love, 
And  thy  unmeasur'd  soodnesB?  Note 
With  every  food  of  lifo  to  nourish  man, 
By  kind  illusions  of  the  wondering  sense 
Thou  nsak'st  all  nature  beauty  to  his  eye. 
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Or  Biuic  lo  hk  eir :  well  pleasM  he  icans 
The  ffoodly  proapect ;  and  with  inward  smiles 
TVeads  the  gaj  Tcrdure  of  the  painted  plain ; 
Beholds  the  azure  canopy  of  Heaven, 
And  liring  lamps  that  over-arch  his  head 
With  more  than  regal  splendour;  bends  his  ears 
To  the  full  choir  of  water,  air,  and  earth ; 
Nor  heeds  the  pleasing  errour  of  his  thought. 
Nor  doubts  the  paintra  green  or  ature  arch, 
Nor  questions  more  the  music's  mingling  sounds 
Than  space,  or  motion,  or  eternal  time ; 
So  sweet  he  leeb  their  influence  to  attract 
The  fixed  soul;  to  brighten  the  dull  glooms 
Of  care,  and  make  the  destin'd  road  of  lift 
DelightAil  to  his  feet.     So  fables  tell, 
Hie  adventurous  hero,  bound  on  hard  ezp]oit% 
Beholds  with  glad  surprise,  by  secret  spells 
Of  some  kind  sage,  the  padion  of  his  toils, 
A  visionary  paradise  disdos'd 
Amid  the  dubious  wild :  with  streams,  and  shades. 
And  airy  songs,  the  enchanted  landscape  smiles. 
Cheers  his  loi^  labours,  and  renews  his  fhune. 
What  then  is  taste,  but  these  internal  powers 

>   Active,  and  strong,  and  feelingly  alive 
To  each  fine  impulse  ?  a  discerning  sense 
Of  decent  and  sublime,  with  quick  disgust 
Fkom  things  defonn'd,  or  disarrang'd,  or  grosi 
In  species?  Hiis,  nor  gems,  nor  stores  of  gold, 
Nor  purple  state,  nor  culture  can  bestow ; 

'  But  God  alone  when  first  his  active  hand 
Imprints  the  secret  bias  of  the  souL 
He,  mighty  parent !  wise  and  just  in  all, 
Free  as  the  vital  breese  or  light  of  Heaven, 
Reveals  the  charms  of  Nature.     Ask  the  swain 
Who  journeys  homeward  fVom  a  summer  day*s 
Long  labour,  why,  forgetful  of  his  toils 
And  due  repose,  he  loiters  to  behold 
Hie  sunshine  gleaming  as  through  amber  cloudy 
O'er  all  the  western  sky ;  full  soon,  I  ween, 
Hb  rade  expression  and  untutor*d  airs. 
Beyond  the  power  of  language,  will  unfold 
Hie  form  of  beauty  smiling  at  his  heart,    [Heaven 
How  lovely!    how  commanding!      But  though 
In  every  brant  hath  sown  these  early  seeds 
Of  love  and  admiration,  yet  in  vain, 
WidKmt  finr  Culture's  kind  parental  aid, 
Without  enlivening  suns,  and  genial  showers. 
And  shelter  firom  &e  blast,  in  vain  we  hope 
The  tender  plant  should  rear  its  blooming  bead, 
Or  yidd  the  harvest  promis'd  in  its  spring. 
Nor  ye*  will  every  so^  with  equal  stores 
Repay  the  tiller's  labour;  or  attend 
His  will,  obsequious,  whether  to  produce 
The  olive  or  the  laurel.     Difierent  minds 
Indine  to  different  objects :  one  pursues 
The  vast  alone,  the  wonderful,  the  wild ; 
Another  sighs  for  harmony,  and  grace. 
And  gentlest  beauty.     Hence  when  lightning  fiies 
The  arch  of  Heaven,  and  thunders  rock  the  ground^ 
When  furious  whirlwinds  rend  the  howling  air, 
And  Ocean,  groaning  fVom  its  lowest  bed. 
Heaves  his  tempestuous  billows  to  the  sky ; 
Amid  the  mighty  uproar,  while  below 
The  nations  tremble,  Sbakspeare  looks  abroad 
Vrom  some  high  cliff,  superior,  and  enjoys 
The  elemental  war.     Dui  Waller  longs, 
All  on  the  margin  of  some  flowery  stroun. 
To  spread  bis  careless  limbs  amid  the  cool 
Of  plantane  shades,  and  to  the  listening  deer 
The  tale  of  slighted  vows  and  love's  disdain 
Bcioand  sofUwarbling  all  the  live-long  day : 


Consenting  Zephyr  sighs ;  the  weefMiig  rill 
Joins  in  his  plaint,  mekxHous ;  mute  the  groves; 
And  hill  and  dale  with  all  theur  echoes  mourn. 
Such  and  so  various  are  the  tastes  of  men.     [songs 
Oh!  blest  of  Heaven*  whom  not  tJie  languid 
Of  Luxury,  the  syren !  not  the  bribes 
Of  sordki  Wealth,  nor  all  the  gaudy  spoils 
Of  pageant  Honour,  can  seduce  to  leave 
Those  ever4>looming  sweets,  which  from  the  store 
Of  Nature  fair  Imagination  culls 
To  charm  the  enliven'd  soul !    What  though  not  all 
Of  mortal  oflbpring  can  attain  the  heights 
Of  envied  life ;  though  only  few  possess 
Pirtrician  treasures  or  imperial  state ; 
Yet  Nature's  care,  to  all  her  children  Just, 
H^th  richer  treasures  and  an  ampler  state. 
Endows  at  large  whatever  happy  man 
Will  deign  to  use  them.     His  the  city's  pomp, 
Hie  runu  honours  his.     Whate'er  adorns 
The  princely  dome^  the  column  and  the  arch, 
Hie  breathing  marbles  and  the  sculptur'd  goUj, 
Beyond  the  proud  possessor's  narrow  daim, 
His  tuneful  breast  enjoys.    For  him,  the  spring 
Distils  her  dews,  and  fhxn  the  silken  gem 
Its  lucid  leaves  unfblds :  for  him,  the  hand 
Of  Autumn  tinges  every  fertile  bnmch 
With  blooming  gold,  and  blushes  like  the  mom. 
Each  passing  Ixmr  sheds  tribute  from  her  wings; 
And  still  new  beauties  meet  his  lonely  walk. 
And  loves  unfelt  attract  him.     Not  a  breese 
Flies  o'er  the  meadow,  not  a  cloud  imbibes 
^rhe  setting  Sun's  effulgence,  not  a  strain 
From  all  the  tenants  of  the  warbling  shade 
Ascends,  but  whence  his  bosom  can  partake 
Yreah  pleasure,  unreprov'd.     Nor  thence  partakes 
I^Vesh  pleasure  only :  for  the  attentive  mii^. 
By  this  harmonicms  action  on  her  powers. 
Becomes  herself  harmonious :  wont  so  oft 
In  outward  things  to  meditate  the  diann 
Of  sacred  order,  soon  she  seeks  at  home 
To  find  a  kindred  order,  to  exert 
Withm  herself  this  elegance  of  love. 
This  fiur  inspir'd  delight :  her  temper'd  powers 
Refine  at  length,  and  every  passion  wean 
A  chaster,  mSder,  more  attrsctive  mien. 
But  if  to  ampler  prospects,  if  to  gaxe 
On  Nature's  form,  where,  negligent  of  all 
These  lesser  graces,  she  assumes  the  port 
Of  that  eternal  majesty  that  weigh'd 
The  world's  foundations,  if  to  these  the  mind 
Exalts  her  daring  eye ;  then  mightier  fhr 
Will  be  the  change,  and  nobler.     Would  the  fbrms 
Of  servile  custom  cramp  her  generous  powers  ? 
Would  sordid  policies,  the  barbarous  growth 
Of  ignorance  and  rapine,  bow  her  down 
To  tame  pursuits,  to  indolence  and  fiear? 
Ijo  I  she  appeak  to  Nature,  to  the  winds 
And  rolling  waves,  the  Sun's  unwearied  course^ 
The  elements  and  seasons :  all  declare 
For  what  the  eternal  Maker  has  ordain'd 
Hie  powers  of  man :  we  fleel  within  ourselvea 
His  energy  ^vine :  he  tells  tiie  heart. 
He  meant,  he  made  us  to  behold  and  love 
What  he  beholds  and  loves,  the  general  orb 
Of  life  and  being ;  to  he^reat  lute  him. 
Beneficent  and  active.     T%us  the  men 
Whom  Nature's  works  can  charm,  with  God  hhnself 
Hold  converse ;  grow  familiar,  day  by  day, 
With  his  conceptions,  act  upon  his  plan ; 
And  form  to  his,  the  relish  of  their  souls. 
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Tn  wise  and  great  of  every  dime, 
Tbrough  all  the  spacious  widks  of  Time, 
Where'er  the  Muse  her  power  dtsp]ay*d, 
With  joy  have  listen'd  and  obeyed. 
For,  taught  of  Heaven,  the  sacred  Nine 
Persuasive  numbers,  forms  divine, 

To  mortal  sense  impart : 
They  best  the  soul  with  c^ory  fire ; 
They  noblest  counsels,  boldest  deeds  inspire ; 
And  high  o*er  Fortune's  rage  enthrone  the  fixed 
hesot. 

Nor  less  prevailing  b  their  charm 

The  vengeful  bosom  to  disarm ; 

To  mdt  the  proud  with  human  woe. 

And  prompt  unwilling  tears  to  flow. 

Can  wealth  a  power  Ifl^e  this  afford? 

Can  Cromwell's  arts,  or  Marlborough's  sword. 

An  equal  empire  claim  ? 
No,  Hastings.     'Rkhi  my  words  will  own : 
Thy  breast  the  gifts  of  every  Muse  hatli  known ; 
Nor  shall  the  giver's  love  disgrace  thy  noble  name. 

The  Muse's  aweful  art. 
And  the  blest  function  of  the  poet's  tongue, 
Ne'er  shalt  thou  blush  to  honour;  to  assert 
FVom  all  that  scorned  Vice  or  slavish  Fear  hatli 
sung. 
Nor  shall  the  blandishment  of  Tuscan  strings 

Waibling  at  will  in  Pleasure's  myrtle  bower ; 
Nor  shall  the  servile  notes  to  Celtic  kings 
By  flattering  minstrels  paid  in  evil  hour. 
Move  thee  to  spurn  the  heavenly  Muse's  reign. 
A  different  strain, 
And  other  themes, 
From  her  prophetic  shades  and  hallow'd  streams, 
(Thou  well  canst  witness)  meet  the  purged  ear : 
Such,  as  when  Greece  to  her  inmiortal  shell 
Rejoicing  listen'd,  godlike  sounds  to  hear ; 

To  bear  the  sweet  instructress  tell 
(While  men  and  heroes  throng'd  around) 
How  life  its  noblest  use  may  find, 
How  well  for  freedom  be  resign'd ; 
And  how,  by  Glory,  Virtue  shall  be  crown'd. 

IL 

Such  was  the  Chian  father's  strain 
To  many  a  kind  domestic  tnin. 
Whose  pious  hearth  and  genial  bowl 
Had  cheer'd  the  reverend  pilgrim's  soul : 
When,  every  hospitaMe  rite 
With  equal  bounty  to  requite. 

He  struck  his  magic  strings ; 
And  pour'd  spontaneous  numtors  forth, 
And  seiz'd  their  ears  with  tales  of  ancient  worth, 
A  nd  fill'd  their  musing  hearts  with  vast  heroic  things. 

Now  oft,  where  happy  ^irits  dwell. 
Where  yet  he  tunes  his  charming  shell. 
Oft  near  him,  with  applauding  hands, 
The  Genius  of  his  country  stands. 


To  Ustening  gods  he  raakea  bim  known, 
That  man  mvine,  by  whom  were  aown 

The  seeds  of  Grecian  fiune: 
Who  first  the  race  vritfa  freedom  fir'd; 
FVom  whom  Lycuigus  Sparta's  sons  inapir'd; 
From  vrfaom  Plataean  pahns  and  Cyprian  tropfaia 


O  noblest,  luqipiest  age ! 
When  Aristides  nd'd,  and  Cbnon  fought; 
When  all  the  generous  fruits  of  Homer'spsge 
Exulting  Pindar  saw  to  ftiU  perfection  brougfat 
O  Pindar,  oft  dialt  thou  be  hail'd  of  me: 

Not  that  Apollo  led  thee  from  his  shrine ; 
Not  that  thy  lips  drank  sweetness  from  tfie  bee; 
Nor  yet  that,  studious  of  diy  notes  divine, 
Fm  danc'd  their  measure  with  the  sylvan  tlHo^g: 
But  that  thy  song 
Was  proud  to  unfold 
What  thy  base  rulers  trembled  to  behoU ; 
Amid  corrupted  Thebes  vras  proud  to  tell 
Hie  deeds  of  Athens  and  the  Persian  slume: 
Hence  on  diy  head  their  impious  vengeance  ftB. 
But  thou,  O  fiuthftil  to  thy  fame. 
The  Muse's  law  didst  rightly  know ; 
That  who  would  animate  his  lays. 
And  other  minds  to  virtue  raise. 
Must  feel  his  own  with  all  her  spbit  gknr. 

IIL 

Are  there,  i^prov'd  of  later  times, 
Whose  verse  adom'd  a  tyrant's  *  cri 
Who  saw  majestic  Rome  betniy*d. 
And  lent  the  imperial  ruffian  aid  ? 
Alas !  not  one  polluted  bard. 
No,  not  the  strains  that  Mindus  heard, 
Or  Tibur's  hills  reply'd. 
Dare  to  the  Muse's  ear  aspire; 
Save  that,  instructed  by  the  Grecian  lyre^ 
With  Freedom's  ancient  notes  their  shamcfiil  tsik 
they  hide. 

Mark,  how  the  dread  Pantheon  standi 
Amid  the  domes  of  modem  hands : 
Amid  the  toys  of  idle  state. 
How  simply,  how  severely  great ! 
llien  turn,  and,  while  eadi  western  dime 
Pk-esents  hier  tuneftil  sons  to  Time^ 

So  mark  thou  Milton's  name ; 
And  add,  '*  Thus  differs  from  ttie  tfara^ 
Hie  spirit  which  inform'd  thy  aweful  soog. 
Which  bade  thy  potent  voice  protect  thy  cooBtiT^ 
fiune." 

Yet  hence  barbaric  Zal 
His  memory  with  unholy  rage  pursues; 
MHiile  from  these  arduous  cares  of  public  weal 
She  bids  each  bard  begone,  and  rest  him  widi  hii 
Muse. 
O  fool !  to  think  the  man,  whose  ample  nund 
Must  gra^  at  all  that  yonder  stars  survey ; 
Must  join  the  noblest  forms  of  every  kind, 
llie  world's  most  perfect  image  to  display, 
Can  e'er  his  countty's  majesty  behold, 
Uninov*d  or  cold ! 
Ofool!  to  deem 
That  he,  whose  thought  must  visit  every  I 
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Whose  lieart  mutt  eveiy  strong  emotion  know 
Inspir*d  by  Nature,  or  by  Fortune  tmiglit; 
That  be,  if  haply  some  presumptuous  roe, 
With  false  ignoble  science  draught, 
Shall  spurn  at  Freedom's  fiutfa^  band ; 
That  he  their  dear  defence  will  shun, 
Or  bide  their  glories  fhmi  the  Sun, 
Or  deal  their  vengeance  with  a  woman's  hand ) 

IV. 

I  care  not  that  in  Amo*s  plain. 
Or  on  the  sportive  banks  of  Sdne^ 
From  public  themes  the  Muse*s  quire 
Content  with  polish*d  ease  retira 
Where  priests  the  studious  head  command, 
Where  tyrants  bow  the  warlike  hand 

To  vik  Ambition's  aim. 
Say,  what  can  public  themes  afford. 
Save  venal  honours  to  an  hateful  lord,     [Fame  ? 
Rcaerv'd  for  angry  Heaven,  and  scom'd  of  lionest 

But  here,  where  Freedom's  equal  throne 
To  all  h^  valiant  sons  is  known ; 
Where  all  are  conscious  of  her  cares. 
And  each  the  power,  that  rules  him,  shares ; 
Here  let  the  Bard,  whose  dastard  tongue 
Leaves  public  arguments  unsung. 

Bid  public  praise  farewell : 
Let  him  to  fitter  dimes  remove. 
Far  from  the  hero's  and  the  patriot's  love, 
And  lull  mysterious  monks  to  slumber  in  their  cell. 

O  Hastings,  not  to  all 
Can  ruling  Heaven  the  same  endowments  lend : 
Yet  still  doth  Nature  to  her  oflfspring  call, 
That  to  one  general  weal   their   different  powers 
they  bold, 
Unenvious.     Thus  alone,  though  strains  divine 
Inform  the  bosom  of  the  Muse's  son ; 
Though  with  new  honours  the  patrician's  line 
Advance  from  age  to  age ;  yet  thus  alone 
They  win  the  sufirage  of  impartial  Fame. 
The  poet's  name 
He  best  shall  prove, 
Whose  lays  the  soul  with  noblest  passions  move. 
But  thee,  O  progeny  of  heroes  old. 
Thee  to  severer  toils  thy  hte  requires : 
The  fiite  which  form'd  thee  in  a  chosen  mould. 
The  grateful  country  of  thy  sires, 
Thee  to  sublimer  paths  demand ; 
Sublimer  than  thy  sires  could  trace, 
Or  thy  own  Edward  teach  his  race, 
Though  Gaul's  proud  genius  sank  beneath  his  hand. 

V. 

Firom  rich  domains  and  subject  fiurms, 
They  led  the  rustic  youth  to  arms ; 
And  kings  their  stem  achievements  fear'd ; 
While  private  Strife  their  banners  rear'd. 
But  l<^er  scenes  to  thee  are  shown, 
Where  Empire's  wide-establish'd  throne 
No  private  master  fills : 
Where,  long  foretold,  the  people  reigns : 
Where  each  a  v^sal's  hiunble  heart  disdains ; 
And  judgeth  what  he  sees ;  and,  as  he  judgeth,  wills. 

Here  be  it  thine  to  calm  and  guide 
The  swelling  democratic  tide ; 


f  To  watch  the  state's  uncertain  fram«y 

And  baffle  Faction's  partial  aim : 
But  cbiefiyj  with  determin'd  zeal. 
To  quell  that  servile  band,  who  kneel 

To  Freedom's  banish'd  foes ; 
That  monster,  which  is  daily  found 
Expert  and  bold  thy  country's  peace  to  wound ; 
Yet  dreads  to  handle  arms,  nor  manly  counsel  knows. 

'T  is  highest  Heaven's  command. 
That  guilty  aims  should  sordid  paths  pursue ; 
That  what  ensnares  the  heart  should  maim  the 
hand. 
And  Virtue's  worthless  foes  be  fidse  to  Glory  toa 
But  look  on  Freedom.     See,  through  every  age. 
What  labours,  perils,  griefs,  hath  she  disdain'd  ! 
What  arms,  what  regal  pride,  what  priestly  rage. 
Have  her  dread  ofl&pring  conquer'd  or  sustain  *d ! 
For  Albion  well  have  conquer'd.     Let  the  strains 
Of  happy  swains. 

Which  now  resound  [bound. 

Where  Scarsdale's  cliffs   the   swelling  pastures 
Bear  witness.     There,  oft  let  the  farmer  hail 
The  sacred  orchard  which  imbowers  liis  gate. 
And  show  to  strangers  pasdng  down  the  vale. 
Where  Ca'nduh,  Booth,  and  Osborne  sate ; 
When,  bursting  from  their  country's  chain. 
Even  in  the  midst  of  deadly  harms, 
Of  papal  snares  and  lawless  arms, 
They  plann'd  for  Freedom  this  her  noblest  reign. 

VL 

This  reign,  these  laws,  this  public  rare. 
Which  Nassau  gave  us  all  to  share, 
Had  ne'er  adom'd  the  English  naroei. 
Could  Fear  have  silenc'd  Freedom's  claim. 
But  Fear  in  vain  attempts  to  bind 
Those  lofty  efforts  of  the  mind 

Which  social  Good  inspires ; 
Where  men,  for  this,  assault  a  throne. 
Each  adds  the  common  welfiue  to  his  own ; 
And  each  unconquer'd  heart  the  strength  of  all  ac- 
quires. 

Say,  was  it  thus,  when  late  we  view'd 
Our  fields  in  civil  blood  imbrued  ? 
When  Fortune  crown'd  the  baiiMrous  host. 
And  half  the  astonish'd  isle  was  lost? 
Did  one  of  all  that  vaunting  train. 
Who  dare  afflront  a  peaceful  reign. 

Durst  one  in  arms  appear  ? 
Durst  one  in  counsels  pledge  his  life? 
Stake  his  luxurious  fortunes  in  the  strifV;  ? 
Or  lend  his  boasted  name  his  vagrant  friends  to 

cheer? 

Yet,  Hastings,  these  are  they 
Who  challenge  to  themselves  thy  country's  love ; 
The  true ;  the  constant:  who  alone  can  weigh. 
What  Glory  should  demand,  or  Liberty  approve ! 
But  let  their  works  declare  them.  Thy  free  powers, 
The  generous  powers  of  thy  prevailing  mind. 
Not  for  the  tasks  of  their  confederate  hours, 
Lewd  brawls  and  lurking  slander,  were  dfwgn'd. 
Be  thou  thy  own  approver.     Honest  praise 
Oft  nobly  sways 
Ingenuous  youth : 
But,  sought  from  cowards  and  the  lying  mouth, 
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Fraisc  is  raproocfa.     fitenud  God  alone 
For  mortals  fixeth  that  sublime  award. 
He,  from  the  faithful  records  of  his  throne. 

Bids  the  historian  and  the  bard 

Dispose  of  honour  and  of  scorn ; 

Discern  the  patriot  from  the  slaTe  ; 

And  write  the  good,  the  wise,  the  bmve 
For  I— ons  to  the  multitude  unborn* 
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jfrgwnenL 

'the  uymph^y  wlw  preside  over  springs  and  rivulets, 
are  addrused  at  day4>reak,  in  honour  of  their 
several  functions,  and  of  the  relations  which  they 
bear  to  the  natural  and  to  the  moral  worid.  Their 
origin  is  deduced  from  the  first  allegorical  deities, 
or  powers  of  Nature ;  according  to  the  doctrine  of 
the  old  mythological  poets,  concerning  the  gener- 
ation  of  die  gods  and  the  rise  of  things.  They 
are  then  successiTely  considered,  as  giving  motion 
to  the  air  and  exciting  sununer-breezes ;  as  nou- 
rishing and  beautifying  the  vegetable  creation ;  as 
contributing  to  the  fullness  of  navigable  rivers, 
and  conseauently  to  the  maintenance  of  com- 
Doerce ;  and  by  that  means,  to  the  marittme  part 
of  military  power.  Next  is  represented  dieir  fa- 
vourable influence  upon  health,  when  assisted  by 
rural  exercise :  which  introduces  their  connection 
with  the  art  of  physic,  and  the  happy  effects  of 
mineral  medicinal  springs.  Lastly,  diey  are  ce- 
lebrated for  the  friendship  which  the  Muses  bear 
them,  and  for  the  true  inspiration  which  temper- 
ance only  can  receive :  in  opposition  to  the  en- 
thusiasm of  the  more  licentious  poets. 

O'XE  yonder  eastern  hDl  the  twilight  pale 
Walks  forth  from  darkness ;  and  the  god  of  day. 
With  bright  Astnea  seated  by  his  side. 
Waits  yet  to  leave  the  ocean.     Tarry,  Nymphs, 
Ye  Nymphs,  ye  blue-eyM  progeny  of  Thames, 
Who  now  the  mazes  of  this  rugged  heath 
Trace  with  your  fleeting  steps ;  who  all  night  long 
Repeat,  amid  the  cool  and  tranquil  air. 
Your  lonely  murmurs,  tarry :  and  receive 
My  offor'd  lay.     To  pay  you  homage  due, 
I  leave  the  gfl^ of  Sleep;  nor  shall  my  lyre 
Too  tur  into  the  splendid  hours  of  morn 
Ensrage  your  audience :  my  observant  hand 
Shall  doae  the  strain  ere  any  sultry  beam 
Approach  you.     To  your  subterranean  haunts 
Ye  then  may  timely  steal ;  to  pace  with  care 
Hie  humid  sands ;  to  loosen  from  the  soil 
The  bubbling  sources;  to  direct  the  rills 
To  meet  in  wider  channels ;  or  beneath 
Some  grotto's  dripping  arch,  at  height  of  noon 
To  slumber,  shelter*d  from  the  burning  heaven. 

Where  shall  my  song  begin,  ye  Nymphs?  or  end? 
Wide  is  your  praise  and  copious  —  First  of  things, 
First  of  the  lonely  powers,  ere  Time  arose. 
Were  Love  and  Chaos.     Love  the  sire  of  Fate; 
Elder  than  Chaos.     Bom  of  Fate  was  Time, 
Who  many  sons  and  many  comely  Inrths 
Devoured,  relentless  Esther :  till  the  child 
Of  Bbea  drove  him  from  the  upper  sky. 
And  quell*d  his  deadly  might.     Hien  soda!  reign*d 


The  kindred  powers,  Tethys,  and  reverend  Op^ 
And  spodess  Vesta ;  while  supreme  of  sway 
Remain'd  the  doud-compeller.     From  Iht  couch 
Of  Tethys  sprang  the  sedgy-crowned  race. 
Who  from  a  thousand  urns,  o*er  every  dime^ 
Send  tribute  to  their  parent :  and  from  them 
Are  ye,  O  Naiads :  Aretfausa  &ir. 
And  tuneful  Aganippe ;  that  sweet  name, 
Bandusia ;  that  soft  fiunily  which  dweh 
With  Syrian  D^thne;  and  the  bononr*d  txibea 
Beloved  of  Paeon.     Listen  to  my  strain, 
Daughters  of  Tethys :  listen  to  your  pniae. 

You,  Nymphs,  tbewinged  offiqpring,  wfascfa  of  eld 
Aurora  to  divine  Astrssus  bore. 
Owns ;  and  your  aid  beseechetfa.     When  Iht  iB%kt 
Of  Hyperion,  from  bis  noontide  tfarane, 
Unbends  thdr  languid  pinions,  aid  from  you 
They  ask :  Favonius  and  the  mild  Soolb-wcst 
From  you  relief  implore.     Your  sallying  streams 
Fresh  vigour  to  thev  weary  wings  impart. 
Again  they  fly,  disporting ;  from  the  mend 
Half  ripen*d  and  the  tend^  blades  of  com. 
To  sweep  the  noxious  mildew ;  or  dispel 
Contagions  streams,  which  oft  the  parched  Earlli 
Breathes  on  her  fainting  sons.     From  noon  t»  eit^ 
Along  the  river  and  the  paved  brook. 
Ascend  the  cheerful  breexes :  hail*d  of  barda 
Who,  fast  by  learned  Cam,  the  i&olian  lyre 
Solicit ;  nor  unwelcome  to  the  youth 
Who  on  the  heights  of  Tibur,  all  indin'd 
0*er  rushing  Amo,  with  a  pious  hand 
The  reverend  scene  delineaffs  broken  fanes^ 
Or  tombs,  or  pillar'd  aqueducts,  the  pomp 
Of  ancient  Time ;  and  haply,  while  he  scans 
Hie  ruins,  with  a  silent  tear  revolves 
The  fame  and  fortune  of  imperious  Rome. 

You  too,  O  Nymphs,  and  your  unenvknts  aid 
Hie  rural  powers  confins  ;  and  still  prepare 
For  you  their  choicest  treasures.     Fan  connnand^ 
Oft  as  the  Delian  king  with  Smus  hcAda 
Hie  central  heavens,  £e  father  of  the  grof« 
Commands  his  Dryads  over  your  abodes 
To  spread  their  deepest  umbrage.     Well  Ibe-god 
Remembereth  how  indulgent  ye  supplied 
Your  genial  dews  to  nurse  than  in  their  prineL 

Pales,  the  pasture's  queen,  vrhere'er  ye  stray. 
Pursues  your  steps,  debghted ;  and  the  path 
With  living  verdure  do&s.     Around  your  baams 
Hie  laughing  Chloris,  with  profusest  hand, 
HirowB  wide  her  blooms,  her  odours.     SdUwithyvn 
Pomona  seeks  to  dwell :  and  o'er  the  lawnsp 
And  o'er  the  vale  of  Richmond,  where  with  Tfasaact 
Ye  love  to  wander,  Amalthea  pours 
Well-pleas'd  the  wealth  of  that  Ammonian  hora. 
Her  dower;  unmindful  of  the  fragrant  isles 
Nysasan  or  Atlantic     Nor  canst  thou, 
(Albeit  oft,  ungrateful,  thou  dost  mock 
The  beverage  of  the  sober  Naiad's  urn, 
O  Bromius,  O  Lenaean)  nor  canst  thou 
Disown  the  powers  whose  bounty,  ill  repaid, 
With  nectar  feeds  thy  tendrils.     Yet  fhim  me^ 
Yet,  blameless  Nymphs,  from  my  delighted  lyr% 
Accept  the  rites  your  bounty  wdl  may  daim. 
Nor  heed  the  scoffings  of  the  Edonian  band. 
For  better  praise  awaits  you.     Thames,  your  snw 
As  down  the  verdant  slope  your  duteous  riUs 
Descend,  the  tribute  statdy  Thames  receives, 
Deb'ghted ;  and  your  piety  applauds ; 
And  bids  his  copious  tide  roll  on  secure. 
For  fiuthfy  are  his  daughters ;  and  with  wcnb 
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Aoipidoiis  gnitiilfttes  the  buk  w]iidi»  now 
His  banks  fonakiiig,  her  adventurous  wings 
Yields  to  the  breese,  with  Albion's  happy  gifb 
Extramest  isles  to  bless.     And  oft  at  morn. 
When  Hermes,  from  Olympus  bent  o*er  Earth 
To  bear  the  words  of  Jove,  on  yonder  hill 
Stoops  lightly-sailing ;  oft  intent  your  springs 
He  views :  and  waving  o'er  some  new-born  stream 
His  biest  pacific  wand,  «  And  yet,"  he  cries, 
"  Yet,'*  cries  the  son  of  Maia,  «  though  recluse 
And  iilent  be  your  stores,  from  you,  fair  Nymphs, 
Flows  wealth  and  kind  society  to  men. 
By  you,  my  function  and  my  honour'd  name 
Do  I  poswss ;  while  o'erthe  Boetic  vale. 
Or  throoffh  the  towers  of  Memphis,  or  lite  palms 
By  sacred  Ganges  water'd,  I  conduct 
The  English  merchant :  with  the  buxom  fleece 
Of  fertile  Aficonium  while  I  dothe 
Sarmatian  kings ;  or  to  the  household  gods 
Of  Syria^  from  the  bleak  Comubian  shore. 
Dispense  the  mineral  treasure  which  of  old 
Sidooian  pilots  sought,  when  this  fiur  land 
Was  3ret  unconscious  of  those  generous  arts 
Which  wise  Phoenicia  from  their  native  clime 
Transplanted  to  a  more  indulgent  Heaven." 

Such  are  the  words  of  Hermes :  such  the  praise, 
O  Niaiads,  which  from  tongues  celestial  waits 
ITour  bounteous  deeds.   From  bounty  issueth  power: 
And  those  who,  sedulous  in  prudent  works, 
Reliere  the  wants  of  nature,  Jove  repays 
With  noble  wealth,  and  his  own  seat  on  Earth, 
Pit  judgnoents  to  pronounce,  and  curb  the  might 
Of  wicked  men.     Your  kind  uniiuling  urns 
Not  vainly  to  the  hospitable  arts 
[)f  Hermes  yield  their  store.     For,  O  ye  Nymphs, 
Satfa  he  not  won  the  unconquerable  queen 
Jf  arms  to  court  your  friendship  ?  You  she  owns 
rbe  £ur  aesocistes  who  extend  her  sway 
KTide  o'er  the  mighty  deep ;  and  grat^td  things 
hV  you  she  uttereth,  oft  as  fttnn  the  shore 
>t  .Thames,  or  Medway's  vale,  or  the  green  banks 
>f  V>eta,  she  her  thundering  navy  leads 
To  i^oe's  foaming  channel,  or  the  rough 
lantafafrf^  surge ;  her  auspices  divine 
mpartin^  to  the  senate  and  the  prince 
>f  Albion,  to  dismay  barbaric  kings, 
rbe  Iberia*;,  or  the  Celt.     Hie  pride  of  kings 
Wwa  ewer  som'd  by  Flallas :  and  of  old 
lefoic'd  the^-irgin,  from  the  brssen  prow 
H  Athens  o'er  .£gina's  gloomy  surge. 
To  drive  her  clouds  and  storms ;  o'erwhelming  all 
rhe  Persian's  promis'd  glory,  when  the  realms 
>f  Indus  and  the  soft  Ionian  dime, 
^hen  Libya's  torrid  champain  and  the  rocks 
H  cold  Imaiis  join'd  their  servile  bands. 
To  sweep  the  sons  of  Liberty  from  Eardi. 
n  vun :   Bfinerva  on  the  bounding  prow 
H  Athens  stood,  and  with  the  thunder's  voice 
>niounc'd  her  terrours  on  their  impious  heads, 
Lnd  shook  her  burning  SBgis.     Xerxes  saw : 
'hm  Herad^um,  on  the  mountain's  height 
Imcm'd  in  his  golden  car,  he  knew  the  sign 
>icstiai  ;  felt  unrighteous  hope  forsake 
fis  firaltering  hearty  and  tum'd  his  ftce  with  shame. 

Hail,  ye  who  share  the  stem  Minerva's  power ; 
^Hio  arm  the  hand  of  Liberty  for  war : 
bid  give  to  the  renown'd  Britannic  name 
To  awe  contending  monarchs :  yet  benign, 
Tct  mild  of  nature ;  to  the  wofks  of  peace 
tore  jmnm,  and  lenient  cf  the  many  ills 


Which  wait  on  human  Hfb.     Your  gende  akl 
Hygeia  well  can  witness ;  she  who  saves 
From  poisonous  cates  and  cups  of  pleasing  banc. 
Hie  wretch  devoted  to  the  entangling  snares 
Of  Bacchus  and  of  Comus.     Hun  die  leads 
To  Cynthia's  lonely  haunts.     To  spread  the  toih^ 
To  bait  the  coverts,  with  the  jovial  horn 
At  dawn  of  day  to  summon  me  loud  hounds, 
•She  calls  the  lingering  sluggard  from  his  dreams : 
And  vrhcse  his  breast  may  dnnk  the  mountain  breeie^ 
And  where  the  fervour  of  the  sunny  vale 
May  beat  upon  his  brow,  through  devious  paths 
Be<^ons  his  n^d  courser.     Nor  when  ease. 
Cool  ease  and  welcome  slumbers  have  becalm'd 
His  eager  bosom,  does  the  queen  of  health 
Her  pleasing  cara  withhold.     His  decent  board 
She  guards,  presiding ;  and  the  ftugal  powers 
With  joy  sedate  leads  in :  and  while  tlie  brown 
Emuean  dame  with  Pan  presents  her  stores ; 
While  changing  still,  and  comely  in  the  diange, 
Vertumnus  and  the  Hours  before  him  spread 
Hie  garden's  banquet ;  you  to  crown  his  feast. 
To  crown  his  feast,  O  Naiads,  you  the  fair 
Hygeia  calls :  and  from  your  shelving  seats. 
And  groves  of  poplar,  plenteous  cups  ye  bring, 
To  slake  his  veins :  till  soon  a  purer  tide 
Flows  down  those  loaded  channels ;  washeth  off 
The  dregs  of  luxury,  the  lurking  seeds 
Of  crude  disease ;  and  through  the  abodes  of  life 
Sends  vigour,  sends  repose.     Hail,  Naiads :  hail, 
Wlio  give,  to  labour,  health;  to  stooping  ag^ 
The  joys  which  youth  had  squander'd.     Oft  your 

urns 
Will  I  invoke ;  and,  frequent  in  your  praise^ 
Abash  the  frantic  Thyrsus  with  my  song. 

For  not  estrang'd  from  your  benignant  arts 
Is  he,  the  god,  to  whose  mysterious  shrine 
My  youth  was  sacred,  and  my  votive  cares 
Belong ;  the  learned  Pnon.     Oft  when  all 
His  cordial  treasures  he  hath  search'd  in  vain ; 
When  herbs,  and  potent  trees,  and  drops  of  balm 
Rich  with  the  genial  influence  of  the  Sun, 
(To  rouse  dark  Fancy  from  her  plaintive  dreams. 
To  brace  the  nerveless  arm,  with  food  to  win 
Sick  appetite,  or  hush  the  unquiet  breast 
Which  pines  with  silent  passion,)  he  in  vain 
Hath  prov'd ;  to  your  deep  mansions  he  descend^ 
Your  gates  of  humid  rock,  your  dim  arcades. 
He  entereth ;  where  empurpled  veins  of  ore 
Gleam  on  the  roof;  where  through  the  rigid  mine 
Your  trickling  rills  insinuate.     There  the  god 
From  your  indulgent  hands  the  streaming  boWl 
Wafts  to  his  pale-ey'd  suppliants ;  wafts  the  seeds 
Metallic,  and  the  elemental  salts  [soon 

Wash'd  from  the  pregnant  glebe.   They  drink :  and 
Flies  pain ;  flies  inauspicious  care :  and  soon 
Hie  social  haunt  or  unfrequented  shade 
Hears  lo,  lo  Paean ;  as  of  old. 
When  Python  felL     And,  O  propitious  Nymphs, 
Oft  as  for  lielpless  mortals  I  implore 
Your  salutary  springs,  through  every  urn 
Oh  shed  your  healing  treasures.     With  the  first 
And  finest  breath,  which  from  the  genial  strife 
Of  mineral  fermentation  springs  like  light 
O'er  the  fresh  morning's  vapours,  lustrate  then 
The  fountain,  and  inform  the  rising  wava 

My  lyre  shall  pay  your  bounty.     Soom  no*  ye 
That  humble  tribute.     Tlwugh  a  mortal  hand 
Excite  the  strings  to  utterance,  yet  fear  themes 
Not  unregarded  of  celestial  powm 
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I  frame  their  language ;  and  the  Muses  deign 

To  guide  the  pious  tenour  of  my  lay. 

The  Muses  (sacred  by  their  gifts  divine) 

In  early  days  did  to  my  wondering  sense 

Their  secrets  oft  reveal :  oft  my  nus*d  ear 

In  slumber  felt  their  music :  oft  at  noon. 

Or  hour  of  sunset,  by  some  lonely  stream, 

In  field  or  shady  grove,  they  taught  me  words 

Of  power,  from  £ath  and  envy  to  preserve 

Hie  good  man's  name.     Whence  yet  with  grateful 

mind. 
And  offerings  unprofen'd  by  ruder  eye, 
My  vows  I  send,  my  homage,  to  the  seats 
Of  rocky  Cirrfaa,  where  with  you  they  dwell : 
¥liere  you  their  chaste  companions  they  admit 
Hirougfa  all  the  hallow'd  scene :  where  oft  intent, 
And  leaning  o*&  Castalia's  mossy  verge. 
They  mark  the  cadence  of  your  confluent  urns, 
How  tuneftil,  yidding  gratefuUest  repose 
To  their  consorted  measure:  till  again, 
With  emulation  all  the  sounding  c^oir. 
And  briffht  Apollo,  leader  of  ths  song, 
Hieir  voices  throng  the  liquid  air  exalt. 
And  sweep  their  lofty  strings :  those  powerftd  strings 
lliat  charm  the  mind  of  gods :  that  ffll  the  courts 
Of  wide  Olympus  with  oblivion  sweet 
Of  evils,  with  immortal  rest  from  cares : 
Assuage  the  terrours  of  the  throne  of  Jove ; 
And  quench  the  formidable  thunderbolt 
Of  umvlentingfire.     With  slacken'd  wings. 
While  now  the  solemn  concert  breathes  around. 
Incumbent  o'er  the  sceptre  of  his  lord 
Sleeps  the  stem  eagle ;  by  the  number'd  notes, 
PossessM ;  and  satiate  with  the  melting  tone : 
Sovereign  of  birds.     The  furious  god  of  war, 
His  darts  forgetting,  and  the  winged  wheels 
That  bear  him  vengeful  o'er  the  embattled  plain, 
Relents,  and  soothes  his  own  fierce  heart  to  ease, 
Most  welcome  ease.     The  sire  of  gods  and  men. 
In  tiiat  great  moment  of  divine  delight, 
Looks  down  on  all  that  live ;  and  whatsoe'er 
He  loves  not,  o'er  the  peopled  earth,  and  o'er 
The  interminated  ocean,  he  beholds 
Curs'd  with  abhorrence  by  his  doom  severe. 
And  troubled  at  the  sound.     Ye  Naiads,  ye 
With  ravish'd  ears  the  melody  attend 
Worthy  of  sacred  silence.     But  the  slaves 
Of  Bacchus  with  tempestuous  clamours  strive 
To  drown  the  heavenly  strains ;  of  highest  Jove 
Irreverent,  and  by  mad  presumption  fir'd 
Their  own  discordant  raptures  to  advance 
With  hostile  emulation.     Down  they  rush 
From  Nysa's  vine-empurpled  clifi*,  the  dames 
Of  Thrace,  the  Satyrs,  and  the  unruly  Fauns, 
With  old  Silenus,  reeling  through  the  crowd 
Which  gambols  round  him,  in  convulsions  wild 
Tossing  their  limbs,  and  brandishing  in  air 
The  ivy-mantled  ^yrsus,  or  the  torch 
Through  black  smoke  flaming,  to  the  Phrygian  pipe's 
Shrill  voice,  and  to  the  clashing  cymbals,  mix'd 
With  shrieks  and  frantic  uproar.     May  the  gods 
From  every  unpolluted  ear  avert 
Their  orgies !  If  within  the  seats  of  men. 
Within  the  walls,  the  gates,  where  Pallas  holds 
The  guardian  key,  if  ^ly  there  be  found 
Who  loves  to  mingle  with  the  revel4Mnd 
And  hearken  to  their  accents ;  who  aspires 
From  such  instructors  to  inform  his  breast 
With  verse ;  kt  him,  fit  votarist,  implore 
llicir  insplratiun.     He  perchance  the  gifts 


Of  young  Lyasus,  and  the  dread  expkats, 
May  sing  in  aptest  numbers :  he  the  fete 
Of  sober  Pentheus,  he  the  Paphian  ritei, 
And  naked  Mars  with  Cytherea  chain'd, 
And  strong  Alddes  in  the  spinster's  robes, 
May  celebrate,  iy>plauded.     But  with  7011, 
O  Naiads,  &r  from  that  unhallow'd  rout, 
Must  dwell  the  man  whoe'er  to  praised  themes 
Invokes  the  immortal  Muse.     The  hmiMrtal  Mn 
To  your  calm  habitations,  to  the  cave 
Corydan,  or  the  Delphic  mount,  will  guide 
Hb  footsteps ;  and  with  your  unsullied  streaot 
His  lips  wfll  bathe:  whether  the  etenial  lore 
Of  Themis,  or  the  majesty  of  Jove, 
To  mortab  he  reveal ;  or  teach  hb  lyre 
The  unenvied  guerdon  of  the  patriot's  ttiU, 
In  those  unfadmg  isbnds  of  the  bless'd, 
Where  sacred  bards  abide.  Hail,honour'dNynijte; 
Thrice  hail.     For  you  the  Cyrensic  diell 
Behold,  I  touch,  revering.     To  my  songs 
Be  present  ye  with  fisvourable  feet. 
And  all  profimer  audience  far  remove. 


ODE 

TO   THE    aiGHT    EXVaaByD     BBNJAMIlt, 
OF   WIMCHKSTEK. 


For  toils  which  patriots  have  endur'd, 
For  treason  quell'd  and  laws  secur'd, 
In  every  nation  Time  displays 
The  palm  of  honourable  praise. 
Envy  may  rail ;  and  Faction  fierce 
May  strive ;  but  what,  alas !  can  those 
(Though  bold,  yet  blind  and  sordid  (bes) 
To  gratitude  and  love  oppose. 
To  faithful  story  and  persuasive  verse ! 

O  nurse  of  Freedom,  Albion,  say, 
'ITiou  tamer  of  despotic  sway. 
What  man,  among  thy  sons  around, 
Thus  heir  to  glory  hast  thou  found? 
What  page  in  all  thy  annab  bright, 
Hast  thou  with  purer  joy  survey'd 
Than  that  where  Truth,  by  Hc«dly*8»4 
Shines  tlirough  Imposture's  solemn  *sd^ 
Through  kingly  and  through  sacerdotal  wgl*? 

To  him  the  Teacher  bless'd. 
Who  sent  Religion,  firom  the  palmy  6dn 
By  Jordan,  like  the  mom  to  cheer  the  ***- 
And  lifted  up  the  veil  which  Heaven  fttsn  Wffl 
oonceal'd. 
To  Hoadly  dius  hb  maodate  he  addreffd: 

»*  Go  dwu,  and  rescue  my  <^»'*'*^***^1^ 
FVom  hands  lapadous,  and  from  toogutt  n^ 
Let  not  my  peaceful  name  be  made  a  law 
Fell  Persecution's  mortal  snares  to  aid : 
Let  not  my  words  be  impious  chains  to  dii* 

The  freebom  soul  in  more  than  bmtal  fwe»  ^ 
To  feith  without  assent,  allegiance  unrepu* 
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No  cold  or  unperforming  band 
Wat  anii'd  by  Heaven  with  this  oommaiid. 
Tlie  world  soon  felt  it :  and,  on  high, 
To  WiDiam't  ear  with  wdcome  joy 
Did  Lodce  among  the  blest  unfold 
The  rising  hope  of  Hoadly's  name, 
Godolphin  then  confirm'd  the  fame ; 
And  Somers,  when  fVom  Earth  he  came, 
And  generous  Stanhope  the  fiedr  sequd  told. 

Then  drew  the  lawgivers  around, 
(Sires  of  the  Grecian  name  renown'd,) 
And  listening  ask'd,  and  wondering  knew. 
What  private  force  could  thus  subdue 
Hie  vulgar  and  the  great  combin*d ; 
Could  war  with  sacred  Folly  wage ; 
Could  a  whole  nation  disengage 
Vnm.  the  dread  bonds  of  many  an  age^ 
And  to  new  habits  mould  the  public  mind. 

For  not  a  conqueror's  sword. 
Nor  the  strong  powers  to  dvil  founders  known, 
Were  his :  but  truth  by  ftithful  search  explor'4 

And  social  sense,  like  seed,  in  genial  plenty  sown. 
Wherever  it  took  root,  the  soul  (restor*d 
To  fireedom)  freedom  too  for  others  sought 
Not  monkish  craft,  the  tyrant's  daun  divine. 
Not  regal  seal,  the  bigot's  cruel  shrine, 
Could  kmger  guard  fSom  reason's  warfare  sage ; 
Not  iSbtd  wfld  rabble  to  sedition  wrought. 
Nor  synods  by  the  papal  genius  taught. 

Nor  St.  John's  spirit  loose,  nor  Atterfoury's  rage. 
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But  where  shall  recompense  be  found? 
Or  how  such  arduous  merit  crown'd  ? 
For  look  on  life's  laborious  scene ; 
What  rugged  spaces  lie  between 
Adventurous  Virtue's  early  tells 
And  her  triumphal  throne !  The  shade 
Of  Death,  meantime,  does  ofi  invade 
Her  progress ;  nor,  to  us  display'd, 
Wears  the  bright  heroine  her  expected  spoils. 

Yet  bom  to  conquer  is  her  power : 
—  O  Hoadly,  if  that  favourite  hour 
On  Earth  arrive,  with  thankful  awe 
We  own  just  Heaven's  indulgent  law. 
And  proudly  thy  success  behold ; 
We  attend  diy  reverend  length  <k  days 
With  benediction  and  with  praise. 
And  hail  thee  in  our  public  ways 
Like  some  great  spirit  &m'd  in  ages  old. 

While  thus  our  vows  prolong 
Thy  steps  on  Earth,  and  whak  by  us  resign'd 
Thou  join'st  thy  seniors,  that  heroic  throng 
Who  rescued  or  preserv'd  the  rights  of  human  kind, 
O !  not  unworthy  may  thy  Albion's  tongue 
Thee  still,  her  friend  and  benefactor,  name : 
O !  never,  Hoadly,  in  thy  country's  eyes. 
May  impious  ^Id,  or  pleasure's  gaudy  prise, 
Make  public  virtue,  pi^lic  fireedom,  vile ; 
Nor  our  own  manners  tempt  us  to  disclaim 
That  heritage,  our  noblest  wealth  and  fame. 
Which  thou  hast  kept  entire  from  force  and  factious 
guile. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


652 


THOMAS  GRAY. 


1  HOMAs  Oeay,  a  distinguished  poet,  was  the  son 
at  a  xDoney-scriTener  in  London,  where  he  was 
born  in  1716.  He  received  his  education  at  Eton- 
school,  whence  he  was  sent  to  the  university  of 
Cunbridge,  and  entered  as  a  pensions  at  St  Pe- 
ter's College.  He  left  Cambridge  in  1738,  and 
occupied  a  set  of  chambers  in  the  Inner  Temple, 
for  the  purpose  of  studying  the  law.  From  this 
intention  he  was  diverted  by  an  invitation  to  accom- 
pany  Mr.  Horace  Walpole,  son  of  the  celebrated 
statesman,  with  whom  he  had  made  a  connection  at 
Eton,  in  a  tour  through  Europe.  Some  disagree- 
ment, of  which  Mr.  Walpole  generously  took,  the 
blame,  caused  them  to  separate  in  Italy  ;  and  Gray 
returned  to  England  in  S^tember,  1 741,  two  months 
before  his  father's  death.  Grey,  who  now  depended 
chiefly  upon  his  mother  and  aunt,  left  the  law,  and 
returned  to  his  retirement  at  Cambridge.  In  the 
next  year  he  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  his  dear 
ftiend  West,  also  an  Eton  scholar,  and  son  to  the 
Chancellor  of  Ireland,  which  left  a  vacancy  in  his 
affections,  that  seems  never  to  have  been  supplied. 
From  this  time  his  residence  was  chiefly  at  Cam- 
bridge, to  which  he  was  probably  attached  by  an  in- 
satiable love  of  books,  which  he  was  unable  to  gra- 
tify from  his  own  stores.  Some  years  passed  in  this 
fiivourite  indulgence,  in  which  his  exquisite  learning 
and  poetic  talents  were  only  known  to  a  few  friends ; 
and  it  was  not  till  1747,  that  his  «  Ode  on  a  distant 
Prospect  of  Eton  College*'  made  its  appearance 
before  the  public.  It  was  in  1751  that  his  cele- 
brated **  Elegy  written  in  a  Country  Church-yard," 
chiefly  composed  some  years  before,  and  even  now 
sent  into  the  world  without  the  author's  name,  made 
its  way  to  the  press.  Few  poems  were  ever  so  po- 
pular: it  soon  ran  through  eleven  editions;  vras 
translated  into  Latin  verse,  and  has  ever  since  borne 
the  marks  of  being  one  of  the  most  fiivourite  pro- 
ductions of  the  British  Muse. 

In  the  mannen  of  Gray  there  was  a  degree  of 
Meminacy  and  fastidiousness  which  exposed  him  to 
the  character  of  a  fribble ;  and  a  few  riotous  young 
men  ol^  fortune  in  his  college  thought  proper  to 
make  him  a  subject  for  their  boisterous  tricks.  He 
made  remonstrances  to  the  heads  of  the  society 
upon  this  usage,  which  being  treated,  as  he  thought, 
without  due  attention,  he  removed  in  1756  to  Pem- 
broke-halL     In  the  next  year,  the  oflice  of  poet- 


laureat,  vacant  by  the  death  of  Cibber,  waes  oAnd 
to  Gray,  but  declined  by  him.  In  the  aBnae  year  bt 
published  two  odes,  «  On  the  Progress  of  Focsy," 
and  **  The  Bard,"  which  were  not  so  pnpnlar  as  liii 
Elegy  had  been,  chiefly,  perhaps,  because  tfaey  ««r 
less  understood.  Hie  uniform  life  paMfH  by  ttii 
eminent  perK>n  admits  of  few  details,  but  the  1 
action  respecting  the  professorship  of  modem  1 
at  Cambridge,  a  place  worth  four  hundred 
a  year,  is  worthy  of  some  notice.  When  tbe  mtB- 
ation  became  vacant  in  Lord  Bute's  admiaistrsiisi^ 
it  was  modestly  asked  for  by  Gray,  but  had  alwaiy 
been  bespoken  by  another.  On  a  aecood  \ 
in  1768,  the  Duke  of  Grafton  being  now 
it  was,  *<  unsolicited  and  unsuspected," 
upon  him ;  in  return  for  which  be  wrote  his  **  O^ 
for  Music,"  for  the  installation  of  thai  i 
chancellor  of  tbe  university.  This 
though  founded  in  1724,  had  hitherto  remsiDeda 
perfect  sinecure;  but  Gray  prepared  fannsrif  i* 
execute  the  duties  of  his  oflSce.  Such,  bowcvo', 
were  the  baneful  effects  of  habitual  indoieacc^  tfail, 
with  a  mind  replete  with  ancient  and  fnodcm  kavw- 
Icdge,  he  found  himself  unable  to  proceed  6nfaer 
than  to  draw  a  plan  for  hb  inauguratioB  ipcedu 
But  his  health  was  now  declining ;  «n  nregakr 
hereditary  gout  made  more  frequent  attacks  tksn 
formerly ;  and  at  length,  while  he  was  dining  ia  the 
Colleg^Judl,  he  was  seized  with  a  conplaim  in  the 
stomach,  which  carried  him  off  on  July  30.  1771,  ia 
the  fifty-fifih  year  of  his  age.  His  remains  were 
deposited,  with  those  of  his  mother'  and  aunt,  ia  the 
churdi-yard  of  Stoke- Pogis,  BuckingfaantMliirB. 

It  is  exclusively  as  a  poet  that  w<e  ncard  Ae 
name  of  Gray;  and  it  will,  perhaps,  be  thought 
that  we  borrow  too  large  a  share  from  a  susgie  snail 
volume;  yet  this  should  be  considered  as  indioadve 
of  the  high  rank  which  he  has  attained,  oompared 
with  the  number  of  Ins  compositions  With  ii^iu! 
to  his  character  as  a  man  of  learning,  since  his  ac- 
quisitions were  entirely  for  his  own  ose,  and  pn^. 
duced  no  fruits  for  the  public,  it  has  no  cisna  ta 
particular  notice.  For  though  he  has  been  caDad 
by  one  of  his  admirere  **  pobaps  tbe  most  kanad 
man  in  Europe,"  never  Was  leuning  more  tfmva 
away.  A  few  pieces  of  Latin  poetry  are  all  dni  ha 
has  to  produce. 
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HYMN  TO  ADVERSITY. 

......Ziiv« 

To  Pftfi79  (kfij^t  SU* 

OivT*  »yf*aft  ix'*** 

.£schyliu,  in  Agiunwnnone. 

Uauortze  of  Jbre,  relentless  power, 

Thou  tuner  of  the  hunuin  breast, 
Wboee  iron  scourge^  and  torturing  hour, 

Tlie  bMi  affirigh^  afflict  the  best.' 
Bound  in  thy  adamantine  chain 
The  proud  are  taught  to  taste  of  pain, 
And  purple  tyrants  vainly  groan 
With  pangs  unfelt  before,  unpitied,  and  alona 

When  first  thy  sire  to  send  on  Earth 

Virtue,  his  darling  child,  designed. 
To  thee  he  gave  the  heavenly  birth, 

And  bade  to  form  her  infant  mind. 
8tcm  rugged  nurse ;  thy  rigid  lore 
Widi  patience  many  a  year  she  bore  : 
What  sorrow  was,  thou  bad'st  her  know, 
And  from  her  own  she  leam*d  to  melt  at  others*  woe. 

Scar'd  at  thy  firown  terrific,  fly 

Sel£.pleasing  Folly's  idle  brood, 
Wild  Laughter,  Noise,  and  tlioughtless  Joy, 

And  leave  us  leisure  to  be  gocd. 
laght  they  disperse,  and  with  them  go 
Tlie  summer  friend,  the  flattering  foe ; 
Bj  vain  Prosperity  received, 
To  her  they  vow  their  truth,  and  are  again  believ'd. 

Wisdom,  in  sable  garb  array*d, 

ImnierB*d  in  rapturous  thought  profound. 
And  Melancholy,  silent  maid. 

With  leaden  eye,  that  loves  the  ground, 
Sdll  on  thy  solemn  steps  attend : 
Wann  Charity,  the  general  friend, 
With  Justice,  to  herself  severe. 
And  Pity,  dropping  soft  the  sadly.pleasing  tear. 

Oh*  gently  on  thy  suppliant's  head, 

Dread  goddess,  lay  thy  chastening  hand ! 
Not  in  thy  gorgon  terrours  clad, 

Nor  circled  with  the  vengeful  band, 
(As  by  the  impious  thou  art  seen,) 
with  thundering  voice,  and  threatening  mien. 
With  screaming  Horrour*s  funeral  cry, 
Piliaii',  and  fell  Disease,  and  ghastly  Poverty. 

Thy  form  benign,  oh,  goddess !  wear. 

Thy  milder  mfluence  impart. 
Thy  philosophic  train  be  there, 

To  soften,  not  to  wound,  my  heart 
The  generous  spark  extinct  revive, 
Team  me  to  love  and  to  foigive, 
Kzact  my  own  defects  to  scan. 
What  others  arey  to  feei,  and  know  mysdf  a 


ELEGY 
wmrmv  nr  a  coumtbt  CHuacH-TARn. 

Ths  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day, 
The  lowing  herd  winds  slowly  o*er  the  lea, 

Hie  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way, 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darkness  and  to  me. 

Now  fades  the  glimmering  landscape  on  the  sigbt^ 
And  all  the  air  a  solemn  stillness  holds. 

Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  droning  flight. 
And  drowsy  tinklings  lull  the  distant  folds: 

Save  that,  from  jronder  ivy-mantled  tower. 
The  moping  owl  does  to  the  Moon  complain 

Of  such  as,  wandering  near  her  secret  bower. 
Molest  her  ancient  solitary  reign. 

Beneath  those  rugged  elms,  that  yew-tree's  shade. 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  mouldering  hei^}, 

Each  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid, 
Hie  rude  forefiuhers  of  the  hamlet  sleep. 

Hie  breesy  call  of  incense-breathing  Mom, 

The  swallow  twittering  fkom  the  straw-built  shed. 

Hie  cock*s  shrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn. 
No  more  shall  rouse  them  from  then-  lowly  bed. 

For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  shall  bum. 
Or  busy  housewife  ply  her  evening  care : 

No  children  ran  to  lisp  their  sire*s  return. 
Or  dimb  his  knees  the  envied  kiss  to  shares 

Oft  did  the  harvest  to  their  sickle  yield. 

Their  furrow  oft  tlie  stubborn  glebe  has  broke ; 

How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  »-field ! 
How  bow'd  the  woods  beneath  their  sturdy  sdroke ! 

Let  not  Ambiti<m  mock  their  useful  toil, 
Hieir  homely  jo]rs,  and  destiny  obscure; 

Nor  grandeur  hour  with  a  disdainful  smile, 
Tbd  short  and  simple  annals  of  the  poor. 

Hie  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power. 
And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e*er  gave, 

Await  alike  th*  inevitable  hour. 
Hie  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave. 

Nor  you,  ye  proud,  impute  to  these  the  fiuilt. 
If  Memory  o'er  their  tomb  no  trophies  raise. 

Where  through  the  long  drawn  aisle  and  fVetted  vault. 
The  peeling  anthem  swells  the  note  of  praise. 

Can  storied  urn  or  anhnated  bust 

Back  to  its  manaon  call  the  fleeting  breath? 
Can  Honour's  voice  provoke  the  silent  dust, 

Or  Fkttery  soothe  the  dull  cold  ear  of  Death  ? 

Perhaps  in  this  neglected  spot  is  laid 
Soine  heart  once  pregnant  with  celestial  fire ; 

Hands,  that  the  rod  of  empire  misht  have  sway'd. 
Or  wak'd  to  ecstasy  the  living  lyre. 

But  Knowledge  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page. 
Rich  with  the  spoils  of  tune,  did  ne'er  unroll ; 

Chfll  Penury  repress'd  their  noble  rage^ 
And  frote  the  genial  current  of  the  souL 
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Fall  mtny  a  gem  of  purest  rmy  aerene, 
The  dark  unfiuhom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear : 

Full  many  a  flower  is  bom  to  blush  unseen. 
And  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  air. 

Some  Tillage-EEampden,  that  with  dauntless  breast 

The  littk  tyrant  of  his  fields  withstood ; 
Some  mute  inglorious  Milton  here  may  r^ 

Some  Cromwell  guiltless  of  his  country's  blood. 

Tb*  applause  of  listening  senates  to  command, 

Tlie  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  despise, 
To  scatter  plenty  o*er  a  smiling  land. 

And  read  their  history  in  a  nation's  eyes, 

Their  lot  forbad :  nor  drcumscrib'd  alone 
Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes  confined ; 

Forbad  to  wade  through  slaughter  to  a  throne. 
And  shut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind. 

Hie  struggling  pangs  of  conscious  truth  to  hide, 
To  quench  the  blushes  of  ingenuous  shame, 

Or  heap  the  shrine  of  Luxury  and  Pride 
With  incense  kindled  at  the  Muse's  flame. 

Far  ftom  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble  strife. 
Their  sober  wishes  never  leam'd  to  stray ; 

Along  the  cool  sequester'd  vale  of  life 
They  kept  die  noiseless  tenour  of  their  way. 

Yet  ev'n  these  bones  from  insult  to  protect. 

Some  frail  memorial  still  erected  nigh, 
With  uncouth  rhymes  and  shapeless  sculpture 
deck'd, 

Implores  the  passing  tribute  of  a  sigh. 

Their  name,  their  years,  spelt  by  th'  unletter'd  Muse, 

Hie  place  of  fame  and  elegy  supply; 
And  many  a  holy  text  around  she  strews, 

Hiat  taudi  the  rustic  moralist  to  die. 

For  who,  to  dumb  Forgetfulness  a  prey, 
This  pleasing  anxious  being  e'er  resign'd, 

Left  the  warm  precincts  of  the  cheerful  day, 
Nor  cast  one  longing,  lingering  look  b^nd  ? 

On  some  fond  breast  the  parting  soul  relies. 
Some  pious  drops  the  closing  eye  requires ; 

Ev'n  from  the  tomb  the  voice  o£  Nature  cries, 
£v'n  in  our  ashes  \bm  thehr  wonted  fires. 

For  thee,  who,  mindful  of  th'  unhonour'd  dead, 
Dost  in  these  lines  their  artless  tale  relate ; 

If  chance,  by  lonely  Contemplation  led. 
Some  kindred  spirit  shall  inquire  thy  &te, 

Haply  some  hoary-headed  swain  may  say, 
**  Oft  have  we  seen  him  at  the  peep  of  dawn 

Brushing  with  hasty  steps  the  dews  away 
To  meet  the  Sun  upon  the  upland  lawn. 

<*  There  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  beech, 
That  wreathes  its  old  fantastic  roots  so  high, 

His  listless  length  at  noontide  would  he  stretch, 
And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  bubbles  by. 
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**  Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  smiling  as  in  scorn. 
Muttering  his  wayward  fancies  he  would  rovc^ 

Now  drooping  woeful  wan,  like  one  forlorn. 
Or  crai'd  with  care,  or  cross'd  in  hopeless  love; 


**  One  mom  I  miss'd  him  on  the  'cnstom*d  hiU, 
Along  the  heath  and  near  his  fiivourite  tree ; 

Another  came;  nor  yet  beside  the  rill. 
Nor  up  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was  be : 

'<  The  next  with  dirges  due  in  sad  wmj      [bame. 

Slow  through  the  cfaurcb-way  path  we  saw  lam 
Approach  and  read  (for  thou  canst  read)  the  lay, 

Gcav'd  on  the  stone  beneath  yon  aged  tfaom." 

THX    SPITAPH. 

Hxas  rests  hb  head  upon  d»  lap  of  Eardi, 
A  3routfa  to  fortune  and  to  fiune  unknown, 

Fair  Science  frown'd  not  on  his  hund>le  faiitii. 
And  Mdancholy  mark'd  him  for  ber  own. 

Large  was  his  bounty,  and  his  soul  sincere, 
Heaven  did  a  recompenoe  as  largely  send : 

He  gave  to  Misery  all  he  had,  a  tear ;  [fHeoi 

He  gain'd  from  Heaven  ('t  was  all  he  wish'd)  t 

No  further  seek  his  merits  to  disdobe, 

Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dreMl  abodes 

(There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repose,} 
The  bosom  of  his  Father  and  his  God. 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  POESY. 

▲    PINDARIC    ODE. 

Pindar.  OKm.  ii. 


AwAKX,  .£olian  lyre,  awake. 

And  give  to  rapture  all  thy  trembling  strings;. 

Fh»m  Helicon's  harmonious  springs 

A  thousand  rills  their  maxy  progress  take ; 

The  laughing  flowers  that  rcMind  them  blow. 

Drink  lifis  and  fragrance  as  they  flow. 

Now  the  rich  stream  of  music  vrinds  along. 

Deep,  majesdc,  smooth,  and  atrong, 

Throu^  verdant  vales,  and  Ceres*  golden  icign: 

Now  rolling  down  the  ateep  amainf 

Headlong,  impetuous,  see  it  pour : 

The  rock^  and  nodding  groves,  rebellow  totbe  raar. 

Oh  !  sovereign  of  the  willing  soul. 
Parent  of  sweet  and  solemn-breathing  aiii^ 
Enchanting  shell !  the  sullen  cares. 

And  frantic  pasabns,  hear  thy  soft  control : 
On  Tlirada's  hills  the  lord  of  war 
Has  curb'd  the  fury  of  hia  car. 
And  dropp'd  hia  thiraty  lance  at  thy  ^•*»*""«— "^ : 
Perching  on  the  scepter^d  hand 
Of  Jove,  diy  magic  lulls  tiie  feathered  king 
With  raffled  plumea,  and  flagging  wing: 
Quendi'd  in  dark  tkmds  of  ahunber  lie 
The  terrour  of  hia  beak,  and  lightning  <if  hmtyt. 

Thee  the  voice,  the  dance,  obey, 

Temper'd  to  thy  warbled  lay, 

O'er  Idalia'a  vdvet-green 

Hie  rosy-crowned  Loves  an  wten. 

On  Cytiierca's  di^,  ^  ^  j 
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With  antic  sports  and  blue-ey'd  plessiiK^ 

Frisking  light  in  frolic  measures ; 

Now  pumiing,  now  retreating, 

Now  in  circling  troops  they  meet : 

To  brisk  notes  in  cadence  beating 

Glance  their  many-twinkling  fe^ 

Slow-mdting  strains  their  queen's  approach  declare : 

Where'er  she  turns,  the  Graces  homage  pay, 

With  arts  sublime,  that  float  upon  the  air, 

In  gliding  state  she  wins  her  easy  way : 

0*er  her  warm  cheek,  and  rising  bosom,  move 

The  bloom  of  young  Desire,  and  purple  light  of  Love. 

II. 

Man's  feeble  race  what  ills  await. 
Labour  and  Penury,  the  racks  of  Pain, 
Disease,  and  Sorrow's  weeping  train, 

And  Death,  sad  refuge  from  the  storms  of  Fate ! 
The  fond  complaint,  my  song,  disprove, 
And  justify  the  laws  of  Jove. 
Say,  has  he  given  in  vain  the  heavenly  Muse  ? 
Night,  and  idl  her  sickly  dews. 
Her  spectres  wan,  and  birds  of  boding  cry. 
He  gives  to  range  the  dreary  sky : 
Till  down  the  eastern  difis  afar  [war. 

Hyperion's  march  they  spy,  and  glittering  shafts  of 

In  climes  beyond  the  solar  road. 
Where  shaggy  forms  o'er  ice-built  mountains  roam, 
The  Muse  has  broke  the  twilight  gloom 

To  cheer  the  shivering  native's  dull  abode. 
And  oft,  beneath  the  odorous  shade 
Of  Chili's  boundless  forests  laid. 
She  deigns  to  hear  the  savagp  youth  repeat. 
In  loose  numbers  wildly  sweet, 
Tbeir  feather-^inctur'd  chiefs,  and  dusky  lovea 
Her  track,  where'er  the  goddess  roves, 
Glory  pursue,  and  generous  Shame, 
Hi*  unconquerable  mind,  and  Freedom's  lioly  flame. 

Woods,  that  wave  o'er  Delphi's  steep, 
Isles>  that  crown  th*  .£gean  deep, 
Fields,  that  cool  Ilissus  laves. 
Or  where  Mseander's  amber  waves 
In  lingering  labyrinths  creep, 
How  oo  jour  tuneful  Echoes  languish 
Mute,  but  to  the  voice  of  Anguish  ? 
Where  each  old  poetic  mountain 

Inspiration  breatb'd  around : 
"Every  shade  and  hallow'd  fountain 

Murmur'd  deep  a  solemn  sound : 
Till  the  sad  Nine,  in  Greece's  evil  hour. 

Left  their  Parnassus,  for  the  Latian  plains. 
Alike  tfaey  scorn  the  pomp  of  tyrant-power. 

And  coward  Vice,  that  reveU  in  her  chains. 
When  Ladum  Jyd  her  lofty  spirit  lost. 
They  sought,  oh  Albion !  next  thy  sea-encircled  coast 

IIL 

Far  firom  the  Sun  and  summer-gale. 
In  thy  green  lap  was  Nature's  darling  *  laid, 
What  time,  where  lucid  Avon  stray'd, 

To  him  die  mighty  mother  did  unveil 
Her  awefol  face :  the  dauntless  child 
Scretch'd  forth  his  little  arms,  and  smil'd. 
"  This  pencil  take,"  she  said,  **  whose  colours  clear 
Richly  paint  the  vernal  year : 

•   Shakspcare. 


Thine  too  these  golden  keys,  immortal  boy ! 

This  can  unlock  the  gates  of  Joy ; 

Of  Horrour  that,  and  thrilling  fears. 

Or  ope  the  sacred  source  of  sympathetic  tears." 

Nor  second  be  f ,  that  rode  sublime 

Upon  the  senq>h-wings  of  Ecstasy, 

The  secrets  of  th'  abyss  to  spy. 
He  pass'd  the  flaming  bounds  of  place  and  time : 
Tlie  living  throne,  die  sapphire-blaxe. 
Where  ai^^  tremble,  while  they  gase. 
He  saw ;  but,  blasted  with  excess  of  light, 
Clos'd  his  eyes  in  tedless  night 
Behold,  where  Dryden's  less  presumptuous  car, 
Wide  o'er  the  fields  of  Glory  bear 
Two  coursers  of  ethereal  racei,  [ing  pace. 

With  necks  in  thunder  doth'a,  and  long-resound- 

Hark,  his  hands  the  lyre  explore ! 

Bright-ey'd  Fancy,  hovering  o'er. 

Scatters  from  her  pictur'd  urn 

Thoughts  that  breathe,  and  words  that  bum. 

But  ah !  *t  is  heard  no  more  — 

Oh !  lyre  divine,  what  daring  spirit 

Wakes  thee  now  ?  though  he  inherit 

Nor  the  pride,  nor  ample  pinion. 

That  die  Theban  eagle  bear. 

Sailing  with  supreme  dominion 

Through  the  azure  deep  of  air : 

Tet  oft  before  his  infant  eyes  would  run 

Such  forms  as  glitter  in  die  Muse's  ray 

With  orient  hues,  unborrow'd  of  the  Sun  : 

Yet  shall  he  mount,  and  keep  his  distant  way 

Beyond  the  limits  of  a  vulgar  fate, 

Beneath  the  good  how  far —but  far  above  the  great 


ODE  ON  THE  SPRING. 

Lo !  where  the  rosy-bosom'd  Hours, 

Fair  Venus'  train  appear. 
Disclose  the  long-expecdng  flowers. 

And  wake  the  purple  year ! 
The  attic  warbler  pours  her  throat, 
ResponsiTe  to  the  cuckoo's  note. 

The  untaught  harmony  of  Spring  : 
While,  whispering  pleasure  as  they  fly. 
Cool  Zephyrs  through  the  clear  blue  sky 

Theur  gather*d  fragrance  fling. 

Where'er  the  oak's  thick  branches  stretch 

A  broader,  browner  shade  ; 
Where'er  the  rude  and  moss-grown  beedi 

O'er-canopies  the  glade. 
Beside  some  water's  rushy  brink 
With  me  die  Muse  shall  sit,  and  tbittk 

(At  ease  reclin'd  in  rustic  statel 
How  vain  the  ardour  of  the  crowd. 
How  low,  how  litUe  are  the  proud^ 

How  indigent  the  great ! 

Still  is  the  toiling  hand  of  Care : 

The  panting  herds  repose ; 
Yet  hark,  how  through  the  peopled  air 

The  busy  murmur  glows.' 

f  Milton. 

I  Meant  to  express  the  stately  march  and  sound- 
ing energy  of  I>nrden's.  riijr^m^QQQ[^ 
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GRAY. 


The  insect  youth  ere  on  the  winf , 
Eecer  to  teste  the  lionied  spring. 

And  floet  emid  the  liquid  noon  : 
Some  lightly  o*er  the  current  skim* 
Some  show  their  gayly-gilded  trim 

Quick^glancing  to  the  Sun. 

To  CoQtemplation's  sober  eye 

Such  is  the  rsce  of  men : 
And  they  that  creep,  end  they  that  fly. 

Shall  end  where  they  began. 
Alike  the  busy  and  the  gay 
But  flutter  through  life's  little  day, 

In  Fortune's  Taryinff  colours  drest : 
Brush*d  by  the  hand  of  rough  Mischance; 
Or  chiird  by  Age,  their  airy  dance 

They  leave  in  dust  to  resL 

Methinks  I  hear  in  accents  low 

Tlie  sportive  kind  reply ; 
«  Poor  moralist !  and  what  art  thou  ? 

A  solitary  fly ! 
Hiy  joys  no  glittering  fonale  meets. 
Mo  hive  hast  thou  of  hoarded  sweets. 

No  painted  plumage  to  display : 
On  hasty  wings  thy  youth  is  flown  : 
Thy  sun  is  set,  thy  spring  is  gone^ 

We  frolic  while  *t  is  May.** 


ODE  FOR  MUSIC. 

PIKFOEMED  IN  TBI  SlNATI-HOUSl  AT  CAUBUDGI, 
JULY  U  1769,  AT  THK  INSTALLATION  OP  HIS 
OKACB  AUaUSTDS-HKNaT-PITZROT,  DUKE  OF  OEAP- 
TON,  CHANCSLLOa  Or  THE  DNIVSRSmr. 

^  Hbnci,  avaunt,  (*t  is  holy  ground,} 

Comus  and  his  midnight-crew. 
And  Ignorance  with  looks  profound, 

And  dreaming  Sloth  of  pallid  hue. 
Mad  Sedition's  cry  profane. 
Servitude  that  hugs  her  chain, 
Nor  in  these  consecrated  bowers 
Let  painted  Flattery  hide  her  serpent-train  in  flowers. 
Nor  Envy  base,  nor  creeping  Gain, 
Dare  the  Muse's  walk  to  stain. 
While  bright-ey'd  Science  watches  round : 
Hence,  away,  't  is  holy  ground !" 

.  Ftom  yonder  realms  of  empyrean  day 
Bursts  <m  my  ear  th'  indignant  lay : 
lliere  d%  the  sainted  sage,  the  bard  divine. 
Hie  few,  whom  genius  gave  to  shine 
Hirough  every  unborn  age  and  undiscover'd  dime. 
Rapt  in  celesdal  transport  they. 
Yet  hither  oft  a  glance  from  lugh 
Hiey  send  of  tender  sympathy 
To  bless  the  place,  where  on  their  opening  soul 
First  fim  genuine  ardour  stole. 
*T  was  Sulton  struck  the  deep-ton'd  shell. 
And,  as  the  choral  warblings  round  him  swell, 
Meek  Newton's  self  bends  from  his  state  sublime. 
And  nods  his  hoary  head,  and  listens  to  the  rhyme. 

«*  Ye  brown  o'er-arching  groves. 
That  ContempUtion  loves, 


Where  willowy  CamtiB lingwi  widi  dalig^! 
Oft  at  the  blush  of  dawn 
I  trod  your  level  lawn. 
Oft  woo'd  the  gleam  of  Cynthia  silver-briglit 
In  doisters  dim,  iu  ftxMn  the  haunts  of  FoUy, 
With  F^reedom  by  my  side,  and  aoft-ey*d  Mdaiw 
choly." 

But  hark !  the  portab  sound,  and  pacing  forth 

With  solemn  steps  and  slow, 
High  potentates  anid  dames  of  royal  birll^ 

And  mitred  fitthers  in  long  order  go : 
Great  Edward^  with  the  liUes  on  his  brow, 
FVom  haughty  Gallia  torn. 
And  sad  Chatillonf,  on  her  bridal  mom 
That  wept  her  bleeding  love,  and  princely  Clare|, 
And  Anion's  $  heroine,  and  the  paler  rose  |, 
The  rival  of  her  crown  and  of  her  woes. 
And  either  Henry  ^  there, 
The  murder'd  saint,  and  the  majestic  lord. 
That  broke  the  bonds  of  Rome. 
(Their  tears,  their  little  triumphs  o'er. 
Their  human  passions  now  no  more. 
Save  Charity,  that  glows  beyond  the  tomb). 
All  that  on  Granta's  fruitful  plain 
Rich  streams  of  r^al  bounty  pour'd, 
And  bade  these  aweful  Hums  and  turrets  rise. 
To  hail  their  FItsroy's  fiestal  morning  come ; 
And  thus  they  speak  in  soft  accord 
Hie  liquid  language  of  the  skies. 

*'  What  is  grandeur,  what  is  power? 
Heavier  toU,  superior  pain. 
What  the  bright  reward  we  gain? 
Tlie  grateftd  memory  of  the  good. 
Sweet  is  the  breath  of  vernal  shower, 
Hie  bee's  collected  treasure's  sEweet, 
Sweet  music's  mdting  fall,  but  sweeter  yet 
"Die  still  small  voice  of  Gratitude.'* 

•  Edward  the  Third;  who  added  the  acur-de- 
lis  of  Fhmce  to  the  arms  of  Engbnd.  He  fbuaded 
Trinity  College. 

f  Mary  de  Valentia,  Countess  of  Flembnkc, 
daughter  of  Guy  de  ChatUlon,  Comte  de  St.  Fsul 
in  FVance :  of  whom  tradition  says,  that  her  hns* 
band,  Audemar  de  Valentia,  Earl  of  Pembroke,  was 
slain  at  a  tournament  on  the  day  of  his  nuptials. 
She  was  the  foundress  of  Pembroke  Colk^  or 
Hall,  under  the  name  of  Aula  Manse  de  Valencia. 


i  Elisabeth  de  Burg,  Countess  of  Clare,  was 
wife  of  John  de  Burg,  son  and  heir  of  the  Eari  of 
Ulster,  and  daughter  of  Gilbert  de  Clare,  Earl  of 
Gloucester,  by  Joan  of  Acres,  daughter  of  Edward 
the  First  Hence  the  poet  gives  her  die  epithet  of 
princdy.     She  founded  CUre-HalL 

$  Margaret  of  Anjou,  wifo  of  Heniy  the  Sbih, 
foundress  of  Quemi's  CoUese.  The  poet  badcA^ 
brated  her  conjugal  fidelity  m  a  former  ode. 

I  ElisabediWidville,  wifo  of  Edward  the  Fo«tlh 
(hence  called  the  paler  rose,  as  beins  of  the  hanm 
of  York).  She  added  to  the  foun^btioo  of  Mar^ 
garct  of  Anjou. 

^  Henry  the  SUth  and  Eighth.     Thefomcrtha 
founder  of  King's,  the  Utter  the  greatest 
to  Trinity  College. 
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Forcmoit  and  Icndn^  from  her  goldea  etoud 
Hie  Tenenble  Marg*r«t  •  tee ! 
^  Weloome,  my  noble  son,"  the  cries 
«  To  this,  tiijr  kindred  tnin,  and  me : 
FleasM  in  tl^  Hneunents  we  tnce 
A  Tudor'sf  fire»  a  BeaufiMt's  gmce. 
Thy  Hberal  heart,  thy  judging  eye. 
The  flower  unheeded  sfaaUdMcry, 
And  bid  it  round  Heaven's  altars  shed 
The  fhi|ranoe  of  its  Uushing  head : 
8haU  raise  from  Earth  the  l^nt  gem, 
To  glitter  on  the  diadem. 

**  Ldi,  Gnmta  waits  to  lead  her  blooming  band. 

Not  obvious,  not  obtrusive,  she 

No  vulgar  praise,  no  venal  incense  flings ; 

Nor  dans  with  courtly  tongue  refin'd 

Bnolane  thy  inborn  royalty  of  mind : 

abe  reveres  herself  and  thee. 

Wkb  modest  pride  to  grace  thy  youthful  brow 

The  laureat  wreath,  that  Cecil  \  wore,  she  brings^ 

And  10  thy  just,  thy  gentle  hand 

Submits  the  Pisces  of  her  sway, 

While  spirits  blest  above  and  men  below 

Join  with  glad  voice  the  loud  symphonious  lay. 

Through  Uie  wild  waves  as  they  roar 

With  watchful  eye  and  dauntless  mien 

Thy  steady  course  of  honour  keep, 

Nor  fear  tfie  rodLS,  nor  seek  the  shore : 

The  star  of  Brunswick  smiles  serene. 

And  gilds  iht  horrours  of  the  deep.** 


ODE 

0«  TBX  DKATH  OP  ▲  FAVOUKITI  CAT,  BmOWHSD  IV  A 
TUB  OF  OOLD^nSBIS. 

*T  WAS  on  a  loffy  vase's  side, 
Where  China's  gayest  art  had  dy'd 

Hie  asure  flowers  that  blow ; 
1>cmuie8t  of  the  tabby  kind, 
The  pensive  SeUma  recHn'd, 

Gas'd  oo  the  lake  below. 

Her  oonsdoiis  tall  her  joy  dedar'd; 
Hie  ftir  round  fiu»,  the  snowy  beard, 

Hie  velvet  of  her  paws. 
Her  coat,  that  vritfa  the  tortoise  vies, 
Her  ears  of  jet,  and  emerald  eyes, 

Sheatw;  and  purr'd  applause. 

fllOl  had  she  gas'd  ;  but  'midst  the  tide 
Two  angel  forms  were  seen  to  glide. 

The  Genii  of  the  stream : 
Tbeir  scaly  armour's  Tyrian  hue 
Tbrough  richest  purple  to  the  view 

Batny'd  a  golden  gleam. 

«  CoDiitMB  of  Ridimond  and  Derby;  the  mother 
at  Hienry  the  Seventh,  foundress  of  St.  John's  and 
Cfariflt'a  CoUeges. 

f  Tlie  Countess  was  a  Beaufbrt,  and  married  to  a 
Tadar  ;  hence  the  iq>plic8tion  of  this  line  to  the 
Daka  oi  Gnlkon,  who  daims  descent  from  both 


I   Ixjed-treasursr  Burleigh  was  chancellor  of  the 
Umvmrmkj  in  the  reign  of  Queen  EHsabeth. 


llie  hq)]ess  nymph  with  wonder  saw : 
A  whisker  first,  and  then  a  cUw, 

With  many  an  ardent  wish. 
She  strctch'd  in  vain  to  reach  the  prise ; 
What  female  heart  can  gold  deqiiae  ? 

What  cat 's  averse  to  fish? 

IVesumptuous  maid !  with  looks  intent 
Again  she  stretch'd,  again  she  bent, 

Nor  knew  the  gulf  between. 
(Malignant  Fate  sate  by,  and  smil'd,) 
Hie  slippery  verge  her  feet  beguil'd, 

She  tumbled  headlong  in. 

Eight  times  emerging  fVom  the  flood 
She  mew'd  to  every  wat'ry  god. 

Some  speedy  aid  to  send. 
No  Dolphin  came,  no  Nereid  stnrr'd  ; 
Nor  cruel  Tom,  nor  Susan  heard, 

A  fiivourite  has  no  friend  ! 

From  hence^  ye  beauties,  undeceiv'd, 
Know,  one  fUse  step  is  ne'er  retriev'd. 

And  be  with  caution  bold. 
Not  all,  that  tempts  your  wandering  eyea^ 
And  heedless  hearts,  is  lawiU  priae  ; 

Not  all  that  glisters,  gold. 


ODE 

ON   A   niSTANT   FEOSFKCT  OF  XTOX   COLLXOK. 

Menander. 

Tx  distant  spires,  ye  antique  towers, 

Hiat  crown  the  wat'ry  glade. 
Where  grateful  Science  sml  adores 

Her  Henry's  §  holy  shade ; 
And  ye,  that  from  the  stately  brow 
Of  lIHndsor's  heights  th*  expanse  below 

Of  grove,  of  lawn,  of  mead  survey. 
Whose  turf,  whose  shade,  whose  flowers  among 
Wanders  the  hoary  Thames  along 

Hb  silver-winding  way. 

Ah,  happv  UQls,  ah,  pleasing  shade^ 

Ah,  fields  belov'd  in  vain, 
Where  once  my  careless  childhood  atray'dt 

A  stranger  yet  to  pain ! 
I  feel  the  gales,  that  fVom  ye  blow, 
A  momentary  bliss  bestow, 

As  waving  fresh  their  gladsome  wing, 
My  weary  soul  they  seem  to  soothe^ 
And,  redolent  of  joy  and  youth, 

To  breathe  a  second  spring. 

Say,  fiither  Hiames,  for  thou  bast  aesQ 

Full  many  a  sprightly  race 
Disporting  on  thy  maigent  greeo 

Hie  paSis  of  pleasure  trace. 
Who  foremost  now  delight  to  cleave 
With  pliant  arm  thy  glassy  wave  ? 

Hie  captive  linnet  which  enthral? 
What  idle  progeny  succeed 
To  chase  the  rolling  circle's  speed, 
•Or  urge  the  flying  ball  ? 

§  King  Henry  the  Sixth,  foundar  of  the  coUa^i. 
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While  MOM  OB  ctfntst  buniMB  bent 

Their  munmiring  laboun  ply 
'Oainst  graver  houn,  that  hring  construnt 

To  sweeten  Idier^ ; 
Some  bold  edventurers  disdain 
The  limits  of  their  little  reign, 

And  unknown  regions  dare  descry : 
Still  as  they  run  they  look  behind. 
They  hear  a  voice  in  eveiy  wind, 

And  snatch  a  fearful  joy. 

Gay  Hope  is  ihAn,  by  Fancy  fed, 

Le«  l^easing,  when  posaest ; 
The  tear  forgot  as  soon  as  shed. 

The  fUMfaine  of  the  breast : 
Theirs  buxom  healtii,  of  rosy  hue; 
Wi\d  wit,  invention  ever  new. 

And  lively  cheer  of  vigour  bom ; 
Hie  IhougfatlesB  day,  the  easy  night. 
Hie  spirits  pure,  the  slumbers  l^it, 

Hiat  fly  tfi'  approach  of  mom. 

Alas,  regardless  of  their  doom, 

The  little  victims  play ! 
No  sense  have  they  of  iUs  to  come^ 

Nor  care  beyond  to-day. 
Tet  see  how  all  around  them  wait 
The  ministerB  of  human  fkte. 

And  Mack  Misfortune's  baleful  train. 
Ah,  show  them  where  in  ambush  stand 
To  seise  their  prey,  the  murderous  band ! 

Ah,  tell  them,  they  are  men ! 

These  shall  the  Airy  passions  tear. 

The  vultures  of  the  mind, 
Disdainful  Anger,  pallid  Fear, 

And  Shsme  that  skulks  behind ; 
Or  pining  Love,  shall  waste  their  youth. 
Or  Jealousy,  with  rankling  tooth, 

Tliat  inly  gnaws  the  secret  heart. 
And  Envy  wan,  and  fiuled  Care, 
Grim-visag*d  comibrtlcss  Despair, 

And  SoRow*s  piercing  dart 

Ambition  this  shall  tempt  to  risa^ 

Then  vrhirl  the  wretch  from  higli, 
To  bitter  Soora  a  sacrifice. 

And  grinning  Infim^ 
The  stings  of  Falsehood  those  shall  try. 
And  hard  Unkindnass'  aher'd  eye. 

That  mocks  the  tear  it  ibrc*d  to  flow; 
And  keen  Remorse,  with  blood  defil'd. 
And  moody  Madness  laughing  wild 
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Yet  ah!  why  should  they  know  their  fttt? 
Since  sorrow  never  eomes  too  late. 

And  happiness  too  swiftly  flies. 
Hiought  would  destroy  their  Puradiae. 
No  more;  where  ignorance  b  I 

*T  is  fblly  to  be  ^  * 


Lo^  in  the  vale  of  years  beneath 

A  grisly  troop  are  seen, 
The  painful  family  of  Death, 

More  hideous  than  their  queen: 
This  racks  the  joints,  this  fires  the 
That  every  labouring  sinew  strsin% 

Thoae  in  the  deeper  vitals  rage: 
Lo,  Poverty,  to  ill  the  band. 
That  numbs  the  soul  with  icy  hand, 

And  dow-oonsumfaig  Age. 


To  each  hb  Bufftrings :  all  are  men, 
Condemn'd  alike  to  groan; 

The  tender  fbr  another's  pain, 
Hie  unfMii^s  fbr  his  own. 
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«  Ruin  seise  thee,  rathlesB  kijig ! 
Confusion  on  thy  banners  wait! 
Though  £snn*d  by  Conquest's  crimson  wing. 
They  mock  the  air  with  idle  state. 
Helm,  nor  hauberk's  *  twisted  mail, 
Nor  e'en  thy  virtues,  tyrant,  shall  avail 
To  save  thy  secret  soul  from  nightly  fears. 
From  Cambria's  curse,  fh>m  Cambria's  tears  !** 
Such  were  the  sounds,  that  o'er  the  crested  pride 
Of  the  first  Edward  scatter'd  wild  dismay. 
As  down  the  steep  of  Snowdon's  shaggy  side 
He  wound  with  toilsome  mardi  his  long  array. 
Stout  Glo'ster  ^  stood  aghast  in  speechless  trance : 
To  arms !  criea  Mortimer  |,  and  coucfa'd  his  ipo- 
vering  lance. 

On  a  rock,  whose  haughty  brow 

FVowns  o'er  old  Conway's  foaming  flood, 

Rob'd  in  the  sable  garbof  woe. 

With  haggard  eyes  the  poet  stood ; 

(Loose  his  beard,  and  hoary  hair 

Stream'd,  like  a  meteor,  to  the  troubled  air,) 

And  with  a  master's  hand,  and  prophet's  firc^ 

Struck  the  deep  sorrows  of  his  lyre. 

«  Harii,  how  each  siant-oak,  and  desert  cave^ 

Sighs  to  the  torrents  aweful  voice  beneath ! 

O'er  thee,  oh  king !  thdr  hundred  arms  they  wsvi^ 

Revenge  on  thee  m  hoarser  murmun  breathe ; 

Vocal  no  more,  since  Csmbria's  firtal  day. 

To  higM»m  HoeTs  harp^  or  soft  UewcUyn's  b^. 


«  Cold  b  Gsdwallo^s  tongue. 

That  hnsh'd  die  slomiy  main ; 

Brave  Urien  sleeps  upon  his  craggy  bed : 

Mountains,  ye  moum  in  rain 

Modred,  whose  magic  song 

Made  huge  Flinlimmon  bow  hb  dood-topM 

On  dreary  Arvon's  shore  5  they  Ue^ 

Smear'd  with  gore,  and  ghastly  pale : 

Far,  far  aloof  th'  aftighted  ravens  sail : 

The  famish'd  eagle  screams,  and  passes  l^. 

Dear  lost  companions  of  my  tunenil  art» 

Dear,  as  the  light  that  visits  these  sad  eyc% 


Dear,  as  the  ruddy  drops  that  warm  my 

Ye  dkd  amidst  your  i^mg  country's  criea  — • 

•  The  Iwuberk  was  a  texture  o£  sted  rii^lcl%  sr 
rings  interwoven,  forming  a  coat  of  mail,  dait  srt 
dose  to  the  body,  and  ada^  itselftt)  every  motioa. 

f  GObcit  de  Clare,  suraamed  the  Red,  Eari  ti 
Gloucester  and  Hertibfd»  son-iiwlaw  to  King  £A- 
ward. 

^  Kilmnml  de  MortimeT,  Lord  of  Wiginare. 

§  The  shorn  of  Caamanomliiit  oppr-=- ^ 
Isle  of  AnglciM* 
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NonoralwMiii    Hiey  do  not  itotp. 

On  jonder  cUfft,  Bgntdyhaadf 
I  tee  them  nt,  thej  linger  yet, 

Avengera  of  tbdr  native  land  *. 
With  me  in  dreadful  bannony  they  join. 
And  weave  with  bloody  handa  the  tissue  of  diy  line. 

IL 

«  « Weave  the  waip,  and  weave  the  woof,    • 

Thm  winding-sheet  of  Edward's  race : 
Give  ample  room,  and  verge  enough. 

Hie  characters  of  Hell  to  trace. 
Hark  the  year,  and  mark  the  night, 
When  Severn  shall  rOi^cho  with  afflright      [ring  *, 
Hie  sfaridLS  of  death,  through  Berkley's  roo6  that 
fihrioks  of  an  agonizing  king; 
8be-wdf  of  France  f ,  with  unrelenting  ftngs, 
That  tears  the  bowels  of  thy  fPftngM  mate. 
From  thee  be  bom,  who  o'er  thy  country  hangs 
Hie  acouige  of  Heaven.  |    What  terrours  round 

him  wait! 
Amftflement  in  his  van,  with  Flight  combin'd ; 
And  Sorrow's  fkded  fbrm,  and  Solitude  behind. 

*•«  3C|^  Victor,  mighty  Lard, 
Low  oo  his  funeral  couch  he  lies !  $ 
No  pitying  btfart,  noeye^  afibrd 
A  tear  to  grace  his  obaequieii 
Is  the  sable  warrior  I  fled  ? 
Thy  ton  is  gone.     He  rests  among  the  dead. 
The  swarm,  that  hi  the  noon-tide  beam  were  bom ; 
Gone  to  salute  the  risfaig  Mom. 
Fair  kogfas  the  Mom,  and  soft  the  Zephyr  blows, 
While  proudly  riding  o*er  tiie  asure  realm 
In  gallant  trim  the  ^ded  vessel  goes ; 
Tooth  oo  the  prow,  and  Pleasure  at  the  hehn ; 
Rtgurdlem  of  the  sWeepmg  WUrlwind's  sway. 
Thirty  httdi'd  in  grim  repose,  ttp^cts  his  evening, 
pcey. 

•* «  FUl  Mgb  ae  ^tarkUng  bowl, 

llie  fidi  repast  prepare: 

BcAofacrown,  be  yet  may  share  the  feast  i 

CToae  by  the  regal  chair 

Fril  Thirst  and  Famine  scoWl 

A  beldttl  smOe  upon  their  bafilcd  guest 

Hcaxd  ye  the  din  of  battle  brayf, 

Leaee  to  lance,  and  horse  to  horse? 

Loo^  yean  of  havoc  urge  their  destin*d  course, 

And  through  the  kindred  squadrons  mow  ibeif  w^. 

Te  towers  of  Julius  **,  London's  lasting  shame^ 

Wicfa  many  a  foul  and  midnight  murtber  fed, 

*     Bdward  the  Second,  craelly  butchered  in 
Berkley  castle, 
f  leabel  of  France,  Edward  the  Second's  aduU 

f  IVinmpha  of  Edward  th6  Third  in  France. 

JI>eathofthatking^  abandoned  by  his  children, 
even  robbed  in  his  last  moments  l^  his  courtiers 


Black  Aince,  dead  some  time 
fabfhthier. 

f  Ruinous  dvil  wars  of  York  and  Lancaster. 
••  Henry  the  SUth,  George  Duke  of  Ckuence, 
iward  the  Fifth,  Richard  Duke  of  York,  &c  be- 
|9ed  to  be  murdered  secretly  in  the  Tower  of 
pr****^  The  oldest  part  of  tlurt  structure  is  vul- 
ily  flttrOmted  to  Julius  Cssar. 


Revere  his  consort's  *  fiith,  hk  fiither's  f  fiune^ 

And  spare  the  metk  uauxper's  \  holy  bead. 

Above,  below,  fStm  rose§  of  snow, 

Twin'd  with  her  blushing  fbe  we  spread  x 

The  bristled  boar  |  in  infimt  gore 

WaUows  beneath  the  thorny  shade. 

Now,  brothers,  bending  o'er  th'  accuned  loom, 

Stamp  vre  our  vengeance  deep,  and  ratify-bis  doooL 

IIL 

<<^  Edward,  lo!  to  sodden  firte 

(Weave  we  the  woof.     The  thread  is  span.) 

Half  of  thy  heart  we  conseerate.  f 

(The  web  is  vrove.     Hie  work  ii  done./ 

Stay,  oh  stay !  nor  thus  fbrlorti 

Leave  me  imbless'd,  unpitied,  here  to  mourn : 

In  yon  bright  track,  that  firea  thi  western  skiei^ 

They  melt,  they  vanish  fhim  my  eyes. 

But  oh !  what  solemn  scenes  on  fibiowdoo's  height 

Descendhig  slow  their  glittering  skirts  Unroll  ? 

Visions  of  glovy,  spare  my  aching  sight ! 

Ye  unborn  ages,  crowd  not  on  my  soul ! 

No  more  our  long-lost  Arthur  •*  we  bewail,  piail ! 

AlUhail,  ye  genuine  kingsff ;    Britannia's  issue, 

**  Girt  with  many  a  baron  bold 
Sublime  tfaeur  starry  fronts  they  rear ; 
And  gorgeous  dames,  and  stafaimen  old, 
In  bc«rded  miges^,  appear. 
In  the  midst  a  form  divine  1 
Her  eye  proclaims  her  of  the  Britoo-Une  ; 
Her  lioD-port,  her  awe-commanding  hce, 
Attcmper'd  sweet  to  virgin-grace. 
What  strings  symphonious  tremble  in  te  i&. 
What  strsins  <^  vocal  transport  round  her  play ; 
Hear  from  the  grave,  great  Taliessin  |f,  hear ; 
They  breatbo  a  soul  to  animate  thy  day. 
Bright  Rapture  calls,  and  aoaring,  m  she  sings, 
Waves  in  the  eye  (rf*  ReifMi  her  nHmy-colour'd 
wings. 

•  Margaret  of  Aigou,  a  woman  of  heroic  spirit, 
who  struggled  herd  to  save  her  husband  and  her 
crown. 

f  Henry  the  Fifth. 

I  Hemy  the  Sfartbi  very  near  being  canonised. 
The  line  of  Lancaster  had  no  fight  of  inheritance  to 
the  crown. 

§  The  while  and  red  roses,  devices  of  York  and 
Xjanoaster. 

I  Hie  sOv^vbaar  was  the  badge  of  Richard  the 
Hurd ;  whence  he  was  usually  known  in  his  own 
time  by  the  name  of  The  Boar. 

^  Eleanor  of  Castile  died  a  ftm  years  after  the 
ccnupiest  of  Wales.  The  beroio  proof  she  gave  of 
her  affection  Ibr  her  knl  is  well  known.  The  mo- 
numents of  his  r^ret,  and  sorrow  for  the  loss  of 
her,  are  still  to  be  seen  at  Northamptoo,  Geddin^ 
ton,  Waltham,  and  other  places. 

**  Itwas  the  common  belief  of  the  WddinatkMi, 
that  King  Arthur  was  still  aUve  in  Favy-land,  and 
should  retum  again  to  reign  over  Britain. 

ft  Both  Merlin  and  Taliessin  had  propheried, 
that  the  Welsh  should  regain  their  sovereignty  over 
this  island ;  which  seemed  to  be  accomplished  in  the 
bouse  of  Todor. 

It  HOiesiin,  chief  of  the  bards,  flourished  in  the 
sixth  centtiry.  His  works  are  still  preserved,  and 
Ms  memory  held  in  high  veneration  among  hia 
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**  The  Terse  adoni  agsiii 

Fierce  War,  and  faithful  Lore, 

And  Truth  serere,  by  hirj  Fiction  drest. 

In  bualun*d  measures  *  nwre 

Pale  Grief,  and  piparing  Flun, 

With  Horrour,  tyrant  c?  the  throbbing  breast. 

A  Toioe  f,  as  of  the  cherub-choir. 

Galea  frcMn  blooming  Eden  bear ; 

And  distant  warfolings  f  lessen  on  my  ear. 

That  lost  in  long  ftitunty  expire. 

Fond  impious  man,  think'st  thou,  yon  sanguine 

cloud, 
Rais*d  by  thy  breath,  has  quench*d  the  orb  of  day  ? 
To-morrow  he  repairs  the  golden  flood, 
And  warms  the  nations  with  redoubled  ray. 
Eoou^  for  me :  with  joy  I  see 
Hie  different  doom  our  Fates  assign. 
Be  thine  Despair,  and  scepter*d  Care: 
To  triumph,  and  to  die,  are  mine.** 
He  qioke,  and  headlong  from  the  mountain*s  height 
Deep  in  the  roaring  tide  be  plung*d  to  endless  night. 


THE  FATAL  SISTERS  § 


[From  the  Nbr$e-Timgue.] 
iw  Tfli  oacADKs  or  THoaMODUs  Toariius ;  UArviM, 

1697,  FOUO;   and  also  in  BAaTHOUKDS. 

Vitt  er  oprit  fyrir  val&lli,  &c 

Now  the  storm  begins  to  lour, 
(Haste,  the  loom  of  Hell  prepare,) 

Iron-sleet  of  arrowy  shower 
Hurtles  in  the  daricen*d  air. 

Glittering  lances  are  the  loom, 
Where  the  dusky  warp  we  strain, 

Wearing  many  a  soldier*s  doom, 
Orkney's  woe,  and  RandTer*s  bane. 

See  the  griesly  texture  grow, 
(*T  is  of  human  entrails  made,) 

And  the  weights  that  play  below. 
Each  a  gasping  warrior's  head. 

Shafts  for  shuttles,  dipt  in  gore. 
Shoot  the  trembling  cords  along ; 

Sword,  that  once  a  monarch  bore, 
Keep  the  tissue  close  and  strong. 

*  Sliakspeare. 

t  Milton. 

I  The  succession  of  poets  after  Milton's  time. 

5  The  Valkyriur  were  female  dirinities,  servants 
of  Odin  (or  Woden)  in  the  Gothic  mythology. 
Their  name  signifies  choosers  of  the  slain.  They 
were  mounted  on  swift  horses,  with  dsmwn  swords 
in  their  hands ;  and  in  the  throng  of  battle  se- 
lected such  as  were  destined  to  slaughter,  and  con- 
ducted  them  to  Valkalla,  the  hall  of  Odin,  or 
paradise  of  the  brave ;  where  they  attended  the 
b«iquet»  and  served  the  depaited  heroes  with  bornt 
of  mead  and  ale.  ' 


Mista,  black  terrific  maid, 

Sangrida,  and  Hilda,  sec. 
Join  the  wayward  work  to  aid  : 

'T  is  the  woof  of  rictory. 

Ere  the  ruddy  Sun  be  set. 

Pikes  must  sluver,  javelins  sin^ 

Bbde  with  clattering  buckler  meet, 
Hauberk  crash,  and  helmet  ring. 

(Weave  the  crimson  web  of  war,) 

Let  us  go,  and  let  us  fly. 
Where  our  friends  the  conflict  share, 

Where  they  triumph,  where  they  (fie. 

As  the  paths  of  Fate  we  tread. 
Wading  through  th*  ensanguin'd  field; 

Gondula,  and  Geira,  spread 

0*er  the  youthful  king  your  ahield. 

We  the  reins  to  Slaughter  give. 
Ours  to  kill,  and  ours  to  spaie : 

Spite  of  danger  he  shall  live : 

(  Weave  the  crimson  web  of  vrar.) 

They,  whom  once  the  (lesert-beacfa 
F^t  within  its  bleak  domain. 

Soon  their  ample  sway  shall  stretch 
0*er  the  plenty  of  the  plain. 

Low  the  dauntless  Earl  is  laid, 
Gor'd  with  many  a  gaping  vround: 

Fate  demands  a  nobler  head ; 
Soon  a  king  shall  bite  the  ground. 

Long  his  loss  riiall  Eirin  weep, 
Ne'er  again  his  likeness  see ; 

Long  her  strains  in  sorrow  ste^ 
Sd«ins  of  immortality ! 

Honour  covers  all  the  heath. 
Clouds  of  carnage  blot  the  Son. 

Sisters,  weave  the  web  of  death; 
Sisters,  cease,  the  work  b  done. 

Hail  the  task,  and  hail  the  handb! 

Songs  of  joy  and  triumph  sing ! 
Joy  to  the  victorious  bands  ; 

TViumph  to  the  younger  king. 

Mortal,  thou  that  hear*st  the  tak^ 
Learn  the  tenour  of  our  song. 

Scodand,  through  each-winding  vak 
Far  and  wide  the  notes  prolong. 

Sisters,  hence,  with  spurs  of  speed  ; 

Each  her  thundering  fidchion  wifsid; 
Each  bestride  her  sable  steed: 

Huny,  huny  to  the  field. 
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THE  DESCENT  OF  ODIN. 

AN   ODI. 

[From  the  tome.] 

Ur  BAETHOUNUSy  DX  CAUSIS  COlfTBMNSlfSJI  MOETU  ; 
HAFMLS,  1689,   QUAETO. 

Uprds  Odinn  aUda  gauir,  &c 

UrEosK  the  King  of  Men  widi  speed. 
And  saddled  straight  his  coal -blade  steed ; 
Dovm  the  yawning  steep  he  rode, 
That  leads  to  Hela's  *  drear  abode. 
Him  the  Dog  of  Darkness  spied, 
His  shaggy  throat  he  open*d  wide, 
While  from  his  jaws,  with  carnage  fill'd. 
Foam  and  human  gore  distiird ; 
Hoarse  he  bays  with  hideous  din. 
Eyes  that  glow,  and  &ngs  that  grin ; 
And  long  pursues,  with  fruitless  yeU, 
The  fiither  of  the  powerful  q>elL 
Onward  still  his  way  he  takes, 
(The  groaning  Earth  beneath  him  shakes,) 
Till  full  before  his  fearless  eyes 
Tbe  portals  nine  of  Hell  arise. 

RiJ^  against  the  eastern  gate, 
By  t£  mosa-grown  pile  he  sate ; 
Where  long  ^  yore  to  sleep  was  laid 
Hie  dust  of  the  prophetic  maid. 
Facing  to  the  northern  clime, 
Thrice  he  trac*d  the  Runic  rhyme ; 
Thrice  pronounc'd,  in  accents  dread. 
The  thnlling  vene  that  wakes  the  dead ; 
Till  from  out  the  hollow  ground 
Slowly  breath*d  a  sullen  sound.  [sume, 

iV.  What  can  unknown,  what  charms  pre- 
To  break  the  quiet  of  the  tomb  ? 
Who  tfms  afflicts  my  troubled  qirite. 
And  drags  me  from  the  realms  of  night? 
Ixmg  on  these  mouldering  bones  haTe  beat 
The  winter's  snow,  tbe  summer's  heat. 
Hie  drenching  dews,  and  driving  rain  ! 
Let  me,  let  me  sleep  again. 
Who  is  he,  with  voice  unblest. 
That  calls  me  from  the  bed  of  rest? 

O,  A  traveller,  to  thee  unknown. 
Is  be  that  calls,  a  warrior's  son. ' 
Thou  the  deeds  of  light  shalt  know; 
TeU  me  what  b  done  below, 
For  whom  yon  glittering  board  is  epreatif 
Drest  for  whom  yon  golden  bed  ? 

Pr.  Mantling  in  the  goblet  see 
The  pure  beverage  of  the  bee, 
0*er  it  banes  the  shield  of  gold ; 
*T  is  the  dnnk  of  Balder  bold : 
Balder's  head  to  death  is  given. 
Plain  can  reach  the  sons  of  Heaven ! 
Unw^ii^  I  my  lips  unclose : 
Leave  me,  leave  me,  to  repose. 

0.  Once  again  my  call  obey, 
Pkvphetess,  arise,  and  say, 

•  Niflheimr,  the  Hell  of  the  Gothic  nations,  con- 
nrted  6f  nine  worlds,  to  which  were  devoted  all 
locfa  as  died  of  sickness,  old  age,  or  by  any  other 
■wans  than  in  battle :  over  it  presided  Hela,  the 
goddess  of  death. 


What  dangers  Odhi's  child  await, 
Who  the  author  of  his  fiite? 

Pr,  In  Hoder's  hand  the  hero's  doom : 
His  brother  sends  him  to  the  tomb. 
Now  my  weary  lips  I  close : 
Leave  me,  leave  me^  to  reposes 

0.  Prophetess,  my  spell  obey : 
Once  again  arise,  and  say, 
Who  th'  avenger  of  his  guilt, 
By  whom  shall  Hoder's  blood  be  spilt? 

Pr.  In  the  caverns  of  the  west. 
By  Odin's  fierce  embrace  comprest, 
A  wondrous  boy  shall  Rinda  bear. 
Who  ne'er  shall  comb  his  raven-hair. 
Nor  wash  his  visage  in  the  stream. 
Nor  see  the  Sunls  departing  beam : 
Till  he  on  Hoder's  corse  shall  smile 
Flaming  on  the  fUneral  pile. 
Now  my  weary  lips  I  dose : 
Leave  me,  leave  me^  to  repose. 

0.  Tet  awhile  my  call  obey, 
IVophetess,  awake,  and  say, 
What  virgms  these,  in  speechless  wos, 
That  bend  to  earth  their  solemn  brow. 
That  their  flaxen  tresses  tear. 
And  snowy  veils,  that  float  in  air. 
Tell  me  whence  their  sorrows  rose : 
Then  I  leave  thee  to  repose. 

Pr.  Ha!  no  traveller  art  thou* 
King  of  Men,  I  know  tfiee  now» 
Sfigntiest  of  a  mighty  line.  — 

0.  No  boding  makl  of  skill  divine 
Art  thou,  nor  prophetess  of  good; 
But  mother  of  the  giant^rood ! 

Pr,  Hie  thee  hence,  and  boast  at  home, 
That  never  shall  inquirer  come 
To  break  my  iron-sleep  again ; 
Till  Lok  f  has  burst  his  ten-fold  chain. 
Never,  till  substantial  Night 
Has  re-assum'd  her  ancient  right ; 
Till  wrapp'd  in  flames,  in  ruin  huri'd. 
Sinks  the  fabric  of  the  world. 


THE  TRIUMPHS  OF  OWEN.  | 

A    PEAGMENT. 

FEOM  ME.  Evans's  specimens  of  the  welsh  poetet; 

LONDON,  1764,  QUAETO. 

Owen's  praise  demands  my  song, 
Owen  swift,  and  Owen  strong ; 
Fairest  flower  of  Roderic's  stem, 
Gwyneth's  §  shield,  and  Britain's  gem. 

f  Lok  is  the  evil  being,  who  continues  in  chains 
till  the  twib'ffht  of  the  gods  approaches,  when  he 
shall  break  his  bonds ;  tl^  human  race,  the  stars, 
and  Sun,  shall  disappear;  the  earth  sink  in  the 
seas,  and  fire  consume  the  skies :  even  Odin  him- 
self and  his  kindred  deities  shall  perish.  For  a 
further  explanation  of  this  mythology,  see  Mallet's 
Introduction  to  the  History  of  Denmark,  1755, 
quarta 

I  Owen  succeeded  his  father  Griffin  in  the  prin- 
cipality  of  North  Wales,  A.  D.  112.  This  battle 
was  fought  near  forty  year*  afterwards. 

§  North  Wales. 
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He  nor  heaps  his  brooded  stores, 
Nor  all  profusely  pours  { 
Lord  of  every  reffal  art, 
Liberal  hand,  ana  open  heart 

Biff  with  hosts  of  mighty  name. 
Squadrons  three  Kf^  ^^  came ; 
This  the  force  pf  ^rin  hiding. 
Side  by  side  as  prou41y  ^^xig. 
On  her  shadow  long  and  gay 
Lochlin  *  plows  the  waterr  way : 
Hiere  the  Norman  sails  anir 
Catch  the  inrindsy  and  join  the  war ; 
Black  and  huge  along  they  sweep, 
Burthens  of  the  angry  deep. 

Dauntless  on  his  native  sands 
Tlie  dragoo-soo  f  of  Mona  stands ; 

*  Denmark. 

f  The  red  dragon  is  the  device  of  Cadwallader, 
which  all  his  dea^pdants  bore  on  their  banners. 


In  glittering  arms  and  gloiy  drest. 
High  he  rears  his  ruby  crest. 
Hiere  t|^  |i>undyio^  strokes  b^^ioi 
There  the  press,  and  there  the  din ; 
Talymalfim's  rocky  fboVP 
Echoing  to  the  b^e*s  roar. 
Where  his  glowiag  cy^-lMUa  turn, 
TlKHuand  banners  round  him  bum. 
Where  be  points  his  puiple  spear. 
Hasty,  hatty  rout  is  dierie, 
Mariung  with  Indignint  979 
Fear  to  stop,  and  shame  to  fly. 
There  Confiision,  Terrour's  di^d^ 
Conflict  fierce,  and  Ruin  wild, 
Agony,  that  pants  for  braath. 
Despair  and  bonoimble  Death. 
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TOBIAS  SMOLLETT. 


1  owuM  Smoluvt,  ipeU  knofvm  in  his  time  fbr  die 
▼sriefy  and  multiplicity  of  bb  pubficitions,  was 
born  in  172(^  at  Dalqulmni,  in  the  county  of  Dum- 
barton. He  was  educated  under  a  surgeon  in 
Glasgow,  where  he  also  attended  the  medical  lec- 
tures of  the  Unirersity ;  and  at  this  early  period  he 


gare  some  qsedmens  of  a  talent  for  writing  ▼ 
As  it  is  on  this  ground  that  he  has  obtained  a  place 
in  the  present  collection,  we  shall  pass  over  his 
various  characters  of  suigeon's  mate,  physician, 
hisCariographar,  politician,  miscellaneous  writer, 
and  eq>ecially  novellist,  and  consider  his  elaims  as 
ft  minor  poet  of  no  mean  rank.     He  will  be  found, 


in  this  collection,  m  the  author  of  *^  Tim  Tears 
of  Scodand,'*  the  «  Ode  to  Leven- Water,"  and 
some  other  short  pieces^  which  are  polished,  tender, 
and  picturesque ;  and,  e^edally,  of  an  «  Ode  to 
Independence,'*  whidi  aims  at  a  loftier  flight,  and 
perhaps  has  few  superiors  in  the  lyric  style. 

Smollett  married  a  lady  of  Jamaica:  he  was, 
unfortunately,  of  an  irritable  disposition,  which 
involved  him  in  frequent  quarrels,  and  finally 
shortened  his  life.  He  died  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Leghorn,  in  October,  1771,  in  the  fifty-first 
year  of  his  age. 


.   THE  TEARS  OF  SCOTLAND 

J\louBir,  hapless  Caledonia,  mourn 
Thy  banish'd  peace,  thy  laurels  torn ! 
Thy  sons,  for  valour  long  renown'd, 
lie  slau|^iter*d  on  their  native  ground ; 
Thy  boqntable  rooA  no  more. 
Invite  the  stranger  to  the  door; 
In  smoky  ruins  sunk  they  Ke^ 
Tlie  monuments  of  cruelly* 

^^le  wretched  owner  seesanr 
His  all  become  the  prey  of  vrar ; 
Bethinks  him  of  Ins  babes  and  wilii, 
Then  smites  his  breast,  and  curses  Kfe. 
Thy  swains  are  ihmish'd  on  therocks. 
Where  once  they  fed  their  wanton  flocks: 
Thy  rsvirfi'd  virgins  shriek  in  vain ; 
Hiy  infimts  perish  on  the  plain. 


What  booU  it  tiwn,  in  every  dime, 
Tfaroui^  the  wide^^pfeading  waste  of 
Thy  martial  glory,  crown'dwith  praise. 
Still  shone  with  imdimimsh'd  blase  ? 
Tby  tow*ring  spirit  now  Is  broke, 
Hiy  neck  is  bended  to  the  yoke. 
What  foreign  arms  could  never  quell. 
By  dvil  rage  and  rancour  felL 


The  rural  pipe  and  merry  lay 
No  more  stuil  cheer  the  happy  day : 
No  social  scenes  of  gay  delight 
Beguile  the  dreary  winter  night : 
No  strains  but  those  of  sorrow  flow. 
And  nou^t  be  heard  but  sounds  of  woe, 
While  the  pale  phantoms  of  the  skin 
Glide  nighUy  o'er  the  silent  plain. 


O  baneful  cause,  oh,  fetal  mom, 
Accurs'd  to  ages  yet  unborn ! 
The  sons  against  their  fethers  stood. 
Hie  parent  shed  his  children's  blood* 
Yet,  when  the  rage  of  battle  ceas'd, 
llie  victor's  soul  was  not  appeas'd : 
llie  naked  and  forlorn  must  feel 
Devouring  flames,  and  murd'ring  sted! 

Hie  pkms  mother  doom'd  to  deatii. 
Forsaken  wanders  o'er  the  heath. 
The  bleak  vrind  whistles  riound  her  head. 
Her  helpless  orphans  cry  for  bread  $ 
Bereft  of  shelter,  food,  and  friend. 
She  riews  the  shades  of  night  descend. 
And,  stretch'd  beneath  th'  mdement  skies, 
Weeps  o'er  her  tender  babes,  and  dies. 

While  the  vrarm  blood  bedews  my  veins, 
And  unimpanr'd  remembrance  reigns, 
Resentment  of  my  country's  fete 
Witiiin  my  filial  breast  shall  beat; 
And,  spite  at  her  insulting  foe. 
My  sympathising  verse  shall  flow : 
"  Mourn,  hapless  Caledonia,  mourn 
Hiy  banish'd  peace,  thy  laurels  torn  1*' 


ODE  TO  LEVEN- WATER. 

Ow  Levcn's  banks,  vrhile  free  to  rova^ 
And  tune  the  rural  pipe  to  love; 
I  envied  not  the  happMst  swain 
That  ever  trod  the  Arcadian  plain. 

Pure  stream !  hi  whose  tnmsparent  wave 
My  youthful  limbs  I  wont  to  lava; 
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No  torrents  ttain  tfajr  limpid  Bource ; 
No  rocks  impede  thy  dimpUng  courM, 
That  sweetly  wtrbles  o'er  its  bed, 
With  white,  round,  polish'd  pebbles  spread ; 
While,  lightly  pois*d,  the  scmly  brood 
In  myriads  cleave  thy  dTStal  flood ; 
The  qvinging  trout  in  speckled  pride ; 
The  salmon,  monardi  of  the  tide; 
Hie  ruthless  pike^  intent  on  war; 
The  silver  ed,  and  mottled  par.  • 
Devolving  from  thy  parent  lake, 
A  charming  mase  thy  waters  make^ 
By  bowers  of  birch,  and  groves  of  june, 
And  hedges  flower'd  with  ^Umthie. 
Still  on  thy  banks  so  gaily  green. 
May  num*rous  herds  and  flocks  be  seen. 
And  lasses  chanting  o*er  the  pail, 
And  shepherds  piping  in  the  dale. 
And  ancient  Faith  that  knows  no  guile^ 
And  Industry  imbrown*d  vrtth  toil. 
And  hearts  resolv'd,  and  hands  prepar'd. 
The  blessings  they  enjoy  to  guard. 


ODE  TO  INDEPENDENCE. 


Tht  sphit.  Independence,  let  me  share ! 

Lord  of  the  lion4ieart  and  eagle-eye. 

Thy  steps  I  follow  with  my  bosom  bare. 

Nor  heeid  the  storm  that  howls  along  the  sky. 

Deep  in  the  froien  regions  of  the  north, 

A  goddess  viokted  brought  thee  forth. 

Immortal  Liberty,  whose  look  sublime 

Hath  bleach*d  the  tyrant's  cheek  in  every  varying 

clime. 
What  tune  the  iron-hcarted  Gaul 
With  fi«ntic  Superstition  for  his  guide, 
Arm*d  with  the  dagger  and  tht  pall. 
The  sons  of  Woden  to  the  field  deiy'd : 
The  ruthless  hag,  by  Weser's  flood. 
In  Heaven's  nanie  urg'd  th'  infernal  blow ; 
And  red  the  stream  b^an  to  flow : 
The  vanquish'd  were  baptiz'd  with  blood. 

AKTUmOPHX. 

The  Saxon  piinoe  in  horrour  fled 
From  altars  stain'd  with  human  gore ; 
And  Liberty  his  routed  legions  led 
In  safety  to  the  bleak  Norwegian  shore. 
There  in  a  cave  asleep  she  lay, 
LuU'd  by  the  hoarse-resounding  main ; 
When  a  bokl  savage  past  that  way, 
Impell'd  by  Destiny,  his  name  Disdain. 
Of  ample  front  the  portly  chief  appear'd : 
The  hunted  bear  supply'd  a  shaggy  vest ; 
The  drifted  snow  hung  on  his  yellow  beard ; 
And  his  broad  shoulders  brav'd  the  furious  blast 
He  stopt :  he  gaz'd ;  his  bosom  glow'd. 
And  deeply,  felt  the  impression  of  her  charms : 
He  seiz'd  the  advantage  Fate  allow'd ; 
And  straight  compress'd  her  in  his  vig'rous  i 


*  The  par  is  a  small  iish,  not  unlike  the  smelt, 
whidi  it  rivals  in  delicacy  and  flavour. 


The  curiieu  acnsam^  the  Tritons  blew 

Their  shdls  to  celebrate  the  ravish'd  rite; 

Old  Time  exulted  as  he  flew; 

And  Independence  saw  the  h^tHL 

The  light  he  saw  in  Albion's  happy  plains, 

Where  under  cover  of  a  flowering  thorn. 

While  Philomel  renew'd  her  vrarUed  straio^ 

The.  auspicious  fruit  of  stol'n  embrace  vms  bom— 

The  mountain  Diyads  seis'd  with  joy. 

The  smiling  infimt  to  their  charge  ooos^'d ; 

The  Doric  Muse  caress'd  the  fimiurite  boy ; 

The  hermit  Wisdom  stor'd  his  opening  nnnd. 

As  rolling  yean  matur'd  his  age. 

He  flourish'd  bold  and  sinewy  as  his  sire ; 

While  the  mild  passions  in  his  breast  assuage 

The  fiercer  flames  of  his  maternal  sire. 


Accomplished  thus,  he  winged  h»  way. 

And  seahnis  roved  fivmi  pcSe  to  pole. 

Hie  rolls  of  right  eternal  to  display. 

And  vrarm  irith  patriot  thoughts  the  i 

On  desert  isles  it  vras  he  that  rBis*d 

Those  sphres  that  gild  the  Adriatic  wm^ 

Where  Tyranny  beheld  amas'd 

Fair  Fk«edom's  temple,  vrhere  he  mark'd  htrgmt, 

He  sleel'd  the  blunt  Batavian's  arms 

To  burst  the  Iberian's  double  chain ; 

And  cities  rear'd,  and  planted  fioms. 

Won  fitmi  the  skirts  of  Neptune's  wide  c 

He^  with  the  generous  rustics,  sate 

On  Uri's  rocks  in  dose  divanf ; 

And  wing'd  that  arrow  sure  as  fiite, 

Which  ascertain'd  the  sacred  rights  of  man. 


Arabia's  scorching  aands  he  croas'd, 

Where  blasted  nature  pants  supine. 

Conductor  of  her  tribes  adust, 

To  F^peedom's  adamantine  shrine  ; 

And  many  a  Tartar  hord  forlorn,  aghast ! 

He  snatch'd  fimn  under  fell  Oppreasioo's  viiyv 

And  taught  amidst  the  dreary  waste 

The  all-cheering  hymns  of  liberty  to  siag. 

He  virtue  finds,  like  precious  ore. 


Difllus'd  thro'  everr  b 

Even  now  he  stanu  on  Calvi's  rocky  shoit, 

And  turns  the  dross  of  Coraca  to  goUL 

He^  guardian  genhia,  taught  my  youth 

Pomp's  tinsel  uvery  to  d«pise : 

My  lips  by  him  chastis'd  to  truth. 

Ne'er  pay'd  that  homage  which  the  heart  denies. 


Those  sculptur'd  halls  my  feet  diall  never  tread, 
Where  vamish'd  Vice  ^hd  Vanity  combin'd. 
To  dassle  and  seduce,  their  banners  spread; 
And  forge  vile  shackles  for  tiie  free-bon  niad' 
Where  Insolence  his  wrinkl'd  front  upneis, 
And  all  the  flowers  of  spurious  fimcy  blow ; 
And  Title  his  iD-woven  chaplet  vrears, 
FiiU  often  wreath'd  around  the  miscreant's  brow : 

+  Alludmg  to  the  known  story  of  WilKam  TeU 
and  his  associates,  the  fathers  and  founders  of  A* 
conffKicracy  of  the  Swiss  Cantons. 
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WliMe  •t«r-dim|ftliiig  Fdsebood,  pert  and  vain, 
PmcKnti  her  cup  of  stale  prafeMum's  firoth ! 
And  pale  Diaeaae^  with  all  his  bloated  train, 
Torments  the  sons  of  Gluttony  and  Sloth. 


In  Fortune's  car  behold  that  minion  ride. 
With  either  India's  glittering  spoils  opprest: 
So  mores  the  sumpter-mule,  in  harness'd  pride^ 
That  bears  the  treasure  which  he  cannot  taste. 
For  him  let  venal  bards  disgrace  the  bay. 
And  hireling  minstrels  wake  the  tinkling  string ; 
Her  sensual  snares  let  &ithless  Pleasure  lay ; 
And  all  her  jingling  bells  fantastic  Folly  ring; 
Disquiet,  Doubt,  and  Dread  shall  intervene ; 
And  Nature  still  to  all  her  feelings  just, 
In  vengeance  hang  «  damp  on  every  scene. 
Shook  from  the  baleful  pinions  of  Disgust. 


AiffiiraoFHSi 


Nature  I'll  court  in  her  sequester'd  haunts 
By  mountain,  meadow,  sti^amlet,  grove,  or  cell, 
When  the  poised  lark  his  evening  ditty  chaunts, 
And  Health,  and  Peace,  and  Contemplation  dwelL 
These  Study  shall  with  Solitude  recline ; 
And  FHendship  pledge  me  to  his  fellow-swains ; 
And  Toil  and  Temperance  sedately  twine 
The  slender  chord  that  fluttering  life  sustains : 
And  fearless  Poverty  shall  guard  the  door ; 
And  Taste  unspoQ'd  the  frugal  table  spread ; 
And  Industry  supply  the  humble  store ; 
And  sleep  unbribed  his  dews  refreshing  shed : 
White-mantled  Innocence,  ethereal  sprite. 
Shall  chose  far  off  the  goblins  of  the  night; 
And  Indepradence  o'er  the  day  preside, 
Propitious  power !  my  patron  and  my  pride. 
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GEORGE  LORD  LYTTELTON. 


VTioROB  LoExt  Ltttelton,  born  at  Haglcy,  in 
Jan.  1708-9,  was  tbe  eldest  son  of  Sir  Thomas 
Lyttelton,  Bart  of  tbe  same  place.  He  received 
his  early  education  at  Eton,  whence  he  was  sent  to 
Christ-church  College,  in  Oxford.  In  bot!i  of  these 
places  he  was  distinguished  for  classical  literature, 
and  some  of  his  poems  which  we  have  borrowed  were 
the  fruits  of  his  juvenile  studies.  In  his  nineteenth 
year,  he  set  out  on  a  tour  to  the  Continent ;  and 
some  of  the  letters  which  he  wrote  during  this  ab- 
sence to  his  father  are  pleasing  prooft  of  Us  sound 
principles,  and  his  unresenred  confidence  in  a  vener- 
ated parent.  He  also  wrote  a  poetical  epistle  to 
Dr.  Ayscough,  his  Oxford  tutor,  which  is  one  of 
the  best  of  ms  works.  On  his  return  from  abroad 
he  was  chosen  representative  in  parliament  for  the 
borough  of  Oakhampton ;  and  being  warmed  with 
that  patriotic  ardour  which  rarely  fails  to  inq>ire 
the  bosom  of  an  ingenuous  youth,  he  became  a  dis- 
tinguished  partisan  of  oppoaition-politics,  vrhilst  his 
filthier  was  a  supporter  of  the  ministry,  then  ranged 
under  tbe  banners  c€  Walpde.  When  FMeric 
Prince  of  Wales,  having  quarrelled  with  the  court, 
fbnned  a  separate  court  of  his  own,  in  1737,  LytteU 
ton  was  appointed  secretary  to  the  Prince,  with  an 
advanced  salary.  At  this  time  Pope  bestowed  his 
praise  upon  our  patriot  in  an  animated  couplet : 

FVee  as  young  Lyttelton  her  cause  pursue^ 
Still  true  to  virtue,  and  as  warm  as  true. 


In  1741,  he  married  Lucy,  the  dsogfatar  of  Hngl 
Forteacue,  Esq.  a  lady  tor  whom  he  enAcrtaiiwdlhe 
purest  affliction,  and  with  whom  he  lived  in  »■»■»»— J 
conjugal  harmony.  Her  death  in  child-b»d,  in  1747, 
was  lamented  by  him  in  a  *<  Mooodty,**  wtA*  stan^ 
prominent  among  bb  poetical  vrorks,  and  dHpfa^s 
much  natural  feeling,  anudst  tbe  more  eidbumi 
strains  of  a  poet's  imacmatioii.  So  mnch  n^ 
suffice  respecting  his  productions  of  tfaia  dasa,  wfaick 
are  distinguished  by  the  correctneaa  of  their  veni- 
cation,  tbe  elegance  of  their  diction,  and  Che  delicacy 
of  their  sentiments.  His  misoellaDcoua  pieces,  and 
his  history  of  Heniy  XL,  tbe  last,  the  vvwk  of  Isi 
age,  have  each  their  appropriate  oMrita,  bat  mj 
here  be  omitted. 

The  death  of  his  fittber,  in  1751,  prodnoed  1m 
sucoeaaon  to  the  title  and  a  large  caiaie ;  mA  Ms 
taste  for  rural  ornament  rendered  Hagley  one  of 
the  moat  delightful  residences  in  the  kingdooa.  At 
the  dissolution  of  tbe  ministry,  of  vrbich  he  com- 
posed a  part,  in  1759,  he  was  rewarded  with  cte«». 
tion  to  the  peerage,  by  the  atj^of  Boon  Lyttehoo 
of  FVmnkley,  in  the  county  of  Woicealer.  He 
died  of  a  lingering  diaoider,  which  be  bote  wah 
pious  resignation,  in  August  177S,  in  tbe  64th  jev 
of  his  age. 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  LOVE, 
nr  FouE  scLOGun. 

1.  Uncertainty.     To  Mr.  Pope. 

2.  Hope.     To  the  Hon.  George  Doddington. 

3.  Jealou^.     To  Edward  Walpole,  Esq. 

4.  Possession.  To  the  Right  Hon.  the  Loid  Viscount 


UNCERTAINTY. 

ECLOGUI  I. 

TO  Ma.  pon. 

X  on,  to  whoae  reed  beneath  the  beachm  shades 
^  nymphs  of  TliBmes  a  pleas*d  attention  paid ; 
While  yet  thy  Muse,  content  with  humbler  praise. 
Warbled  in  Windior'a  grove  her  syhwi  lays ; 


Though  now,  sublimely  borne  on  Homer's  wii^ 
Of  glorious  wars  and  godlike  chiefs  she  sn^: 
Wilt  thou  vrtth  me  revisit  once  again 
The  ciystal  fountain,  and  tbe  fkmcsy  phia? 
Wilt  thou,  indulgent,  hear  my  vcne  relate 
The  various  changes  of  a  lover's  state; 
And,  while  each  turn  of  passion  I  pursue^ 
Ask  thy  own  heart  if  what  I  tell  be  tme  ? 
To  the  green  margm  of  a  londy  wood. 
Whose  pendant  shades  o'eriook'd  a  sQw  AmmI. 
Young  Damon  came,  unknowing  whershe  itii^< 
F^  of  the  unage  of  his  beauteous  maUl  t 
His  flock,  fiu-  o$  unfed,  untended,  1^, 
To  every  savage  «  defenoeleas  prey ; 
No  sense  of  interest  coukl  their  master  moffc^ 
And  eveiy  care  seem'd  trifling  now  bat  lorn 
Awhile  in  pensive  rilenoe  he  remain'd. 
But,  thou^  his  voice  wm  mote,  his  looks  oa^ 

plam'd; 
At  length  the  tfaoiigfal8,vritfain  Us  boMmpeat^  i 

Forc'd  his  unwiUiqg  tongufrlpjrive  thsm  vmu 
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<<  Te  aympbiy"  hecried,  <«  jre  DitmIi,  who  so  kxig 
Hsve  finfonr'd  DMnon,  vid  inipir'cl  his  song ; 
For  whaniy  radr'd,  I  shun  the  gsy  morts 
Of  sportftil  dCMs^  tad  of  pMBpous  oourts ; 
Imriiii  I  bid  the  mtleM  world  adieu, 
To  seek  trenqnilUty  end  peaee  whh  you. 
Hiough  wild  Ambhlon  end  dettrnctife  Rage 
No  ftcdons  here  can  fom,  no  wan  can  wage  i 
Tbougfa  Enry  frowns  not  on  your  humble  shades^ 
Nor  Calumny  your  innocence  invades : 
Yet  cruel  Love,  that  troubler  of  tlw  breast, 
Too  often  violaCes  your  boasted  rest ; 
Widi  inbred  storms  disturbs  your  cahn  retreat, 
And  taints  with  bitterness  each  rural  sweet 

**  Ah,  lucklessday !  when  first  with  fond  surprise 
On  ]>eUa*s  hee  I  fiz'd  my  eager  eyes ! 
Than  in  wHd  tumults  all  my  soul  was  tost, 
Tlien  reason,  fiberty,  at  once  were  lost : 
And  every  nHbh,  and  thought,  and  care,  was  gone^ 
Btit  vHuift  my  heart  employ'd  on  her  alone. 
Then  too  she  srafl'd  t  can  smiles  our  peace  destroy. 
Those  lovely  children  of  Content  and  Joy  ? 
How  can  soft  pleasure  and  tormenting  woe 
FVom  the  same  spring  at  the  same  moment  flow  ? 
Unhsppy  boy !  these  vain  inquhriea  cease. 
Thought  could  not  guard,  nor  will  restore,  thypeace: 
Indulge  the  fteniy  that  thou  must  endure. 
And  soothe  the  pain  thou  know'st  not  how  to  cure. 
Come,  flattering  Memory !  and  tell  my  heart 
How  kind  she  was,  and  with  what  pleasing  art 
She  strove  its  fondest  wishes  to  obtain. 
Confirm  ber  power,  and  fhster  bind  my  chain. 
If  on  the  green  we  dano*d,  a  mirtfaAil  band ; 
To  me  alone  she  gave  her  willing  hand : 
Her  partial  taste,  if  e*er  1  touch*d  the  lyre, 
Still  in  my  song  found  something  to  a^nire. 
By  none  but  her  my  crook  with  flowers  was  crown*d. 
By  none  but  her  my  brows  with  ivy  bound : 
T^  world,  that  Dinnon  was  her  choice,  believM, 
The  world,  alas !  like  Damon,  was  deceiv*d 
When  last  I  saw  her,  and  declar'd  my  fire 
In  words  as  soft  as  passion  could  inspire. 
Coldly  she  heard,  and  full  of  scorn  withdrew, 
Witfiout  one  pitying  glance,  one  sweet  adieu. 
The  frighted  hind,  who  sees  his  ripen*d  com 
Up  fiKnn  the  roots  by  sudden  teroptnts  torn, 
Whose  fidrest  hopes  destroy*d  and  blasted  lie. 
Feels  not  so  keen  a  pang  of  grief  as  I. 
Ak,  how  have  I  deserv'd,  inhuman  maid. 
To  hsve  my  fitithful  service  thus  repaid  ? 
Were  ell  the  marks  of  kindness  I  receiv*d. 
But  dreams  of  joy,  that  charm*d  me  and  deceivM? 
Or  did  you  only  nurse  my  growing  love. 
That  wSdi  mora  pain  I  mMt  your  hatred  prove  ? 
Sore  gtillty  treadiery  no  place  could  find 
In  such  a  gentle,  such  a  generous  mind : 
A  maid  brought  up  the  woods  and  wilds  among 
Could  ne*er  have  learnt  the  art  of  courts  so  young: 
Ko  ;  let  me  rather  think  her  anger  foign'd. 
Still  let  me  hope  my  Delia  may  be  gain*d ; 
*X  WMS  only  modesty  that  seem'd  dndain, 
And  her  heart  sofl^M  when  she  gave  me  pain.'* 
FlMs'd  with  thb  flattering  thought,  the  love-sick 
boy 
Fdt  the  ftfait  dawning  of  a  doubtftil  joy ; 
B0ck  to  fab  flock  more  cheerful  he  retum'd, 
Wlicn  BOW  the  setting  Sun  more  fiercely  bura*d. 
Blase  vapours  lOse  along  the  masy  rills, 
And  Ugbt's  last  blushes  ting'd  the  distant  hills. 


HOPE. 
EcLoaus  II. 

TO  MS.  DODOnrOTON,  IFTIBWARDS  LOftO  MSLCOMBE 
BBOIS. 

Hbas,  Doddiagton,  the  notes  that  shepherds  sing, 
tiike  those  that  warbling  hail  the  genial  Spring. 
Nor  Pan,  nor  Fhobus,  tunes  our  artless  leeds : 
FVom  Love  alone  their  melody  proceeds. 
From  Love,  Hieocritus,  on  £nna*s  plains, 
I^eamt  the  wild  sweetness  of  liis  Doric  strains. 
Young  Maro,  touch'd  by  his  inspiring  dart. 
Could  charm  each  ear,  and  soften  every  heart : 
Me  too  bis  power  has  reach'd,  and  bids  with  thine 
My  rustic  pipe  in  pleasing  concert  join. 

Damon  no  longer  sought  the  silent  shade. 
No  more  in  unfltMuented  paths  he  stn^*d, 
But  call'd  the  swains  to  hnr  his  jocund  song. 
And  told  his  joy  to  all  the  rural  throng. 

**  Blest  be  the  hour,"  he  said,  «  that  happy  hour. 
When  first  I  own'd  my  Delia's  sentle  power ; 
Then  eloomy  discontent  and  pinmg  care 
Forso^  my  breast,  and  left  soft  i^^hes  there ; 
Soft  wishes  there  tliey  left,  and  gay  desires. 
Delightful  languors,  and  transporting  ibres. 
Wh^  yonder  limes  oombfaie  to  Ibnn  a  shade. 
These  eyes  first  gas*d  upon  the  charming  maid  *, 
There  she  appear'd,  on  that  auspicious  cby, 
When  swains  their  sportive  rites  to  Bacchus  pay : 
She  led  the  dance  —  Heavens !  with  what  grace  she 

mov*dl 
Who  could  have  seen  her  then,  and  not  have  ]ov*d  ? 
I  strove  not  to  resist  so  sweet  a  fiame, 
But  gloried  in  a  happy  captive's  name ; 
Nor  would  I  now,  could  Love  permit,  be  free. 
But  leave  to  brutes  their  savage  Kberty. 

**  And  art  thou  then,  fond  youth,  secure  of  joy  ? 
Can  no  reverse  tlw  flattering  bliss  destroy  ? 
Has  treacherous  Love  no  torment  yet  in  store  ? 
Or  hast  thou  never  prov'd  his  fiUal  power  ? 
Whence  flow'd  those  tears  that  Ute  bedew*d  tliy 

chedL? 
Why  sigh'd  thy  heart  as  if  it  strove  to  break  ? 
Why  were  the  desert  rocks  invok'd  to  hear 
The  plaintive  accent  of  thy  sad  despair  ? 
From  Delia's  rigour  all  those  pains  arose, 
Delia,  who  now  compassionates  my  woes. 
Who  bids  me  hope ;  and  in  that  charming  word 
Has  peace  and  trsnsport  to  my  soul  restor'd. 

«  B^^  my  pipe,  begin  tlie  ghMlsome  lay ; 
A  kiss  from  Delia  shall  thy  music  pay  ; 
A  kiss  obtain'd  Hwixt  struggling  and  consent. 
Given  with  forc'd  anger,  and  d^pruis'd  content 
No  laureat  wreaths  I  ask,  to  bind  my  brows, 
Such  as  the  Muse  on  lo%  bards  bestows  : 
Let  other  swains  to  praise  or  ftune  aspire ; 
I  from  her  lips  my  recompense  require. 

"  Why  stays  my  Defia  in  her  secret  bower? 
Light  gdes  have  chas'd  the  late  impending  shower ; 
Th*  emerging  Sun  more  bright  his  beams  extends ; 
Oppos'd,  its  beauteous  arch  the  rainbow  bends ! 
Glad  youths  and  maklens  turn  the  new-made  hay : 
The  birds  renew  their  songs  on  every  spray ! 
Come  forth,  my  love,  thy  shepherd's  joys  to  crown : 
All  nature  smiles.  —  Will  only  DeUa  frown  ? 

«  Hark  how  the  bees  with  murmurs  fill  the  plain, 
While  every  flower  of  every  sweet  they  drain : 
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See,  how  beneath  yon  hillock's  shady  Heep, 
The  8helter*d  herds  on  flowery  couches  sleep : 
Nor  bees,  nor  herds,  are  half  so  blest  as  I, 
If  with  my  fond  desires  my  lore  comply ; 
From  Delia's  lips  a  sweeter  honey  flows, 
And  on  her  bosom  dwells  more  soft  repose. 

**  Ah !  how,  my  idear,  shall  I  deserre  thy  charms? 
What  gift  can  brflje  thee  to  my  longing  arms  ? 
A  bird  for  thee  in  sUken  bands  I  hold, 
MThose  yellow  plumage  shines  like  poUsh'd  gold ; 
From  distant  isles  the  lovely  stranger  came. 
And  bears  the  fortunate  Canaries*  name ; 
In  all  our  woods  none  boasts  so  sweet  a  note. 
Not  ev*n  the  nightingale's  melodious  throat. 
Accept  of  this ;  and  could  I  add  beside 
What  wealth  the  rich  Perurian  mountains  hide : 
If  all  the  gems  in  eastern  rocks  were  mine, 
On  thee  alone  tlieir  glittering  pride  should  shine. 
But,  if  thy  mind  no  fifts  have  power  to  move, 
Phoebus  himself  shallleave  th'  Aonian  grove : 
The  tuneful  Nine,  who  never  sue  in  vain, 
ShaU  come  sweet  suppliants  for  their  fiivourite 

swain. 
For  him  each  blue-ey'd  Naiad  of  the  flood. 
For  him  e^ch  green-hair'd  sister  of  the  wood, 
Whom  oft  bei^ath  fair  Cynthia's  gentle  ray 
His  music  calls  to  dance  the  nisht  away. 
And  you,  lair  nymphs,  compamons  of  my  love. 
With  whom  she  joys  the  cowslip  meads  to  rove, 
I  beg  you  recommend  my  fiuthful  flame. 
And  let  her  often  hear  her  shepherd's  name : 
Shade  all  my  fiuilto  from  her  inquiring  sight. 
And  show  my  merits  in  the  fairest  light ; 
My  pipe  your  kind  assistance  shall  repay, 

And  every  friend  shall  claim  a  different  lay. 
**  But  see  !  in  yonder  glade  the  heavenly  £ur 

£i\joys  the  fragrance  of  the  breesy  air — 

Ah,  thither  let  me  fly  with  eager  feet; 

Adieu,  my  pipe ;  I  go  my  love  to  meet  -* 

O,  may  I  And  her  as  we  parted  last, 

And  may  each  future  hour  be  like  the  past ! 

So  shall  the  whitest  lamb  these  pastures  feed. 

Propitious  Venus,  on  thy  altars  bleed." 


JEALOUSY. 
Eclogue  IIL 

TO  MR.  KOWARD  WALPOLS. 

Th£  gods,  O  Walpole,  give  no  bliss  sincere ; 
Wealth  is  disturb'd  by  care,  and  power  by  fear : 
Of  all  the  passions  that  employ  the  mind. 
In  gentle  love  tlie  sweetest  joys  we  find : 
Yet  cv'n  those  joys  dire  Jealousy  molests. 
And  blackens  each  fair  image  in  our  breasts. 
O  may  the  warmth  of  thy  too  tender  heart 
Ne'er  feel  the  sharpness  of  his  venom'd  dart  J 
For  thy  own  ouiet,  think  thy  mistress  just, 
And  wisely  take  thy  happiness  on  trust 

Begin,  my  Muse,  and  Damon's  woes  rehearse, 
In  wildest  numbers  and  disorder'd  verse. 

On  a  romantic  mountain's  airy  head 
(While  browaing  goats  at  ease  around  him  fed) 
Anxious  he  lay,  with  jealous  cares  opprest ; 
Distrust  and  anger  labouring  in  his  breast  — 
The  vale  beneath  a  pleasing  prospect  yields 
Of  verdant  meads  and  cultivated  fields ; 
Through  these  a  river  rolls  its  winding  flood, 
Adom'd  with  various  tufts  of  rising  urood ; 


Here,  half-ooncaal'd  in  trees,  a  cottage  stands, 
A  caidt  there  the  opening  phdn  cooimaiids ; 
Beyond,  a  town  with  glittering  spires  m  cnmn'd. 
And  distant  hilb  the  wide  hotiaon  bound  : 
So  charming  was  the  scene,  awhile  the  twaiA 
Beheld  delighted,  and  forgot  hb  pain : 
But  soon  the  stings  infiz'd  within  his  heart 
With  cruel  force  renew'd  their  racing  smart : 
His  flowery  wreath,  which  long  with  prida  he  won^ 
The  gift  of  Delia,  fitun  his  brows  he  tore. 
Then  cried,  «  May  all  thy  charms,  ungrateful  anid, 
Like  these  neglected  roaes,  droop  and  fiida ! 
May  angry  Heaven  deform  each  guilty  grace. 
That  triumphs  now  in  that  drinding  fiice  ! 
Hiose  alter'd  looks  may  every  shephesd  fly. 
And  ev'n  thy  Daphnis  hate  thee  worse  than  1 1 

"  Say,  thou  inconstant,  what  has  Damon  donc^ 
To  lose  the  heart  hu  tedious  pains  had  won? 
Tell  me  what  charms  you  in  my^rival  find. 
Against  whose  power  no  ties  have  strength  tobiad? 
Has  he,  like  me,  with  long  obedience  strove 
To  conquer  your  disdain,  and  merit  love  ? 
Has  he  with  transport  every  smile  ador'd. 
And  died  vriih  grief  at  each  ungentle  word? 
Ah,  no !  the  conquest  was  obtam'd  with  case; 
He  pleased  you,  by  not  studying  to  pleaae : 
His  careless  indolence  your  pride  alarm'd ; 
And,  had  he  lov'd  you  more,  he  less  had  cfaann'd. 

«  O  pain  to  think !  another  shall  possrss 
Those  balmy  lips  which  I  was  wont  to  picas : 
Another  on  her  panting  breast  shall  lie^ 
And  catch  sweet  madness  from  her  swnnmi^gcyc! — 
I  saw  their  fnendly  flocks  together  feed, 
I  saw  them  hand  in  hand  walk  o'er  the  mead : 
Would  my  clos'd  eye  had  sunk  in  endlesa  n%ht. 
Ere  I  was  doom'd  to  bear  that  hateful  siglit  \ 
Where'er  they  pass'd,  be  blasted  cvety  flower. 
And  hungry  wolves  their  halplesB  flodcs  devour ! — 
Ah,  wretdied  swain,  could  no  examples  move 
Thy  heedless  heart  to  shun  the  rage  of  love? 
Hast  thou  not  heard  how  poor  Mcnakas  died 
A  victim  to  Parthenia's  fatal  pride  ? 
Dear  was  the  youth  to  all  the  tuncfbl  plain^ 
Lov'd  by  the  nymphs,  by  Phobus  lov'd  in  vaia: 
Around  his  tomb  their  tears  the  Muses  paid ; 
And  all  things  moum'd,  but  the  relentkss  nMid. 
Would  I  coiHd  die  like  lum,  and  be  at  peace  ! 
Hiese  torments  in  the  quiet  grave  would  cease ; 
There  my  vex'd  thoughts  a  calm  repose  would  flad. 
And  rest,  as  if  my  r^lia  still  were  kind. 
No,  let  me  live,  her  falsehood  to  upbraid : 
Some  god  periiaps  my  just  revenge  will  aid.  — 
Alas!  whataid,  fond  swain,  woiSflst thou receife ? 
Could  thy  heart  bear  to  see  its  Delia  grieve? 
Protect  her,  Heaven!  and  let  her  never  know 
The  slightest  part  of  hapless  Damon's  woe : 
I  ask  no  vengeance  from  the  powers  above ; 
All  I  implore  is  never  more  to  love.  — 
Let  me  tiiis  fondness  fhmi  my  boaom  tear. 
Let  me  forget  that  e'er  I  thou^  her  lair. 
Come,  cool  Indifference,  and  heal  my  breast; 
Wearied,  at  length,  I  seek  thy  downy  rest: 
No  turbulence  of  passion  shall  destroy 
My  future  ease  with  flattering  hopes  of  joy. 
Hear,  mighty  Pto,  and,  all  ye  sylvan%  Mr 
What  by  your  guardian  deities  I  swear ; 
No  more  my  eyes  shall  view  her  fiUal  cfaanai^ 
No  more  I'D  court  the  traitorcas  to  mj  arms; 
Not  all  her  arts  my  steady  soul  shall  move^ 
And  she  shall  find  that  reason  confers  love !**-«» 
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fictfce  ImmI  he  ipoke,  when  through  the  lawn  below 
Alone  he  saw  the  beauteous  Delhi  go ; 
At  once  transported,  he  forgot  his  tow, 
(Such  perjuries  the  laughing  gods  allow !) 
bown  the  steep  hills  with  ardent  haste  lie  flew ; 
He  found  her  kind,  and  soon  belieT*d  her  true. 


posssssion: 

Eclogue  IV. 

TO   LOKD  COBHAX. 

CoBRAX,  to  thee  this  rural  lay  I  bring, 
Whose  guiding  judgment  gives  me  skill  to  sing  : 
Though  hr  unequal  to  those  polish'd  strains, 
With  which  thy  Congreve  charmed   the  listening 

plains: 
Yet  diall  its  music  please  thy  partial  ear,        [dear; 
And  soothe  thy  breast  with  thoughts  that  once  were 
Recall  those  years  which  Time  has  thrown  behmd. 
When  smiling  Loye  with  Honour  shar*d  thy  mind : 
When  all  thy  glorious  days  of  prosperous  fight 
I>eligfated  less  than  one  successful  night. 
The  sweet  remembrance  shall  thy  youth  restore. 
Fancy  again  shall  run  past  pleasures  o'er ; 
And,  while  in  Stowe*s  enchanting  walks  you  stray, 
This  theme  may  help  to  cheat  the  summer's  day. 

Beneath  the  covert  of  a  myrtle  wood, 
To  Venus  rais*d,  a  rustic  altar  stood. 
To  Venus  and  to  Hymen,  there  combin*d. 
In  firiendly  league  to  &Tour  hiunan  kind. 
With  wanton  Cupids,  in  that  happy  shade. 
The  gstttle  Virtues  and  mild  Wisdom  play'd. 
Nor  there  in  uprightly  Pleasure's  genial  train, 
Lork'd  sick  Discust,  or  late-repentin^  Pain, 
Nor  Fofve,  nor  Interest,  join'd  unwilling  hands, 
Bat  Love  consenting  tied  the  blisslbl  bands. 
Thither,  with  glad  Motion,  Damon  came,  -. 
To  diank  the  powers  who  bless'd  his  fiuthfiil  flame : 
Two  mOk-whita  dotes  he  on  their  altar  laid, 
And  tfans  to  both  his  grateful  homage  paid  : 
**  Hail,  bounteous  goa!  before  whose  h^ow'd  shrine 
My  D^ta  vow'd  to  be  for  ever  mine. 
While,  glowing  in  her  cheeks,  with  tender  love, 
Sweet  virgin-modesty  reluctant  strove ! 
And  hail  to  thee,  tur  queen  of  young  desires ! 
Long  shall  my  heart  preserve  thy  pleasing  fires^ 
Smoe  Delia  now  can  all  its  warmth  return. 
As  Ibndly  languish,  and  as  fiercely  bum. 

**  Oihe  dear  bloom  of  hst  propitious  night ! 
O  shade  more  charming  than  the  fiurest  light ! 
Then  in  my  arms  I  claq>*d  the  melting  maid^ 
Then  all  my  pains  one  moment  overpaid ; 
Then  ftrst  the  sweet  excess  of  bliss  I  prov'd. 
Which  none  can  taste  but  who  like  me  have  h>v*d. 
Thou  too^  bright  goddess,  once,  m  Ida's  grove, 
Didat  not  disdain  to  meet  a  shepherd's  love ; 
With  him,  while  frisking  lambs  around  you  play'd, 
Conceal'd  you  sported  in  the  secret  shade : 
Scarce  ooold  Anchises'  raptures  equal  mine. 
And  Delia's  beauties  only  yield  to  thine. 

**  What  jure  ye  now,  my  once  most  valued  joys? 
Insipid  trifles  all,  and  childish  toys  — 
FrinAdshtp  itself  ne'er  knew  a  charm  like  this. 
Nor  Colin's  talk  could  please  like  Delia's  kiss. 

"  Te  Muses,  skUl'd  in  every  winning  art. 
Teach  me  more  deeply  to  engage  her  heart ; 
Te  nymphs,  to  her  your  freshest  roses  bring, 
And  crown  her  witii  the  pride  of  all  the  Spring : 


On  all  her  days  let  health  and  peace  attend  ; 

May  she  ne'er  want,  nor  ever  lose,  a  friend! 

May  some  new  pleasure  every  hour  employ  : 

But  let  her  Damon  be  her  highest  joy  ! 
"  With  thee,  my  love,  for  ever  will  I  stay, 

All  night  caress  thee,  and  admire  all  day  ; 

In  the  same  field  our  mingled  flocks  we  *11  feed, 
j  To  the  same  spring  our  timrsty  heifers  lead, 
I  Together  will  we  share  the  lionr'est  toils, 
i  Together  press  the  vine's  autumnal  sp<^ 
I  Delightful  state,  where  Peace  and  Love  combine, 
j  To  bid  our  tranquil  days  unclouded  shine ! 
I  Here  limpid  fountains  roll  through  flowery  meads ; 
I  Here  rising  forests  lift  their  verdant  heads ; 

Here  let  me  wear  my  careless  life  away. 

And  in  thy  arms  insensibly  decay. 
«  When  late  old  age  our  heads  shall  silver  o'er. 

And  our  slow  pulses  dance  with  joy  no  more ; 

When  Time  no  longer  will  thy  beauties  spare. 

And  only  Damon's  eye  shall  think  thee  Mr ; 

Then  may  the  gentle  hand  of  welcome  Death, 

At  one  soft  stroke,  deprive  us  both  of  breath'! 

May  we  beneath  one  common  stone  be  laid. 

And  the  same  cypress  both  our  ashes  shade ! 

Perhaps  some  finendly  Muse,  in  tender  verse. 

Shall  deign  our  fiuthftil  passion  to  rehearse  ; 

And  future  ages,  with  just  envy  moV'd, 

Be  told  how  Damon  and  his  DNelia  lov'd." 


TO  THE  REVEREND  DR.  AYSCOUGII, 
AT  oxFoan. 

Sat,  dearest  iHend,  how  roll  thy  hours  away  ? 
What  pleasing  study  cheats  the  tedious  day  ? 
Dost  thou  the  sacred  volumes  oft  explore 
Of  wise  Antiquity's  immortal  lore, 
Where  virtue,  by  the  charms  of  wit  refin'd. 
At  once  exalts  and  polishes  the  mind  ? 
How  different  from  our  modem  guilty  art. 
Which  pleases  only  to  corrupt  die  heart ; 
Whose  curst  refinements  odious  vice  adorn. 
And  teach  to  honour  what  we  ought  to  scora ! 
Dost  thou  in  sage  historians  joy  to  see 
How  Roman  greatness  rose  with  liberty  : 
How  the  same  hands  that  tyrants  durst  control 
Tlieir  ensure  stretched  frxxn  Atlas  to  the  Pole ; 
Till  wealdi  and  conquest  into  slaves  refin'd 
The  proud  luxurious  masters  of  mankind  ? 
Dost  thou  in  letter'd  Greece  each  charm  admire. 
Each  grace,  each  virtue.  Freedom  could  inspire ; 
Yet  in  her  troubled  state  see  all  the  woes, 
And  all  the  crimes,  that  giddy  Faction  knows ; 
Till,  rent  by  parties,  by  coemption  sold. 
Or  weakly  careless,  or  too  rashly  bold. 
She  sunk  beneath  a  mitigated  doom. 
The  slave  and  tutoress  of  protecting  Rome  ? 
Does  calm  Philosophy  her  aid  impart. 
To  guide  the  passions^  and  to  mend  the  heart  ? 
Taught  by  her  precepts,  hast  thou  learnt  the  end 
To  which  alone  the  wise  theur  studies  bend ; 
For  which  alone  by  Nature  were  design'd 
The  powers  of  thought  —  to  benefit  mankind  ? 
Not,  like  a  doister'd  drone,  to  read  and  dose. 
In  undeserving,  undeserv'd,  repose ; 
But  reason's  influence  to  diffuse ;  to  clear 
Th'  enlighten'd  worid  of  every  gloomy  fear; 
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Dispel  the  mists  of  errour,  and  ui^ind 
TboM  pedant  chains  that  clog  the  free4>ofii  miiid. 
Happj  who  thus  his  leisure  can  employ ! 
He  knows  the  purest  hours  of  tranquil  joy ; 
Nor  Text  with  pangs  that  busier  bosoms  tear, 
Nor  lost  to  social  virtue's  pleasing  care ; 
Safe  in  the  port,  yet  labouring  to  sustain 
lliose  who  still  float  on  the  tempestuous  main. 

So  Locke  the  days  of  studious  quiet  spent ; 
So  Boyle  in  wisdom  found  divine  content ; 
So  Cambray,  worthy  of  a  happier  doom, 
The  virtuous  slave  of  Louis  and  of  Rome. 

Good  Wor*8ter  *  thus  supports  his  drooping  age, 
Far  from  courUflattery,  &i  from  party-rage ; 
He,  who  in  youth  a  tyrant's  frown  ddfy'd, 
Firm  and  intrepid  on  his  countr3r'8  side,       [guide ! 
Her  boldest  champion  then,  and  now  her  mildest 
O  generous  warmdi !  O  sanctity  divine ! 
To  emulate  hb  worth,  my  fiieaad,  be  thine : 
Learn  from  his  life  the  duties  of  the  gown ; 
Learn,  not  to  flatter,  nor  insult  the  crown ; 
Nor,  basely  servile,  court  the  guilty  great. 
Nor  ruse  the  church  a  rival  to  the  state : 
To  errour  mild,  to  vice  alone  severe, 
Seek  not  to  spread  the  law  of  love  by  fear. 
The  priest  who  plagues  the  world  can  never  mend : 
No  foe  to  man  was  e*er  to  God  a  friend. 
Let  reason  and  let  virtue  fiuth  maintain ; 
All  force  but  theu^  is  impious,  weak,  and  vain. 

Me  other  cares  in  other  climes  engage. 
Cares  that  become  my  birth,  and  suit  my  age ; 
In  various  knowledge  to  improve  my  youth. 
And  conquer  prejucuce,  worst  foe  to  truth ; 
By  foreign  arts  domestic  faults  to  mend, 
Enlaige  my  notions,  and  my  views  extend ; 
The  usefbl  science  of  the  worid  to  know. 
Which  books  can  never  teach,  or  pedants  show. 

A  nation  here  I  pity  and  admire, 
Whom  noblest  sentiments  of  glory  fire, 
Tet  taught,  by  custom's  force  and  bigot  fhur. 
To  serve  with  pride,  and  boast  the  yoke  they  bear : 
Whose  nobles,  bom  to  cringe  and  to  command, 
(In  courts  a  mean,  in  camps  a  generous  band,) 
From  each  low  tool  of  power,  content  receive 
Those  laws,  their  dreaded  arms  to  Europe  give. 
Whose  people  (vain  in  want,  in  bondage  blest ; 
Though  plunder'd,  gay;  induatrious,  though  op- 

|nest} 
Widi  happy  follies  rise  above  their  i^, 
Tlie  jest  and  envy  of  each  wiser  state. 

Tet  faes«  the  Muses  deign'd  awhile  to  sport 
In  the  short  sunshine  of  a  favouring  court  *. 
Here  Boileau,  strong  in  sense  and  sharp  in  wit, 
Who»  from  the  ancients,  like  the  ancients  writ, 
Permission  gain'd  inferior  vice  to  blame, 
By  flattering  incense  to  his  master's  fame. 
Here  Moliere,  first  of  comic  wits,  exceU'd 
Whate'er  Athenian  theatres  beheld ; 
By  keen,  yet  decent,  satire  skill'd  to  please, 
With  mOTals  ndrdi  uniting,  strength  with  ease. 
Now,  charm'd*  I  hear  the  bold  Comeille  inspire 
Heroic  thoughts,  with  Shakspeare's  force  and  fire ! 
Now  sweet  Rachie,  with  milder  influence,  move 
The  soften'd  heart  to  pity  and  to  love. 

With  mingled  pain  and  pleasure,  I  survey 
The  pompous  works  of  arbitrary  sway ; 
Proud  palaces,  that  drsin'd  the  sutjects'  store, 
Rais'd  on  the  ruins  of  th'  opprest  and  poor ; 

*  Bishop  Hough. 


WbeM  €t  n  nnle  wuli  are  trnght  to  nailer  stat^ 
And  punted  triumphs  style  Ambition  grsat.  * 
With  more  ddiglit  those  pleasing  shades  I  view. 
Where  Cond^  mm  an  envious  court  withdrew  f ; 
Where,  sick  of  glory,  fecticm,  power,  and  pride, 
(Sure  judge  how  empty  all,  who  all  had  tried !) 
Beneath  lus  palms  the  weary  duef  repos'd. 
And  life's  great  scene  in  quiet  virtue  dos'd. 

With  shame  that  other  tam'd  retreat  I  see, 
Adom'd  by  art,  disgrac'd  by  luxury  f  : 
Where  Orieans  wasted  evenr  vacant  hour^ 
In  the  wfld  riot  of  unbounded  power ; 
Where  feverish  debauch  and  impious  love 
Stain'd  the  mad  table  and  the  guilty  grove. 

With  these  amusements  is  thy  friend  detain'd, 
Pleas'd  and  instructed  in  a  foreign  land ; 
Tet  oft  a  tender  wish  recalls  my  mind 
Fh>m  present  joys  to  dearer  left  behind. 
O  native  isle,  £ur  Freedom's  happiest  seat ! 
At  thought  of  thee,  my  bounding  pulses  beat ; 
At  thou^t  of  thee,  my  heart  impatient  bums, 
And  all  my  country  on  my  soul  returns. 
When  shall  I  see  thy  fields,  whose  plenteous  grsto 
No  power  can  ravish  from  th'  industrious  swain  ? 
When  kiss,  with  pious  love,  the  sacred  earth 
Hiat  gave  a  Burleigh  or  a  Russell  birth? 
When,  in  the  shade  of  laws,  that  long  have  slood^ 
Propt  by  theur  care,  or  strengtben'd  by  their  blood. 
Of  fearless  independence  wisely  vain, 
The  proudest  slave  of  Bourbon's  race  disdain  ? 

Tet,  oh !  what  doubt,  what  sad  presaging  vokc^ 
Whiq>er8  within,  and  bids  me  not  rejoice ; 
Bids  me  contemplate  every  state  around, 
Fh>m  sultry  Spain  to  Norway's  icy  bound; 
Bids  their  lost  rights,  their  ruin'd  glory  see : 
And  tells  me,  «  These,  like  Enghmd,  once  wcm 
free!" 


SONG. 

Whxn  Delia  on  the  plain  appears^ 
Aw'd  by  a  thousand  tender  fears, 
I  would  ^proaeh,  but  dare  not  move : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love? 

Whene'er  she  speaks,  my  lavish'd  ear 
No  other  voice  but  hers  can  hear, 
No  other  wit  but  heis  approve  : 
TeU  me^  my  heart,  if  this  be  love? 

If  she  some  other  youth  commend. 
Though  I  was  once  his  fondest  friend, 
His  instant  enemy  I  prove : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love? 

When  she  u  absent,  I  do  more 
Delight  in  all  that  pleas'd  before. 
The  clearest  springs  or  shadiest  grove : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

When,  fond  of  power,  of  beauty  vain, 
Her  nets  she  spread  for  every  swain, 
I  strove  to  hate,  but  vainly  strove : 
Tell  me,  my  hcaut,  if  this  be  love? 

*  The  victories  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth, 
in  the  galleries  of  Versailles. 
f  Chantilly.  \  St  Ooud. 
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SONG. 

Tn  heavy  boon  are  almott  past 

That  part  my  lore  and  me : 
My  km^ng  eyes  may  hope  at  last 

TtMor  omy  wish  to  see. 

Bat  how,  my  Delia,  will  you  meet 
The  man  you  've  lost  so  long  ? 

Will  loye  in  all  your  pulses  b^ 
And  tremble  on  your  tongue? 

Wai  you  in  erery  look  declare 
Tour  heart  is  still  the  same ; 

And  heal  each  idly-anzfous  care 
Our  fears  in  absence  frame  ? 

Tha^s  Delia,  thus  I  paint  the  scene, 
When  shortly  we  shall  meet ; 

And  try  what  yet  remains  between 
Of  loitering  time  to  cheat. 

But,  if  the  dream  that  soothes  my  mind 
Shall  false  and  groundless  prove ; 

If  I  am  doom*d  at  length  to  find 
Tou  have  forgot  to  love : 

An  I  of  Venus  ask,  b  this ; 

No  more  to  let  us  join : 
But  grant  me  here  the  flattering  bliss. 

To  die,  and  think  you  mine. 


SONG. 

Sat,  Myra,  why  is  gentle  love 

A  stranger  to  that  mind. 
Which  pity  and  esteem  can  move. 

Which  can  be  just  and  kind? 

Is  it,  because  you  fear  to  share 

The  ills  that  love  molest ; 
TYie  jealous  doubt,  the  tender  care. 

That  rack  the  amorous  breast  ? 

Alas !  by  some  degree  of  woe 
We  every  bliss  must  gain : 

The  heart  can  ne*er  a  transport  know, 
That  never  fisels  a  pain. 


TO  THE  MEMOar  OP 

THE  FIRST  LADY  LYTTELTON 

A  MOyODT. 

Ipar  cank  solans  tsgrum  testudine  amorem, 
T«  dtilda  conjux,  te  solo  in  littore  secum, 
Te  ▼eniente  die,  te  decedente  canebat. 


At  Icsi^th  ascap*d  from  every  human  ey% 

From  evaty  duty,  evfty  care, 
Tku^  in  jny  mouniful  thougfata  might  daim  a  diare, 
Or  farcm  my  tears  their  flowing  stream  to  dry ; 
i  the  gloom  of  this  embowering  Aade^ 
.for 


I  now  may  give  my  burdened  heart  Irdief, 
Aad  pour  forth  all  my  Mores  of  grief ; 

Of  grief  surpassing  every  odier  vroe. 

Far  as  the  purest  bliss,  the  happiest  love 
Can  on  th*  ennobled  mind  bestow. 
Exceeds  the  mlgar  joys  tint  move 

Our  gross  derires,  indegant  and  low. 

Ye  tufted  groves,  ye  gentty-falling  rill% 

Ye  fa^  o*erri»dowing  hills, 
Ye  lawns  gay-smiUng  vrith  eternal  green, 

Oft  have  you  my  Lucy  seen ! 
But  never  shall  you  now  behold  her  more : 

Nor  will  she  now  vrith  fond  delight 
And  taste  reftn*d  your  rural  charms  explore. 
Cloa*d  are  those  beauteous  eyes  in  endless  night. 
Those  beauteous  eyes  where  beaming  us*d  to  shine 
Reason's  pure  ligbt  and  Virtue's  spuk  dirine. 

Oft  would  the  Dryads  of  these  woods  rejoice 

To  hear  her  heavenly  voice ; 
For  her  despising,  when  she  ddgn'd  to  sing. 

The  sweetest  songsters  of  die  spring : 
The  woodlark  and  the  linnet  pleas'd  do  more  ; 

The  nightingale  was  mute, 

And  every  shepherd's  flute 
Was  cast  in  silent  scorn  away. 
While  all  attended  to  her  sweeter  lay. 
Ye  larks  and  linnets,  now  resume  your  song. 

And  thou,  melodious  Philomel, 

Again  thy  pUuntive  story  tell ; 
For  Doith  has  stopt  that  tuneful  tongue. 
Whose  music  could  alone  your  warbling  notes  excd. 

In  vain  I  look  around 
O'er  all  the  vrell-known  ground. 
My  Lucy's  wonted  footsteps  to  descry  ; 
Where  oft  we  us'd  to  walk. 
Where  oft  in  tender  talk 
We  saw  the  summer  Sun  ^  down  the  sky ; 
Nor  by  yon  fountain's  side^ 
Nor  where  its  waters  glide 
Along  the  valley,  can  she  now  be  found : 
In  all  the  wide-stretch'd  prospect's  ample  bound 
No  more  my  mournful  eye 
Can  aught  of  her  espy. 
But  the  sad  sacred  earth  whope  her  dear  relics  lie. 

O  shades  of  Hagley,  where  is  now  your  boast  ? 

Your  bright  inhdntant  is  lost. 
You  she  prderr'd  to  all  the  gay  resorts 
Where  female  vanity  might  vrish  to  shine, 
The  pomp  of  cities,  and  the  pride  of  courts. 
Her  modest  beauties  shunn'd  the  public  eye : 
To  your  sequester'd  dales 
And  flower-embroider'd  vales 
From  an  yHmiring  world  she  chose  to  fly : 
^^th  Nature  there  retir'd,  and  Nature's  God, 

The  silent  paths  of  wisdom  trod. 
And  banish'd  evaiy  passion  fkom  her  breast, 

But  those,  the  gentlest  and  the  best. 
Whose  holy  flames  with  encrar  divine 
The  virtuous  heart  enliren  and  improve, 
Ito  conjugal  and  the  matemd  love^ 

Sweet  babes,  who,  like  the  little  playftd  favm% 
Were  wont  to  trip  along  these  verdant  kvma 
By  your  delighted  mother's  side, 
Who  now  your  infant  steps  shaU  guide? 
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Ah !  where  is  nam  the  hud  whose  tender  ewe 
To  ereiy  virtue  would  have  Ibrni^d  your  youth. 
And  ttrcw'd  whh  flowers  the  thorny  wqrs  of 
truth? 
O  loss  beyond  repahr ! 
O  wretched  fiuher !  left  alone, 
To  weep  their  dire  misfortune,  and  thy  own ! 
How  shall  thy  weaken'd  mind,  oppress'd  with  woe, 

And  drooping  o'er  thy  Lucy's  grave, 
Perform  the  duties  that  you  doubly  owe ! 
Now  she,  alas  f  is  gone, 
FWim  folly  and  from  vice  their  helpless  age  to  save  ? 

Where  were  ye,  Muses,  when  relentless  Fate 
From  these  fond  arms  your  four  disciple  tore ; 
FVom  these  fond  arms,  that  vainly  strove 
Witli  hi^lcss  ineffoctual  love 
To  guard  her  bosom  from  the  mortal  blow  ? 
Could  not  your  fovouring  power,  Aonian 
maids, 
Could  not,  alas!  your  power  prolong  her  date, 
For  whom  so  oft  in  thne  inspiring  shades, 
Or  under  Camden*s  moss-dad  mountains  hoar. 

You  open*d  all  your  sacred  store, 
,  Whate'er  your  ancient  sages  tau^it. 
Tour  ancient  bards  sublimely  thought, 
And  bade  her  raptur'd  breast  with  all  your  qnrit 
glow? 

Nor  then  did  Pindus  or  Castalia's  plain, 
Or  Aganippe's  fount  your  steps  detain, 
Nor  in  the  Thespian  valleys  did  you  play ; 

Nor  then  on  Mindo's  bank  • 

Beset  with  osiers  dank. 
Nor  where  Clitumnusf  rolls  his  gentle  stream, 
Nor  where  through  hanging  woods. 
Steep  Anio  f  pours  his  floc^ 
Nor  yet  where  Meles  §  or  Uissus  g  stray. 

Ill  does  it  now  beseem. 

That,  of  your  guardian  care  bereft, 
To  dire  disease  and  d^ith  your  darling  should  be  left. 

Now  what  avails  it  that  in  early  bloom. 
When  light  fontastic  toys 
Are  all  her  sex's  joys,  [Rome; 

With  you  she  scarch'd  the  wit  of  Greece  and 
And  all  that  in  her  latter  days 
To  emulate  her  anrient  praise 
Italia's  happy  genius  could  produce ; 
Or  what  the  Gallic  fire 
Bright  sparkling  could  inspire. 
By  all  the  Graces  temper'd  and  refin'd ; 
Or  what  in  Britain's  isle, 
Host  fovour'd  with  your  smile. 
Hie  powers  of  Reason  and  of  Fancy  join'd 
To  roll  perfection  have  conspir'd  to  raise  ? 

Ah !  what  is  now  the  use 
Of  all  these  treasures  that  enrich'd  her  mind. 
To  black  Oblivion's  giloom  for  ever  now  consign'd. 

*  The  Ifindo  runs  by  Mantua,  the  birth-place 
ofViigiL 

f  lie  Clitumnus  is  a  river  of  Umbria,  the  re^ 
dence  of  Bnopertius. 

f  Hie  Anio  runs  through  Tibur  or  Tivoli,  where 
Horace  had  a  villa. 

§  The  Mdes  is  a  river  of  Ionia,  fixnn  whence 
Homer,  supposed  to  be  bom  on  iu  banks,  is  called 
Melisigenes. 

I  The  IlisBUs  is  a  river  at  Athens. 


At  least,  ye  Nine,  her  qiocless  name 

'T  IS  yours  from  death  to  save. 
And  in  the  temple  of  immortal  Fame 
With  golden  characters  her  worth  engrave. 

Come  then,  ye  virgin-sisters,  come. 
And  strew  with  choicest  flowers  her  hnllow'd 
But  foremost  thou,  in  sable  vestment  dad. 

With  accents  sweet  and  sad, 
Hiou,  plaintive  Muse,  whom  o*er  his  Laura' 

Unhappy  Petrardi  call'd  to  mourn ; 
Ocome,  nid  to  this  foirer  Laun  pay 
A  more  impassion'd  tear,  a  more  pirthetic  lay. 


Tell  how  each  beauty  of  her  mind  and  fooc 
Was  brighten'd  by  some  sweet  peniliar  grace! 
How  doquent  in  every  look 
Hvough  her  expressive  eyes  her  soul  distinctly  spokd 
Tell  bow  her  manners,  by  the  woridrefin'd. 
Left  all  the  taint  of  modish  vice  behind. 
And  made  each  charm  of  polish'd  courts  agree 
With  candid  IVuth's  simplicity. 
And  unoorrupted  Innocence ! 
Tell  bow  to  more  than  manly  sense 
She  join'd  the  softening  iufluenoe 
Of  more  than  female  tenderness : 
How,  in  the  thoughtless  days  of  weahfa  and  joy, 
Which  oft  the  care  of  others'  good  destroy. 
Her  kindly-melting  hearty 
To  every  want  and  every  woe, 
To  guilt  itself  vrfaen  in  distress. 
The  balm  of  pity  would  impart. 
And  all  rdief  that  bounty  could  bestow ! 
Ev'n  for  the  kid  or  lamb  that  pour'd  its  life 
Beneath  the  bloody  knife. 
Her  gentle  tears  would  fell. 
Tears  from  sweet  Virtue's  source,  benevoleottoaL 

Not  only  good  and  kind. 
But  strong  and  devated  was  her  mind : 

A  spuit  that  with  noble  pride 

Could  look  superior  down 

On  Fortune's  smile  or  frown ; 
That  could  without  regret  or  pain 
To  Virtue's  lowest  duty  sacrifice 
Or  Interest  or  Amhitiim's  hi^kest  prise ; 
That,  injur'd  or  oflfended,  never  tried 
Its  dignity  by  vengeance  to  maintam, 
But  by  magnanimous  di^sin. 
A  wit  that,  temperstdy  bright. 

With  inoffensive  light 

All  pleasing  shone ;  nor  ever  past 
The  decent  bounds  that  Wisdom's  sober  bod. 
And  sweet  Benevolence's  mild  command 
And  basfaftil  Modesty,  before  it  casL 
A  prudence  undeceiving,  undeceiv*d. 
Hist  nor  too  little  nor  too  much  betiev'd, 
Thst  scom'd  unjust  Suspicion's  cowsrd  fesr^ 
And  without  wukness  knew  to  be  sincere. 
Such  Lucy  was,  when,  in  her  foirest  days, 
Amidst  tfa*  acclaim  of  universal  praise^ 

In  life's  and  glory's  freshest  bloom,    [tsmb. 
Death  came  remorsdess  oo,  and  sunk  her  to  the 

So,  where  the  silent  streams  of  Liris  ^ds^ 
•'  In  the  soft  bosom  of  Campania's  vale. 
When  now  the  wintry  tempests  all  arc  fled, 
Andgenid  Summer  breatlMS  her  geode  gsK 
The  verdant  orsnge  lifts  iU  beauteous  hesd: 
From  every  btana  the  bahny  flowerets  rise, 
On  every  bough  the  goAAta  fruits  are  seen ; 
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With  odours  sweet  it  fills  the  tmiUnff  skies, 
The  Wood-nymphs  tend,  and  th*  Idauan  aueen. 
But,  in  the  midst  of  all  its  blooming  pride, 
A  sudden  blast  from  Apenninus  blows, 
Cold  with  perpetual  snows :  [dies; 

The  tender  blighted  plant  shrinks  up  its  leaves,  and 

Arise,  O  FMrarch,  from  th*  Eljsian  bowers, 
With  nerer-fiuling  myrtles  twin'd, 
And  fragrant  with  ambrosial  flowers, 
Where  to  thy  Laura  thou  again  art  join'd  ,* 
Arise,  and  hitber  bring  the  silver  lyre, 

Tun*d  by  thy  skilftil  hand. 
To  the  soft  notes  of  elegant  desire. 

With  whidi  o*er  many  a  land 
Was  ^read  the  fame  of  thy  disastrous  love ; 

To  me  resign  the  vocal  shell, 

And  teach  my  sorrows  to  relate 

Their  melancholy  tale  so  well, 

As  may  ev'n  things  inanimate, 
Rough  mountain  oaks,  and  desert  rocks,  to  pity  move. 

What  were,  alas !  thy  woes  compar'd  to  mine  ? 
To  thee  thy  mistress  in  the  blissful  band 

Of  Hymen  never  gave  her  hand ; 
Tlie  joys  of  wedded  love  were  never  thine : 

In  thy  domestic  care 

She  never  bore  a  share. 

Nor  with  endearing  art 

Would  heal  thy  wounded  heart 
Of  every  secret  grief  that  fester'd  there  : 
Nor  did  her  fond  affection  on  the  bed 
Of  sickness  viratch  thee,  and  thy  languid  head 
Whole  nights  on  her  unwearied  arm  sustain. 

And  duuin  away  the  sense  of  pain : 

Nor  did  she  crown  your  mutual  flame 
With  pledges  dear,  and  with  a  father's  tender  name. 

O  best  of  wives !  O  dearer  fiur  to  me 

Than  when  thy  virgin  charms 

Were  yielded  to  my  arms. 
How  can  my  soul  endure  the  loss  of  thee  ? 
How  in  the  worid,  to  me  a  desert  grown, 

Abandon'd  and  alone, 
Without  my  sweet  companion  can  I  live? 

Without  thy  lovely  smile. 
The  dear  reward  of  every  virtuous  toil. 
What  pleasures  now  can  pall'd  Ambition  give  ? 
£T'n  the  delightful  sense  of  weU-cam*d  praise, 
Unshur'd  by  thee,  no  more  my  lifeless  thoughts 
could  raise. 

For  my  distracted  mind 

What  succour  can  I  find  ? 
On  whom  for  consolation  shall  I  call  ? 
Support  me,  every  friend ; 
Tour  kind  aasistance  lend. 


To  bear  the  wei^  of  this  opprcMive  woe. 

Alas!  each,  fhend  of  mine, 
My  dear  departed  love,  so  much  was  thine, 
That  none  has  any  cooafort  to  bestow. 

My  books,  the  best  relief 

In  every  other  grief. 
Are  now  with  your  idea  saddened  all : 
Each  fiivourite  author  we  together  read 
My  tortur'd  memory  wounds,  and  speaks  of  Lucy 
dead. 

We  were  the  happiest  pair  of  human  kind : 
The  rolling  year  its  varying  course  performed,  . 

And  back  retum*d  again ; 
Another  and  another  smiling  came^ 
And  saw  our  happiness  uiicbmg*d  remain : 

Still  in  her  golden  chain 
Harmonious  Concord  did  our  wishes  bind ; 

Our  studies,  pleasures,  taste,  the  same. 
O  fatal,  fatal  stroke. 
That  1^  this  pleasing  fiMc  Love  had  rais'd 

Of  nve  felicity, 
On  which  ev*n  wanton  Vice  vnth  envy  gas'd, 
And  every  scheme  of  bliss  our  hearts  had  form'd. 
With  soothing  hope,  for  many  a  future  day. 

In  one  sad  moment  broke !  — 
Yet,  O  my  soul,  thy  rising  murmurs  stay ; 
Nor  dare  the  all-'wise  Dii^oser  to  arraign. 

Or  against  his  supreme  decree 

With  impious  grief  complain. 
That  all  thy  fuli-blown  joys  at  once  should  fade, 
Was  his  most  righteous  wHl-^and  be  that  will 
obey*d. 

Would  thy  fond  love  his  grace  to  her  control. 
And  in  these  low  abodes  of  sin  and  pain 

Her  pure  exalted  soul 
Unjustly  for  thy  partial  good  detain  ? 
No  —  rather  strive  thy  mvelling  mind  to  raise 

Up  to  that  unclouded  blase, 
That  heavenly  radiance  of  eternal  light, 
In  which  enthron'd  she  now  vrith  pity  sees 
How  fraO,  how  insecure,  how  slight. 

Is  every  mortal  bliss ; 
£v*n  love  itself,  if  rising  by  degrees 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  this  unptffect  states 

Whose  fleeting  joys  so  soon  must  end. 
It  does  not  to  its  sovereign  good  ascend. 

Rise  then,  my  soul,  with  hope  elate. 
And  seek  those  regions  of  serene  delight. 
Whose  peaceful  piuh  and  ever-open  gate 
No  feet  but  thoae  of  harden'd  Guilt  shall  miss. 
There  death  himself  thy  Lucy  shall  restore. 
There  yield  up  all  his  power  ne'er  to  divide  you  more. 
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OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 


OutxE  GouMMnH,  mn  eminent  poet,  and  a  mis- 
oellaneous  writer,  was  bom  in  1729,  according  to 
one  account,  at  Elphin ;  according  to  another,  at 
Pkllaa,  in  the  county  of  Longford,  Ireland.  From 
his  father,  who  was  a  clergyman,  he  receired  a  li- 
terary education,  and  was  sent  at  an  early  period  to 
Dublin  College.  Thence  he  was  removed  as  a  me- 
dical student  to  the  University  of  E^nburgh, 
where  he  continued  from  1751  to  the  beginning  of 
1754.  FVoro  the  slight  tincture  of  science  which 
he  seems  to  have  acquired,  it  is  probable  that  he 
paid  little  attention  to  the  studies  of  tlie  place;  and 
his  necessity  for  quitting  Edinburgh  to  avoid  paying 
a  debt,  said  to  have  been  contracted  by  a  fellow- 
student,  augurs  but  little  for  'his  moral  character. 
With  these  un&voursble  beginnings,  in  the  midst  of 
penury,  he  resolved  to  indulge  his  curiosity  in  a 
visit  to  the  continent  of  Europe ;  and  after  a  long 
ramble,  and  various  fortune,  he  found  means  to  get 
back  to  England  in  1758.  For  a  considerable 
time  he  supported  himself  by  his  pen,  in  an  obscure 
situation,  when,  in  1765,  he  suddenly  biased  out  as 
a  poet,  in  his  «  Traveller;  or,  A  Prospect  of  So- 
ciety.** It  was  at  the  instigation  of  Dr.  Johnson 
that  he  enlaroed  this  piece,  and  finished  it  for  pub- 
lication ;  and  that  eminent  critic  liberally  and  justly 
said  of  it,  that  <<  there  had  not  been  so  fine  a  poem 
since  Pope's  time.'*  It  was  equally  well  received 
by  thr  public ;  and  conferred  upon  Goldsmith  a 
celebrity  whi<^  introduced  him  to  some  of  the  most 
distinguished  literary  characters  of  the  time. 

The  poet  continued  to  pursue  his  career,  and  in 
1766  was  published  his  novel  of  the  <<  Vicar  of 
Wakefield,'*  which  was  received  with  deserved  ap- 
plause, and  has  ever  since  borne  a  distinguished 
rank  among  similar  compositions.  Some  of  his 
most  pleasing  and  successful  works  in  prose  were 
given  to  the  world  about  this  time ;  and  he  paid  his 
respects  to  the  Theatre,  by  a  comedy  entitled  **  The 
Good-Natured  Man,**  acted  at  Covent-Garden  in 
1768,  which,  however,  defects  of  plot,  and  igno- 
rance of  dramatic  effect,  rendered  not  very  success- 
fuL  His  poetical  fiune  reached  its  summit  in  1770, 
by  the  publication  of  "  The  Deserted  Village,'*  a 
delightful  piece,  which  obtained  general  admiration. 
The  price  offered  by  the  bookseller,  amounting  to 
nearly  five  shillings  a  couplet,  appeared  to  Gold- 
smith  so  enormous,  that  he  at  first  refused  to  take 
it,  but  the  sale  of  the  poem  convinced  him  that  he 
might  fairly  appropriate  to  himself  that  sum  out  of 
the  profits.  In  1772  he  produced  another  co- 
medy, entitled  <<  She  Stoops  to  Conquer ;  or.  The 
ilfistaikes  of  a  Night  ;**  and  though  in  character  and 
plot  it  made  a  near  approach  to  farce,  yet  such 
were  its  comic  powers  that  the  audience  received  it 


with  uncommon  favour.  Although  this  was  s 
gainful  year  to  him,  yet  thoughtless  profusion,  and 
a  habit  of  gaming,  Ic^  him  at  its  close  comadenUj 
in  debt  In  the  two  succeeding  years  he  supplied 
the  booksellers  with  a  ^  Greoan  History,**  and 
«  A  History  of  the  Earth  and  Animated  Mature,** 
the  last  chiefly  taken  from  Buffbn.  He  had  planned 
some  other  works,  but  these  were  cut  ofiT  by  his  im- 
timely  death.  In  March  1774  he  was  attacked 
with  the  symptoms  of  a  low  fever;  and  havti^ 
taken,  upon  has  own  judgment,  an  over-dose  of  s 
powerful  medicine,  he  sunk  under  the  dtseaae,  or  the 
remedy,  and  died  on  the  tenth  day,  April  4th.  He 
vras  buried,  vrith  little  attendance,  in  the  Temple 
Church ;  but  a  monument  has  since  been  rused 
to  his  memoiy,  with  a  Latin  inscriptioa  by  Dr. 
Johnson. 

Goldsmith  was  a  man  of  little  correctness  either 
in  his  conduct  or  his  opinions,  and  is 
mired  for  his  genius,  and  beloved  for  his  I 
lence,  than  solidly  esteemed.  The  best  part  of  his 
character  was  a  warmth  of  sensibility,  which  made 
him  ready  to  share  his  purse  with  the  indigent,  and 
in  his  writings  rendered  him  the  constant  advocate 
of  the  poor  and  oppressed.  The  worst  featoie  was 
a  malignant  envy  and  jealousy  of  successful  livalt, 
which  he  often  displayed  in  a  manner  not  less  rkB- 
culous  than  offensive.  He  was  one  of  those  who 
are  happier  in  the  use  of  the  pen  than  the  tonne ; 
his  conversation  being  generally  confused,  and  not 
seldom  absurd ;  so  that  the  wits  with  whom  he  kept 
company  seem  rather  to  have  made  him  tfaeb  bo^ 
than  to  have  listened  to  him  as  an  eqwd.  Tct, 
perhaps,  no  writer  of  his  time  vras  puemsKd  of 
more  true  humour,  or  was  capable  of  more  poig- 
nancy in  marking  the  foibles  of  individuals^  This 
talent  he  has  di^layed  in  a  very  amusing  manaer 
in  his  unfinished  poem  of  "  Retaliation,**  wriucB 
as  a  kind  of  retort  to  the  jocular  attacks  made  upon 
him  in  the  Literary  Qub.  Under  the  mask  of 
Epitaphs,  he  has  given  masteriy  sketches  of  sone 
of  the  principal  members,  with  a  mixture  of  serioos 
praise  and  good-humoured  raillery.  It  may  indesd 
be  said  that  the  latter  sometimes  verges  into  tart, 
ness,  which  is  particularly  the  case  with  his  deBaca- 
tion  of  Garrick. 

On  the  wliole,  his  literary  &me  must  be  ooos- 
dered  as  rising  the  highest  in  the  character  of  a 
poet,  for  it  would  be  difficult,  in  the  compastof 
English  verse,  to  find  pieces  which  are  read  with 
more  gratification  than  his  Traveller  and  his  De- 
serted Village.  There  are,  besides,  bis  elcjgsBt 
ballad  of  The  Hermit,  his  stansas  on  Woman,  and 
some  short  humorous  and  miscellaneous  piectsi 
which  are  never  without  interest. 
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THE  TRAVELLER : 

OE,   A   FBOSnCT   Of   80CICTT. 

XVsMOTE,  unfriended,  melancholy,  slow, 
Or  by  tiie  kiy  Scheld,  or  wandering  Po ; 
Or  onward,  where  Ihe  rude  Carinthian  boor 
Against  the  houseless  stranger  shuts  the  door; 
Or  where  Campania's  plain  fbnaken  lies, 
A  weary  waste  expan^ng  to  Ihe  skies ; 
Where'er  I  roam,  wfaaterer  realms  to  see. 
My  heart,  untravell'd,  fondly  turns  to  thee : 
Still  ^  my  brother  turns  with  ceaseless  pain, 
And  drags  at  each  remore  a  length'ning  chain. 

Eternal  blessings  crown  my  earliest  friend. 
And  round  his  dwelling  guaidian  saints  attend ; 
Blest  be  that  spot,  where  cheerful  guests  retire 
To  pause  from  toO,  and  trim  their  ev'ning  fire ; 
Blest  that  abode,  where  want  and  pain  repair, 
And  er'iy  stranger  finds  a  ready  chair; 
Blest  be  those  feasts  with  simple  plenty  crown'd, 
Where  all  the  ruddy  family  around 
Lrfmgh  at  the  jests  or  pranks  that  never  fid], 
Or  sigh  with  pity  at  some  mournful  tale ; 
Or  press  the  bashful  stranger  to  his  food, 
And  learn  the  luxury  of  doing  good. 

Bat  me,  not  destin*d  such  ddigbts  to  share^ 
My  prime  of  life  in  wand'ring  spent  and  care; 
Impett'd  with  steps  unceasing  to  pursue 
Some  fleeting  good,  that  mocks  me  with  the  view  ; 
That,  like  the  circle  bounding  earth  and  skies, 
Allures  from  fiu*,  yet,  as  I  follow.  Hies  ; 
My  fortune  leads  to  traverse  realms  alone, 
And  find  no  qwt  of  all  the  world  my  own. 

Et'u  now,  where  Alpine  solitudes  ascend, 
I  sit  me  down  a  pensive  hour  to  spend ; 
And  plac'd  on  high  above  the  storm's  career, 
Look  downward  where  an  hundred  realms  appear ; 
Lakes,  forests,  cities,  plains  extending  wide. 
The  pomp  of  kings,  the  shepherd's  humbler  prideti 

When  thus  creation's  charms  around  combine, 
Amidst  the  store,  should  thankless  pride  repine? 
Say,  should  the  philosophic  mind  disdain 
Tbat  good  which  makes  each  humbler  bosom  vain  ? 
Let  school-taught  pride  dissemble  all  it  can, 
Hiese  little  things  are  great  to  little  man ; 
And  wiser  he,  whose  sympathetic  mind 
Exults  in  all  the  good  of  all  mankind.       [crown'd. 
Ye   glitt'ring  towns,  with  wealth  and  splendour 
Te  fields,  where  summer  spreads  profusion  round, 
Te  lakes,  whose  vessels  catoh  the  busy  gale, 
Te  bending  swains,  that  dress  the  flow'ry  vale, 
For  me  your  tributary  stores  combine ; 
Creation's  heir,  the  worid,  the  world  is  mine. 

As  some  lone  miser,  visiting  his  store, 
Bends  at  his  treasure,  counts,  recounts  it  o'er, 
Hoards  after  hoards  his  rising  raptures  fill, 
Tet  still  be  sighs,  for  hoards  are  wanting  still ; 
Thus  to  my  breast  alternate  passions  rise,       [plies ; 
Fleas'd  vrith  each  good  that  Heav'n  to  man  sup- 
Tct  oft  a  sigh  prevails,  and  sorrows  &H, 
To  see  the  hoard  of  human  bliss  so  small ; 
And  oft  I  wish,  amidst  the  scene  to  find 
Some  spot  to  real  happiness  consign'd. 
Where  my  worn  soul,  each  vrand'ring  hope  at  rest. 
May  gather  bliss,  to  see  my  fdlows  blest. 

But  where  to  find  that  happiest  spot  below, 
Who  can  direct,  when  all  pretend  to  know  ? 
The  sfaudd'ring  tenant  of  the  frigid  xone 
Boldly  proclaims  that  happiest  spot  his  own ; 


Extols  the  treasures  of  his  stormy  seas, 
And  his  long  lughts  of  revelry  and  ease: 
The  naked  Negro,  pantiiw  at  the  Line, 
Boasts  of  his  ffolden  san£,  and  pidmy  win^ 
Basks  in  the  (^are  or  stems  the  tepid  wave, 
And  thanks  1^  gods  for  all  the  good  they  gavei 
Such  is  the  patriot's  boast,  where'er  we  roam. 
His  first,  bat  country,  ever  is  at  home. 
And  yet,  perhaps,  if  countries  we  compare. 
And  estimate  the  blessings  which  they  share. 
Though  patriots  fiatter,  rtill  shall  wisdom  find 
An  eqcud  portion  dealt  to  all  mankind  : 
As  diflTrent  good,  by  Art  or  Nature  giv'n 
To  diff 'rent  nations,  makes  theb  blessings  ev*n. 

Nature,  a  mother  kind  alike  to  all. 
Still  grsnts  her  bliss  at  labour's  earnest  call; 
With  food  as  well  the  peasant  is  supply'd 
On  Idra's  cliff  as  Amo's  shelvy  side ; 
And  though  the  rocky-crested  summits  frown, 
Tliese  rocks,  by  custom,  turn  to  beds  of  down. 
Vrom  art  more  various  are  the  blessings  sent ; 
Wealdi,  commerce,  honour,  liberty,  content; 
Tet  th^  each  other's  pow'r  so  strong  contest. 
That  either  seems  destructive  of  the  rest 
Where  wealth  and  fireedom  rdgn,  contentment  fails ; 
And  honour  sinks  where  commerce  long  prevails. 
Hence  every  state,  to  one  lov'd  blessing  prone. 
Conforms  and  models  lifb  to  that  alone : 
Each  to  the  favourite  happiness  attends. 
And  q;>ums  the  plan  that  aims  at  other  ends ; 
Till,  carried  to  excess  in  each  domain. 
This  fav'rite  good  begets  peculiar  pain. 

But  let  us  try  these  truths  vrith  closer  eyes, 
And  trace  them  through  the  prospect  as  h  lies : 
Here  for  awhile,  my  proper  cares  resi^'d. 
Here  let  me  sit  in  sorrow  for  mankind ; 
Like  yon  neglected  shrub,  at  random  cast, 
Hiat  shades  the  steep,  and  sighs  at  ev'iy  blast 

Far  to  the  right,  where  Appenine  asoends, 
Bright  as  the  summer,  Italy  extends : 
Its  uplands  sloping  deck  the  mountain's  side^ 
Woods  oVer  woods  in  gay  theatric  pride ; 
While  oft  some  temple's  mould'ring  tops  between 
With  memorable  grandeur  mark  the  scene. 
Could  Nature's  bounty  satisfy  the  breast, 
TTie  sons  of  Italy  were  surely  blest 
Whatever  fhiits  hi  diff 'rent  climes  are  found. 
That  proudly  rise  or  humbly  court  the  ground ; 
Whatever  blooms  in  torrid  tracts  appear. 
Whose  Imght  succession  decks  the  varied  year; 
Whatever  sweets  salute  the  northern  sky 
With  vernal  lives,  that  blossom  but  to  die ; 
These  here  disporting  own  the  kindred  soil, 
Nor  ask  luxuriance  fhmi  the  pbmter's  toil ; 
While  8ea4>om  gales  their  gelid  wings  expand 
To  winnow  fragrance  round  the  smiling  land. 
But  small  the  bliss  that  sense  akme  bestows^ 
And  sensual  bliss  is  all  the  nation  knows. 
In  florid  beauty  groves  and  fields  appear, 
Man  seems  the  only  growth  that  dwindles  hera 
Contrasted  fimlts  thrmigh  all  hb  manners  rdgn  ;^ 

I  Though  poor,  luxurious ;  though  submissive,  vain; 

I  Though  grave,  yet  trifiing ;  zealous,  yet  untrue ; 

I  And  ev'n  in  penance  pkmiing  sins  anew. 

'  AU  evils  here  contaminate  the  mind. 
That  opulence  departed  leaves  behind ; 
For  wealth  was  theirs;  not  far  remov'd  the  date^ 
When  commerce  proudly  flourish'd  thro  the  state; 
At  her  command  the  palace  learnt  to  rise. 
Again  the  long-fiOl'n  column  sought  die  skies ; 
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Hm  cmnvass  gUiw'd,  bejrond  tt'en  Nature  warm, 
The  pregnant  quarry  teein*d  with  human  form : 
Till,  more  unsteady  than  the  southern  gale, 
Commeree  on  other  shores  display*d  her  sail ; 
While  nought  remain'd  of  all  that  riches  gave, 
But  towns  unmanned,  and  lords  without  a  slaye : 
And  late  the  nation  found,  with  fruitless  skill. 
Its  former  strength  was  but  plethoric  ilL 

Yet  still  the  lois  of  wealth  is  here  supply'd 
By  arts,  the  splendid  wrecks  of  former  pride ; 
From  these  the  feeble  heart  and  long.&irn  mind 
An  easy  compensation  seem  to  find. 
Here  may  be  seen,  in  bloodless  pomp  array*d. 
Hie  pasteboard  triumph  and  the  cavalcade : 
Processions  form*d  for  piety  and  love, 
A  mistress  or  a  saint  in  eT*ry  grove. 
By  sports  like  these  are  all  their  cares  beguird, 
The  sports  of  children  satisfy  the  child : 
Each  nobler  aim,  represt  by  long  control. 
Now  sinks  at  last,  or  feebly  mans  the  soul ; 
While  low  delights,  succeeding  fast  behind. 
In  happier  meanness  occupy  the  mind: 
As  in  those  domes,  where  Cesan  once  bore  tway, 
l>efac*d  by  time,  and  tott'ring  in  decay, 
There  in  the  ruin,  heedless  of  the  dead, 
'l*he  shelter-seeking  peasant  builds  his  shed ; 
And,  wond*ring  man  could  want  the  larger  pile. 
Exults,  and  owns  his  cottage  with  a  smile. 

My  soul,  turn  from  them,  turn  we  to  survey 
Where  rougher  climes  a  nobler  race  display, 
Where  the  bleak  Swiss  their  stormy  mansions  tread, 
And  force  a  churlish  soil  for  scan^  bread; 
No  product  here  the  barren  hills  afford 
But  man  and  steel,  the  soldier  and  his  sword : 
No  vernal  blooms  their  torpid  rocks  array, 
But  winter  linff'ring  chills  the  lap  of  May : 
No  zephyr  fondly  sues  the  mountain's  breast, 
But  meteors  glare,  and  stormy  glooms  invest. 

Yet  still,  e  en  here,  content  can  spread  a  charm, 
Redress  the  clime,  and  all  its  rage  disarm. 
Though  poor  the  peasant's  hut,  his  feasts  tho*  small, 
He  sees  his  little  lot  the  lot  of  all ; 
Sees  no  contiguous  palace  rear  its  head, 
To  shame  the  meanness  of  his  humble  shed ; 
No  costly  lord  the  sumptuous  banquet  deal. 
To  make  him  loathe  his  vegetable  meal; 
But  calm,  and  bred  in  ignorance  and  toil, 
Each  wish  contracting,  fits  him  to  the  soil. 
Cheerful  at  mom,  he  wakes  from  short  repose, 
Breathes  the  keen  air,  and  carols  as  he  goes ; 
With  patient  angle  trolls  the  finny  deep, 
Or  drives  his  vent'rous  ploughshare  to  the  steep ; 
Or  seeks  the  den  where  snow-tracks  mark  the  way, 
And  drags  the  struggling  savage  into  day. 
At  night  returning,  ev'ry  labour  sped, 
He  sits  him  down  the  monarch  of  a  shed ; 
Smiles  by  his  cheerful  fire,  and  rouud  surveys 
His  children's  looks,  that  brighten  at  the  blaM ; 
While  his  lov'd  partner,  boa^(ul  of  her  hoard. 
Displays  her  clMnly  platter  on  the  board : 
And  haply  too  some  pilgrim,  thither  led, 
With  many  a  tale  repays  the  nightly  bed. 

Thus  ev'ry  good  his  native  vnlds  impart 
Imprints  the  patriot  passion  on  his  heart ; 
And  e'en  those  hills,  that  round  his  mansion  rise^ 
Enhance  the  bliss  his  scanty  fund  supplies : 
Dear  is  that  shed  to  which  his  soul  conforms, 
And  dear  that  hill  which  lifb  him  to  the  storms ; 
And  as  a  child,  when  scaring  sounds  molest, 
Clings  close  and  closer  to  tlxunothor's  breast. 


So  the  loud  torrent,  and  the  whirlwind's  roar. 
But  bind  him  to  hb  native  mountaina  more. 

Such  are  tlie  charms  to  barren  stittes  as8igB*4 : 
Hieir  wants  but  few,  their  wishes  all  confin'd : 
Yet  let  them  only  share  the  pnnaet  doe. 
If  few  their  wants,  their  pleasures  are  but  few  ; 
For  ev'ry  want  that  stimulates  the  breast 
Becomes  a  source  of  pleasure  when  redrest : 
Whence  fVom  sudi  lands  each  pleasing  science  fli«% 
Hiat  first  excites  desire,  and  then  supplies ; 
Unknown  to  diem,  when  sensual  pifissurfa  doj. 
To  fill  the  languid  pause  with  finer  joy ; 
Unknown  those  pow'rs  that  raise  the  soul  to  flamc^ 
Catch  ev'ry  nerve,  and  vibrate  through  the  frame 
Their  level  life  is  but  a  mould'ring  fire, 
Unquench'd  by  want,  unfann'd  by  strong  desire; 
Unfit  for  rsptures,  or,  if  raptures  cheer 
On  some  high  festival  of  once  a  year. 
In  wild  excess  the  vulgar  breast  takes  fire, 
Till,  buried  in  debauch,  the  bliss  expire. 

But  not  their  joys  alone  thus  coarsely  flow ; 
Their  morals,  like  their  pleasures,  are  but  low ; 
For,  as  refinement  stops,  from  sire  to  son 
Unalter'd,  unimprov'd,  the  manners  run ; 
And  love's  and  friendship's  findy  pointed  dart 
Falls  blunted  from  each  indurated  heart. 
Some  sterner  virtues  o'er  the  mountain's  breast 
May  sit,  like  falcons  cow'ring  on  the  nest : 
But  all  the  gentler  morals,  such  as  play 
Thro*  life's  more  cultur'd  walks,  and  charm  the  way. 
These,  fiir  dispers'd,  on  tim'rous  piniona  fly. 
To  sport  and  flutter  in  a  kinder  sky. 

To  kinder  skies,  where  gentler  manners  reigB, 
I  turn ;  and  France  displays  her  bright  domain : 
Gay  sprightly  land  of  mirth  and  soaal  easc^ 
Pleas'd  with  thyself,  whom  all  the  worid  can  please. 
How  often  have  I  led  thy  sportive  choir. 
With  tuneless  pipe,  beside  the  murm'ring  Loire! 
Where  shading  dms  along  the  margin  grew. 
And  freshen'd  fh>m  the  wave  the  sephyr  flew : 
And  haply,  though  my  harsh  touch,  fidt'ring  stiU, 
But  mock'd  all  tune,  and  marr'd  the  dancer's  skiU; 
Yet  would  the  village  praise  my  wond'rous  pow'r. 
And  dance,  forgetful  of  the  noontide  hour. 
Alike  all  ages.     Dames  of  ancient  days 
Have  led  their  children  thro*  the  mirthful  maae ; 
And  the  gay  grandsire,  skiil'd  in  gestic  lore. 
Has  frisk'd  beneath  the  burthen  of  threescore. 
So  blest  a  life  these  thoughtless  realms  display^ 
Tlius  idly  busy  rolls  their  worid  away  -. 
Theirs  are  those  arts  tliat  mind  to  mmd  endear. 
For  honour  forms  the  social  temper  here : 
Honour,  that  praise  which  real  merit  gains, 
Or  e'en  imaginaiy  worth  obtains, 
Here  passes  current ;  paid  from  hand  to  ham^ 
It  shifb,  in  splendid  traffic,  round  the  land: 
From  courts,  to  camps,  to  cottages  it  strays, 
And  all  are  taught  an  avarice  of  praise ; 
They  please,  are  pleased,  they  give  to  get  esteem, 
Till,  seeming  blest,  they  grow  to  what  they  secvk 

But  while  this  softer  art  their  bliss  suppUe^ 
It  gives  their  follies  also  room  to  rise ; 
For  praise  too  dearly  lov*d,  or  warmly  sought. 
Enfeebles  all  internal  strength  of  thought ; 
And  the  weak  soul,  within  itself  unblest. 
Leans  for  all  pleasure  on  another's  breast. 
Hence  ostentation  here,  with  tawdry  art, 
Panu  for  the  vulgar  praise  which  fools  impart ; 
Here  vanity  assumes  her  pert  grimace, 
And  trims  her  rol^es  of  friesc  with  copper  Ucc ; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  TRAVELLER. 


677 


Here  beggar  pride  defrauds  her  daily  cheer, 
To  boast  one  splendid  banquet  once  a  year : 
The  mind  still  turns  where  shifting  fiishion  draws, 
Nor  weighs  the  solid  worth  of  selSapplause. 

To  men  of  other  minds  my  fkncy  fUes, 
Emboaom'd  in  the  deep  where  HoUand  lies. 
Methinks  her  patient  sons  before  me  stand. 
Where  the  broad  ocean  leans  apunst  the  land, 
And,  sedulous  to  stop  the  cominff  tide, 
Lift  the  tall  raropire's  artificial  pnde. 
Onward,  methinks,  and  diligently  slow, 
The  firm  connected  bulwark  seems  to  grow; 
Spreads  its  long  arms  amidst  the  wat'ry  roar. 
Scoops  out  an  empire,  and  usurps  the  shore : 
While  the  pent  ocean,  rising  o*er  the  pile. 
Sees  an  amphibious  world  beneath  htm  smile : 
The  slow  canal,  the  yellow-blossom'd  vale, 
The  willow-^fted  bank,  the  gliding  sail, 
The  crowded  mart,  the  culti^^ited  plain, 
A  new  creation  rescu*d  fiom  his  reign. 

Thus,  while  around  the  wave-subjected  soil 
Impels  the  native  to  repeated  toil, 
Industrious  habits  in  each  bosom  reign. 
And  industry  begets  a  love  of  gain. 
Hence  all  the  sood  from  opulence  that  springs. 
With  all  those  ills  superfluous  treasure  brings. 
Are  here    display'd.      Their  much-]ov*d   wealth 

imparts 
Convenience,  plenty,  elegance,  and  arts ; 
But  Tiew  than  closer,  craft  and  fraud  appear, 
£*en  liberty  itself  is  barter'd  here. 
At  gold's  superior  charms  all  freedom  flies, 
The  needy  sell  it,  and  the  rich  man  buys ; 
A  land  of  tyrants,  and  a  den  of  slaves, 
Here  vnretcbes  seek  dishonourable  graves, 
Andy  calmly  bent,  to  servitude  conform, 
Dull  as  thor  lakes  that  slumber  in  the  storm. 

Heav'ns !  how  unlike  their  Belgic  sires  of  old ! 
Rough,  poor,  content,  ungovernably  bold ; 
War  in  eadi  breast,  and  freedom  on  each  brow ; 
Ho^  much  unlike  the  sons  of  Britain  now  ! 

Flr'd  at  the  sound,  my  genius  spreads  her  wing, 
And  flies  where  Britain  courts  the  western  spring ; 
Where  lawns  eitend  that  scorn  Arcadian  pride. 
And  briffhter  streams  than  frmiM  Hydaspis  glide ; 
There  aU  around  the  gentlest  breeies  stray. 
There  gentle  music  melts  on  every  spray ; 
OeBtion*s  mildest  charms  are  there  combin'd, 
Bztremes  are  only  in  the  maBter*8  mind ; 
Stem  o'er  each  bosom  reason  holds  her  state, 
Whh  daring  aims  irregulariy  great ; 
Pride  in  their  port,  defiance  in  thdr  eye, 
I  see  the  lords  of  hmnan  kind  pass  by ; 
Intent  on  high  designs,  a  thougbtftil  band, 
BjT  forms  uiUkshion'd,  fresh  from  Nature's  hand, 
FEerce  in  their  native  hardiness  of  soul, 
TVue  to  imacin'd  right,  above  control ; 
While  e'en  &  peasant  boasts  these  rights  to  scan, 
And  learns  to  venerate  hnnself  as  man. 

Thine,  F^reedom,   thine  the  blessings  pictur'd 
here, 
Hune  are  those  charms  that  dassle  and  endear ; 
Too  blest  indeed  were  such  without  alloy ; 
But  foster'd  e'en  by  freedom,  ills  annov ; 
TiMt  independence  Britons  prize  too  high, 
Kflcps  man  from  man,  and  breaks  the  social  tie; 
The  aeUUlependent  lordlings  stand  alone. 
An  daims  that  Und  and  sweeten  lif^  unknown ; 
Herat,  by  the  bonds  of  nature  feeUv  held. 
Minds  combat  minds,  repelling  and  repcll'd ; 


Ferments  arise,  imprisoned  facu'ons  roar, 
Represt  ambition  struggles  round  her  iJiore ; 
Till  over-wrought,  the  general  system  ft;eU 
Its  motions  stop,  or  phrenzy  fire  the  wheels. 

Nor  this  the  worst     As  nature's  ties  decay. 
As  duty,  love,  and  honour,  faO  to  sway, 
Fictitious  bonds,  the  bonds  of  wealth  and  law. 
Still  gather  strength,  and  force  unwilling  awe. 
Hence  all  obedience  bows  to  these  alone. 
And  talent  sinks,  and  merit  weeps  unknown  ; 
Till  time  may  come,  when,  stript  of  all  her  charms. 
The  land  of  scbolan,  and  the  nurse  of  arms. 
Where  noble  stems  transmit  the  patriot  flame. 
Where  kings  have  toil'd,  and  poets  wrote  for  fiime. 
One  sink  of  level  avarice  shall  lie. 
And  scholars,  soldiers,  kings,  unhonour'd  die. 

Yet  think  not,  thus  when  freedom's  ills  I  state, 
I  mean  to  flatter  kings,  or  court  the  great : 
Ye  pow'rs  of  truth,  that  bid  my  soul  aspire, 
Far  from  my  bosom  drive  the  low  desire ! 
And  thou,  &ir  Freedom,  tausht  alike  to  feel 
The  rabble's  rage,  and  tyrant  s  angry  steel ; 
Thou  transitory  flow'r,  alike  undone 
By  proud  contempt,  or  favour's  fost'ring  sun ; 
SdU  may  thy  blooms  the  changeful  clime  endure ! 
I  only  would  repress  them  to  secure ; 
For  just  experience  tells,  in  ev'ry  soil, 
Hiat  those  who  think  must  govern  those  that  toil ; 
And  all  that  freedom's  highest  aims  can  reach 
Is  but  to  lay  proportion'd  loads  on  each. 
Hence,  should  one  order  disproportion'd  grow. 
Its  double  weight  must  ruin  all  below. 

Oh  then  how  blind  to  all  that  truth  requires. 
Who  think  it  freedom  when  a  port  aspiies ! 
Calm  is  my  soul,  nor  apt  to  rise  in  arms. 
Except  wiien  fittt  approaching  danger  warms  : 
But  when  contending  chieft  blockade  the  throne. 
Contracting  regal  pow*r  to  stretch  their  own ; 
When  I  behold  a  fiurtious  band  agree 
To  call  it  freedom  when  themselves  are  free ; 
Each  wanton  judge  new  penal  statutes  draw. 
Laws  grind  the  poor,  and  rich  men  rule  the  law ; 
The  wealth  of  climes,  where  savage  nations  roam, 
PUlag'd  from  slaves  to  purchase  daves  at  home ; 
Fear,  pity,  justice,  indignation,  start. 
Tear  off  reserve,  and  bare  my  swelling  heart ; 
Till  half  a  patriot,  half  a  coward  grown, 
I  fly  from  petty  tyrants  to  the  throne. 

Yes,  brother,  curse  with  me  that  balefril  hour. 
When  first  ambition  struck  at  r^  pow'r ; 
And  thus,  polluting  honour  in  its  source. 
Gave  wealth  to  sway  the  mind  with  double  (brce. 
Have  we  not  seen,  round  Britain's  peopled  shore, 
Her  useful  sons  exchang'd  for  useless  ore  ? 
Seen  all  her  triumphs  but  destnicUon  haste. 
Like  flaring  tapers  bright'ning  as  they  waste? 
Seen  Opulence,  her  grandetir  to  maintain. 
Lead  stem  Depopulation  in  her  train* 
And  over  fields  where  scatter'd  hamlets  rose. 
In  barren  solitary  pomp  repose? 
Have  we  not  seen,  at  Pleasure's  lordly  call. 
The  smiling  long-frequented  village  fall  ? 
Beheld  die  duteous  son,  the  sire  dccay'd. 
The  modest  matron,  and  die  blushing  maid^ 
Forc'd  from  thehr  homes,  a  melancholy  train. 
To  traverse  climes  beyond  the  western  main 
Where  wild  Oswego  spreads  her  swamp*  sroiind, 
And  Niagara  stuns  with  thund'ring  sound  ? 

E'en  now,  periiaps,  as  there  some  pilgrim  strays 
TTiro'  tanglad  forests,  and  thro'  <*^^^  ^«T*» 


GTS 


GOLDSMITH. 


Whflt  bwiti  with  man  divided  cmpArt  daim. 
And  the  brown  Indiim  marks  with  murd*rou8  aim ; 
Hiere,  while  above  the  giddy  tempest  flies, 
And  all  around  distressful  yells  arise, 
ITie  pensive  exile,  bending  with  his  woe, 
To  atop  too  fearful,  and  too  ^unt  to  go. 
Casts  a  long  look  where  England's  glories  shine. 
And  bids  his  bosom  qrmpadiixe  witii  mine. 
Vain,  very  vain,  my  weary  search  to  find 
Tliat  bliss  which  only  centres  in  the  mind. 
"Why  hare  I  stray*d  from  pleasure  and  repose;, 
To  seek  a  good  each  government  bestows  ? 
In  ev'ry  government,  though  terrours  reign. 
Though  tyrant  kings  or  tyrant  laws  restrain, 
How  small,  of  all  that  human  hearts  endure^ 
That  part  which  laws  or  kings  can  cause  or  cure ! 
Still  to  ourselves  in  every  place  consign*c^ 
Our  own  felicity  we  make  or  find : 
With  secret  coune,  whidi  no  loud  storms  annoy. 
Glides  the  smooth  current  of  domestic  joy. 
The  lifted  axe,  the  agonizing  wheel, 
Luke's  iron  crown,  imd  Damien*s  bed  of  steel, 
To  men  remote  from  pow*r  but  rarely  known, 
I^eave  reason,  fiuth,  and  conscience,  all  our  own. 


THE  DESERTED  VILLAGE. 

SwxiT  Auburn !  loveliest  village  of  the  plain. 
Where  health  and  plenty  d)eer*d  the  lab*ring  swain. 
Where  smiling  luring  its  earliest  visit  paid. 
And  parting  Summer's  ling'ring  blooms  delay'd: 
Dear  lovely  bow'rs  of  innocence  and  ease. 
Seats  of  my  youth,  when  ev'ry  sport  could  please : 
How  often  have  I  lfMter*d  o'er  thy  green. 
Where  humble  happiness  endear'd  each  scene ! 
How  often  have  I  pous'd  on  ev'ry  charm, 
The  shelter'd  cot,  the  cultivated  Arm, 
Hie  never-failing  brook,  the  busy  miU, 
Hie  decent  church  that  topt  the  neighboring  hil^ 
llie  hawtiunm  bush,  with  seats  beneath  the  Afidf. 
For  talking  age  and  whisp'ring  lovers  made ! 
How  often  have  I  bless'd  the  coming  day. 
When  toO  remitting  lent  its  turn  to  play. 
And  all  the  village  train,  from  labour  free. 
Led  up  their  sports  beneath  the  spreading  tree; 
While  many  a  pastime  circled  in  the  shade. 
The  young  contending  as  the  old  survey'd ; 
And  many  a  gambol  frolick'd  o'er  the  ground. 
And  slights  of  art  and  feats  of  strei^  went  round ; 
And  still,  as  each  repeated  pleasure  tir'd. 
Succeeding  sports  the  mirthful  band  inspir'd 
The  dandng  pair  that  simply  sought  renown. 
By  holding  out  to  tire  each  other  down ; 
The  swain  mistrustless  of  hb  smutted  &ce. 
While  secret  laughter  titter'd  round  the  place ; 
Hie  bashful  virmn's  side-long  looks  of  love, 
Thematron's  glance  that  would  those  looks  reprove : 
Thtm  were  Ay  charms,  sweet  village !  sports  like 


J^  sweet  sucoesrion,  taught  e'en  toQ  to  please ; 
^ese  round  thy  bow'rs  thOT  cheerful  influence  shed, 
Inaaewerethycharms— but  all  these  charms  are  fled. 

Sweet  smiling  village,  loveliest  of  the  lawn, 
Tliy  sports  are  fled,  and  aU  thy  charms  withdrawn  • 
Amidst  thy  bow'rs  die  tyrant's  hand  is  seen, 
And  desolation  saddens  all  thy  green : 
One  only  master  grasps  the  whole  domain, 
And  half  a  tillage  stints  thy  smUing  plain : 


No  more  thy  ^laasy  brook  icdects  the  diqry 
But  chok'd  with  sedges  woriLS  its  vreaiy  wqr; 
Along  thy  grades,  a  sditary  guest. 
The  hollow-sounding  bittern  guards  its  nest ; 
Amidst  thy  desert  vnilks  the  lapwing  flies. 
And  tires  their  echoes  with  unvary'd  cries. 
Sunk  are  thy  bow'rs  in  shapeless  ruin  all. 
And  the  long  grass  o'ertops  the  mould'ring  wall; 
And,  trembling,  dirinking  from  the  qfwiler's  hand, 
Far,  far  away  thy  children  leave  the  land. 

Ill  fares  the  land,  to  hast'ning  ills  a  prey. 
Where  wealth  accumulates,  and  men  decay ; 
Princes  and  lords  may  flourish,  or  may  fiuie : 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  has  made: 
But  a  bold  peasantry,  their  country's  pride. 
When  once  destroyed,  can  never  be  supply'd 

A  time  there  was,  ere  England's  grie&  befsa, 
When  ev'ry  rood  of  ground  maintain'd  its  man ; 
For  him  light  labour  spread  her  wholesome  sloR^ 
Just  gave  what  life  requir'd,  but  gave  no  mace: 
His  best  companions,  innocence  and  health  ; 
And  his  best  riches,  ignoranerbf  wealdL 

But  times  are  alter'd ;  trade's  unfeelii^  tnin 
Usurp  the  land,  and  dispossess  the  swain; 
Along  the  lawn,  where  scatter'd  hamlets  rosc^ 
Unwieldy  wealdi  and  cumb'rous  pomp  repose ; 
And  ev'ry  want  to  luxury  ally'd. 
And  ev'ry  pang  that  folly  pays  to  pride. 
Those  genUe  hours  that  plenty  bade  to  Uoon^ 
Hiose  calm  desires  that  ask'd  but  little  room. 
Those  healthful  sports  that  grac'd  the  peac«dFui  soa9% 
Liv'd  in  each  look,  and  bri^ten'd  all  the  gnoi; 
These,  fiur  departing,  aeA  a  kinder  shores 
And  rural  mhth  and  manners  are  no  more. 

Sweet  Auburn !  parent  of  the  blissfbl  homv 
Thy  glades  forlorn  confess  the  tyrant's  powV. 
Here,  as  I  take  my  solitary  rounds. 
Amidst  thy  tangling  walks  and  ruin'd  ground^ 
And,  many  a  year  daps'd,  return  to  view 
Where  once  the  cottage  stood,  the  hawtbom  pwm. 
Remembrance  wakes  yri^  all  her  busy  tnin. 
Swells  at  my  breast,  and  turns  the  past  to  pun. 

In  all  my  wand'iincs  round  this  world  ofcaia^ 
In  all  my  grie&-»and  God  has  giv'n  my  sfaaxe— 
I  still  had  hopes  my  latest  hours  to  crown. 
Amidst  these  humble  bow'rs  to  lay  me  down  ; 
To  husband  out  life's  taper  at  the  dose. 
And  keep  the  flame  fixm  wasting  by  repose: 
I  still  had  hopes,  for  pride  atten£  us  s^ 
Amidst  the  swains  to  show  my  book-leara'd  skil^ 
Around  my  fire  an  ev'ning  group  to  dimw. 
And  tell  of  aU  I  felt,  and  alll  saw; 
And,  asa hare,  whom  hounds  and  boma  ponoi^ 
Pants  to  the  place  from  whence  at  first  she  iknr, 
I  still  had  hc^ies,  my  long  vexations  past. 
Hoe  to  return — and  die  at  home  at  last. 

O  blest  retirement,  friend  to  life's  decHnc^ 
Retreats  firom  care,  that  never  must  be  mins^ 
How  blest  is  he  who  crowns,  in  shades  like  dMM^ 
A  youth  of  labour  with  an  age  of  ease  ; 
Who  quits  a  world  where  strong  temptatinns  l^". 
And,  since  *t  is  hard  to  combat,  learns  to  fly  I 
For  him  no  wretches,  bom  to  work  and  wecfv 
Explore  the  mine,  or  tempt  the  dai^ioas  d«p; 
No  surly  porter  standi  in  guilty  states 
To  spurn  imploring  fiunine  from  the  gate; 
But  on  he  moves  to  meet  his  latter  end. 
Angels  around  befriending  virtue's  friend; 
Sinks  to  the  grave  vridi  unperceiv'd  decsgr* 
While  resignation  gent^  sloMs^fae 
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And,  all  his  prospects  briglit*iiing  to  the  last, 
Hb  beaT*ii  commences  ere  the  world  be  past. 

Sweet  was  the  sound,  when  oft  at  ev'nmg's  close, 
Up  yonder  hill  the  village  murmar  rose ; 
There,  as  I  poss'd  with  careless  steps  and  slow, 
The  mingling  notes  came  soften'd  firom  below ; 
Hie  swain  responsiye  as  the  milk-^naid  sung, 
The  sober  herd  that  1ow*d  to  meet  their  young ; 
The  noisy  geese  that  gabbled  o'er  the  pool, 
Hie  playfy  children  just  let  loose  from  school : 
The  watch.dog*s  voice   that  bay'd  the  whisp'ring 

wind. 
And  the  loud  laugh  that  spoke  the  vacant  mind ; 
lliese  all  in  sweet  confusion  sought  the  shade. 
And  fiird  each  pause  the  nightin^gale  had  made. 
But  now  the  sounds  of  population  fail, 
No  cheerful  murmurs  fluctuate  in  the  gale. 
No  busy  steps  the  grass-grown  footway  tread, 
But  all  the  blooming  flush  of  ]i(e  is  fled : 
All  but  yon  widow*d,  solitary  thing, 
Hiat  feebly  bends  beside  the  plashy  spring ; 
She,  wretched  matron,  fbrc*d  in  age,  for  bread, 
To  sbip  the  brook  vrith  mantling  cresses  spread. 
To  pick  her  wintry  fi^^got  from  the  thorn. 
To  seek  her  nightly  shed,  and  weep  till  mom  : 
She  only  left  of  all  the  harmless  train, 
Hie  sad  historian  of  the  pensive  plain. 

Near  yonder  copse,  where  once  the  garden  smil'd. 
And  still  whae  many  a  garden  flow'r  grows  wild, 
Ther^  where  a  few  torn  shrubs  the  place  disclose, 
Tlie  village  preacher's  modest  mansion  rose. 
A  man  he  was  to  all  the  country  dear. 
And  psssmg  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  year; 
Remote  firom  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race, 
Kor  e'er  had  chang'd,  nor  wish'd  to  change  his  place ; 
Unskilful  heto  fliwn,  or  seek  for  pow'r, 
By  doctrines  fiuhion'd  to  the  varying  hour ; 
Far  other  aims  his  heart  had  leam'd  to  prize, 
More  bent  to  raise  the  wretched  than  to  rise. 
His  house  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train, 
He  chid  their  wand'rings,  but  relieved  their  pam; 
The  long.remember'd  beggar  was  his  guest, 
Whose  beard  descending  swept  his  aged  breast; 
Tlie  ruin'd  spenddirift,  now  no  longer  proud, 
daim'd  kindred  there,  and  had  his  ckiims  allowed ; 
The  broken  soldier,  kindly  bade  to  stay. 
Sat  by  his  fire,  and  talk*d  the  night  away ; 
Wept  o'er  his  wounds,  or,  tales  of  sorrow  done, 
Sboolder'd  his  crutch,  and  show'd  how  fields  were 
won.  [glow, 

FIcas'd  with  his  guests,  the  good  man  leam*d  to 
And  quite  forgot  their  vices  in  their  woe ; 
Gareleas  their  merito  or  their  faults  to  scan, 
His  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 

Thus  to  rdieve  the  wretched  was  his  pride, 
And  ev'n  his  faiHngs  lean'd  to  vurtue's  side ; 
But  in  his  duty  prompt,  at  ev*ry  odl, 
He  watch'd  and  wept,  he  pray'd  and  felt,  for  all : 
Andy  m  a  bird  each  fond  endearment  tries 
To  tempt  its  new-fledg^d  offiqpring  to  the  skies, 
He  try'd  each  art,  reproved  each  mill  dehiy, 
AJlor'd  to  briefer  vrorlds,  and  led  the  way. 
Beside  the  bed  where  parting  life  was  laid. 
And  aoRow,  guih,  and  pain,  by  turns  dismay'd. 
The  rev'rend  champion  stood.     At  his  control. 
Despair  and  ancuish  fled  the  struggling  soul ; 


Com&ftt  came  down  the  trembling  wretch  to  raise, 
I  bb  last  findt*ring  accents  whisper'd  praise. 


Andl 


At  church,  with  meek  and  unaffected  grace, 
^1  kMiks  adom'd  the  venerable  place; 


Truth  firom  his  yps  prevaiTd  with  doable  sway, 

And  fools,  who  came  to  scoff,  remained  to  pray. 

Hie  service  past,  around  the  pious  man. 

With  steady  seal,  each  honest  rustic  ran ; 

Ev'n  children  follow*d,  with  endearing  wile^ 

And  pluck'd  his  gown,  to  share  the  good  man*s 

smile; 
His  ready  smile  a  parent's  warmth  ezprest, 
Their  welfare  pleas'd  him,  and  their  cares  distrest : 
To  them  bis  heart,  tus  love,  bis  grieft,  were  giv'n. 
But  all  his  serious  thoughts  had  rest  in  Heav'n. 
As  s<Mne  tall  cliff,  that  lifts  its  awefVil  form, 
dwells  from  the  vale,  and  midway  leaves  the  storm, 
Iho*  round  its  breast  the  rolling  clouds  are  spread. 
Eternal  sunshine  settles  on  its  bead. 

Beside  yon  straggling  fence  that  skirts  the  way 
With  blossom'd  furze,  unprofitably  gay, 
Hiere,  in  his  noisy  mansion,  skill'd  to  rule. 
Hie  village  master  taught  his  little  school : 
A  man  severe  he  was,  and  stem  to  view, 
I  knew  him  well,  and  every  truant  knew ; 
Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  leam'd  to  trace 
Hie  day's  disasters  in  his  morning  fiioe ; 
Full  well  they  laugh'd  with  counterfeited  glee 
At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke  had  he ; 
Full  wdl  the  busy  whisper,  circling  round. 
Convey 'd  the  dismal  tidings  when  he  frown'd ; 
Yet  he  was  kind,  or  if  severe  in  aught, 
Hie  love  he  bore  to  learning  was  in  fault; 
The  village  all  dedar'd  how  much  he  knew ; 
*T  was  certain  be  could  write  and  cypher  too ; 
Lands  he  could  measure,  terms  and  ddes  presage, 
And  ev'n  the  story  ran  that  he  could  gauee. 
In  arguine,  too,  die  parson  own'd  hb  skm. 
For  ev'n  mough  vanquish'd  he  could  argue  still ; 
While  words  of  learned  length,  and  thund'ring 

sound, 
Amaz'd  the  gazing  rustics  rang'd  around ; 
And  still  they  gaz'd,  and  still  the  wonder  grew 
That  one  small  head  should  carry  all  he  knew. 
But  past  b  all  hb  fiune.     The  very  spot. 
Where  many  a  time  he  triumph'd,  b  forgot. 

Near  yonder  thorn,  that  lifb  its  head  on  high, 
Where  once  the  sign-post  caught  the  passing  eye, 
Low  lies  that  house  where  nut-brown  draughts 

inspir'd. 
Where  grey-b^rd  mirth  and  smiling  toil  retir'd, 
Where  village  sUtesmen  talk'd  with  looks  profound. 
And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  round ; 
Imagination  fondly  stoops  to  trace 
The  parlour  ^lendours  of  that  fesdve  place ; 
The  white-wash'd  wall,  the  nicely  sanded  floor, 
The  vamish'd  clock  that  dick'd  behind  the  door ; 
The  chest  contriv'd  a  double  debt  to  pav, 
A  bed  by  night,  a  chest  of  dravrers  by  day ; 
The  pictures  plac'd  for  ornament  and  use. 
Hie  twehe  good  rules,  the  royal  game  of  goose  ; 
The  hearth,  except  when  winter  dhill'd  the  day, 
Widi   aspen    boughs,    and    flowers,  and  fiennely 


While  broken  teacups,  wisely  kept  for  show, 
Rang'd  o'er  the  chimney,  glisten'd  in  a  row. 
Vain  transitory  splendours !  could  not  all 
Reprieve  the  tott'ring  mansion  from  its  fall ! 
Obscure  it  sinks,  nor  shall  it  more  unpart 
An  hour's  importance  to  the  poor  man's  heart ; 
Thither  no  more  the  peasant  shall  repair 
To  sweet  oblivion  of  hb  daily  care; 
No  more  theikrmer's  news,  the  barber's  tale. 
No  more  the  woodman's  balbd  shall  prevaU  ; 
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No  mnPttfae  imitfa  fak  dutky  brow  thall  dear, 
Rdax  his  pood'rout  ftnngth,  and  latn  to  hew ; 
Hie  hoit  bimtelf  DO  longer  ihall  be  found 
Gwefol  to  tee  the  inMifling  bliss  go  round ; 
Nor  the  coy  maid,  half  wiUlng  to  be  prest, 
Shall  kiss  the  cup  to  pass  it  to  the  rest 

Tes !  let  the  nch  deride,  the  proud  disdain. 
These  simple  blessingB  of  the  lowly  train ; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart. 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  art ; 
Spontaneous  joys,  where  nature  has  its  play, 
Ilie  soul  adopU,  and  owns  their  first-bom  sway ; 
Lightly  they  fodic  o*er  the  racant  mind, 
Unenvy'd,  unmolested,  unconfin*d. 
But  the  long  pomp^  the  midnight  masquerade, 
WiA  all  the  freaks  of  wanton  wealth  array*d, 
In  these,  ere  triflert  half  their  wish  obtain. 
Hie  toiling  pleasure  sickens  into  pain ; 
And,  e'en  while  finhion's  brijriitest  arts  decoy, 
The  heart  distrusting  asks,  ifthis  be  joy  ? 

Te  friends  to  truth,  ye  statesmen,  who  surrey. 
Hie  rich  man's  joys  increase,  the  poor's  decay, 
'T  is  yours  to  judge  how  wide  the  limits  stand 
Between  a  splendid  and  a  happy  land. 
Proud  swells  the  tide  with  loads  of  freighted  ore. 
And  shouting  Folly  haib  them  from  her  shore ; 
Hoards  e*en  beyond  the  miser's  wish  abound, 
And  rich  men  flock  from  all  the  world  around. 
Yet  count  our  gains.     This  wealth  is  but  a  name 
'Ibat  leaves  our  useful  product  still  the  same. 
Not  so  the  loss.     The  man  of  wealth  and  pride 
Takes  up  a  space  that  many  poor  supply'd ; 
Space  for  his  lake,  his  park's  eitended  bound% 
Space  for  his  horses,  equipage,  and  hounds ; 
Tlie  robe  that  wraps  fab  limbs  in  silken  sloth 
Has  robb'd  the  neigbb'ring-  fields  of  half  their 

growth; 
His  seat,  where  solitary  sports  are  seen, 
Indignant  spurns  the  cottege  from  the  green ; 
Around  the  world  each  ne^lful  product  flies  : 
For  all  the  luxuries  the  world  supplies : 
While  thus  the  land,  adom*d  for  pleasure  all, 
In  barren  splendour  feebly  waits  the  fidl. 

As  some  fiur  female^  unadom'd  and  plain, 
Secure  to  please  while  youth  confirms  her  reign, 
Slights  ev*ry  borrowed  charm  that  dress  supplies. 
Nor  shares  with  art  the  triumph  of  her  eyes ; 
But  when  those  charms  are  past,  for  charms  are 

frail. 
When  time  advances,  and  when  lovers  fiul. 
She  then  shines  forth,  solicitous  to  bless. 
In  all  the  glaring  impotence  of  dress : 
Thus  fiures  the  iMid,  by  luxury  betray'd. 
In  nature's  snnplest  charms  at  first  array'd ; 
But  verging  to  decline,  its  splendours  rise^ 
Its  vistas  strike,  its  palaces  surprise ; 
While,  soouig'd  by  fimiine,  from  the  smiling  land 
The  moumftil  peasant  leads  his  humble  band ; 
And  while  he  sinks,  without  one  arm  to  save. 
The  country  blooms— a  garden  and  a  grave  I 

Where,  then,  ah !  where  shall  poverty  redd^ 
To  *scape  the  pressure  of  contiguous  pride  ? 
If  to  some  common's  fenceless  limits  stray'd, 
He  drives  hb  flock  to  pick  the  scanty  blade. 
Those  fenceless  fields  the  sons  of  wealth  divide. 
And  e'en  the  bore-worn  common  is  deny'd. 

If  to  the  dty  sped  —  What  waits  him  there  ? 
To  see  profruion  that  he  must  not  share ; 
To  see  ten  thousand  banelul  arts  combin'cl 
To  pamper  luxury,  and  thin  mankind  ; 


To  see  each  joy  the  sons  of  plassure  know. 
Extorted  firom  hb  fellow.creature's  woe. 
Here,  while  the  courtier  glitters  in  brocade^ 
There  the  pale  artist  plies  the  sickly  trade ; 
Here,  while  the   proud  their  long-drawn   pomp 

display, 
There  the  black  gibbet  glooms  beside  the  way ; 
The  dome  where  pleasure  holds  her  midnigfat  reigii. 
Here,  richly  deck'd,  admits  the  gorgeous  train  ; 
Tumultuous  grandeur  crowds  the  biasing  sqaare, 
The  rattling  chariots  dash,  the  torches  glares 
Sure  scenes  like  these  no  troubles  e*er  annoy  ! 
Sure  theae  denote  one  universal  joy  !  [eyes 

Are  these  thy  serious  thoughts  ?  —  Ah,  turn  thine 
Where  the  poor  housdess  shiv'ring  female  lies  : 
She,  once  perhaps,  in  village  plenty  Uest, 
Has  wept  at  talcs  of  innocence  dbbnest ; 
Her  modest  looks  the  cottage  might  adorn. 
Sweet  as  the  primrose  peeps  beneath  the  thorn; 
Now  lost  to  all ;  her  friends,  her  virtue,  fled, 
J^OKT  her  betrayer's  door  she  lays  her  head. 
And,  pinch'd  with  cold,  and  shrinking  €nm.  ths 

show'r. 
With  heavy  heart  deplores  that  luckless  hour. 
When  idly  first,  ambitious  of  the  towi|. 
She  left  her  wbtiel  and  robes  of  country  brawn. 

Do  thine,  sweet  Auburn,  thine,  the  lov^est  tnm, 
Do  thy  fiur  tribes  psrtidpate  her  pain  ? 
E'en  now,  perhiqM,  by  cold  and  hunger  led, 
At  proud  men's  doors  they  ask  a  little  bread ! 

Ah,  no.     To  distant  dimes,  a  dreary  scene, 
Where  half  the  convex  world  intrudes  between. 
Through  torrid  tracts  with  fiunting  steps  tiiey  go^ 
Where  wild  Altama  murmurs  to  their  woe. 
Far  diflTrent  there  from  all  that  charm'd  teSan, 
The  various  terrours  of  that  honid  shore ; 
Thote  blazing  suns  that  dart  a  downward  ray, 
And  fiercely  shed  intolerable  day ; 
Iliose  matted  vroods  where  birds  forget  to  sin^ 
But  silent  bats  in  drowsy  dusters  di^g ; 
Those  pob'nous  fields  with  rank  hixuriance  crown'd. 
Where  the  dark  scorpion  gathers  death  around: 
Where  at  each  step  the  stranger  fears  to  wake 
The  rattling  terrours  of  the  venj^cfrd  snake ; 
Where  crouching  tigers  wait  their  hapless  jpnj, 
And  savage  men  more  murd'rous  still  than  they  ; 
While  ofr  in  whirb  the  mad  tornado  flie% 
Mingling  the  ravag'd  landscape  vnth  the  skkiL 
Far  different  diese  firom  ev'ry  former  aoene^ 
The  cooling  brook,  the  grassy-vested  green. 
The  breeiy  covert  of  the  vrarbling  grove, 
That  only  shdter'd  thefts  of  Iwrmless  love. 

Good  Heav'n !  what  sorrows  gloom'd  that  psvt- 
ingday. 
That  call'd  them  firom  their  native  walks  away; 
When  the  poor  exiles,  ev'ry  pleasure  past, 
Hung  round  the  bow'rs,  and  fondly  kok'd  tibm 

And  took  a  long  fiurewell,  and  wish'd  in  vain 
For  seats  like  these  beyond  the  vrestem  main ; 
And  abudd'ring  still  to  fiice  the  distant  deep, 
Retum'd  and  wept,  and  still  retum'd  to  weep. 
The  good  old  sire  the  first  prepar'd  to  go 
To  new-found  worlds,  and  wept  for  others'  woe  ; 
But  for  himself,  in  conscious  virtue  faimv«^ 
He  only  wish'd  for  worlds  beyond  the  grarck 
Hb  lovdy  daughter,  lovelier  in  her  tean, 
The  fond  companion  of  hb  hdpless  ycan^ 
Silent  went  next,  n^lectftU  of  her  charmsi 
And  left  a  lover's  for  her  father's  s 
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With  loader  pkbto  the  mother  ipoke  her  woe*^ 
And  bleB6*d  the  eot  where  er'ry  pleMiure  roee  ; 
And  kiss*d  her  tfaouchtleie  bebet  with  many  a  tear, 
And  dasp*d  them  ^Me,  in  lorrow  doubly  dear ; 
Whilst  her  food  huiband  strove  to  lend  relief 
In  all  the  silent  manliness  of  grief. 

O  Luxury !  thou  curs'd  by  beav*n*s  decree. 
How  ill  exchanged  are  things  like  these  for  thee  j 
How  do  thy  potions,  with  insidious  joy. 
Diffuse  thor  pleasures  only  to  destroy  ! 
Kingdoms  by  thee,  to  sickly  greatness  grown. 
Boast  of  a  florid  vigour  not  their  own : 
At  er'ry  draught  more  large  and  large  they  grow, 
A  bloated  mass  of  rank  unwieldy  woe ; 
Till  sapp'd  their  strength,  and  ev*nr  part  unsound, 
Down,  down  they  sink,  and  spread  a  ruin  round. 

£*en  now  the  devastation  is  begun. 
And  half  the  bus'ness  of  destruction  done ; 
E'en  now,  methinks,  as  pondering  here  I  stand, 
I  see  the  rural  virtues  leave  the  land. 
Down  where  yon  anch'ring  vessel  spreads  the  sail, 
Thmt  idly  waidog  flaps  witfi  ev'ry  gide. 
Downward  they  move,  a  melancholy  band. 
Flaw  from  the  shore,  and  darken  all  the  strand. 
Contented  toil,  and  hospitable  care. 
And  kind  connubial  tenderness,  are  there ; 
And  piety  with  wishes  placed  above, 
And  steady  loyalty,  and  fluthful  love. 

And  thou,  sweet  Poetry,  thou  loveliest  maid, 
Still  first  to  fly  where  sensual  joys  invade ! 
Unfit,  in  these  degenerate  times  of  shame. 
To  Gstch  the  heart,  or  strike  for  honest  fiune, 
Dear  charming  nymph,  neglected  and  deay'd, 
My  abame  in  crowds,  my  solitary  pride ; 
Tboo  source  of  all  my  bliss,  and  dl  my  woe. 
That  foand*st  me  poor  at  first,  and  keep'st  me  so ; 
Tboo  guide,  by  which  the  nobler  arts  excel, 
Tbou  nurse  of  ev'ry  virtue,  fore  thee  well ; 
Farewdl !  and  O !  where'er  thy  voice  be  try*d, 
On  Tomo's  diffk,  or  Pambamarca's  side^ 
Wbetlier  vdiere  equinoctial  fervours  glow. 
Or  winter  wrq»  me  polar  world  in  snow. 
Still  let  thy  voice,  prevailing  over  tune, 
Redress  the  rigours  of  th'  inclement  dime ; 
Aid  eligiited  truth  with  thy  persuasive  strain. 
Teach  erring  man  to  spurn  the  mge  of  gain ; 
Tcacb  him  that  states,  of  native  strength  possest, 
Hioagfa  very  poor,  may  still  be  very  blest ; 
TliflBt  trade's  proud  empire  hastes  to  swift  decay, 
As  ocean  sweeps  the  laboured  mole  away ; 
WbUe  aelf-dependent  power  can  time  ddy. 
As  locks  rcBit  the  biDows  and  the  sky. 


THE  HERMIT. 

A  BALLAD. 

*•  Tumv,  gentle  hermit  of  the  dale. 
And  guide  my  lonely  way. 

To  where  yon  taper  cheers  the  vale 
With  hospitable  ray. 

^  For  here  forlorn  and  lost  I  tread, 

With  fointing  steps  and  slow ; 
ffhere  wQds,  immeasurably  spraad^ 
ngaalgo." 


**  Forbear,  my  son,"  the  hermit  criei^ 
**  To  tempt  the  dang*rous  gloom ; 

For  yonder  foithless  phantom  flies 
To  lure  thee  to  thy  doom. 

**  Here  to  the  housdess  chUd  of  want 

My  door  is  open  still ; 
And  though  my  portion  is  but  scant, 

I  give  it  with  good  wilL 

*'  Then  turn  to-nisht,  and  flredy  share 

Whate'er  my  cdl  bestows ; 
My  rushy  couch  and  frugal  fore^ 

My  blessing  and  repose. 

«  No  flocks  that  range  the  valley  flee 

To  slaughter  I  condemn  : 
Taught  by  that  Pow*r  that  pities  me, 

I  learn  to  pity  them :    . 

**  But  firom  the  mountain's  grassy  side 

A  guiltless  feast  I  bring  ; 
A  scrip  with  herbs  and  friuta  supply*d, 

And  water  firom  the  spring. 

"  Hien,  pilgrim,  turn,  thy  cares  forego; 

All  earth-born  cares  are  wrong ; 
Man  wants  but  little  here  beldw. 

Nor  wants  that  little  long.'* 

Soft  as  the  dew  from  Heav*n  descends, 

His  gentle  accents  fidl ; 
The  modest  stranger  lowly  bends. 

And  follows  to  the  cell. 

Far  in  a  wilderness  obscure 

The  lonely  mansion  lay ; 
A  reftige  to  the  neighbouring  poor. 

And  strangers  led  astray. 

No  stores  beneath  its  humble  thatch 

Requir'd  a  master's  care ; 
Hie  wicket,  op'ning  with  a  brtch, 

Receiv'd  the  harmless  pair. 

And  now  when  busy  crowds  retire 

To  take  their  ev'ning  rest, 
ilie  hermit  trimm'd  his  little  flr^ 

And  cheer'd  his  pensive  guest ; 

And  spread  his  vegetable  store^ 

And  fluW  prest,  and  smll'd; 
And,  duli'd  in  legendary  lore. 

The  Ung'ring  hours  beguil'd. 

Around  in  sympalhetic  mirtfi 

Its  tridu  die  kitten  tries; 
The  cricket  chfarups  in  the  hearth, 

The  cndcling  fi^^got  flies. 

But  nothing  could  a  charm  impart 
To  soothe  the  stranger's  woe; 

For'grief  was  heavy  at  his  heart, 
And  tean  began  to  flow. 

His  rising  cares  the  hermit  tpy'd. 

With  answ'ring  care  opprest: 
**  And  whence,  unhappy  youth,*'  heciy'^ 

"  Hm  sorrows  of  Ay  bnaat  7 
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**  Fnm  btittf  Iwbimioiw  i|Ntfii*ii, 

ReluctaoC  dott  tbon  ro?e ; 
Or  grieve  for  friandihtp  unraluni'dy 

Or  unngarded  love  ? 

«<  AIm!  die  jo^  that  fiiftiiiiebfiiigi 

Are  trifling,  and  decty ; 
And  thoie  who  pnee  tbe  palter  tfaiags. 

More  trifling  thingi  tfaaa  tbcy. 

'*  And  what  is  firiandifaip  but  a  namc^ 

A  charm  that  lulls  to  sleep ; 
A  shade  that  follows  wealth  or  ftms^ 

And  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep? 

**  And  love  is  still  an  emptier  sound^ 

Tbe  modem  £Hr-one*s  jest : 
On  Earth  unseen,  or  only  found 

To  warm  ibfi  turtle's  nest. 

*<  For  shame,  food  youth,  thy  sorrows  hush, 

And  M)um  the  sex,"  he  said : 
But  while  he  wpcke,  a  rising  blush 

His  love-lorn  guest  betray'd. 

Surpris'd  he  sees  new  beauties  rise, 

Swift  mantling  to  the  view ; 
Like  colours  o*er  the  morning  skies. 

As  bright,  as  transient  too. 

Hie  bashful  look,  the  rising  breast. 

Alternate  spread  alarms : 
The  lovely  stranger  stands  coniest, 

A  maid  in  all  her  charms. 

*'  And,  ah !  foigive  a  stranger  rude, 

A  wretch  forlorn,*'  she  cry'd ; 
'<  Whose  feet  unhallow'd  thus  intrude 

Where  Heav'n  and  you  resvle. 

'*  But  let  #  maid  thy  pi^  shares 
Whom  lore  has  taught  to  stray ; 

Who  seeks  for  rest,  but  finds  despair 
Companion  of  h^  way. 

*<  My  father  liv'd  beside  the  l>nc^ 

A  wealthy  lord  vras  he ; 
And  all  bis  wealth  was  mark'd  i|s  nincv 

He  had  b^t  only  me. 

«  To  win  me  from  hif  tcnder.anvia 

Unnumber'd  suitors  came, 
Who  prais'd  me  for  imputed  Ghann% 

And  kUf  Of  feign'd  a  flanif . 

"  Each  JKmr  a  mercenary  prowd 

With  riches^  proffers  strove  | 
Among  tbe  res(  youfig  ^dmn  bow'd. 

But  never  talk'd  of  lovcw 

*"  In  hpmble,  finiplMt  habit  dad. 

No  wealth  or  pow'r  \ia^  he ; 
Wisdom  aiHJl  worth  were  i^  be  had. 

But  these  were  all  to  me. 

<*  And  when,  beside  me  in  the  dal^ 

He  carol'd  lays  of  love. 
His  brefOh  len(  fraiprance  to  the  gaU^ 

AMl^gityicto^gfove. 


**  Tbe  bkisaom  op'ning  to  the  day, 
Tbe  dews  of  Heav'n  refln'd. 

Could  nought  of  purity  display 
To  emttble  his  mind. 

«  Tbe  dew,  the  blossoms  of  the  tree. 
With  charms  inconstant  shine  ; 

Hieir  charms  wetc  his ;  but,  woe  to  mc^ 
Th'  inconstancy  was  mine! 

**  For  still  I  try'd  each  fidile  art. 

Importunate  and  vain ; 
And  while  hb  passion  touch'd  my  heart, 

I  triumph'd  in  his  pain. 


**  Tni,  quite  dejected  with  my 
He  ld%  me  to  my  pride  ; 

And  sought  a  solitude  fbrlom 
.In  secret,  where  he  dy'd. 


**  But  mine  the  sorrow,  mine  liie  fruit. 

And  well  my  life  dtall  pay ; 
I'll  seek  the  solitude  he  sought. 

And  stretch  me  where  belay. 

'*  And  there  fbriom,  de^iairii^  faid, 

I'll  lay  me  down  and  die  ; 
'T  was  so  for  me  that  Edwin  did. 

And  so  for  him  vrill  L" 

'*  Foibid  it,  Heav'n !"  the  bennit  cfy*< 
And  da^'d  her  to  his  breast : 

Hie  wond'ring  foir^ne  tum'd  to  chide,  ^ 
'T  was  Edwin's  self  that  praat 

**  Turn,  Angelina,  ever  dear. 

My  charmer,  turn  to  see 
Thy  own,  thy  long-lost  Edwin  bere, 

Restor'd  to  love  and  diee. 

"  Thus  let  me  hold  thee  to  my  heart. 

And  ev'ry  care  resign  : 
And  shall  we  never,  never  paH^ 

My  life— my  all  tliat's  mine? 

**  No,  never,  from  this  hour  to  part^ 

We  '11  live  and  love  so  tro^ 
The  sigh  that  rends  thy  constant 

Shall  break  thy  Edwin's  too.** 


RETALIATION. 


Or  old,  when  Scarron  his  oompanioiis  invted. 
Each  guest  brought  his  dish,  and  the  feast  ww 

united.  [Uk^ 

If  our  landlord  *  supplies  us  with  beef  mad  wish 
Let  each  guest  bring  himself,  and  be  farii^  Aa 

best  dish: 
Our  deanf  shall  be  ven 'son.  Just  fresh  firam  the  pUtt; 
Our  Burtef  shall  be  tongue^  widi  the  fanbh  af 

brains; 


»  Tlieinasterof  St.  James' 
the  Doctor,  and  the  friends  he  has 
this  Poem,  oocasion^Ily  dined, 
t  Dr.  Barnard,  Dean  of  Derry,  in  IidawL 
f  Mr.  Edmund  Burke,  i^  ^  I 
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Our  WiU  *  dMdl  be  wfld  SmtI,  flf  dccfient  fiafour ; 
And  Did  f  wttfa  fail  pepper  shall  heighten  the  sa- 

▼our: 
Our    Cumberland's  f  8weet4>reed  its  place  shall 

obtain; 
And  Douglas  $  is  pudding,  subeCantial  and  plain : 
Our  Garrick*s  g  a  sailed ;  for  in  him  we  see 
Oily  Tinegar,  sugar^  and  saltness  asree  *. 
To  make  out  the  dinner,  full  certain  I  am 
That  Ridge  5  i*  anchovy,  and  Reynolds  **  is  lamb ; 
That  Hickejr'sff  a  capon ;  and,  by  the  same  rule, 
Magnanimous  Goldsmith,  a  gooseberry  fool. 
At  a  dinner  so  various,  at  sudi  a  repast. 
Who  'd  not  be  a  glutton,  send  stick  to  the  last? 
Here,  waiter,  more  wine,  let  me  sit  while  I*m  able. 
Till  all  my  companions  sink  under  the  table; 
Then,  with  chaos  and  blunders  encircling  my  head. 
Let  zne  ponder,  and  tell  what  I  think  ofthe  dead. 

Hare  lies  the  good  dean,  re-united  to  earth, 
Who  miz'd  reason  with  pleasure,  and  wisdom  with 

mirth; 
If  be  had  any  fiuilts,  he  has  left  us  in  doubt, 
At  least  in  six  weeks  I  could  not  find  them  out ; 
Tet  some  have  declar'd,  and  it  can't  be  denied  'em. 
Thai  sly4x>ots  was  cursedly  cunning  to  hide  'em. 
Here  lies  our  good  Edmund,  whose  genius  was 
such. 
We  scarcely  can  praise  it,  or  blame  it  too  much ; 
Who^  bom  for  the  universe,  narrow'd  his  mind, 
And  to  party  gave  up  what  was  meant  for  mankind ; 
Tbougfa  finaught  with  all  learning,  yet  straining  his 

diroat 
To  persuade  Tommy  Townshend  ((  to  lend  him  a 

▼ote; 
Who,  too  deep  for  his  hearers,  still  went  on  re- 
fining, 
And  thought  of  convincing,  while  they  thought  of 

mning; 
TlKWgh  equal  to  all  things,  for  all  things  unfit ; 
Too  nice  for  a  statesman,  too  proud  for  a  wit ; 
For  a  patriot  too  cool ;  for  a  drudge  disobedient; 
And  too  fond  of  the  right  to  pursue  the  expedient. 
In  short,   't  was  his  fate,  imemploy'd,  or  in  place, 

air. 
To  cat  mutton  cold,  and  cut  blocks  with  a  razor. 
Here  lies  honest  William,  whose  heart  was  a 
mint, 
While  the  owner  ne'er  knew  half  the  good  that  was 

in  t; 
The  pupil  of  impulse,  it  forc'd  him  along. 
His  ciwidw*  still  right,  widi  his  argument  wrong ; 

*  Mr.  l^Oiam  Burke,  Secretaiy  to  General  Con- 
way, and  Member  for  Bedwin. 

f  Mr.  Richard  Burke,  Collector  of  Grenada. 

f  Mr.  Richard  Cumberland,  author  of  the  West 
TiMJfarj  Faahionable  Lover,  Hie  Brothers,  and 
other  dnnnatic  pieces. 

$  I>r.  Douglas,  Bishop  of  Salisbury,  who  no 
leia  dbdaguished  himself  as  a  dtiaen  of  the  woiid, 
ifaaB  a  aound  critic,  in  detecting  several  literary 
miff  ^*«  (or  rather  forgeries)  of  his  conntrymen ; 
partieoUffly  Lauder  on  Milton,  and  Bower's 
Hkftory  of  die  Popes. 

I    Diarid  Garrick,  Esa 

f  CoonaeDor  John  Ridge,  a  gentleman  belong* 
ln^  to  tibe  Irish  bar. 

••  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds. 

Mf  An  eminent  attorney. 

^i  Mr.  T.  Townshend,  Member  for  Whitchurch. 


Still  aiming  at  hommr,  yet  fearing  to  roam, 
The  eoachmaa  was  tipsy,  the  chariot  drove  home ; 
Would  you  ask  for  hk  merits  ?  alas !  he  had  none ; 
What  was  good  was  spontaneous,  his  fkults  were  his 
own.  (sigh  at; 

Here  lies  honest  Richard*,  whose fkte  I  must 
Alas!  that  such  firolic  should  now  be  so  quiet : 
What  spirits  were  his !  what  vrit  and  what  wlmq. 
Now  breaking  a  jest,  and  now  breaking  a  limb ! 
Now  wrangling  and  grumbling  to  keep  up  the  ball ! 
Now  teasing  and  vexing,  yet  laughing  at  all ! 
In  short,  so  provoking  a  devil  was  Dick, 
Tliat  we  wish'd  him  fall  ten  times  a  day  at  old  Nick ; 
But,  missing  his  mirth  and  meeable  vein. 
As  often  we  wish'd  to  have  Dick  badi  again. 

Here  Cumberland  lies,  having  acted  his  parts. 
The  Terence  of  England,  the  mender  of  hearts ; 
A  flatt'ring  painter,  who  made  it  his  care 
To  draw  men  as  they  ought  to  be^  not  as  they  are. 
His  gallants  are  all  faultless,  his  women  divine, 
And  Comedy  wonders  at  being  so  fine : 
Like  a  tragedy  queen  he  has  dizen'd  her  ou^ 
Or  rather  like  TVagedy  giring  a  rout. 
His  fools  have  their  follies  so  lost  in  a  crowd 
Of  virtues  and  feelings,  that  folly  grows  proud; 
And  coxcombs,  alike  in  thdr  failings,  alone. 
Adopting  his  portraits,  are  pleas'd  with  their  own. 
Say,  where  has  our  poet  this  malady  caught  ? 
Or  wherefore  his  characters  thus  without  foult? 
Say,  was  it  that  vainly  directing  his  view 
To  find  out  men's  virtues,  and  finding  them  few. 
Quite  sick  of  piursuing  each  troublesome  elf. 
He  grew  lazy  at  last,  and  drew  from  himself  ? 

Here  Douglas  retires  finom  his  toils  to  relax, 
The  scourge  of  impostors,  the  terror  of  quacks : 
Come,  all  ye  quack  bards,  and  ye  ^lackmg  divines, 
Come,  and  dance  on  the  q>ot  where  your  tyrant  re- 
clines: 
When  satire  and  censure  encircled  his  throne ; 
I  fiear'd  for  your  safety,  I  fear'd  for  my  own : 
But  now  he  is  gone,  and  we  want  a  detector, 
Our  Doddsf  shall  be  pious^  our  Kenricksf  shall 

lecture; 
MacphersoQ  §  write  bombast^  and  call  it  a  style ; 
Our  Townshend  make  speeches,  and  I  shall  compile ; 
New  Landers  and  Bowen  the  Tweed  shall  cross 

over, 
No  countryman  Uving  their  tricks  to  discover; 
Detection  her  taper  shall  quench  to  a  nwik. 
And  Scotchman  meet  Scotchman,  and  cheat  in  the 
daric 

Here  lies  David  Ganrick,  describe  him  iriio  can. 
An  abridgement  of  all  that  was  pleasant  in  man : 
As  an  actor,  confest  without  rival  to  shine ; 
As  a  vrit,  if  not  first,  in  the  very  first  line ! 
Tet,  vrith  talents  like  these,  and  an  excellent  heart, 
The  man  had  his  fUHngs— a  dupe  to  his  art 


This  gentleman  having 
td£ 


*  Mr.  Richard  Burke, 
slij^y  ftactured  one  of  hia  arms' and  legs,  at^ 
ferent  times,  the  Doctor  has  rallied  him  on  those 
accidents,  as  a  kind  of  retributive  justice  Ibr  breaks 
ing  his  jests  upon  other  people. 

f  The  Rev.  Dr.  Dodd. 

X  Dr.  Kenrick,  vriio  read  lectures  at  the  Devil 
Tavern,  under  the  title  of  The  School  of  Shak. 


$  James  Macphoson,  Eaqp  who^  from  the  mere 
fbrceof  his  styles  wrote  down  the  first  poet  of  all 
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Like  an  ill-judsing  be«t(y»  his  colours  be  spreed^ 
And  bepUu^'d  with  rouge  his  own  natural  red. 
On  the  stage  he  was  natural,  simple,  affecting ; 
'T  was  only  that  when  he  was  off  lie  was  acting. 
With  no  reason  on  earth  to  eo  out  of  his  way. 
He  tum'd  and  he  varied  AilT  ten  times  a  day : 
Though  secure  of  our  hearts,  yet  confoundedly  sick 
If  they  were  not  his  own  by  finessing  and  trick : 
He  cast  off  his  friends,  as  a  huntsman  his  pack, 
For  he  knew  when  he  pleas'd  he  could  whistle  them 

back. 
Of  praise  a  mere  glutton,  he  swallow'd  what  came, 
And  the  puff  of  a  dunce  he  mistook  it  for  fame ; 
Till  his  relish  grown  callous,  almost  to  disease. 
Who  pepperM  the  highest  was  surest  to  please. 
But  let  us  be  candid,  and  speak  out  our  mind. 
If  dunces  applauded,  he  paid  them  in  kind. 
Te   Kenricks,  ye  KeUys*,   and  Woodfalls  f  so 

grarc. 
What  a  commerce  was  yours,  while  you  got  and 

you  gave! 
How  did  Grub-street  re-echo  the  shouts  that  you 

rais*d,  [prais'd ! 

While  he  was  be-R08cius*d,  and  you  were  be. 
But  peace  to  his  spirit,  wherever  it  flies. 
To  act  as  an  angel  and  mix  with  the  skies : 
Hiose  poets  who  owe  their  best  fame  to  his  skill 
Shall  sdll  be  his  flatterers,  go  wher^  he  will :  [love, 
Old  Shakspeare  receive  him  with  praise  and  with 
And  Beaumonts  and  Bens  be  his  Kellys  above. 
Here  Hickey  redines,  a  most  blunt  pleasant 

creature. 
And  slander  itself  must  allow  him  good^nature : 
He  cherish'd  hb  friend,  and  he  relish'd  a  bumper : 
Yet  one  &ult  he  had,  and  that  one  was  a  thumper. 
Pnfa^ps  you  may  ask  if  the  man  was  a  miser  ? 
I  answer,  no,  no,  for  he  always  was  wiser: 
Too  courteous,  perfa^>s,  or  obligingly  flat? 
His  very  worst  foe  can't  accuse  him  of  that : 
Pertiaps  he  confided  in  men  as  they  go, 
And  so  was  too  foolishly  honest?  Ah,  no! 

•  Mr.  Hugh  Kelly,  author  of  False  Delicacy, 
A  Word  to  the  Wise,  Clementina,  School  for  Wives, 
&C.  &c 

f  Mr.  W.  Woodfall,  printer  of  the  Morning 
Qutmide. 


Then  what  was  his  fluling  ?  come,  tdl  it,  andbos 

He  was,  could  he  help  it  ?  a  special  attorney. 

Here  Reynolds  is  laid,  and,  to  tell  yon  my  niDd, 
He  has  not  left  a  wiser  or  better  behind: 
His  pencil  was  striking,  resistless,  and  grand, 
His  manners  were  gentk,  complying,  and  blend; 
Still  bom  to  improve  us  in  eveiy  part. 
His  pencil  our  faces,  his  manners  our  heart: 
To  coxcombs  averse,  yet  most  dviUy  steering, 
When  they  judg*d  without  skill  he  was  itill  hardof 
hearing ;  [andMsfJ 

When  they  talk*d  of  their  Raplrnds,  Cdncggw, 
He  shifted  his  trumpet  f,  and  only  took  snoC 


STANZAS  ON  WOMAN. 
raoii  THE  viCAE  or  wakkfiklo. 

Whkm  lovely  woman  stoops  to  loUy, 
And  finds  too  late  that  men  betray. 

What  diarm  can  soothe  her  roelaiidiely. 
What  art  can  wash  her  guilt  away? 

The  only  art  her  guilt  to  cover, 
To  hkie  her  shame  fivm  ev*ry  eye. 

To  give  repentance  to  her  lover. 
And  wring  his  boaom— is,  to  die. 


SONG. 

O  MEMORT 1  thou  fond  deceiver. 

Still  importunate  and  vain. 
To  former  joys  recuiring  ever. 

And  turning  all  the  past  to  pain  ; 

Tliou,  like  the  world,  th'  oppn 

Hiy  smiles  increase  the  wretch*s  woe  1 

And  he  who  wants  each  other  bleann^ 
In  thee  must  ever  find  a  foe. 

I  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  was  so  remarkably 
as  to  be  under  the  necessity  of  using  an  car- " 
pet  in  company. 
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SAMUEL  JOHNSON. 


1^  AXUBL  Johnson,  a  writer  of  great  eminence^  was 
^  bom  in  1709  at  Litchfield,  in  which  dty  fab  firtbor 
was  a  petty  bookseller.  After  a  desultory  course 
€»f  school-education,  it  was  proposed  to  him,  by 
Mr.  Corbet,  a  neighbouring  gentleman,  that  he 
ahotild  accompany  his  own  son  to  Oxford  as  his 
companion ;  accordingly,  in  his  nineteenth  year,  he 
waa  elected  a  commoner  of  Pembroke  college. 
From  young  Corbet's  departure,  he  was  left  to 
struggle  with  penury  till  he  had  completed  a  re- 
sidence of  three  years,  when  be  quitted  Oxford 
without  taking  a  degree.  His  father  died,  in  very 
narrow  circumstances,  soon  afterhis  return  from  the 
onrversity ;  and  for  some  time  he  attempted  to  gain 
a  nuuntenanoe  by  some  literary  projects.  At  length, 
in  1735,  he  thought  proper  to  marry  a  widow  twice 
bis  €>wn  age,  and  far  from  attractive,  either  in  her 
person  or  manners  By  the  aid  of  her  fortune  he 
was  enabled  to  set  up  a  school  for  instruction  in  Latin 
and  Greek,  but  .the  plan  did  not  succeed ;  and  after 
a  year's  experiment,  he  resolved  to  try  his  fortune 
in  the  great  metropolis.  Garrick,  afterwards  the 
celebrated  actor,  had  been  one  of  his  pupils,  accom- 
panied by  whom  be  arrived  in  London ;  Johnson 
haTing  in  his  pocket  his  unfinished  tragedy  of  Irene. 
The  first  notice  which  he  drew  from  the  judges 
c€  literary  merit,  was  by  the  publication  of  "  London, 
a  Poem,"  in  imitation  of  Juvenal's  third  satire. 
The  manly  vigour,  and  strong  painting  of  this 
perfbrmanoe,  placed  it  high  among  works  o^its  kind, 
thou^  it  must  be  allowed,  that  its  censure  is  coarse 
and  exaggerated,  and  that  it  ranks  rather  as  a  party, 
than  as  a  moral  poem.  It  was  published  in  1738. 
For  aome  years  Johnson  is  chiefly  to  be  traced  in 
the  pages  of  the  Gentleman's  Magazine,  then  con- 
ducted by  Cave ;  and  it  was  for  this  work  that  he 
gratified  the  public  with  some  extraordinary  pieces 
of  eloquence  which  he  composed  under  the  disguise 
of  tifhiifriF  in  the  senate  of  Liliput,  meaning  the 
Britiab  parliament.  He  likewise  wrote  various 
biflyphical  articles  for  the  same  miscellany,  of 
•rliicii  the  principal  and  most  admired  was  "  The 
Lifip  of  Savage." 

Tlie  plan  oi  his  Enffhsh  Dictionary  vras  laid 
bcfoee  the  public  in  a  Tetter  addressed  to  Lord 
Hm  sliifi^ld  in  1 747.  In  the  same  year  he  furnished 
QmrwiA  with  a  prologue  on  the  opening  of  Drury- 
■a«^  theatre,  which  in  sense  and  poetry  has  not  a 
'jffMtgit^titvr  among  compositions  of  this  class,  except- 
ag  Pop«*>  prologue  to  Cato.  Another  imitation 
if  JoTcnal,  entitled  <*  The  Vanity  of  Human 
WybttBf**  was  printed  in  1749,  and  may  be  said  to 
•emA  tbe  sublime  of  ethical  poetry,  and  to  stand  at 
Ii0  lirwdl  o£  classical  imitations.  Tbe  same  year, 
to^er  ^ti^  audioes  of  Garrick,  brought  on  the 
^jMfc  oT   Dniry-lane  hb  tragedy  of  "  Irene."    It 


ran  thhteen  nights,  but  has  never  sbee  appeared 
on  the  theatre  t  Johnson,  in  fact,  found  that  he  was 
not  formed  to  excel  on  tbe  stage,  and  made  no 
fiirther  trials. 

His  periodical  paper,  entitled  '<  The  Rambler," 
appeared  in  March  1750,  and  was  continued  till 
March  1752.  The  solemnity  of  this  paper  pre- 
vented it  at  first  ham  attaining  an  extensive  cir- 
culation ;  but  after  it  was  collected  into  volumes,  it 
continually  rose  in  tbe  public  esteem,  and  tbe  author 
had  tbe  satis&ction  of  seeing  a  tenth  edition.  The 
"  Adventurer,"  conducted  by  Dr.  Hawkesworth, 
succeeded  the  Rambler,  and  Johnson  contributed 
several  papers  of  his  own  writing.  In  1755^  the 
first  edition  of  his  **  Dictionary*'  made  its  i^>pear- 
ance.  It  was  received  by  the  public  with  general 
applause,  and  its  author  was  ranked  among  the 
greatest  benefactors  of  his  native  tongue.  Modem 
accuracy,  however,  has  given  an  insight  into  its 
defects ;  and  though  it  ^1  stands  as  the  capital 
work  of  the  kind  in  the  language,  its  authority  as  a 
standard  is  somewhat  depredated.  Upon  the  last 
illness  of  his  aged  mother,  in  1759,  for  the  purpose 
of  paying  her  a  visit,  and  defraying  the  expense  of 
her  ftm^,  he  wrote  his  romance  of  "  RasseUs, 
Prince  of  Abyssinia,*'  one  of  his  most  splendid  per- 
formances, elegant  in  language,  rich  in  imagery, 
and  weighty  in  sentiment  Its  views  of  human  life 
are,  indeed,  deeply  tinged  with  the  gloom  that  over- 
shadowed the  author's  mind ;  nor  can  it  be  praised 
for  moral  effect 

Soon  after  the  accessbn  of  the  bUe  king,  a 
grant  of  a  pension  of  SOOL  per  annum  was  made 
him  by  His  Majesty  during  the  ministry  of  Lord 
Bute.  A  short  struggle  of  repugnance  to  accept  a 
favour  from  the  House  of  Hanover  was  overcome 
by  a  sense  of  the  honour  and  substantial  benefit 
conferred  by  it,  and  he  became  that  character,  a 
pensioner^  on  which  he  had  bestowed  a  sarcastic 
definition  in  his  Dictionary.  Much  obloquy  at- 
tended this  drcurostance  of  his  life,  which  was  en- 
hanced when  be  published  in  several  of  his  produc- 
tions, arguments  which  seemed  directiy  to  oppose 
the  rising  spirit  of  liberty. 

A  long-promised  edition  of  Shakspeare  appeared 
in  1765 ;  but  though  ushered  in  by  a  preface  writ- 
ten with  all  the  powers  of  his  masterly  pen,  the 
edition  itself  disappointed  those  who  expected  much 
from  his  ability  to  elucidate  the  obscurities  of  the 
great  dramatist  A  tour  to  the  Western  IsUnds  of 
Scotiand  in  1773,  in  whidi  he  was  attended  by  his 
enthusiastic  admirer  and  obsequious  friend,  James 
Boswell,  Esq.  was  a  remarkable  incident  of  his  life, 
considering  that  a  strong  antipathy  to  the  natives  of 
that  country  had  long  been  conspicuous  in  his  con- 
versation.    But  when,  two  years  afterwards,  lie 
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piihUAirt  th»  aeeount  of  Mi  ttmr,  undwr  the  titto  of 
«  AJowiMjtotiwWMtanilibiidf  of  Scolbnd," 
more  cmdoor  and  imptiali^  were  fouiul  in  tt, 
tfumlMd  been  apected.  In  1775,  be  was  gntified, 
tbrougfa  the  intereet  of  Lotd  North,  with  the  degree 
of  Doctor  of  Lswi,  from  the  Umventty  of  Oz&td. 
He  hed  aome  jeen  belbre  reoorcd  the  mme  honour 
from  Dublin,  but  did  not  then  cfaooee  to  aarame  die 
tide.  Hb  hit  litorary  undertaking  waa  the  coo- 
aeqnence  of  a  requeat  from  the  Lonfm  bookidlers 
mho  had  engaged  in  an  edition  of  the  principal 
EngKA  poeti^  and  wished  to  prefix  to  each  a  Ino- 
giaphical  and  critical  preface  from  his  hand.  This 
hi  undertook;  and  though  he  will  generally  be 
thought  to  have  laboured  under  strong  prejudices 
in  oomponng  the  work,  ita  style  wiU  be  found,  in 
great  measure^  free  from  the  sdfifaess  and  tnigidity 
which  marked  his  earlier  oompoeitions. 

Hie  concluding  portion  of  Dr.  Johnson's  Ufe 
was  saddened  by  a  prpgreiOTe  decline  of  health, 
and  by  tiie  proqiect  of  approaching  death,  which 
neiUwr  his  religion  nor  his  philosophy  had  taugfathim 
to  bear  with  even  decent  composure.  A  pnalytic 
stroke  first  gave  the  alarm ;  asthma,  and  dropsical 


sjmploms,fbUowed;  and  such  waa  the  tenadtjvi* 
whidi  he  dung  to  lif^  that  he  fnpwssfd  a  gnit 
desire  to  seek  for  amendment  in  the  cKflSBle  tf 
Italy.  Still  unable  to  reconcile  himself  to  ik 
thought  of  dying,  be  said  to  die  aurgcon  who  «ai 
makuig  aligiit  scarifications  in  Ids  swollen  \t^ 
«  Deeper !  deeper !  I  want  length  of  fifr,  and  m 


do  B0t 


Deeper!  deeper!  I  want  length  of  fifr,) 
are  afraid  of  giving  me  pain,  which  I 
value.'*  The  fining  scene  took  plaw  on 
her  IS.  1785,  in  the  76th  year  of  fab  age.  Hk 
remains,  attoided  by  a  respectable  oonoooite  cf 
friends,  were  interred  in  Westminafeer  Abbey ;  aada 
monumental  statue  has  since  been  placed  to  )m 
memory  in  St  Paul's  cathedrsL  Hia  woAi  «m 
published  collectively  in  dcvenvoliiBaB,  Sua,  wA 
a  copious  life  of  the  author,  by  Sir  John  HswUbl 
A  new  edition,  in  twave  volumes^  with  a  oMy  vn 
given  by  Arthur  Muiphy.  Of  tibit  cooTcrsatioBi» 
and  orsl  dictites  of  Johnson,  a  moat  copiom  col- 
lection  has  been  published  in  the  Tciy  eulfiUiiHI 
volumea  of  Mr.  BosweU.  Upon  die  whole,  it  aav 
be  said,  that  at  the  time  of  hb  death,  hewsi  ss- 
doubtedfyfbe 
of  fab  country. 
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tV   DtRATIOV  or  THE  THUD  SATIRX  OP  JVVXKAL. 


«-Qttbinept0 
Tarn  patiens  urbis,  tam  ftrreus  ut  teneat  se  ? 


Jov. 


1  HO*  grief  and  fondness  in  my  breast  rebel, 
When  injured  Thales  bids  the  town  farewell. 
Yet  still  my  calmer  thoughts  hb  choice  commend, 
I  praise  the  hermit,  but  regret  the  friend, 
Resolv'd  at  lensth  from  vice  and  London  far 
To  breathe  in  distant  fields  a  purer  air. 
And  fiz'd  on  Cambria's  solitary  shore, 
Give  to  St.  David  one  true  Briton  more. 

For  who  would  leave,  unbrib'd,  Hibemia's  land, 
Or  change  the  rocks  of  Scotland  for  the  Strand? 
Tlicre  none  are  swept  by  sudden  fate  away, 
But  all,  whom  himger  spares,  vrith  i^  d^ay : 
Here  malice,  rapine,  acdden^  conspire. 
And  now  a  rsbble  rsges,  now  a  fire ; 
Thefa  ambush  here  relentless  ruflAans  lay. 
And  here  the  fell  attorney  prowb  for  prey ; 
Here  filling  houses  thundo-  on  your  head. 
And  here  a  female  atheist  talks  you  dead. 

While  Thales  waits  the  wherry  that  contains 
Of  dissipated  vrealth  die  small  remains, 
On  Thunes's  banks,  in  sflent  thought,  we  stood 
Where  Greenwich  smiles  upon  the  silver  flood ; 
Struck  vrith  the  seat  that  gave  Elixa*  birdi, 
We  kneel,  and  kiss  the  consecrated  earth ; 
In  pleasing  dnams  the  blissful  age  renew. 
And  call  Britannb's  glories  back  to  view ; 

*  Queen  Eliiabeth,  bom  at  Greenwich. 


Behold  her  cross  triumphant  on  the  main, 
Tlie  guard  of  oommcrce,  and  the  dreed  of  %■% 
Ere  masquerades  debauch'd,  excise  oppteK*d, 
Or  English  honour  grew  a  standiiig  jcat. 

A  transient  calm  the  happy  acenea  beslow. 
And  for  a  moment  lull  the  sense  of  woe. 
At  length  awaking,  vrith  contenoptuooa  IHjwb, 
Indigiunt  Thales  eyes  the  nei^ib'ring  town. 

Since  worth,  he  cries,  m  these  degoienie  dsfs 
Wants  even  the  cheap  reward  of  empty  ptane; 
In  those  curs'd  walla,  devote  to  vice  and  gaa, 
Since  unrewarded  sdence  toib  in  vdn ; 
Since  hope  but  soothes  to  double  my  dbticst, 
And  every  moment  leaves  my  little  leaa; 
WhOe  yet  my  steady  steps  no  stafTsatBim, 
And  lifr  8tni  vig'rous  reveb  in  my  veins ; 
Grant  me,  kind  Heaven,  to  find  aome  happier  pisc^ 
Where  honesty  and  sense  are  no  disgrace ; 
Some  pleasing  bank  where  verdant  osiers  plqr> 
Some  peaceful  vale  with  Nature's  paintings  fsy : 
Where  once  the  hanns'd  Briton  fbund  repose. 
And  safe  in  poverty  defy'd  hb  fiMS ; 
Some  secret  cdl,  ye  pow'ra,  indulgent  give, 
Let——  live  here,  fbr— has  leam'd  to  live. 
Here  let  those  rdgn,  whom  pensions  can  incite 
To  vote  a  patriot  bhbck,  a  courder  white , 
Explain  their  country's  dcar4)0ugfat  rights  mnr» 
And  plead  for  pirates  in  the  free  of  d^ ; 
With  slavish  teneta  taint  our  poiaon'd  youth. 
And  lend  a  lie  the  confidence  of  truth. 

Let  such  raise  palaces,  and  manors  boy. 
Collect  a  tax,  or  frrm  a  lottery ; 
With  warbling  eunuchs  fill  our  siknc'd  stagey 
And  lull  to  senritude  a  thoughdeas  age.         Mi^ 

Heroes,  proceed !  what  bounds  your  pridt  *i« 
What  check  restnun  your  thirst  of  pow'r  and  geU' 
Behold  rebellious  virtue  qpite  o'erthrawi^ 
Behold  our  frme^  our  weald^  our  lives  joar  ee» 
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To  iiidi,  the  pluader  of «  land  ii  giT'o, 
Vhewk  public  crfanes  iiiflaiii»tbe  wraith  of  Hflsven : 
kit  what,  1117  fiwod,  #hat  hope  femaini  for  ne, 
Hio  start  at  theft,  and  blush  at  perjury  ? 
Vho  aearce  forbear,  tho*  Britain's  court  he  sing, 
*o  pluck  a  titled  poet's  borrow'd  wing ; 
L  stateeman's  logic  unconvinc'd  can  hear, 
Lnd  dare  U>  slumber  o'er  the  Oasetteer ; 
>espiae  a  fool  in  half  Us  pension  dress'd, 
Lud  strive  in  vain  to  lau^  at  Oodio's  jest 

Others  witfi  softer  smiles,  and  subtle  art, 
:an  sap  the  principles,  or  taint  the  heart ; 
nth  more  address  a  lorer's  note  conrey, 
h*  bribe  a  virgin's  innocence  away : 
VeU  may  they  rise,  wliile  I,  whose  rustic  tongue 
7 e'er  knew  to  puzsle  right,  or  ramish  wrong, 
pum'd  as  a  b^^gar,  dreaded  as  a  spy, 
Jve  um-egarded,  unlamented  die. 

For  what  but  social  ^uittthe  friend  endears? 
Tbo  shares  Orgilio's  crimes,  his  fortune  shares. 
lut  thou,  should  tempting  viDany  present 
in  Marlb'rough  hoarded,  or  all  ViUiers  spent^ 
Turn  Ihxn  the  glittering  bribe  thy  scornful  eye, 
ior  sell  for  gold,  what  gold  could  never  buy, 
lie  peaceful  slumber,  self-approving  day, 
JnsuUied  &me,  and  conscience  ever  gay. 

The  cheated  nation's  happy  fiiv'rites,  ,see  ! 
iark  whom  die  great  caress,  who  frown  on  me  J 
.«oiidon !  the  needy  villain's  gen'ral  home, 
nhe  common-sewer  of  Paris  and  of  Rome ; 
VHh  eager  thirst,  by  folly  or  by  fate, 
lacks  in  the  dr^  of  each  corrupted  state. 
^orgive  my  transports  on  a  theme  like  this, 
cannot  bear  a  French  metropolis. 

Illustrious  Edward !  from  the  realms  of  day, 
Llie  land  of  heroes  and  of  sfints  survey ; 
Cor  hope  the  British  lineaments  to  trace, 
[lie  rustic  grandeur,  or  the  surlv  grace ; 
tut,  lost  in  thoughtless  ease  and  empty  show, 
leboU  the  warrior  dwindled  to  a  beau ; 
ienae,  freedom,  piety,  refin'd  away, 
H  France  the  mimic,  and  of  Spain  the  prey. 

All  that  at  home  no  more  can  beg  or  steal, 
>r  like  a  gibbet  better  than  a  wheel: 
lisa'd  htm  the  stage,  or  booted  from  the  court, 
lieir  air,  their  dress,  their  politics,  import ; 
>baequious,  artful,  voluble,  and  gay, 
>n  Britain's  fond  credulity  they  prey. 
io  gainful  trade  their  industry  can  'scape, 
Tbej  sing,  they  dance,  clean  shoes,   or  cure  a 

clap: 
Ul  sciences  a  fiuting  Monsieur  knows, 
Lnd,  bid  him  go  to  Hell,  to  Hell  he  goes. 

Ah !  what  avails  it,  that,  from  slav'ry  &r, 
drew  the  breath  of  life  in  English  air ; 
Vm  eariy  taught  a  Briton's  ri^t  to  prise^ 
knd  lisp  the  tele  of  Henry's  ^pictories ; 
f  the  gull'd  conqueror  receives  the  chain, 
itkd  flattery  prevails  when  arms  are  vain  ? 

Studious  to  plesse,  and  ready  to  submit ; 
lie  supple  Gaul  was  bom  a  parasite : 
lull  to  ys  int'rest  true,  where'er  he  goe^ 
^t,  brav'ry,  worth,  his  lavish  toneue  bestows : 
n  ev'ty  fi^e  a  thousand  graces  shine, 
^rom  ev'ry  tongue  flows  harmony  divine, 
[lieae  arts  in  v2n  our  rugged  nstives  try, 
Sonain  out  with  fault'ring  imffidence  a  lie, 
ind  get  a  kick  for  awkward  flattery. 

Besides,  with  justice,  tiiis  disoernins  age 
Idmires  their  wond'rous  talents  for  the  stage : 


Well  nay  they  veiltHra  od  thtf  wtkoh*B  m, 
WI|o  play  tkooL  morn  to  night  a  boriov'd  part; 
Prsctis'd  their  master's  notions  to  embrace, 
Repeat  his  maxims^  and  reflect  his  fiKe; 
With  ev'ry  wild  absfdity  coflq;>ly. 
And  view  eadi  olysct  with  anothtr's  eye ; 
To  shake  with  laughter  ere  the  jest  th^  hear. 
To  pour  at  will  the  counterfeited  tear ; 
And,  as  their  patron  hints  the  cold  or  heat, 
To  shake  hi  do^-days,  in  Deeeaolier  swest. 

How,  when  competitors  late  tfisse  eontmd. 
Can  suriy  virtue  hc^  to  &!  a  fifiend ; 
Slaves  that  with  serious  impudence  beguHe, 
And  lie  without  a  blush,  without  a  soule: 
Exalt  each  trifle,  ev'ry  rice  adore^ 
Your  taste  in  snuff,  your  judgment  in  a  whore ; 
Can  Balbo's  eloquence  applaud,  and  swear 
He  gropes  his  breeches  with  a  monarch's  air. 

For  arts  like  these  preferr'd,  admir'd,  caress'd. 
They  first  invade  your  tsble,  then  your  breast ; 
Explore  your  secrets  with  insidious  art. 
Watch  the  weak  hour,  and  ransack  all  the  heart ; 
Then  soon  your  ilUplac'd  confidence  repay. 
Commence  your  lords,  and  govern  or  betray. 

By  numbers  here  from  shame  or  censure  free. 
All  crimes  are  safe  but  hated  poverty. 
TUs,  only  this,  the  rigid  law  pursues, 
Tliis,  only  this,  jMtivokes  the  snarling  Muse. 
The  sober  trsder  at  a  tatter'd  cloak 
Wakes  from  his  dream,  and  labours  for  a  joke; 
With  brisker  air  the  siUwn  oourtiera  gaae. 
And  turn  the  varied  taunt  a  thousand  ways. 
Of  all  the  griefs  that  harass  the  distress'd. 
Sure  the  most  bitter  is  a  scornful  jest ; 
Fate  never  wounds  more  deep  the  gen'rous  heart, 
Than  when  a  blockhead's  inmiH  points  the  dart. 

Has  Heaven  reserv'd,  in  pity  to  the  poor. 
No  pathless  waste,  or  undiscovered  shore  ? 
No  secret  island  in  the  boundless  main? 
No  peaceful  desert  yet  nnckim'd  by  Sjptm  ? 
Quick  let  us  rise,  the  happy  seats  explore. 
And  bear  oppression's  insolence  no  more. 
This  mournful  truth  is  every  where  confess'd. 
Slow  rises  worth  by  poverty  depress'd : 
But  here  more  slow,  where  all  are  slaves  to  gold, 
Where  looks  are  merchandise,  and  smiles  are  sold : 
Where  won  by  bribes,  by  flatteries  impkir'd, 
The  groom  retails  the  finrours  of  his  lord.         [cries 

But  hai^ !  th'  affiighted  crowd's  timiuUuous 
Roll  through  the  streets,  and  thunder  to  the  skies : 
Rais'd  frtm  some  pleasing  dream  of  wealth  and 

pow'r. 
Some  pompous  palace  or  some  blissfid  bower. 
Aghast  you  start,  and  scarce  with  aching  sight 
Sustain  th'  approaching  fire's  tremendous  light ; 
Swift  fivm  pursuing  honours  take  your  way. 
And  leave  your  little  all  to  flames  a  prey ; 
Then  thro'  the  worid  a  wretched  vagrant  roam. 
For  where  can  stanrina  merit  find  ^  home  ? 
In  vain  your  moumfVu  narrative  disclose. 
While  aU  neglect,  and  most  insult  your  woes. 
Should    Heaven's    just    bolts    Orgilio's    wealth 

confbund. 
And  qpread  his  -flaxning  palace  on  the  ground. 
Swift  o'er  die  land  the  dismal  rumour  flies. 
And  public  mournings  padfy  the  skies ; 
The  laureat  tribe  in  venal  verse  relate. 
How  virtue  wars  with  persecuting  fiite ; 
With  well.fiaffn'd  gratitude  the  pension'd  band 
Refund  the  plunder  of  the  beggar'd  knd. 
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80t!  wUUbt4NiikK  tilt  sMdy  find*  a«.c^ 
And  crowd  with  •uddeo  intHA  the  rising  dome ; 
Hm  price  of  bonMigfai  and  of  souls  rettore  ; 
And  raise  his  treasures  higher  than  before  : 
Now  bles8*d  with  all  the  baubles  of  the  great, 
Hie  polish'd  marble  and  the  shining  plate, 
Oigilio  sees  the  golden  pile  aspire, 
And  hopes  firom  angry  HeaY'n  another  fire. 

Could*st  thou  resiffn  the  park  and  play  content^ 
For  the  Bur  banks  of  Se?em  or  of  Tkent ; 
Then  migfat'st  thou  find  some  elegant  repeat, 


shirelingii 

And  stretch  thy  prospects  o*er  the  smiling  Und, 
For  less  than  rent  the  dungeons  of  the  Strand ; 
There    prune    liij  walk,  support    thy  drooping 

flowm, 
Direct  thy  rivul^  and  twine  thy  bowers ; 
And,  whfle  thy  grounds  a  cheap  repast  afford. 
Despise  the  dainties  of  a  yenal  lord : 
There  er'ry  bush  with  Nature's  nnisic  rings, 
Hiere  er'ry  breese  bears  health  upon  its  wings; 
On  all  thy  hours  security  shall  sinile. 
And  bless  thine  erening  walk  and  morning  toiL 
IVepare  for  death  if  here  at  night  you  roam. 
And  flgn  your  wiU  before  you  sup  from  home. 
Some  fiery  fop,  with  new  commission  vain. 
Who  sleeps  on  brsmbles  till  he  kills  his  man ; 
Some  froUc  drunkard,  reeling  from  a  feast, 
FlroTokes  a  broil,  and  stabs  you  for  a  jest. 
Yet  er'n  these  heroes,  misdueTously  gay ; 
Lords  of  the  street  and  terrours  of  the  way ; 
Flush'd  as  they  are  with  folly,  youdi,  and  wine^ 
Their  prudent  insults  to  the  poor  confine; 
A&r  they  marii  the  flambeau's  bright  approach, 
And  shun  the  shining  train,  and  golden  coach. 

In  vain,  these  dangers  past,  your  doors  you  close, 
And  hope  the  balmy  blessings  of  repose ; 
Cruel  with  guilt,  and  daring  with  de^air, 
The  midnight  murd'rer  bursu  the  faithless  bar ; 
Invades  the  sacred  hour  of  silent  rest. 
And  leaves,  unseen,  a  dagger  in  your  breast 

Scarce  can  our  fields,  such  crowds  at  Tyburn  die. 
With  hemp  the  gallows  and  the  fleet  supply. 
Propose  your  scSemes,  ye  senatorian  hmd, 
Whose  ways  and  means  support  the  sinking  land. 
Lest  ropes  be  wanting  in  the  tempting  spring, 
To  rig  another  convoy  for  the  king. 

A  single  jail,  in  Alprkd's  golden  reign, 
Could  half  the  nation's  crimii^  contain ; 
Fair  Justice,  then,  without  constrsint  ador'd, 
Held  hi{^  the  steady  scale,  but  sheath'd  the  sword ; 
No  spies  were  paid,  no  spedai  juries  known. 
Blest  age!  but  ah!  how  diff'rent  from  our  own  ! 
Much  could  I  add,— but  see  the  boat  at  hand. 
The  tide  retiring  calls  me  firom  the  land :       [spent. 
Farewell !— When  youth,  and  health,  and  fortune 
Iliou  fly'st  ibr  refuge  to  the  wilds  of  Kent ; 
And,  tir'd  like  me  with  follies  and  with  crimes, 
In  angry  numbers  wams't  succeeding  times ; 
Then  shall  thy  friend,  nor  thou  refbse  his  aid. 
Still  foe  to  rice,  forsake  his  Cambrian  shade ; 
In  rirtue's  cause  once  more  exert  his  rage. 
Thy  satire  point,  and  anmiate  thy  page. 
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IN  IMITATION  or  TKE  TOTH  S41I11 OT  JQTBUL 

LcT  observation  with  extensive  new, 
Survey  tnanlrinH  from  Qdna  to  Pen ; 
Remark  each  anxious  toU, each esgerilrifc^ 
And  watch  the  busy  scenes  of  crowded  life; 
Then  say  how  hope  and  fear,  desire  sad  btt^ 
O'erspread  with  snares  the  clouded  xnstt  of  file, 
Where  wav*ring  man,  betiay'd  bj  vent'ioiis  pride 
To  chase  the  dreary  paths  without  s  giude, 
As  treach'rous  phantoms  in  the  mist  ddode, 
Shuns  fimcied  ills,  or  chases  sirj  good; 
How  rarely  reason  guides  the  stuUxnv  duioe^ 
Rules  the  bold  hand,  or   prompts  the  aq^iint 

voice; 
How  nations  sink  by  dariing  schemei  opprs'^ 
When  vengeance  li^ns  to  the  ibol't  requrt. 
Fate  wings  with  ev'ry  wish  th*  sfiiictive  dot, 
Each  gift  of  nature  and  each  grace  of  sit ; 
With  fatal  heat  unpetuous  courage  ^owi, 
With  fatal  sweetness  elocution  flows, 
Impeachment  stops  the  speaker's  pow'ffulbrathi 
And  restless  fire  precipitates  oo  destb. 

But,  scarce  obaerv'd,  the  knowing  sod  die  boU 
Fall  in  the  gen'ral  massacre  of  gold; 
Wide  wasting  pest !  that  rages  unconfin'd, 
And  crowds  with  crimes  the  records  of  meokind: 
For  gold  his  sword  the  hireling  niffisa  dis««i 
For  gold  the  hireling  judge  distorts  the  kvs; 
Wealth  beap'd  on  imJth,  nor  truth  nor  stAtflf^ 
The  dangers  gather  as  the  treasures  rise. 

Let  hist'ry  tell  where  rival  kings  oommiod, 
And  dubious  title  shakes  the  ma&d  land, 
When  statutes  glean  the  refuse  of  the  sword, 
How  much  mote  safe  the  vassal  thsn  the  ksd; 
Low  sculks  the  hind  beneath  the  mgeof  pove^ 
And  leaves  the  wealthy  traitor  in  the  Tower, 
Untouch'd  his  cottage,  and  his  dumben  loondt 
Tbo'  confiscation's  ^tures  hover  round. 

Hie  needy  traveller,  serene  and  gsj, 
Walks  the  wild  heath  and  sings  his  tea!  awif 
Does  envy  seise  thee  ?  crush  th'  upbnidiBg  jofi 
Increase  his  riches,  and  his  peace  destrojr ; 
Now  fears  in  dire  vidssitude  invade,        ^^ 
ITie  rustling  brake  alarms,  and  quiv'ring  *id^ 
Nor  light  nor  darkness  bring  his  pain  rriieC>^  ^ 
One  s£>ws  the  plunder,  and  one  hides  tbe  M 

Yet  still  one  gen'ral  cry  the  skies  aiaaiK 
And  gain  and  grandeur  load  the  tainted  g>ia; 
Few  know  the  toiling  statesman's  fear  or  csr^ 
Hi'  insidious  rival  and  the  gapmg  heir. 
Once  more,  Democritus,  arise  on  Earth, 
With  cheerful  wisdom  and  instructive  miith, 
See  motley  life  in  modem  trappings  dre»'d, 
And  fleed  with  varied  foob  th*  eternal  je< : 
Thou  who  could'st  buigh,  where  want«nt»»* 

caprice. 
Toil  crush'd  conceit,  and  man  was c£t^* 
Where  wealth  unlov'd  without  a  mourner  dfd; 
And  scarce  a  sycophant  was  fed  by  piide;  ^^ 
Where  ne'er  was  known  the  form  of  mock  «**» 
Or  seen  a  new-made  mayor's  unwieldy  ■•***» 
Wliere  change  of  finv'ritea  made  no  change"  l*^ 
And  senates  heard  be^MPe  they  jadg*^  *  *'*SUa 
How  would'st  thou  shake  at  Britam's  too^^ 
Dart  the  quick  taunt,  and  edge  the  piercing  g"' 
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IttentiYe  truth  and  nature  to  descry, 
^d  pierce  each  scene  with  philosophic  eye, 
To  thee  were  solemn  toys,  or  empty  show, 
rhe  robes  of  pleasure^  and  the  veils  of  woe : 
Ul  aid  the  fivce,  and  all  thy  mir^  maintain. 
Whose  joys  are  causeless,  or  whose  griefs  are  Tain. 

Such  was  the  scorn  that  fill'd  the  sage's  mind, 
lenew'd  at  ev'ry  glance  on  human  kind ; 
■low  just  that  scorn  ere  yet  thy  voice  deckre, 
fearch  ev*ry  state,  and  canvass  ev*ry  pray*r. 

Unnumber*d  suppliants  crowd  Preferment's  gate, 
itixirst  for  wealth,  and  burning  to  be  great ; 
Deluave  Fortune  hears  th'  incessant  call, 
[hey  mount,  they  shine,  evaporate  and  fall. 
>n  er'ry  stage  the  foes  of  peace  attend, 
late  di^  their  flight,  and  insult  mocks  their  end. 
jcnre  ends  with  hope,  the  sinking  statesman's  door 
'ours  in  the  morning  worshipper  no  more ; 
'or  growing  names  the  weekly  scribbler  lies, 
To  growing  wealth  the  dedicator  flies ; 
horn  er'ry  room  descends  the  painted  face, 
rhat  hung  the  bright  palladium  of  the  place ; 
Lnd,  smok'd  in  kitchens,  or  in  auctions  sold, 
I'd  better  features  yields  the  frame  of  gold  ; 
''or  now  no  more  we  trace  in  ev'ry  line 
Icroic  worth,  benevolence  divine : 
Iw  form  distorted  justifies  the  fall, 
Uid  detestation  rids  th'  indignant  walL 

But  will  not  Britain  hear  the  last  appeal, 
lign  bcr  foes'  doom,  or  guard  her  fav'rites'  zeal  ? 
lirough  Fi«edom*s  sons  no  more  remonstrance 

rings, 
>egTading  nobles  and  controlling  kings ; 
hir  supplie  tribes  repress  their  patriot  throats, 
Lnd  ask  no  questions  but  the  price  of  votes ; 
Vtth  weekly  libels  and  septennial  ale, 
Isenr  wish  is  full  to  riot  and  to  rail 

In  full-blown  dignity,  see  Wolsey  stand, 
Mw  in  his  voice,  and  fortune  in  his  hand  : 
^o  him  the  church,  the  realm,  their  pow'rs  con- 

luxnuh  him  the  rays  of  regal  bounty  shine ; 

["um'd  by  his  nod  the  stream  of  honour  flows, 

Its  smile  alone  security  bestows : 

till  to  new  heights  his  restless  wishes  tow'r, 

Haim  leads  to  claim,  and  pow'r  advances  pow'r ; 

111  conquest  unresisted  ceas'd  to  please, 

ind  rights  submitted  left  him  none  to  seize : 

Lt  length  his  sov'reign  frowns  —  the  train  of  state 

f  ark  the  keen  glance,  and  watch  the  sign  to  hate. 

Hxere'er  he  turns,  be  meets  a  stranger's  eye, 

Us  sni^liants  scorn  him,  and  hb  followers  fly ; 

low  drop*  at  once  the  pride  of  aweful  state, 

lie  golden  canopy,  the  glitt'ring  plate, 

lie  regal  paboe,  the  luxurious  board, 

lie  liv'ried  army,  and  the  menial  lord. 

^^Itb  Hl^  ^^  cares,  with  mabdies  oppreas'd, 

le  seeks  the  refuge  of  monastic  rest 

hisf  ai^  disease,  remember'd  folly  stings, 

Lnd  his  last  si^  reproach  the  faith  of  kings. 

Speak  thou  whose  thoughts  at  humble  peace  repine, 
Bnll  Wolsey's  wealth  with  Wolsey's  end  be  thine  ? 
>r  fiy'st  thou  now,  with  safer  pride  content, 
[lie  wisest  justice  on  the  banks  of  Trent  ? 
for,  why  did  Wolsey,  near  the  steeps  of  £ste, 
>n  weak  foundations  raise  th*  enormous  weight? 
Why  but  to  sink  beneath  misfortune's  blow, 
¥lii  louder  ruin  to  the  gulpha  below. 

Wbit  gave  great  Villiers  to  th'  assassin's  knife, 
KnA  fix*d  diittse  on  Harley's  closing  life  ? 


What  murder'd  Wentworth,  and  what  exll'd  Hyde, 
By  kings  protected,  and  to  kings  ally'd  ? 
What  but  their  wish  indulg'd  in  courts  to  shine. 
And  pow'r  too  great  to  keep,  or  to  resign. 

When  first  the  college  rolls  receive  his  name. 
The  young  enthusiast  quits  his  ease  for  fame ; 
Resistless  bums  the  ferer  of  renown. 
Caught  from  the  strong  contagion  of  the  gown  : 
O'er  Bodley's  dome  his  future  labours  spread. 
And  Bacon's  mansion  *  trembles  o'er  his  head, 
^re  these  thy  views  ?  Proceed,  illustrious  youth, 
And  Virtue  guard  thee  to  the  throne  of  Truth ! 
Yet  should  thy  soul  indulge  the  gen'rous  heat 
Till  captive  Science  yields  her  Ust  retreat ; 
Should  reason  guide  thee  with  her  brightest  ray, 
And  pour  on  misty  doubt  resistless  day; 
Sliould  no  false  kindness  lure  to  loose  delight, 
Nor  praise  relax,  nor  difficulty  fright ; 
Should  tempting  Novelty  thy  cell  refrain. 
And  Sloth  efiuse  her  opiate  fumes  in  vain  ; 
Should  Beauty  blunt  on  fops  her  fatal  dart. 
Nor  claim  the  triumph  of  a  letter'd  heart ; 
Should  no  disease  thy  torpid  veins  invade. 
Nor  Melancholy's  phantoms  haunt  thy  shade ; 
Yet  hope  not  life  from  grief  or  danger  free. 
Nor  think  the  doom  of  man  rcvers'd  for  thee : 
Deign  on  the  passing  world  to  turn  thine  eye% 
And  pause  awhile  from  letters  to  be  wise ; 
There  mark  what  ills  the  scholar's  life  assail. 
Toil,  envy,  want,  the  patron,  and  the  jail. 
See  nations,  slowly  wise  and  meanly  just, 
To  buried  merit  raise  tlie  tardy  bust. 
If  dreams  yet  flatter,  once  again  attend, 
Hear  Lydiat's  life,  and  Galileo's  end. 

Nor  deem,  when  Learning  her  last  prize  bestow^ 
The  glittering  eminence  exempt  from  foes ; 
See,  when  the  vulgar  'scapes,  despis'd  or  aw'd. 
Rebellion's  vengeful  talons  sdze  on  Laud. 
From  meaner  minds,  though  smaller  fines  content 
The  plunder'd  palace,  or  sequester'd  rent : 
Mark'd  out  bydang'rous  parts,  he  meets  the  shock. 
And  fatal  Learning  leads  hhn  to  the  block : 
Around  his  tomb  let  Art  and  Genius  weep. 
But  hear  his  death,  ye  blockheads  hear  and  sleep. 

The  festal  blazes,  the  triumphal  show, 
The  ravish'd  standard,  and  the  captive  foe. 
The  senate's  thanks,  the  gazette's  pompous  talc^ 
With  force  resistless  o'er  the  brave  prevail. 
Such  bribes  the  rapid  Greek  o'er  Asia  wliiri'd. 
For  such  the  steady  Roman  shook  the  world ; 
For  such  in  distant  lands  the  Britons  shine,  ^ 
And  stain  with  blood  the  Danube  or  the  Rhine; 
This  pow'r  has  praise,  that  virtue  scarce  can  warm 
Till  fame  supplies  the  universal  charm. 
Yet  Reason  frowns  on  War's  unequal  game, 
Where  wasted  nations  raise  a  single  name ;     [gret. 
And  mortgag'd  states  their  grandsires'  wreaths  rs- 
From  age  to  age  in  everlasting  debt ; 
Wreaths  which  at  but  the  dear-bouf^  right  convey 
To  rust  on  medals,  or  on  stones  deny. 

On  what  foundation  stands  the  warrior's  pride,  . 
How  just  his  hopes,  let  Swedish  Charles  dedde; 
A  frame  of  adamant,  a  soul  of  fire. 
No  dangers  fright  him,  and  no  labours  tire , 

*  There  is  a  tradition,  that  the  rtudy  of  Friar 
Bacon,  built  on  an  arch  over  the  bridge,  will  ftll 
when  a  man  greater  than  Bacon  shall  paas  under  it. 
To  prevent  so  shocking  an  accident,  it  was  pnllsd 
down  many  jrsars  since.  ^  ^  , 
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0*er  lore,  o*er  fear,  eztends  his  wide  domain, 
UoconquerM  lord  of  pleasure  and  of  pain ; 
No  joys  to  him  pacific  sceptres  yield. 
War  sounds  the  trump,  he  rushes  to  the  field ; 
Behold  surrounding  kings  their  pow*rs  comlnne, 
And  one  capitulate,  and  one  resign ;  [vain ; 

Fbace  courts  his  hand,  but  spreads  her  channa  in 
«  Think  nothing  gain'd,"  ,he  criesi  "  till  nought 

remain, 
On  Moscow's  walls  till  Gothic  standards  fly, 
And  all  be  mine  beneath  the  polar  sky." 
The  march  begins  in  military  state, 
And  nations  on  his  eye  suspended  wait ; 
Stem  Famine  guards  the  solitary  coast, 
And  Winter  barricades  the  realms  of  Frost; 
He  comes,  nor  want  nor  cold  his  course  delay ;  — 
Hide,  blushing  Glory,  hide  Pultowa's  day : 
The  vanquish'd  hero  leaves  his  broken  bands. 
And  shows  his  miseries  in  distant  lands ; 
Condemn*d  a  needy  supplicant  to  wait, 
While  ladies  interpose,  and  slaves  debate. 
But  did  not  Chance  at  length  her  errour  mend  ? 
Did  no  subverted  empire  mark  his  end  ? 
Did  rival  monarchs  give  the  fatal  wound  ? 
Or  hostile  millions  press  him  to  the  ground? 
His -fall  was  destined  to  a  barren  strand, 
A  petty  fortress,  and  a  dubious  hand ; 
He  left  Ibe  name,  at  which  the  world  grew  pale, 
To  point  a  moral,  or  adorn  a  tale. 

All  times  then-  scenes  of  pompous  woes  afford, 
FroiQ  Persia's  ^rant  to  Bavaria's  lord. 
In  gay  hostility  and  barb'jnous  pride. 
With  half  mankind  embattled  at  his  side, 
Great  Xerxes  comes  to  seise  the  certain  prey. 
And  starves  exhausted  regions  in  his  way ; 
Attendant  Flatt'ry  counts  his  myriads  o'er, 
TQl  counted  mjrnads  soothe  his  pride  no  more ; 
F^esh  praise  is  try'd  till  madness  fires  his  mind, 
The  waves  he  lashes,  and  enchains  the  wind ; 
New  pow'rs  are  cUUm'd,  new  pow'rs  are  still  be- 

stow'd, 
Till  rude  resistance  lops  the  qireading  god ; 
The  daring  Greeks  deride  the  martial  show. 
And  heap  their  valleys  with  the  gaudy  foe ; 
Hi'  insulted  sea  with  humbler  thought  he  gains, 
A  single  skiff  to  speed  his  flight  remains ; 
Th'  encumber'd  oar  scarce  leaves  the  dreaded  coast 
Huough  purple  billows  and  a  floating  host. 

The  bold  Bavarian,  in  a  luckless  hour^ 
Tries  the  dread  summits  of  Cssarean  pow'r, 
With  unexpected  legions  bursts  away, 
And  sees  defenceless  realms  receive  his  sway : 
Short  sway!  fiur   Austria  spreads  her  mournful 

charms. 
The  queen,  the  beauty,  sets  the  world  in  arms; 
FVmn  hill  to  hill  tiie  beacon's  rousing  blase 
Spreads  wide  the  hope  of  plunder  and  of  praise ; 
llie  fierce  Croatian,  and  the  wild  Hussar, 
With  all  the  ^ns  of  ravage  crowd  the  war ; 
The  baffled  prince,  in  honour's  flatt'ring  bloom 
Of  hasty  greatness,  finds  the  fiital  doom ; 
His  foes'  derision,  and  his  subjects'  blame, 
And  steals  to  death  from  anpiish  and  from  shame. 

«  Enhurffe  my  life  with  multitude  of  days !" 
1n^  health,  m  sickness,  thus  the  suppliant  prays : 
Hides  from  himself  its  state,  and  shuiis  to  know. 
That  life  protracted  is  protracted  woe. 
Time  hovers  o'er,  impatient  to  destrcy, 
And  shuts  up  all  the  passages  of  joy : 


In  vain  their  gifts  the  bounteous  i 

The  fruit  autumnal,  and  the  vernal  ilow'r; 

With  listless  eyes  the  dotard  views  the  storey 

He  views,  and  wonders  that  they  please  no  more ; 

Now  pall  die  tasteless  meats,  and  joyless  winei^ 

And  Luxury  with  sighs  her  slave  resigns. 

Approach,  ye  minstrels,  try  the  soothing  strain, 

Diffbse  the  tuneful  lenitives  of  pain : 

No  sounds,  alas !  would  touch  th'  impervioaa  ear, 

Though   dancing  mountains  witucjs'd   Orpheus 

near; 
Nor  lute  nor  lyre  his  feeble  pow'rs  attieiid. 
Nor  sweeter  music  of  a  virtuous  friend  ; 
But  everlasting  dictates  crowd  his  tongue^ 
Perversely  grave,  or  positively  wrong. 
The  still  returning  tale,  and  ling'ring  jest. 
Perplex  the  fawning  niece,  and  pamper'd  guest, 
While  growing  hopes  scarce  awe  the  gath'ring  sneo; 
And  scarce  a  l^;acy  can  bribe  to  hear : 
The  watchful  guests  still  hint  the  last  offctKc ; 
The  daughter's  petulance,  the  son's  expense^ 
Improve  his  heady  rage  with  treacfa'rous  skib. 
And  mould  his  passions  till  they  make  fab  wiU. 

Unnumber'd  maladies  his  joints  invade. 
Lay  siege  to  life,  and  press  the  dire  b1o<^uMle  ; 
But  unextinguish'd  av'rice  still  reroaina» 
And  dreaded  losses  aggravate  his  pains ; 
He  turns,  with  anxious  heart  and  crippled  faandi^ 
His  bonds  of  debt,  and  mortgages  of  lands  ; 
Or' views  his  coffers  with  suspicious  eyes. 
Unlocks  his  gold,  and  counts  it  till  he  dies. 

But  gnntf  the  virtues  of  a  temp'rate  prime 
Bless  with  im  age  exempt  frt>m  scorn  or  crime ; 
An  age  that  melts  with  unpercdv'd  decay,  - 
And  glides  in  modest  innocence  away ; 
Whose  peaceful  day  benevolence  endears, 
Whose  night  congratulating  conadence  cheen  ; 
The  gen*ral  fav'nte  as  the  gen'ral  friend : 
Such  age  there  is,  and  who  shall  wish  ite  end  ? 

Yet  ev'n  on  thb  her  load  Misfortune  flings^ 
To  press  the  weary  minutes'  flagging  wings ; 
New  sorrow  rises  as  the  day  returns, 
A  sister  sickens,  or  a  daughter  mourns. 
Now  kindred  Merit  fills  the  sable  bier. 
Now  lacerated  Friendship  claims  a  tear ; 
Year  chases  year,  decay  pursues  decay. 
Still  drops  some  joy  from  with'ring  life  away ; 
New  forms  arise,  and  diff 'rent  views  ei^age. 
Superfluous  lags  the  vet'ran  on  the  stage. 
Till  pitying  Nature  signs  the  last  release. 
And  bids  afflicted  worth  retire  to  peace. 

But  few  there  are  whom  hours  like  these  i 
Who  set  unclouded  in  the  gulphs  of  Fate. 
From  Lydia's  monarch  should  the  search  < 
By  Solon  caution'd  to  regard  his  end. 
In  life's  last  scene  what  prodigies  surpriae. 
Fears  of  the  brave,  and  follies  of  the  wise  * 
From  Marlb'rough's  eyes  the  streams  of  dott^flw. 
And  Swift  expires  a  driv'ler  and  a  show. 

Hie  teeming  mother,  anxious  for  her  race^ 
Begs  for  each  birth  the  fortune  of  a  hoc  ; 
Yet  Vane  could  tell  what  ills  from  beauty  ^fiog  i 
And  Sedley  curs'd  the  form  that  pleas'd  a  king. 
Ye  nyn^hs  of  rosy  lips  and  radiant  eyes, 
Whom  pleasure  keeps  too  busy  to  be  wise ; 
Whom  joys  with  soft  varieties  invite, 
By  day  the  frolic,  and  the  dance  by  n^gfat ; 
Who  frown  with  vanity,  who  smile  with  art. 
And  ask  the  lati;st  fashion  of  the  heart ; 
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iVhat  care,  what  rules,  your  hoedfeas  cbanns  ahill 

aaTS, 
EUkch  nymph  your  rifsl,  and  each  youth  your  slave? 
igaanst  your  fame  with  fondness  hate  combines, 
rbe  rival  batters,  and  the  lover  mines, 
^th  distant  voice  neglected  Virtue  calls, 
L.ea8  heard  and  less,  &  fiunt  remonstrance  falls ; 
[Vd  with  contempt,  she  quits  the  slipp'ry  rein, 
Knd  Bride  and  Pnidence  take  her  seat  in  vain. 
n  crowd  at  once,  where  none  the  pass  defend, 
rhe  harmless  freedom,  and  the  private  friend, 
[lie  guardians  yield,  by  force  superior  ply'd : 
To  Int*rest,  Riidence ;  and  to  Flatt'ry,  Pride. 
Here  Beauty  fklls  betray'd,  despised,  distress'd, 
ind  hissing  Infamy  proclaims  the  restt. 

Where  then  shall  Hope  and  Fear  their  objects  find? 
if  ust  dull  Suspense  corrupt  the  stagnant  mind  ? 
dust  helpless  man,  in  ignorance  sedate, 
loll  darkling  down  the  torrent  of  his  fate  ? 
ilust  no  dis&e  alarm,  no  wishes  rise, 
^o  cries  invoke  the  merdes  of  the  skies  ? 
nquirer,  cease ;  petitions  yet  remain 
Vhich  Hcav*n  may  hear,  nor  deem  religion  vain. 
Itlll  raise  for  good  the  supplicating  voice, 
)ut  leave  to  Heav*n  the  measure  and  the  choice : 
lafe  in  his  pow*r,  whose  eyes  discern  afiur 
The  secret  ambush  of  a  specious  pray'r ; 
mplore  his  aid,  in  his  decisions  rest, 
iecure,  whate'er  he  gives,  he  gives  the  best 
Tet,  w^Men  the  sense  of.  sacred  presence  fires, 
Lnd  strong  devotion  to  the  skies  aspires, 
'our  forth  thy  fervours  for  a  healthTul  mind, 
>bedient  passions,  and  a  will  resign'd ; 
''or  love,  which  scarce  collective  man  can  fill ; 
^or  patience,  sov*reign  o'er  transmuted  ill ; 
'or  fittth,  that,  panting  for  a  happier  seat, 
Umnta  death  kind  Nature's  signal  of  retreat : 
liese  goods  for  man  the  laws  of  Heav'n  ordain, 
liese  goods  be  grants,  who  grants  the  pow'r  to 

gain; 
^ith  these  celestial  Wisdom  calms  the  mind, 
Lnd  makes  the  happiness  she  does  not  find. 


PROLOGUE, 
ronnr  bt  mb.  oaekick,  at  the  opxnino  or  tri 

THXATKK-aOTAL,   DaURT-LAWB,  1747. 

Wsm  Learning's  triumph  o'er  her  barfo'rous  foes 
rirst  rear*d  the  stage,  immortal  Shakspearc  rose; 
!adi  dbange  of  many-colour'd  life  he  drew, 
Sxfaa^ted  worlds,  and  then  imagin'd  new: 
^nslenoe  saw  him  spurn  her  bounded  reign, 
lnd  panting  Time  toil'd  after  him  in  vain. 
lis  pow'rful  strokes  presiding  Truth  impress'd, 
Lnd  unransted  Psssinn  storm'd  the  breast 

llien  Jonson  came,  instructed  from  the  school. 
To  please  in  method,  and  invent  by  rule ; 
Ik  studious  patience  and  laborious  art, 
)y  regular  ai^proach  assail'd  the  heart: 
>>ld  Approbatioii  gave  the  ling'ring  bays, 
7ar  tfaoae  who  durst  not  censure,  scarce  could 


i  mortal  bcm,  he  met  the  gen'ral  doom, 
Jut  kft,  Hke  Egypt's  kings,  a  lasting  tomb, 

The  wits  of  Charles  found  easier  ways  to  feme, 
qor  wish'd  for  Jonson's  art,  or  Shakapeare'sfiame. 
[lieandvtt  they  studied,  as  tiiey  felt  they  writ ; 
Intrigue  was  ^ot,  obscenity  was  wit 


Vice  always  found  a  sympathetic  friend ; 
They  pleas'd  their  age,  and  did  not  aim  to  mend. 
Tet  bards  like  these  aspir'd  to  lasting  praise. 
And  proudly  hop'd  to  pimp  in  future  days. 
Theu*  cause  was  gen'ral,  their  supports  were  strong. 
Their  slaves  were  willing,  and  their  reign  was  lohg : 
Till  Shame  regain'd  the  post  that  Sense  betray'd. 
And  '\^rtue  caU'd  Oblivion  to  her  aid. 

Then,  crush'd  by  rules^  and  weaken'd  as  refin'd. 
For  years  the  pow'r  of  Thi^y  declin'd ; 
From  bard  to  bard  the  frigid  caution  crept, 
Till  Declamation  roar'd  whilst  Passion  slept ; 
Yet  still  did  Virtue  deign  the  stage  to  tread. 
Philosophy  remain'd,  though  Nature  fled. 
But  forc'd,  at  length,  her  ancient  reign  to  quit. 
She  saw  great  Faustus  lay  the  ghost  of  Wit ; 
Exulting  Folly  hail'd  the  joyful  day. 
And  Ptotomime  and  Song  confirm'd  her  sway. 

But  who  the  coming  changes  can  presage, 
And  mark  the  future  periods  of  the  stage  r 
Perhaps,  if  skill  could  distant  times  explore. 
New  Behns,  new  Durfeys,  yet  remain  in  store ; 
Peiliaps  where  Lear  has  rav'd,  and  Hamlet  dy'd. 
On  flying  cars  new  sorcerers  may  ride: 
Perhaps  (for  who  can  guess  th*  ^ects  of  chance?) 
Here  Hunt  may  box,  or  Mahomet  *  may  dance. 

Hard  is  his  lot  that,  here  by  Fortune  plac'd. 
Must  watch  the  wild  vidssitudes  of  taste ; 
With  every  meteor  of  caprice  must  play, 
And  chase  the  new-blown  bubbles  of  the  day. 
Ah !  let  not  Censure  term  our  fiite  our  choice. 
The  stage  but  echoes  back  the  public  voice; 
The  drsrna's  laws,  the  drama's  patrons  give. 
For  we  that  live  to  please,  must  please  to  live. 

Then  prompt  no  more  the  folHes  you  deciy. 
As  tyrants  doom  their  tools  of  guilt  to  die ; 
'T  is  yours,  this  night,  to  bid  the  reign  commence 
Of  rescued  Nature  and  reviving  Sense ; 
To  chase  the  charms  of  sound,  the  pomp  of  show, 
For  useful  mirtli  and  salutary  woe; 
Bid  scenic  Virtue  form  the  rising  age. 
And  Truth  diffuse  her  radiance  from  the  stage. 


ON  TBS 

DEATH  OF  MR.  ROBERT  LEVET, 
▲  raAcnssa  in  rirrsic. 

Condemn'd  to  Hope's  delusive  mine. 

As  on  we  toil  from  day  to  day. 
By  sudden  blasts,  or  slow  decline, 

Our  social  coooforts  dnp  away. 

Well  try'd  through  many  a  varying  year, 

See  Levet  to  the  grave  descend, 
Oflidous,  innocent,  sincere, 

Of  ev'ry  friendless  name  the  friend. 

Tet  still  he  fills  affection's  eye. 
Obscurely  wise,  and  coarsely  kind ; 

Nor,  lettsr'd  Arrogance,  deny 
lliy  praise  to  merit  unrefin'd. 

•  Hunt,  a  famous  boxer  on  the  stage ;  Maho- 
met, a  rope-dancer,  who  had  exhibited  at  Covent- 
Garden  theatre  the  winter  before,  said  to  be  a 
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When  fidntliig  natnra  call'd  for  aid| 
And  bor'ring  de«th  prepar*d  the  blew, 

His  ▼ig'rous  remedy  display'd 

The  pow'r  of  art  without  the  show. 

In  BiGaery's  darkest  carem  known, 
His  useful  care  was  ever  nigh. 

Where  hopeless  Anguish  pour*d  his  groan, 
And  lonely  Want  retir'd  to  die. 

No  sununons  mock*d  by  cbill  delay, 
No  petty  gain  disdain'd  by  pride, 

The  modest  wants  of  er'ry  day 
The  toil  of  ev'ry  day  supply*d. 


His  -virtues  walk*d  their  nanow  round, 
Nor  made  a  pause,  nor  left  a  Toid ; 

And  sure  th*  Eternal  Master  found 
The  single  talent  well  employ'd. 

The  busy  day  —the  peaceful  nigfat, 

Unfelt,  uncounted,  glided  by ; 
His  frame  was  firm — his  powers  were  brigiK» 

Though  now  his  eightieUi  year  was  m^ 

Then  with  no  fiery  throbbing  pain. 

No  cold  gradations  of  decay, 
Death  broke  at  once  the  vital  diain. 

And  freed  his  soul  the  nearest  way. 
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JOHN  ARMSTRONG. 


JoHK  Armstbomo,  aphyaiGun  and  poet,  was  born 
about  1709  at  Ca^eton  in  Roxburghshire,  where 
his  Jatlier  was  the  parish  minister.  He  was  brought 
up  to  the  medical  profession,  which  he  studied  at 
the  university  of  Edinburgh,  where  be  took  his  de- 
gree. He  settled  in  Lon£m  in  the  double  capacity 
of  physidan  and  man  of  letters,  and  he  rendered 
himself  known  by  writings  in  each..  In  1744  his 
capital  work,  the  didactic  poem,  entitled  «  Hie  Art 
of  preserving  Health,"  made  its  appearance,  and 
raised  his  literary  reputation  to  a  height  whidi  his 
sobse^ent  publications  scarcely  sustuned.  It  has 
therefore  been  selected  for  this  work ;  and  it  may 
be  affirmed,  that  of  the  class  to  which  it  belongs, 
scarcely  any  English  performance  can  daim  so- 


periour  merit  Its  to{Mcs  are  judiciously  chosen 
from  all  those  which  can  add  grace  or  beauty  to  a 
difficult  subject;  and  as  he  was  naturally  giAed 
with  a  musical  ear,  his  lines  are  scarcely  ever  harsh. 
In  1760  Dr.  Armstrong  had  interest  enough  to 
obtain  the  appointment  of  physician  to  the  army  in 
Germany,  which  he  retained  till  its  return.  He 
then  resumed  his  practice  in  London ;  but  his  habits 
and  manners  opposed  an  insurmountable  bar  against 
popular  success.  He  possessed  undoubted  abilities, 
but  a  morbid  sensibility  preyed  on  his  temper,  and 
his  intellectual  efforts  were  damped  by  a  lai^uid 
listlasness.  He  died  in  September,  1779,  leaving 
considerable  savings  from  a  very  moderate  income. 


THE  ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH. 

BookL 

MR. 

XJAvaBTESL  of  Psron,  queen  of  every  joy, 
Hygeia  * ;  whose  indulgent  smile  sustains 
The  various  race*  luxuriant  Nature  pours. 
And  on  th'  immortal  essences  bestows 
Immortal  youth ;  auspicious,  O  descend ! 
Hiou  diefnrfnl  guardian  of  the  rolling  year, 
Whether  thou  wanton'st  on  the  western  gale, 
Or  fihak'st  the  rigid  pinions  of  the  North, 
Di0\i8est  life  and  vigour  through  the  tracts 
Of  air,  through  earth,  and  ocean's  deep  domain. 
When  through  the  blue  serenity  of  Heaven 
Thy  power  approaches^  all  the  wasteful  host 
Of  Bsun  and  Sickness,  squalid  and  deform'd. 
Confounded  sink  into  the  loathsome  gloom. 
Where  in  deep  Erebus  involv*d  the  fiends 
Grow  more  profane.     Whatever  shapes  of  death, 
Shook  from  the  hideous  chambers  of  the  globe. 
Swarm  through  the  shuddering  air:  whatever  plagues 
Or  meagre  famine  breeds,  or  vrith  slow  wings 
Riae  from  the  putrid  wat'ry  element, 
The  damp  waste  forest,  motionless  end  rank, 
That  smcihers  earth,  and  all  the  breathless  winds, 
Or  the  vile  carnage  of  th*  inhuman  field ; 
Whatever  baneful  breathes  the  rotten  South ; 
Whatever  ills  th'  extremes  or  sudden  change 
Of  cold  and  hot,  or  moist  and  dry  produce ; 

*  Hygeia,  ^he  goddess  of  health,  was,  according 
to  the  genealogy  St  the  heathen  deities,  the  daughter 
of  JEsculapius ;  who,  as  well  as  Apollo,  was  dis- 
tinguished by  the  name  of  Pson. 


They  fly  thy  pure  efiVilgenoe :  they  and  all 
The  secret  poisons  of  avenging  Heaven, 
And  all  the  pale  tribes  halting  in  the  train 
Of  Vice  and  heedless  Pleasure :  or  if  aught 
The  comet's  fflare  amid  the  burning  sky, 
Mournful  cchpse,  or  planets  ill  combin'd, 
Portend  disastrous  to  the  rifal  world ; 
Thy  salutary  power  averts  their  rage. 
Averts  the  general  bane :  and  but  for  thee 
Nature  would  sicken,  nature  soon  would  die. 

Without  thy  cheerftil  active  energy 
No  rapture  swells  the  breast,  no  poet  sings. 
No  more  the  maids  of  Helicon  delight 
Come  then  with  me,  O  goddess,  beav'nly  gay  I 
Begin  the  song ;  and  let  it  sweetly  flow. 
And  let  it  wisely  teach  thy  wholesome  laws : 
**  How  best  the  fickle  fabric  to  support 
Of  mortal  man ;  in  healthful  body  how 
A  healthful  mind  the  longest  to  maintain." 
'T  is  hard,  in  such  a  strife  of  rules,  to  choose 
The  best,  and  those  of  most  extensive  use ; 
Harder  in  clear  and  animated  song 
Dry  philosophic  precepts  to  convey. 
Yet  with  thy  aid  the  secret  wilds  I  trace 
Of  Nature,  and  with  daring  steps  proceed 
Through  paths  the  Muses  never  trod  befora 

Nor  should  I  wander  doubtful  of  my  way. 
Had  I  the  lights  of  that  sagacious  mind 
Which  taught  to  check  the  pestilential  fire, 
And  quell  the  deadly  Python  of  the  Nile. 
O  thou  belov'd  by  all  the  graceful  arts, 
Ihou  long  the  fav'rite  of  the  healing  powers^ 
Indulge,  O  Mead !  a  well-deaign'd  essay, 
Howe'er  imperfect :  and  permit  that  I 
My  little  knowledge  with  my  country  share^ 
Till  you  the  rich  Asclepian  stores  unlock, 
And  with  new  graces  dignify  the  theme. 

DigitizeJbfGoOgle 


694 


ARlViSTRONG. 


BmkL 


Te  who  amid  thb  f^sverUi  worid  would  weu 
A  body  free  of  pain,  of  caret  •  mind ; 
Fly  the  rank  ci^,  shun  iti  turbid  air ; 
Breathe  not  the  chaof  of  eternal  anoke 
And  volatile  corruption,  from  the  dead. 
The  dying,  sick'ning,  and  the  living  world 
£xhal*d,  to  sully  Heaven's  transparent  dome 
With  dim  moitality.     It  is  not  air 
That  fitnn  a  thousand  lungs  reeks  back  to  thine, 
Sated  with  exhalations  raiUL  and  fell. 
Hie  spoil  of  dunghills,  and  the  putrid  thaw 
Of  nature ;  when  from  shape  and  texture  she 
Relapses  into  fighting  elements : 
It  b  not  air,  but  floats  a  nauseous  mass 
Of  all  obscene,  corrupt,  offensive  things. 
Much  moisture  hurts;  but  here  a  sordid  bath, 
Widi  oily  rancour  frttight,  relaxes  more 
Tlie  solid  frame  than  simple  moisture  can. 
Besides,  fanmur'd  in  many  a  sullen  bay 
That  never  felt  the  freshness  of  the  breexe. 
This  slumb'ring  deep  remains,  and  ranker  grows 
With  siddy  rest :  and  ^though  the  lungs  abhor 
To  drink  the  dun  fuligmous  tiby») 
Did  not  Ae  add  vigour  of  the  mine, 
Boird  from  so  many  thundering  chimnies,  tame 
The  putrid  steams  that  oferswarm  the  sky ; 
Hiis  caustic  venom  would  perhaps  corrode 
Hiose  tender  cells  that  draw  the  vital  air. 
In  vain  with  all  the  unctuous  rills  bedew*d ; 
Or  by  the  drunken  venous  tubes,  that  yawn 
In  countless  pores  o'er  all  the  pervious  skin 
Imbib'd,  would  poison  the  balsamic  blood, 
And  rouse  the  heart  to  every  fever's  rage. 
While  yet  you  bteatfae^  ^'^'^J.'i  tke  rural  wilds 
Invite ;  the  mountain!  cattyaU,tmd  the  vales; 
The  woods,  the  streams^  and  caeh  ambrosial  breea« 
Hat  fiuBs  the  ever-undulalin^  «ky ; 
A  kindly  sky  !  whose  fostering  pow^  regales 
Han,  besst,  and  all  the  wytaMi  reign. 
Find  then  some  woodlandsoene  where  Nature  smilea 
Benign,  where  all  her  hroest  children  thrive. 
Td  us  there  wants  not  many  a  happy  seat ! 
Look  round  the  aniling  kmd,  wadi  numbers  rise 
We  hardly  fix,  bewilder'd  in  our  choice. 
See  where  entliron'd  in  adamantine  state, 
FhMid  of  her  bards,  imperial  Windsor  sits ; 
¥liere  choose  thy  seat  in  some  aspiring  grove 
Fast  by  the  slowly-winding  Thames ;  or  where 
Broader  she  laves  fiur  Richmond's  men  i^etreats, 
(Richmond  that  sees  an  hundred  viUas  rise 
Rural  or  gay.)     O !  from  the  summer's  rage, 
O !  wrap  me  in  the  friendly  gloom  that  hides 
Umbraj^ious  Ham !  —  But  if  the  busy  town 
Attract  thee  still  to  toil  for  power  of  gold. 
Sweetly  thou  may'st  thy  vacant  hours  possess 
In  HtfUpstead,  courted  by  the  western  wind ; 
Or  Greenwich,  waving  o'er  the  winding  flood ; 
Or  lose  the  world  amid  the  sylvan  wilds 
Of  Dulwicfa,  yet  by  barbarous  arts  unspoil'd. 
Oreen  rise  the  Kentish  hills  in  cfaeerftd  air ; 
But  on  the  nuuvhy  plains  that  Lincoln  spreads 
•Build  not,  nor  rest  too  long  thy  wandering  feet. 
For  on  a  rustic  throne  of  dewy  tur^ 
With  baneful  fogs  her  aching  temples  bound, 
Quartana  there  presides ;  a  meagre  fiend 
Begot  by  Eurus,  when  his  brutu  force 
Compress'd  the  slothful  Naiad  of  the  fens. 
From  such  a  mixture  sprung,  this  fitful  pest 
Widi  fev'rish  blasts  subdues  the  sick'ning  land : 
Cold  tremours  come,  witli  miglity  love  of  rust. 


Convulsive  yawmngs,  I— lutli,  iad  psuis 
Hiat  sting  the  burden'd  brows,  firii^  the  loinc, 
And  rack  the  joints,  and  every  torpid  limb ; 
Theti  parching  heat  succeeds,  till  copious  swmIi 
O'orflow:  asbortrdief  from  former  ilk 
Beoetffa  reiMaied  sbocks  the  wretches  pine^ 
The  vigour  sinks,  the  hdbit  melts  away: 
The  cheerful,  pure,  and  animated  btoom 
Dies  from  the  fiux,  with  squalid  atrophy 
Devour'd,  in  sallow  meUncfaoiy  dad. 
And  oft  the  sorceress,  in  her  sated  wrtffa. 
Resigns  them  to  the  furies  of  her  train: 
The  bkMted  Hydrops,  and  the  ycUow  Find 
TIng'd  with  her  own  accunralated  gsU. 

In  quest  of  sites,  avoid  the  moumfbl  phis 
Where  osiers  thrive,  and  trees  that  lore  tfas  bU; 
Where  many  lasy  muddy  rivers  flow : 
Nor  for  the  wealth  that  all  the  Indies  roll 
Fix  near  the  marshy  margin  of  the  maio. 
For  fWxn  the  humid  soil  and  wat'ry  leipi 
Eternal  vapours  rise ;  the  spongy  air 
For  eter  waeps ;  mv  turgid  with  the  wtigkt 
Ofwaterg,  pours  •  sounduig  dehige  down. 
Skies  such  as  these  let  every  mortal  dan 
Who  dreads  the  dropsy,  palsy,  or  the  goal, 
TortSan,  dorrosiv«sciuvy,  or  moist  cstanb; 
Ob*  any  olhar  injury  that  grQwg 
F^rom  raw-apun  fibres  idle  and  unstrung, 
Skin  ill-perspiring,  and  the  purple  flood 
In  languid  eddies  loitering  into  phlegm. 

Tet  not  alone  fhxn  humid  skies  we  pine ; 
For  au-  may  be  too  dry.     The  subtle  Heaven, 
Tliat  winnows  into  dust  the  blasted  dawm, 
Bare  and  extended  wide  without  a  stmun, 
Too  dut  imbibes  th*  attenuated  lymph 
Which,  by  the  surface,  from  tlie  blood  ahskfc 
The  lungs  erow  rigid,'and  with  toil  eaasy 
Their  flexible  vibr&ons  !  or  inflam'd, 
Thdr  tender  ever-moving  structure  thaws. 
Spoil'd  of  its  limpid  vehicle,  the  blood 
A  mass  of  lees  remains,  a  drossy  tide 
That  slow  as  Lethe  wanders  through  the  tcik; 
Unactive  in  the  services  of  life, 
Unfit  to  lead  its  pitchy  current  through 
Hie  secret  masy  channels  of  the  bnun. 
The  melancholic  fiend  (that  worst  despsir 
Of  phyac)  hence  the  rust-compk>xion'd  min 
Pursues,  whose  blood  is  dry,  wl^me  fibres  giiD 
Too  stretcb'd  a  tone ;  and  hence  in  dimes  sdiirf 
So  sudden  tumults  seize  the  trembling  nenes, 
And  burning  fieverb  glow  with  double  raf^ 

Fly,  if  you  can,  these  violent  extremes 
Of  air ;  the  wholesome  is  nor  moist  nor  diy. 
But  as  the  power  of  choosing  is  deny'd 
To  half  mankind,  a  further  task  ensues  ; 
How  best  to  mitigate  these  fell  extremes, 
How  breathe  unlnut  the  withering  demen^ 
Or  haxy  atmosphere ;  though  custom  mooldi 
To  every  clime  the  tod  Promethean  day ; 
And  be  who  first  the  fogs  of  Essex  brcath*d 
(So  kind  is  native  air]  may  in  the  fens 
Of  Essex  from  inveterate  ills  revive 
At  pure  Montpelier  or  Bermuda  caught. 
But  if  the  raw  and  oosy  Heaven  ofiend ; 
Correct  tlie  soil,  and  dry  the  sources  up 
Of  wat'ry  exhalation  :  wkle  and  deep 
Conduct  your  trenches  through  the  quaknig  Mf  i 
Solidtous,  with  all  your  winding  arts, 
Betray  the  unwilling  lake  into  &  stream ; 
And  weed  the  forest,  and  invoke  the  winds 
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To  break  the  toils  where  strangled  vapours  lie; 

!)r  through  the  thickets  send  5te  crackling  flames. 

Meantime  at  home  with  cbociful  tires  dispel 

rbe  humid  air :  and  let  your  table  smoke 

^ith  solid  roast  or  bak'd ;  o-  what  the  herds 

>f  tamer  breed  supply ;  or  what  the  wilds 

field  to  the  toilsome  pleasures  of  the  chase. 

jenerous  your  wine,  the  boast  of  ripening  years; 

3ut  frugal  be  your  cups :  the  languid  frame, 

/apid  and  sui^  from  yesterday's  debauch^ 

Shrinks  from  the  cold  embrace  of  wat'ry  Heavens. 

3ut  neither  these  nor  all  Apollo's  arts. 

Disarm  the  daiq^ers  of  the  dropping  sky, 

Jnless  with  exercise  and  manly  toil  [blood. 

fou    brace  your  nerves,   and    spur  the  l^ging 

rbe  &tt*ning  clime  let  all  the  sons  of  ease 

Vvoid ;  if  indolence  would  wish  to  live, 

lo,  yawn  and  loiter  out  the  long  slow  year 

n  fairer  skies.     If  droughty  regions  parch  [blood ; 

fbe  skin  and  lungs,    and  bake  the  thickening 

>eep  in  the  waving  forest  choose  your  seat, 

¥hefe  fuming  trees  refresh  the  thirsty  air; 

ind  wake  the  fountains  from  their  secret  beds, 

Vnd  into  lakes  dilate  their  rapid  stream. 

lere  spread  your  gardens  wide ;  and  let  the  cool, 

rbe  moist  relaxing  vegetable  store 

iVevail  in  each  repast:  your  food  supply'd 

)y  bleeding  life,  be  gently  wasted  down, 

3y  soft  defection  and  a  mellowing  heat, 

To  liquid  balm ;  or,  if  the  solid  mass 

fou  choose,  tormented  in  the  boiling  wave : 

rhat  tbrouffh  the  thirsty  channels  of  the  blood 

i  smooth  diluted  chyle  may  ever  flow. 

Hie  fragrant  dairy  from  its  cool  recess 

ts  nectar  add  or  benign  will  pour 

To  drown  your  thirst ;  or  let  the  mantling  bowl 

>f  keen  sherbet  the  fickle  taste  relieve. 

•or  with  the  viscous  blood  the  simple  stream 

VIU  hardly  mingle ;  and  fermented  cups 

>ft  dissipate  more  moisture  than  they  give* 

I'et  when  pale  seasons  rise,  or  Winter  roUs 

lis  horroun  o*er  the  world,  thou  may'st  indulge 

n  leasts  more  genial,  and  impatient  broach 

rbe  mellow  cad:.     Then  too  the  scourging  air 

.'tovokes  to  keener  toils  than  sultry  droughts 

iUow.     But  rarely  we  such  skies  blaspheme; 

IteepM  in  continual  rains,  or  with  raw  fogs 

ledew'd,  our  seasons  droop :  incumbent  still 

i  ponderous  Heaven  o'erwhelms  the  sinking  souL 

^*ring  with  stoims  in  heapy  mountains  rise 

Ph'  imhattled  clouds,  as  if  the  Stygian  shades 

lad  left  the  dungeon  of  eternal  night, 

[111  black  with  thunder  all  the  South  descends. 

Icarce  in  a  showerless  day  the  Heavens  indulge 

hur  melting  dime ;  except  the  baleful  East 

V^itben  the  tender  spring,  and  sourly  checks 

rhe  fancy  of  the  year.     Our  fiitfaere  talk 

)f  sunmiers,  balmy  ahr,  and  skies  serene. 

food  Heaven !  for  what  unexpiated  crimes 

fhis  dismal  change !  the  brooding  elements, 

Do  they,  your  powerful  ministera  of  wrath, 

'repare  some  fierce  exterminating  plague  ? 

)r  is  it  fix'd  in  the  decrees  above 

rhat  lofty  Albion  mdt  into  the  main  ? 

indulgent  Nature !  O  dissolve  this  gloom ! 

3ind  in  eternal  adamant  the  winds 

rbat  drown  or  wither;  give  the  genial  West 

To  breathe,  and  in  its  turn  the  sprighdy  North : 

ind  may  once  more  the  drcling  seasons  rule 

llie  year ;  not  mix  in  every  monstrous  day. 


Meantinc^  the  moist  roaUgnky  to  shun       [paign 
Of  burtfaen*d  skies;  mark  where  the  dry  charo* 
Swells  into  cheerful  hills :  where  marjoram 
And  thyme,  the  love  of  bees,  perfVune  the  air ; 
And  where,  the  cynonhodon  *  witli  the  rose 
For  fragrance  vies ;  for  in  the  thirsty  soil 
Most  iVagmnt  breathe  the  aromatic  tribes. 
There  bid  thy  roofs  liigh  on  the  basking  steep 
Ascend,  there  light  thy  hospitable  fires, 
And  let  them  see  the  winter  mom  arise, 
The  summer  evening  blushing  in  the  West : 
While  with  umbrageous  oaks  the  ridge  behind 
Overhung,  defends  yoii  fVom  the  blust*ring  North, 
And  hkSk.  affliotien  of  the  peevish  East 
Oh !  when  the  growling  winds  contend,  and  all 
The  sounding  forest  fluctuates  in  the  storm ; 
To  sink  in  warm  repose,  .and  hear  the  din 
Howl  o*er  the  steady  battlements,  delights 
Above  the  luxury  of  vulgar  sleep. 
Hie  murmuring  rivulet,  and  the  hoarser  strain 
Of  wat^n  rushing  o*er  the  sl^pery  rocks, 
Will  nightly  lull  you  to  ambrosial  rest 
To  please  the  fiuicy  is  no  trifling  good. 
Where  health  is  studied ;  for  whatever  moves 
The  mind  with  calm  delight,  promotes  the  just 
And  natural  movements  of  th*  harmonious  frame. 
Besides,  the  sportive  brook  for  ever  shakes 
The  trembling  au*,  that  floats  from  hill  to  hill» 
FVom  vale  to  mountain,  with  incessant  change 
Of  purest  element,  refreshing  still 
Tour  airy  seat,  and  uninfected  gods. 
Chiefly  for  this  I  praise  the  man  who  builds 
High  on  the  breesy  ridge,  whose  Ic^  sides 
Th'  ethereal  deep  with  endless  billows  chafes. 
His  purer  mansion  nor  contagious  yeara 
Shall  reach,  nor  deadly  putrid  ain  annoy. 

But  may  no  fogs,  fhnn  lake  or  fenny  plain. 
Involve  my  hill !  and  wheresoe'er  you  build, 
Whetlwr  on  sun-burnt  Epsom,  or  the  plains 
Wash'd  by  the  silent  Lee ;  in  Chelsea  low. 
Or  liigh  Blackheath  with  wintry  wmds  assail'd ; 
Dry  be  your  house :  but  airy  more  *tlian  warm. 
Else  every  breath  of  ruder  wind  will  strike 
Your  tender  body  through  with  rapid  pains ; 
Fierce  coughs  will  tease  you,  hoarseness  bind  your 

voice. 
Or  moist  gravedo  load  your  aching  brows. 
Thqw  to  ^y,  and  all  the  fates  that  dwell 
In  doister'd  air  tainted  with  steaming  life. 
Let  lofty  ceilings  grace  your  ample  rooms ; 
And  still  at  axure  noontide  may  your  dome 
At  every  window  drink  the  liquid  sky. 

Need  we  the  sunny  situation  here. 
And  theatres  open  to  the  South,  commend .' 
Here,  where  the  morning's  misty  breath  infe^cs 
More  than  the  torrid  noon  ?  How  sickly  grow, 
How  pale,  the  plants  in  those  ill-fiited  rales, 
That,  cirded  round  with  the  gigantic  heap 
Of  mountains,  never  felt,  nor  ever  hope 
To  feel,  the  genial  vigour  of  the  Sun ! 
While  on  the  neighbouring  hill  the  rose  inflames 
The  verdant  spring ;  in  virgin  beauty  blows 
The  tender  lily,  languishiugly  svreet : 
O'er  every  hedge  £b  wanton  woodbine  roves, 
And  autumn  ripens  in  the  summer's  ray. 
Nor  less  the  warmer  living  tribes  demand 
Hie  fost'ring  Sun,  whose  energy  divine 

•  The  wild  rose,  or  that  which  grows  on  the 
I  common  brier. 

"^yv-       I 
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DwcUi  not  In  mortal  fire ;  whoM  gen'roui  heal 
Glows  tfarougfa  the  uum  of  grosser  elements^ 
And  kindles  Into  life  the  ponderous  spheres. 
Cheef'd  by  tfiy  kind  inrigorating  warmth, 
We  court  thy  beams,  great  miyesty  of  day ! 
If  not  the  soul,  the  regent  of  &is  world, 
Fint4Kim  of  Heaven,  and  only  less  than  God ! 


Book  II. 

DIET. 

EjrouoH  of  air.  I  A  desert  subject  now, 
Rougher  and  wilder,  rises  to  my  sight. 
A  barren  waste,  where  not  a  garland  grows 
To  bind  the  Muse's  brow  ij  not  cr'n  a  proud 
Stupendous  solitude  frowin  o'er  the  hMth, 
To  rouse  a  noble  horrour  in  the  soul : 
But  nigged  paths  fatigue,  and  errour  leads 
Hirough  endless  labyrinths  the  devious  feet. 
Farewell,  ethereal  fields  !,''tbe  humbler  arts 
Of  life ;  the  table  and  the  homely  gods 
Demand  my  song,  j  Elysian  gales,  adieu ! 

The  blood,  the  fountain  wt^nce  the  spirits  flow, 
Hie  generous  stream  that  waters  every  part. 
And  motion,  visour,  and  warm  life  conveys 
To  every  partick  that  moves  or  lives ; 
Hiis  vital  fluid,  through  unnumber'd  tubes 
Pour*d  by  the  heart,  and  to  the  heart  again 
Refunded ;  scourg'd  for  ever  round  and  round  ; 
£nrag*d  with  beat  and  toil,  at  last  forgets 
Its  balmy  nature ;  rirulent  and  thin 
It  grows ;  and  now,  but  that  a  thousand  gates 
Are  open  to  its  flight,  it  would  destroy 
The  parts  it  cherish*d  and  repair*d  before. 
u  Besides,  the  flexible  and  tender  tubes 
Melt  in  the  mildest  most  nectareous  tide 
That  ripening  Nature  rolls ;  as  in  the  stream 
Its  crumbling  banks ;  but  what  the  force 
Of  plastic  fluids  hourly  batters  down. 
That  very  force,  those  plastic  particles 
Rebuild :  so  mutable  the  state  of  man. 
For  this  the  watchful  appetite  was  given. 
Daily  with  fresh  materials  to  repair 
Tliis  unavmdable  expense  of  life. 
This  necessary  waste  of  flesh  and  blood. 
Hence,  the  concoctive  powers,  with  various  art, 
Subdue  the  cruder  aliments  to  chyle ; 
The  chyle  to  blood ;  the  foamy  purple  tide 
To  liquors,  which  through  finer  arteries 
To  different  parts  their  winding  course  pursue ; 
To  try  new  changes,  and  new  forms  put  on. 
Or  for  the  public,  or  some  private  usew 

Nothing  so  foreign  but  th*  athletic  hind 
Can  Ubour  into  blood.     The  hungry  meal 
Alone  he  fears,  or  aliments  too  thin  ; 
By  violent  powers  too  easily  subdu'd. 
Too  soon  expellU     His  daily  labour  thaws, 
To  friendly  chyle,  the  most  rebellious  mass 
That  salt  can  harden,  or  the  smoke  of  years; 
Nor  does  his  gorge  the  luscious  bacon  rue. 
Nor  that  which  Cestria  sends,  tenacious  paste 
Of  solid  milk.     But  ye  of  softer  cUy, 
Infirm  and  delicate!  and  ye  who  waste 
With  pale  and  bloated  sloth  the  tedious  day ! 
Avoid  the  stubbcnm  aliment,  avoid 
The  full  repast  ;(and  let  sagacious  age 
Grow  wiser,  lcsson*d  by  the  dropping  teeth.  ^ 

HaU*  subtilized  to  chyle,  the  liquid  food 


Readiest  obeys  th'  aBafanikting  powers ; 

And  soon  the  tender  vegetable  mass 

Relents ;  and  soon  the  young  of  those  that  tread 

Hie  stedfitst  earth,  or  cleave  the  green  abgras. 

Or  pathless  sky.     And  if  the  steer  most  fidl. 

In  youth  and  sanguine  vigour  lei  him  die  ; 

Nor  stay  till  ficid  age,  or  heavy  aOs, 

Absolve  him  ilUrequited  from  the  yoke. 

Some  vrith  high  forage,  and  luxuriant  case. 

Indulge  the  veteran  ox ;  but  wiser  thou. 

From  the  bald  mountain  or  the  barren  downa^ 

Expect  the  flocks  by  frugal  Nature  fed ; 

A  race  of  purer  blood,  with  exercise 

Refin*d  and  scanty  fiure :  for,  old  or  jroong. 

Hie  stall*d  are  never  healthy  ;  nor  the  cmnm'd. 

Not  all  the  culinary  arts  can  tune 

To  wholesome  food,  the  abominable  growth 

Of  rest  and  gluttony ;  the  prudent  taste 

Rejects  like  bane  such  loathsome  lusciousocss. 

Hie  languid  stomach  curses  even  the  pore 

Delicious  fat,  and  all  the  race  of  cnl : 

For  more  the  oily  aliments  relax 

Its  feeble  tone ;  and  with  the  eager  lymph 

(Fond  to  incorporate  with  all  it  meets) 

Coyly  they  mix,  and  shun  with  slippery  wiles 

The  woo*d  embrace.     Th'  irresoluble  oO, 

So  gentle  late  and  blandishing,  in  floock 

Of  rancid  bile  overflows :  what  tumults  hetioe. 

What  horrours  rise,  were  nauseous  to  rdate. 

Choose  leaner  viands,  ye  whose  jovial  make 

Too  fast  the  gummy  nutriment  imbibes  : 

Choose  sober  meals;  and  rouse  to  active  life 

Your  cumbrous  clay ;  nor  on  the  cnftrebling  down. 

Irresolute,  protract  the  morning  liours. 

But  let  the  man  whose  bones  are  thinly  dad. 

With  cheerful  ease  and  succulent  repast 

Improve  his  habit  if  he  can ;  for  each 

Extreme  departs  from  perfect  sanity. 

I  could  relate  what  table  this  demands. 
Or  that  complexion :  what  the  various  powers 
Of  various  foods :  but  fifty  years  would  roU, 
And  fifty  more  before  the  talc  were  done. 
Besides,  there  often  lurks  some  nameless,  strange^ 
Peculiar  thing ;  nor  on  the  skin  display  *d. 
Felt  in  the  pulse,  nor  in  the  habit  seen ; 
Which  finds  a  poison  in  the  food  that  most 
The  temperature  affects.     There  are,  whose  blood 
Impetuous  rages  through  tlie  turgid  veins. 
Who  better  boir  the  fiery  fruits  of  India 
Than  the  moist  melon,  or  pale  cucumber. 
Of  chilly  nature  otliers  fly  the  board 
Supply 'd  with  slaughter,  and  the  vernal  powers 
For  cooler,  kinder  sustenance  implore. 
Some  even  the  generous  nutriment  detest 
Which,  in  tlie  shell,  the  sleeping  embryo  renk 
Some,  more  unhappy  still,  repent  the  gifta 
Of  Pales ;  soft,  delicious  and  benign : 
Hie  balmy  quintessence  of  every  flower. 
And  every  grateful  herb  that  decks  the  spring  ; 
Hie  fost'ring  dew  of  tender  sprouting  lif^  ; 
The  best  refection  of  declining  age ; 
The  kind  restorative  of  those  who  lie 
Half  dead  and  panting,  from  the  doubtful  strife 
Of  nature  struggling  in  the  grasp  of  death. 
Try  all  the  bounties  of  this  fertile  globe, 
There  is  not  yuch  a  salutary  food 
As  suits  with  every  stomach.     But  (except. 
Amid  the  mingled  mass  of  fish  and  fowl. 
And  boil'd  and  bak*d,  you  hesitate  by  which 
You  sunk  opprcss'd,  or  whether ^not  by  all) 
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Paugfat  b]r  experience  toon  you.  may  discern 
Nhat  fdeaaes,  what  offends.     Avoid  the  cates 
fhat  lull  the  sickenM  appetite  too  long ; 
)r  heave  with  fSev'rish  flushings  all  the  face, 
)um  in  the  palms,    and  parch  the  rough'ning 

tongue; 
)r  much  diminish  or  too  much  increase 
Ph*  expense,  which  Nature's  wise  economy, 
^^ithout  or  waste  or  avarice,  maintains, 
tuch  cates  abjur'd,  let  prowling  hunger  loose, 
Lnd  bid  the  ciuious  palate  room  at  will ; 
"hey  scarce  can  err  amid  the  various  stores 
liat  burst  the  teeming  entrails  of  the  world. 

Led  by  sagacious  taste,  the  ruthless  king 
H  beasts  on  blood  and  slaughter  only  lives ; 
Tie  tiger,  form*d  alike  to  cruel  meals, 
t^ould  at  the  manger  starve ;  of  milder  seeds 
7»  generous  horse  to  herbage  and  to  grain 
'onfines  his  wish  ;  though  fabling  Greece  resound 
lie  Thracian  steeds  with  human  carnage  wild, 
tompted  by  instinct's  never-erring  power, 
lach  creature  knows  its  proper  aliment ; 
ut  man,  th*  inhabitant  of  every  clime, 
^th  all  the  commoners  of  Nature  feeds. 
Krected,  boimded,  by  this  power  within, 
heir  cravings  are  well  aim'd :  voluptuous  man 
(  by  superior  faculties  misled ; 
[isied  from  pleasure  even  in  quest  of  joy, 
ited  with  Nature's  boons,  wluit  thousands  seek, 
^ith  dishes  tortur'd  from  their  native  taste, 
nd  mad  variety,  to  spur  beyond 
5  wiser  will  the  jaded  appetite ! 

this  for  pleasure  ?  Learn  a  juster  taste ! 
nd  know  that  temperance  is  true  luxury, 
r  is  it  pride  ?  Pursue  some  nobler  aim, 
ismiss  your  parasites  who  praise  for  hire ; 
nd  earn  the  fair  esteem  of  honest  men,       [yours, 
bose  praise  is  fame.     Form'd  of  such  clay  as 
le  siciC  the  needy,  shiver  at  your  gates, 
ren  modest  want  may  bless  your  hand  unseen, 
lough  hush'd  in  patient  vrretchedness  at  home, 
there  no  virgin,  grac'd  with  ev'ry  charm 
it  that  which  binds  the  mercenary  vow  ? 
}  youth  of  genius,  whose  neglected  bloom 
ifoster'd  sickens  in  the  barren  shade  ? 
>  worthy  man  by  fortune's  random  blows, 
-  by  a  heart  too  generous  and  humane, 
tnstraln'd  to  leave  his  happy  natal  seat, 
id  sigh  for  wants  more  bitter  than  bis  own  ? 
lere  are,  while  human  miseries  abound, 
thousand  ways  to  waste  superfluous  wealth, 
tthout  one  fool  or  flatterer  at  your  board, 
itbout  one  hour  of  sickness  or  disgust. 
But  other  ills  th'  ambiguous  feast  pursue, 
sides  provoking  the  lascivious  taste. 
ch  various  foo^  though  harmless  each  alone, 
ch  other  violate ;  and  oft  we  see 
lat  strife  is  brew'd,  and  what  pernicious  bane, 
>na  combinations  of  obnoxious  things. 
'  unbounded  taste  I  mean  not  to  confine 
hermit's  diet  needlessly  severe, 
t  would  you  long  the  sweets  of  health  enjoy, 
haflband  pleasure ;  at  one  impious  meal 
haust  not  half  the  bounties  of  the  year, 
every  realm.     It  matters  not  meanwhile 
w  much  to-morrow  dtff'er  from  to-day ; 
fiar  indulge ;  't  is  fit,  besides,  that  man, 
change  obnoxious,  be  to  change  inur'dL 
t  stay  the  curious  appetite,  and  taste 
di  caution  fruits  you  never  tried  before. 


For  want  of  use  the  kindest  aliment 

Sometimes  offtods ;  while  custom  tames  the  rage 

Of  poison  to  mild  amity  with  life. 

So  Heaven  has  form'd  us  to  the  generul  tasta 
Of  ail  its  gifb :  so  custom  has  improv'd 
This  bent  of  nature ;  that  few  simple  food% 
Of  all  that  earth,  or  air,  or  ocean  yield, 
But  by  excess  oflbnd     Beyond  the  sense 
Of  light  refection,  at  the  genial  board 
Indulge  not  ofien ;  nor  protract  the  fSeast 
To  dull  satiety ;  till  soft  and  slow 
A  drowsy  death  creeps  on,  th'  expansive  soul 
Oppressed,  and  smother'd  the  celestial  fire. 
The  stomach,  urg'd  beyond  its  active  tone, 
Hardly  to  nutrimental  chyle  subdues 
The  softest  food :  unfinish'd  and  deprav'd, 
The  chyle,  in  all  its  future  wanderings,  owns 
Its  turbid  fountain ;  not  by  purer  streams 
So  to  be  dear'd,  but  foulness  will  remain. 
To  sparkling  wine  what  ferment  can  exalt 
Th*  unripen'd  grape?  or  what  mechanic  skill 
From  the  crude  ore  can  spin  the  ductile  gold  ? 

Gross  riot  treasures  up  a  wealthy  fund 
Of  plagues :  but  more  immedicable  ills 
Attend  the  lean  extreme.     For  physic  knows 
How  to  disburthen  the  too  tumid  veins. 
Even  how  to  ripen  the  half-labour'd  blood : 
But  to  unlock  the  elemental  tubes, 
Collaps'd  and  shrunk  with  long  inanity. 
And  with  balsamic  nutriment  repair 
The  dried  and  worn-out  habit,  were  to  bid 
Old  age  grow  green,  and  wear  a  second  spring ; 
Or  the  tall  ash,  long  ravish'd  from  the  soil. 
Through  wither'd  veins  imbibe  the  vernal  dew. 
When  hunger  calls,  obey ;  not  often  wait 
Till  hunger  sharpen  to  corrosive  pain : 
For  the  keen  appetite  will  feast  beyond 
What  nature  well  can  bear :  and  one  extreme 
Ne'er  without  danger  meets  its  own  reverse. 
Too  greedily  th'  exhausted  veins  absorb 
The  recent  chyle,  and  load  enfeebled  powers 
Oft  to  th'  extinction  of  the  vital  flame. 
To  the  pale  cities,  by  the  firm-set  siege 
And  famine  humbled,  may  this  ver»B  be  borne ; 
And  hear,  ye  hardiest  sons  that  Albion  breeds. 
Long  toss'd  and  fiunish'd  on  tlie  wintry  main ; 
The  war  shook  off,  or  hospitable  shore 
Attain'd,  with  temperance  bear  the  shock  of  joy ; 
Nor  crown  with  festive  rites  th*  auspicious  day : 
Such  feasts  might  prove  more  fatal  than  the  wave% 
Than  war  or  famine.     While  the  vital  fire 
Bums  feebly,  heap  not  the  green  fuel  on ; 
But  prudently  foment  the  wandering  spark 
With  what  the  soonest  feeds  its  kindest  touch : 
Be  firugal  ev'n  of  that :  a  little  give 
At  first ;  that  kindled,  add  a  little  more ; 
Till,  by  deliberate  nourishing,  the  flame 
Reviv'd,  with  all  its  wonted  vigour  glows. 

But  tliough  the  two  (the  full  and  the  jejune) 
Extremes  Imve  each  their  vice;  it  much  avails 
Ever  with  gentle  tide  to  ebb  and  flow 
From  this  to  that ;  so  nature  learns  to  bear 
Whatever  chance  or  headlong  appetite 
May  bring.     Besides,  a  meagre  day  subdues 
The  cruder  clods  by  sloth  or  luxury 
Collected,  and  unloads  the  wheels  of  life. 
Sometimes  a  coy  aversion  to  the  feast 
Comes  on,  while  yet  no  blacker  omen  loun* ; 
Then  is  tlie  time  to  shun  tlie  tempting  board. 
Were  it  your  natal  or  your  nupti 
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Periiips  a  fiMt  to  Mtionable  ttrnm 
The  liitent  teodt  of  woe,  which  rooted  once 
Might  cost  you  labour.     But  the  day  retum'd 
Of  festal  luxury,  the  wiat  indulge 
Mo6t  in  the  tender  Ycgetable  brMd : 
Then  chiefly  when  the  lummer  beams  inflame 
The  braxen  Heavens ;  or  angry  Sirius  sheds 
A  fererish  iaint  through  the  stiU  gulph  of  air. 
The  moist  cool  viands  then^  and  flowing  cup 
From  the  fresh  dairy-virgin's  Hbcral  hand,    [world 
Will  save  your  head  finom  hann,  though  round  the 
The  dreaded  cauaos  *  roll  his  wasteful  fires. 
Psle  humid  Winter  loves  the  generous  board, 
Tlie  meal  more  copious,  and  the  warmer  flue ; 
And  longs  with  old  wood  and  old  wine  to  cheer 
His  quaking  heart     The  seasons  which  divide 
Th*  empires  of  heat  and  cold ;  by  neither  claim'd, 
Influenc'd  by  both ;  a  middle  regimen 
Impose.    Hirough  Autumn's  languishing  domain 
Descending,  Nature  by  degrees  invites 
To  glowing  luxury.     But  from  the  depth 
Of  Winter,  when  th*  invigorated  year 
Emerges ;  when  Favonius,  flush*d  with  love^ 
Toyftu  and  young,  in  every  breese  descends 
More  warm  and  wanton  on  his  kindling  bride ; 
Then,  shepherds,  then  begin  to  spare  your  flocks ; 
And  learn  with  wise  humanity,  to  check 
The  lust  of  blood.     Now  pregnant  earth  commits 
A  various  offspring  to  the  indulgent  sky : 
Now  bounteous  Nature  feeds  with  lavish  hand 
The  prone  creation ;  yields  what  once  suflBc'd 
Hieir  dainty  sovereign,  when  the  world  was  young ; 
Ere  yet  the  barbarous  thirst  of  blood  had  seis'd 
The  human  breast  —  Each  rolling  month  matures 
The  food  that  suits  it  most ;  so  does  each  dime. 

Far  in  the  hoirid  realms  of  Winter,  where 
Th*  establish'd  ocean  heaps  a  monstrous  waste 
Of  shining  rocks  and  mountains  to  the  Pole, 
There  lives  a  hardy  roce^  whose  plainest  wants 
Relentless  Earth,  their  cmel  step-mother. 
Regards  not     On  the  waste  of  iron  fields, 
Untam'd,  intractable,  no  harvests  wave: 
Pomona  hates  them,  and  the  clownish  god 
Who  tends  the  garden.     In  this  froxen  worid 
Such  cooling  gms  were  vain :  a  fitter  meal 
Is  eam*d  with  ease;  for  here  the  fruitful  spawn 
Of  ocean  swarms,  and  heaps  their  genial  board 
With  generous  fare  and  luxury  profuse. 
These  are  their  brrad,  the  only  bread  they  know : 
These,  and  their  willing  slave  the  deer  that  crops 
The  shrubby  herbage  on  their  meagre  hills. 
Girt  by  the  burning  xone,  not  thus  the  South 
Her  swarthy  sons  in  eith^  Ind  maintains : 
Or  thirsty  Libya ;  fhnn  whose  fervid  loins 
The  lion  burMs,  uid  every  fiend  that  moms 
Th'  afiVighted  wilderness.     The  mountain-herd. 
Adust  and  dry,  no  sweet  repast  ofiTords ; 
Nor  does  the  tepid  main  such  kinds  produce. 
So  perfect,  so  delicious,  as  the  shoals 
Of  icy  Zembk.     Rashly  where  the  blood         [tain 
Brews  feverish  ftays ;  where  scarce  the  tubes  sus- 
Its  tumid  fervour,  and  tempestuous  course  ; 
Kind  Nature  tempts  not  to  such  gifrs  as  these. 
But  here  in  livid  ripeness  melts  the  grape : 
Here,  finish'd  by  invigorating  suns. 
Through  the  green  shade  the  golden  orange  glows : 
Spontaneous  here  the  turgid  melon  yields 

*  The  burning  fever. 


A  generous  pulp :  tbc  cocoa  twella  on  faigb 

With  milky  riches ;  and  in  horrid  mail 

The  crisp  ananas  wraps  its  poignant  sweets. 

Earth's  vaunted  progeny  ;  in  ruder  air 

Too  coy  to  flourish,  even  too  proud  to  live  ; 

Or  hardly  rais'd  by  artificial  fire 

To  vapid  lifie.     Here  widi  a  mother's  smila 

Glad  Amalthea  pours  her  copious  honu 

Here  buxom  Goes  reigns  :  the  autumnal  tea 

In  boundless  billows  fiuctuates  o'er  their  plains. 

What  suits  the  climate  best,  what  suits  the  aaen. 

Nature  profuses  most  and  most  the  taste 

Demands.     The  fountain,  edg'd  with  racy  vrine 

Or  add  fruit,  bedews  their  thwsty  souk. 

The  breese  eternal  breathing  round  their  limfaa 

Supports  in  else  intolerable  air  : 

While  the  cool  palm,  the  plantain,  and  the  gfova 

That  waves  on  gloomy  Lebanon,  assume 

Hie  torrid  Hdl  thai  beams  i^on  their  beads. 

Now  come,  ye  Naiads,  to  the  fountains  lead  ; 
Now  let  me  wander  through  your  eelid  roign. 
I  bum  to  view^  th'  endiusiastic  wil« 
By  mortal  else  untrod.     I  hear  the  din 
Of  waters  thund'ring  o'er  the  niin'd  diffik 
With  holy  reverence  I  iqpf»roach  the  rocka 
Whanoe  glide  the  streams  renown'd  in  ancient  aoag. 
Here  from  the  desert  down  the  rumbling  steep 
Fint  ^rings  the  Nile ;  here  bursts  the  sound^  P«» 
In  .angry  waves ;  Euphrates  hence  devolves 
Amigfatyfloodto  water  half  the  East: 
And  there,  in  Gothic  solitude  redin'd. 
The  cheerless  Tknais  poun  his  hoary  um. 
What  solemn  twilight !  what  stupendous  shades 
Enwrap  these  in&nt  floods !  through  every  nerte 
A  sacred  horrour  thrills,  a  pleasing  fear 
Glides  o'er  my  frame.     The  forest  deepms  rooad ; 
And  more  gigantic  still  th'  impending  trees 
Stretch  thdr  extravagant  arms  athwart  the  gloom. 
Are  these  the  confines  of  some  fiuxy  world  ? 
A  hmd  of  genii  ?  Say,  beyond  these  wilds 
What  unknown  nations?  i^  indeed*  beyond 
Aught  habitable  lies.     And  whither  laads^ 
To  what  strange  regions,  or  of  bliss  or  pai% 
Hiat  subterraneous  way  ?  Prppitiotts  maidf^ 
Conduct  me,  while  with  fearfbl  stepa  I  trtmd 
This  trembling  ground.  The  task  remains  to  siqg 
Your  gifb  (so  Paeon,  so  the  powers  of  healtfa 
Command)  to  praise  your  crystal  element : 
The  chief  ingredient  in  Heaven's  variooa  vpoelca : 
Whose  fiexile  genius  sparkles  in  the  gem, 
Grows  firm  in  oak,  and  fugitive  in  wine; 
The  vehide,  the  source,  of  nutriment 
And  life,  to  all  that  vegetate  or  live. 

O  cooofbrtable  streams !  with  eager  lips 
And  trembling  hand  the  languid  thizs^  qualT 
New  life  in  you ;  fresh  vigour  fiOs  their  veina. 
No  warmer  cups  the  rural  ages  Jmew  ; 
None  warmer  sought  the  sires  of  human  kind. 
Happy  in  temperate  peace  {  their  ei{ual  days 
Felt  not  th'  alternate  fits  of  feverish  mirth. 
And  sick  dejection.     Still  serene  and  nlans*d 
They  knew  no  pains  but  what  the  tender  vo«J 
With  pleasure  yields  to,  and  would  ne*er  tatget. 
Blest  with  divine  immunity  from  ails. 
Long  centuries  they  liv'd;  their  only  late 
Was  ripe  old  i^pe,  and  rather  sleep  than  dca 
Oh  !  could  those  worthies  from  dw  worid  of  gods 
Return  to  visit  thair  degenerate  sons, 
How  would  they  sooni  the  joys  of  modem  txsM, 
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Hth  all  our  art  and  toil  iiB|iroT'd  to  pain ! 
[*oo  ha|»p3r  they !  but  wealtU  brought  luxnrj, 
Lnd  luznry  oa  ilotli  begot  diMaae.  [daia 

iaam  tanparaiicay  friends  |  and  hear  without  dia- 
rba  choice  of  water.     Thus  the  Coan  sage  • 
)pai*d,  and  thus  tba  laam'd  of  er'ry  scbooL 
VhM  least  of  fore^  principles  partikes 
sbort:  the  Hgfatest  then ;  what  bears  the  touch 
>f  fife  the  leaM,  and  soonest  mounts  in  air ; 
Hie  moat  insipid ;  the  most  void  of  smelL 
kicfa  the  rude  mountain  from  his  horrid  sides 
'dursdown;  sudi  waters  ia  the  sandy  Tale 
^or  efver  boil,  elike  of  winter  fix)st8 
lnd  summer's  beat  secure.    The  crystal  stream, 
[Ivougfa  rocks  resoundfaig,  or  for  many  a  mile  [pure^ 
>*er  the  chaf  *d  pebbles  hurl'd,  yields  wholesome, 
Lnd  mellow  draughts ;  except  when  winter  thaws^ 
Lnd  half  the  mountains  melt  into  tlie  tide. 
liough  tfafavt  were  e*er  so  resolute,  avoid 
lie  sordid  lake,  and  all  such  drowsy  floods 
U  fill  from  Lethe  Belgia's  slow  canals  ; 
With  rert  corrupt^  with  vegetation  green; 
tqudtid  with  generation,  and  the  birth 
H  little  monsters ;)  till  the  power  of  fire 
laa  frxxn  prdane  embraces  disengag*d 
lie  violated  lymph.     The  virgin  stream 
n  botKng  wastes  its  finer  soul  in  air. 

Nothing  like  simple  element  dilutes 
lie  Ibodf  or  gives  the  chyle  so  soon  to  flow. 
lut  f^iete  the  stomach,  indolent  and  cold, 
V>ys  with  its  duty,  animate  with  wine 
li*  insipid  stream :  though  golden  Ceres  yields 
L  more  voluptuous,  a  more  sprightly  draught ; 
^erhapa  more  active.     Wine  unmiz*d,  and  all 
lie  ^uey  floods  that  fitxn  the  vex*d  abyss 
H  ftrm^itation  spring ;  with  spirit  fraught, 
Lnd  fmioos  with  intoxicating  fire ; 
tetard  ooncoction,  and  preserve  unthaw*d 
V  embodied  mass.    Tou  see  what  countless  years, 
imbahn'd  in  fiery  quintessence  of  wine, 
lie  puny  wonders  of  fhe  reptile  world, 
lie  tender  rudiments  of  life,  the  slim 
rnravellings  of  minute  anatomy, 
bintain  &h  texture,  and  unchang'd  remain. 

We  curse  not  wine :  the  vile  excess  we  blame ; 
lore  frvkfbl  than  th*  accumulated  board, 
»r  pain  and  miseiy.     For  the  subtle  draught 
asier  and  surer  swells  the  vital  tide ; 
iud  with  more  active  poison  than  the  floods 
»f  groassr  crudi^  convey,  pervades 
He  ftr  remote  meanders  of  our  frame. 
\h !  sly  deceiver !  branded  o'er  and  o*er, 
cs  still  beKev'd !  exulting  o'er  the  wreck 
)f  aober  vows !  —  But  the  Parnassian  maids 
inotber  time,  perhaps,  shall  sing  the  joys  f, 
he  laCal  charms,  the  many  woes  of  wine  ; 
*crfaapa  its  various  tribes  and  various  powers. 

Meantime,  I  would  not  always  dread  the  bowl, 
[or  evcfj  trespass  shun.     The  feverish  strife, 
loua'd  if  the  rare  debauch,  subdues,  expels 
be  loitering  crudities  that  burden  life ; 
jid,  like  a  torrent  frdl  and  rapid,  clears 
b'  obstructed  tubes.     Besides,  this  restless  world 
i  full  of  chances,  which,  by  habit's  power, 
'o  learn  to  bear  is  easier  than  to  shun, 
ii !  when  ambition,  meagre  love  of  gold, 
*r  amend  country  calls,  with  mellowing  wind 
I  well  the  thirsty  suffinsgcs ; 
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Say  bow,  unseasoo'dto  thflr  midnight  frays 

Of  Oomus  aiid  hb  rout,  wilt  thou  contend, 

With  Centaurs  long  to  hardy  deeds  inur'd  ? 

Then  leani  to  revel;  but  by  slow  degrees : 

By  slow  degrees  the;  liberal  arts  are  won ; 

And  H#raues  grew  strong.    Bitt  when  you  smooth 

Hie  brows  of  care,  indulge  your  festive  vein 

In  cups  by  welUnfbrm'd  experience  found 

The  least  your  bane ;  and  only  with  your  friends. 

There  are  sweet  follies ;  frailties  to  be  seen 

By  friends  alone,  and  men  of  generous  minds. 

Oh !,  seldom  may  the  fated  hours  return 
Of  drinking  deep !  I  would  not  daily  taste, 
Except  when  life  declines,  even  sober  cups. 
Weak  withering  age  no  rigid  lai,w  forbids. 
With  frugal  nectar,  smooth  and  slow  with  balm. 
The  sapless  habit  daily  to  bedew, 
And  give  the  hesitating  wheels  of  life 
Gklilier  to  pli^«     But  youth  lias  better  joys : 
And  is  it  trise  when  youth  with  pleasure  flows, 
To  squander  the  reli^  of  age  and  pain? 

What  dextrous  thousands  just  within  the  goal 
Of  wild  debauch  direct  their  nightly  course ! 
Perhaps  no  sickly  qualms  bedim  th^  days, 
No  morning  admonitions  ^tmck  the  head. 
But,  ah!  what  woes  remain !  life  rolls  apace^ 
And  that  incurable  disease,  old  age. 
In  youthfril  bodies  more  severely  felt. 
More  sternly  active,  shakes  their  blssted  prime; 
Except  kind  Nature  by  some  hasty  blow 
Prevent  the  lingering  fates.     For  know,  whate'er 
Beyond  its  natural  fervour  hurries  on 
The  sanguine  tide ;  whether  the  frequent  bow], 
High-season'd  fare,  or  exercise  to  toil 
Protracted ;  spurs  to  its  last  stage  tired  life. 
And  sows  the  temples  with  untimely  snow. 
When  life  is  new  the  ductile  fibres  feel 
Ibe  heart's  increasing  force ;  and,  day  by  day. 
The  growth  advances  :  'till  the  buger  tubes 
Acquiring  (from  their  elemental  veins  * 
Condens'd  to  solid  chords)  a  firmer  tone. 
Sustain,  and  just  sustain,  th'  impetuous  blood. 
Here  stops  the  growth.     With  overbearing  pulse 
And  pressure,  ^1  the  great  destroy  the  small ; 
Still  with  the  ruins  of  Uie  small  grow  strong. 
Life  gbws  meanthne,  amid  tlie  grinding  force 
Of  viscous  fluids  and  clastic  tubes ; 
Its  various  functions  rigorously  are  plied 
By  strong  machinery ;  and  in  solid  health 
The  man  confirm'd  long  triumphs  o*er  disease. 
But  the  frill  ocean  ebbs :  there  is  a  point, 
By  Nature  fix'd,  when  life  must  downward  tend. 
For  still  the  beating  tide  consolidates 
The  stubborn  vessels,  more  reluctant  still 
To  the  weak  throbs  of  th'  ill  supported  heart 
This  Umguishing,  these  strength'ning  by  degrees 

•  In  the  human  body,  as  wcU  as  in  those  of  other 
animals,  the  larger  blood-vcsseb  are  composed  of 
smaller  ones;  which,  by  the  violent  motion  and 
pressure  of  the  fluids  in  the  large  vessels,  lose  their 
carities  by  degrees,  and  degenerate  into  iropenrioua 
chords  or  fibres.  In  proportion  as  these  small  vea- 
sds  become  solW,  the  larger  must  of  course  become 
less  extensile,  more  rigid,  and  make  a  fron^  re*- 
sistanoe  to  the  action  of  the  heart,  and  force  of  tbe 
blood.  Prom  this  gradual  condensatwrn  of  tbe 
smaUer  vessels,  and  consequent  rigidity  of  the  laiiger 
ones,  the  progress  of  the  human  body  from  inftncy 
to  old  age  b  accounted  for. 
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To  hard  unyieldiDg  undistic  bone, 

Through  tedious  (^annels  the  congealing  flood 

Crawls  lazUy,  and  hardly  wanders  oo ; 

It  loiters  still ;  and  now  it  stirs  no  mam» 

This  is  the  period  few  attain ;  the  death 

Of  Nature ;  thus  (so  Heav*n  ordain*d  it)  life 

Destroys  itself;  and  could  these  laws  havechang'd, 

Nestor  might  now  the  hXea  of  Troy  relate ; 

And  Homer  live  immortal  as  his  song. 

What  does  not  &de?tfae  tower  that  tong  had  stood 
The  crush  of  thunder  and  the  warring  winds, 
Shook  by  the  slow,  but  sure  destroyer,  Time, 
Now  hangs  in  doubtful  ruins  o'er  its  base. 
And  flinty  pyramids,  and  walls  of  brass, 
Descend :  the  Babylonian  spires  are  sunk ; 
Achaia,  Rome,  and  Egypt  moulder  down. 
Hme  shakes  the  stable  granny  of  thrones, 
And  tottering  empires  crush  by  their  own  weight. 
This  huge  rotundity  we  tread  grows  old  ; 
And  all  those  worlds  that  roll  around  the  Sun, 
The  Sun  himself,  shall  die  ;  and  ancient  Night 
Again  involve  the  desolate  abyss : 
'Till  the  great  Father  through  the  lifeless  gloom 
Extend  his  arm  to  light  another  world, 
And  bid  new  planets  roll  by  other  laws. 
For  through  the  regions  of  unbounded  spac^ 
Where  unconfin*d  Omnipotence  has  room, 
Being,  in  various  systems,  fluctuates  still 
Between  creation  and  abhorr'd  decay : 
It  ever  did,  perliaps,  and  ever  will. 
New  worlds  are  still  emerging  from  Uie  deep ; 
The  old  descending,  in  their  turns  to  rbe. 


Book  III. 

EXERCISE, 

Through  various  toils  th*  adventurous  IVIusc  lias 

past; 
But  half  the  toil,  and  more  tlian  half,  remains. 
Rude  is  her  theme,  and  h;irdiy  fit  for  song ; 
Plain,  and  of  little  ornament ;  and  I 
But  little  practis*d  in  th'  Aonian  arts. 
Yet  not  in  vain  such  labours  have  we  tried* 
If  aught  these  lays  the  fickle  health  confirm. 
To  you,  ye  delicate,  I  write ;  for  you 
I  tame  my  youth  to  philosophic  cares, 
And  grow  still  paler  by  the  midnight  lamps. 
Not  to  debilitate  with  timorous  rules 
A  hardy  frame ;  nor  needlessly  to  brave 
Inglorious  dangers,  proud  of  mortal  strength, 
Is  all  the  lesson  that  in  wholesome  years 
Concerns  the  strong.     His  care  were  ill  bestowed 
Who  would  with  warm  efTemiiincy  nurse 
The  thriving  oak  which  on  the  mountain*s  brow 
Bears  all  the  blasts  that  sweep  the  wintVy  Heaven. 

Behold  the  labourer  of  the  glebe,  who  toils 
In  dust,  in  rain,  in  cold  and  sultry  skies ! 
Save  but  the  grain  from  mildews  and  the  flood, 
Nought  anxious  he  what  sickly  stars  ascend.  • 
He  knows  no  laws  by  £sculi4iius  given ; 
He  studies  none.     Yet  him  nor  midnight  fogs 
Infest,  nor  those  envenom'd  shafts  that  fly 
When  rabid  Sirius  fires  th*  autumnal  noon. 
His  habit  pure  with  plain  and  temperate  meals, 
Robust  with  labour,  and  by  custom  steel'd 
To  every  casualty  of  varied  life ; 
Serene  he  bears  the  peevish  eastern  blast, 
And  uninfected  breathes  the  mortal  south. 


Such  the  reward  of  rude  and  sober  life ; 
Of  labour  such.     By  health  the  peasant's  toil 
Is  well  repaid ;  if  exercise  were  paio 
Indeed,  and  temperance  pain.     By  arts  like  iktm 
Laconia  nurs'd  of  old  her  hardy  aooa ; 
And  Rome's  unconquer'd  legions  inv'd  their  wij 
Unhurt,  through  every  toil  in  evvsy  cUme. 

Toil,  and  be  strong.     By  uhI  the  flaccid  nenm 
Grow  firm,  and  gain  a  more  compacted  ftooe  ; 
The  greener  juices  are  by  toil  subdu'd, 
Mellow'd  and  subtiliz'd ;  the  vapid  old 
Expell'd,  and  all  the  rancour  of  the  blood. 
Come,  my  companions,  ye  who  fieel  the  cfaanns 
Of  Nature  and  the  year.;  come,  let  us  waraj 
Where  chance  or  fiuicy  leads  our  roving  wA: 
Come,  while  the  soft  voluptuous  breeies  fim 
Tlie  fleecy  Heavens,  enwrap  the  fimbs  in  bafan. 
And  shed  a  charming  languor  o'er  the  souL 
Nor  when  bright  Winter  sows  with  prickly  froit 
The  vigorous  ether,  in  unmanly  waiiutU 
Indulge  at  home  ;  nor  even  when  Eurua*  biasis 
This  way  and  that  convolve  the  lab'ring  vroodb 
My  liberal  walks,  save  when  the  skies  in  rain 
Or  fogs  relent,  no  season  should  confine 
Or  to  the  cloister 'd  gallery  or  arcade. 
Go,  climb  the  mountain ;  from  th*  ethereal  \ 
Imbibe  the  recent  gale.     The  cheerful  mom 
Beams  o'er  the  bills;  go,  mount  th'  exulting  i 
Already,  see,  the  deep-mouth'd  beagles  catch 
The  tainted  maze^ ;  and,  on  eager  sport 
Intent,  with  emulous  impatience  try 
Each  doubtftil  trace.     Or,  if  a  nobler  pwy 
Delight  you  more,  go  chase  the  de^>erBte  deer  ; 
And  through  its  deepest  solitudes  awake 
Tlie  vocal  forest  with  the  jovial  horn. 

But  if  the  breathless  chase  o'er  hill  and  dale 
Exceed  your  strength,  a  sport  of  leas  fttiguc. 
Not  less  delif^itful,  the  prolific  stream 
Afibrds.     The  crystal  rivulet,  that  o'er 
A  stony  channel  rolls  its  rapid  maae,  [botnids 

Swarms  with  the  silver  fry.     Sudi,  through  the 
Of  pastoral  StaflTord,  runs  the  brawling  Tkent; 
Such  Eden,  sprung  from  Cumbrian  nwuntains;  sack 
The  Esk,  o'eriiung  with  woods;    and   such   tiae 

stream 
On  whose  Arcadian  banks  I  first  drew  air, 
Liddel ;  till  now,  except  in  Doric  lajrs 
Tun'd  to  her  murmurs  by  her  love-as^  t 
Unknown  in  song ;  though  not  a  purer  f 
Through  meads  more  flowery,  more  romantic  gnmm. 
Rolls  toward  the  western  main.     Hail,  sacred  flood ! 
May  still  thy  hospitable  swains  be  blest 
In  rural  innocence ;  thy  mountains  still 
Teem  with  the  fleecy  race ;  thy  tuneful  woods 
For  ever  flourish ;  and  thy  vales  lo<^  gay 
With  painted  meadows,  and  the  golden  grain ! 
Oft,  with  thy  blooming  sons,  when  life  was  nev. 
Sportive  and  petulant,  and  charm'd  with  toy% 
In  thy  transparent  eddies  have  I  lav*d  : 
Oft  trac'd  with  patient  steps  thy  fairy  banks. 
With  the  well-imitatcd  fly  to  hook 
Hie  eager  trout,  and  with  the  slender  Une 
And  yielding  rod  solicit  to  the  shore 
Hie  struggling  panting  prey :  while  Tcmal  rln^ii 
And  tepid  gales  obscur'd  the  ruffled  pool. 
And  ftom  tiie  deeps  call'd  forth  the  wanton  swanauu 

Fonn'd  on  the  Samian  school,  or  those  o£  Vmd^ 
There  are  who  think  these  pastimes  seazce  »— *»*r^ 
Yet  in  my  mind  (and  not  relentless  I) 
His  lifie  is  pure  that  wears  u^  fouler  statna^ 
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)ut  if  tfannigh  genuine  tenderness  of  heart, 

>r  secret  want  of  relish  for  the  game, 

fou  ahun  the  glories  of  the  chase,  nor  care 

To  haunt  the  peopled  stream ;  the  garden  yields 

V.  aoft  amusement,  an  humane  delight. 

[*o  raiae  th*  insipid  nature  of  the  ground ; 

>r  tame  its  savage  genius  to  the  grace 

K  careless  sweet  rustidty,  that  seems 

[he  amiable  result  of  happy  chance, 

s  to  create ;  and  gives  a  god-like  joy, 

Wiuxh  every  year  improves.     Nor  thou  disdain 

To  check  the  lawless  riot  of  the  trees, 

To  plant  the  grove,  or  turn  the  barren  mould. 

>  happy  he !  whom,  when  his  years  decline, 

His  fortune  and  his  &me  by  worthy  means 

kttain'd,  and  emial  to  his  moderate  mind ; 

lis  life  approv'd  by  all  the  vnse  and  good, 

iven  envied  by  the  vain,)  the  peaceful  groves 

H  Epiciurus,  from  this  stormy  world, 

leceive  to  rest ;  of  all  ungrat^ul  cares 

Lbsolv'd,  and  sacred  from  the  selfish  crowd. 

lappiest  of  men  !  if  the  same  soil  invites 

L  ctKieen  few,  companions  of  his  youth, 

hkce  fellow.nikes  perhaps,  now  rural  friends ; 

Vith  whom  in  easy  commerce  to  pursue 

Nature's  hee  chaims,  and  vie  for  sylvan  fame : 

L  fair  ambition ;  void  of  strife  or  guile, 

h"  jealousy,  or  pain  to  be  outdone. 

ITho  plans  th'  enchanted  garden,  who  directs 

lie  vista  best,  and  best  conducts  the  stream : 

Vhote  groves  the  fittest  thicken  and  ascend ; 

IThom  first  the  welcome  Spring  salutes ;  who  shows 

lie  earliest  bloom,  the  sweetest  proudest  charms 

H  Flora ;  who  best  gives  Pomona's  juice 

"o  match  the  sprighuy  genius  of  champagne. 

luice  happy  days !  in  rural  business  past : 

West  winter  nights !  when,  as  the  genial  fire 

!beers  the  wide  hall,  his  cordial  family 

Vhh  soft  domestic  arts  the  hours  beguile, 

ind  pleasing  talk  that  starts  no  timorous  fame^ 

nth  witless  wantonness  to  hunt  it  down  : 

h  through  the  fairy-land  of  tale  or  song 

>elighted  wander,  in  fictitious  fates 

Ingag'd,  and  all  that  strikes  humanity : 

111  lost  in  fiible,  they  the  stealing  hour 

it  timely  rest  forget     Sometimes,  at  eve 

[is  neighbours  lift  the  latch,  and  bless  unhid 

lis  festal  roof;  while,  o'er  the  light  repast, 

ind  sprightly  cups,  they  mix  in  social  joy ; 

Lnd,  through  the  maze  of  conversation,  trace 

Hiate'er  amuses  or  improves  the  mind. 

ometimes  at  eve  (for  I  delight  to  taste 

lie  native  zest  and  flavour  of  the  fruit, 

Vhgse  sense  grows  wild  and  tastes  of  no  manure) 

lie  decent,  honest,  cheerful  husbandman 

honld  drown  his  labour  in  my  friendly  bowl ; 

Lnd  at  my  table  find  himself  at  home. 

Whate'er  you  study,  in  whate'er  you  sweat, 
ndulge  youi*  taste.     Some  love  the  manly  foils ; 
Ik  tennis  some ;  and  some  the  graceftd  dance. 
Hfaers,  more  liardy,  range  the  purple  heath, 
h  naked  stubble ;  where,  from  field  to  field, 
lie  sounding  coveys  urge  their  labouring  flight ; 
'j»ga  amid  the  rising  cloud  to  pour 
lie  gun's  unerring  thunder :  and  there  are 
Hiom  still  the  meed*  of  the  green  archer  charms, 
le  chooses  best,  whoae  labour  entertains 

•  TUs  word  is  much  used  by  some  of  the  old 
Sn^isb  poet%  and  signifies  reward  or  prize. 


His  vacant  fancy  most :  the  toil  you  hate 
Fatigues  you  soon,  and  scarce  improves  your  limbs. 

As  beauty  still  has  blemish,  and  tlic  mind 
Tlie  most  accomplish'd  its  imperfect  side, 
Few  bodies  are  there  of  that  happy  mould 
But  some  one  part  is  weaker  than  the  rest : 
The  legs,  periiaps,  or  arms  refuse  their  load. 
Or  the  chest  labours.     These  assiduously. 
But  gently,  in  their  proper  arts  employ'd, 
Acquire  a  vigour  and  springy  activity. 
To  which  t^ey  were  not  born.     But  weaker  parts 
I  Abhor  fatigue  and  violent  discipline, 
r      Begin  with  gentle  toils ;  and  as  your  nerves 
Grow  firm,  to  hardier  by  just  steps  aspire ; 
Hie  prudent,  even  in  every  moderate  walk. 
At  first  but  saunter,  and  by  slow  degrees 
Increase  their  pace.     This  doctrine  of  the  wise 
Well  knows  the  master  of  the  flying  steed. 
First  from  the  goal  the  manag'd  coursers  play 
On  bended  reins ;  as  yet  the  skilful  youth 
Repress  their  foamy  pride ;  but  every  breath 
Hie  race  grows  warmer,  and  the  tempest  swells. 
Till  all  the  fiery  mettle  has  its  way. 
And  the  thick  thunder  hurries  o'er  the  plain. 
When  all  at  once  from  indolence  to  toil 
You  spring,  the  fibres  by  the  hasty  shock 
Are  tir'd  and  crack'd,  before  their  unctuous  coats^ 
Compress'd,  can  pour  the  lubricating  balm. 
Besides,  collected  in  the  passive  veins. 
The  purple  mass  a  sudden  torrent  rolls, 
O'erpowers  the  heart,  and  deluges  the  lungs 
With  dangerous  inundation ;  oft  the  source 
Of  fatal  woes ;  a  cough  that  foams  with  blood. 
Asthma,  and  feller  peripneumony  jh. 
Or  the  slow  minings  of  the  hectic  nre. 

Th'  athletic  fool,  to  whom  what  Heaven  deny'd 
Of  soul  is  well  compensated  in  limbs. 
Oft  from  his  rage,  or  brainless  firolic,  feels 
His  vegetation  and  brute  force  decay. 
The  men  of  better  clay  and  finer  mould 
Know  nature,  feel  the  human  dignity. 
And  scorn  to  vie  with  oxen  or  with  apes, 
Pursu'd  prolixly,  even  the  gentlest  toil 
Is  waste  of  health :  repose  by  small  fatigue 
Is  eam'd,  and  (where  your  habit  is  not  prone 
To  thaw)  by  the  first  moisture  of  the  brovrs. 
The  fine  and  subtle  spirits  cost  too  much 
To  be  profus'd,  too  much  the  roscid  balm. 
But  when  the  hard  varieties  of  lifb 
Tou  toil  to  learn,  or  try  the  dusty  chase. 
Or  the  warm  deeds  of  some  important  day : 
Hot  from  the  field,  indulge  not  yet  your  limbs 
In  wish'd  repose ;  nor  court  the  fanning  gale. 
Nor  taste  the  spring.     O !  by  the  sacred  tears 
Of  vridows,  orphans,  mothers,  sisters,  stress 
Forbear !  no  other  pestilence  has  driven 
Such  myriads  o'er  th'  irremeable  deep. 
Why  this  so  fatal,  the  sagacious  Muse 
Through  nature's  cunning  labyrinths  could  trace : 
But  there  are  secrets  which  who  knows  not  now. 
Must,  ere  he  reach  them,  climb  the  heapy  Alps 
Of  science ;  and  devote  seven  years  to  toil. 
Besides,  I  would  not  stun  your  patient  ears 
With  what  it  little  boots  you  to  attain. 
He  knows  enough,  the  mariner,  who  knows 
Where  lurk  the  shelves,  and  where  the  whiripools 

boil, 
What  signs  portend  the  storm:  to  subtler  minds 

f  Theinflammation  of  the  Jungs. 
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He  leayeB  to  seon,  from  what  myrterioiM  camt 
Charybdis  rages  in  th*  Ionian  wa?e ; 
Whence  those  impetuous  currents  in  the  main 
Which  neither  oar  nor  sail  can  stem ;  and  why 
The  roughening  deep  expects  the  storm,  as  sure 
As  red  Orion  mounts  the  shrouded  Heaven. 

In  ancient  times,  when  Rome  with  Athens  vied 
For  polish'd  luxury  and  useAil  arts ; 
All  hot  and  reeking  from  th*  Olympic  strife, 
And  warm  Palestra,  in  the  tepid  bath    * 
Th*  athletic  youth  relax*d  their  weary  limbs. 
Soft  oils  bedew*d  them,  with  the  grateful  pow'rs 
Of  nard  and  cassia  fraught,  to  soothe  and  heal 
Hie  cherish'd  nerves.     Our  leas  voluptuous  clime 
Not  much  invites  us  to  such  arts  as  these. 
'T  is  not  for  those,  whom  gelid  tkkm  embrace. 
And  chilling  fogs;  whose  perspiration  feels 
Such  frequent  iNirs  from  Bums  and  the  North  ; 
*T  is  not  for  those  to  cultivate  a  skin 
Too  soft :  or  teach  the  recremental  fbme 
Too  fast  to  crowd  through  such  precarious  ways. 
For  through  the  small  arterial  mouths,  that  piarot 
In  endless  millions  the  dose-woven  skin. 
The  baser  fluids  in  a  constant  stream 
£scape,  and  viewless  meh  into  the  winds. 
While  this  eternal,  this  most  copious  waste 
Of  blood,  degenerates  into  vapid  brine. 
Maintains  its  wonted  measure,  all  the  pow«ns 
Of  health  befriend  you,  all  the  wheels  of  life 
With  ease  and  pleasure  move :  bat  this  restrain*d 
Or  more  or  less,  so  more  or  less  you  feel 
The  functions  labour :  from  this  flstal  source 
What  woes  descend  is  never  to  be  sung. 
To  take  their  numbers,  were  to  count  the  sands 
That  ride  in  whiriwind  the  paKh*d  Libyan  ahr ; 
Or  waves  that,  when  the  Mustering  North  cmbrails 
The  Baltic,  thunder  on  the  Gennan  shore. 
Subject  not  then,  by  soft  emollient  arts. 
This  grand  expense,  on  which  your  fisies  depend. 
To  every  caprice  of  the  sky ;  nor  tfiwart 
The  genius  of  your  clime :  for  from  the  blood 
Least  fickle  rise  the  recremental  steams, 
And  least  obnoxious  to  the  styptic  air, 
Which  breathe  through  straiter  and  more  calhms 


The  tempered  Scythian  hence,  halfLnaked  treads 
His  boundless  snows,  ncr  rues  th*  inclement  Heaven; 
And  hence  our  painted  ancestors  defied 
Hie  east;  nor  curs*d,  like  us,  their  fickle  sky* 

Hie  body,  moulded  by  the  dime,  endures 
Hie  equator  heats  or  hyperborean  frost : 
Excqit  by  habits  foreign  to  its  turn. 
Unwise  you  counteract  its  forming  pow*r. 
Rude  at  the  first,  the  winter  shocks  you  less 
By  long  acquaintance :  study  then  your  sky. 
Form  to  its  manners  your  obsequious  frame. 
And  learn  to  suffer  what  you  cannot  shun. 
Against  the  rigors  of  a  damp  cold  heav'n 
To  fbrtify  thdr  bodies,  some  frequent 
The gdid  cistern;  and,  where  noug^ foriuds, 
I  praise  their  dauntless  heart :  a  frrame  so  steel'd 
Dreads  not  the  cough,  nor  those  ungenial  blasts 
That  breathe  the  tertian  or  fUl  rheumatism ; 
The  nerves  so  temper*d  never  quit  their  tone, 
No  chronic  languors  haunt  such  hardy  breasts^ 
But  all 'things  have  their  bounds;    and  Itt  w1k> 

makes 
By  daily  use  the  kindest  regimen 
Essential  to  his  health,  should  never  mix 
With  human  kind,  nor  art  nor  trade  pursued 


He  not  the  atfb  vieissitadcf  of  Elb 
Without  tome  rfiock  endures;  iU-fitted  ht 
To  want  the  known,  or  bear  "n^^^^yal  tfatag^ 
Besides,  the  powerful  remedies  of  pain 
^Since  pain  in  qpite  of  all  our  care  will  oome) 
Should  never  with  your  prosperooa  dvfs  of  heahfa 
Grow  too  fimiiliar :  for  by  frequent  use 
The  strongest  medicines  lose  their  healing  power^ 
And  even  the  surest  poisons  thetra  to  kill. 

Let  those  who  firom  thefrosen  Arctoa  reach 
Pwcfa'd  Mauritania,  or  the  sultij  west. 
Or  the  wide  flood  that  laves  rich  Indoiteiiy 
Plunge  thrioe  a  day,  and  in  the  tepid  wave 
Untwist  their  stubborn  pores ;  that  full  and  fi« 
Th*  evaporation  through  the  soflen'd  skin 
May  bear  proportion  to  the  swelling  blood. 
So  may  they  'scape  the  fever's  rapid  fUmea; 
So  fed  untainted  the  hot  breath  of  HelL 
With  us,  the  man  of  no  complaint  demands 
Hie  warm  aUution  just  enough  to  dear 
Hie  sluices  of  the  skin,  enough  to  keep 
The  body  sacred  firom  indecent  soiL 
Still  to  be  pure,  ev'n  did  it  notcoodvce 
(As  much  it  does)  to  hedth,  were  greatly  woitk 
Your  daily  pdns.     *T  is  this  adorns  the  rich ; 
The  want  of  this  is  poverty's  wont  woe  ; 
With  this  extemd  virtue,  age  m^in^w 
A  decent  grace ;  without  it,  youtfi  and  cliatina 
Are  loathsome.     Hus  the  venal  graces  know  ; 
So  doubtless  do  your  wives :  for  married  siic^ 
As  well  as  lovers,  still  pretend  to  taste ; 
Nor  is  it  less  (dl  prudent  wives  can  tell) 
To  lose  a  husband's  than  a  lover's  heart. 

But  now  the  hours  and  seasons  when  to  lofl 
From  foreign  themes  recdl  my  wandering  aong. 
Some  labour  fitting,  or  but  aligbtly  fed 
To  lull  the  grinding  stomach's  hungry  n^ge. 
Where  nature  feeds  too  corpulent  a  frame 
'T  is  wisely  done :  for  while  the  tlnrstj  vctn^ 
Impatient  of  lean  penury,  devour 
The  treasur'd  oil,  then  is  the  happiest  time 
To  shake  the  lazy  balsam  fitmi  its  cells. 
Now  while  the  stomach  from  the  frill  repeat 
Subsides,  byt  ere  returning  hunger  gnaw% 
Te  leaner  habits,  give  an  hour  to  toil ; 
And  ye  whom  no  luxuriancy  of  growth 
Oppresaes  yet,  or  threatens  to  oppress. 
But  from  the  recent  med  no  labours  plwiei. 
Of  limbs  or  mind.     For  now  the  confid  puweis 
Cldm  all  the  wandering  spirits  to  a  work 
Of  strong  and  subtle  toil,  and  great  event : 
A  work  of  time ;  and  you  may  rue  the  daj 
You  hurried,  with  untimdy  exercise, 
A  halAconoocted  chyle  into  the  blood. 
The  body  overcharged  withonctuoos  phkjgt 
Much  teal  demands :  the  lean  elastic  leaa. 
While  winter  chills  the  blood  and  binds  the  vciai^ 
No  labours  are  too  hard :  by  those  yoo  'scape 
The  dow  diseases  of  the  toraid  year; 
Endless  to  name ;  to  one  of  which  alone, 
To  that  which  tears  the  nerves,  the  toil  of  alavei 
Is  pleasure :  Oh !  fSrom  such  inlnwian  paina 
M|iy  all  be  free  who  merit  not  the  wheel ! 
But  from  the  burning  Lion  when  the  Sun 
Pours  down  bb  sultry  wrath  ;  now  while  the  faload 
Too  much  already  maddens  in  the  veins^ 
And  all  the  finer  fluids  through  the  skin 
Explore  their  flight ;  me,  near  the  ood  casemAt 
Reclin'd,  or  saunt'ring  in  the  lofbr  grovc^ 

No  needless  slight  occaaon  shoulae 
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To  pant  and  sweat  beneath  the  fieiy  nootu 
>Jaw  the  fresh  morn  alone  and  meUow  ere 
To  shady  walks  and  active  rural  sports 
[nvite.     But,  while  the  chilling  dews  descend, 
tfaj  nothing  tempt  you  to  the  cold  embrace 
K  humid  skies ;  though  't  is  no  vulgar  joy 
To  trace  the  horrours  of  the  solemn  wood 
^Thile  the  soft  evening  saddens  into  night: 
Phougfa  the  sweet  poet  of  the  vernal  groves 
tf dts  all  the  night  in  strains  of  am'rous  woe. 

The  shades  descend,  and  midnight  o*er  the  world 
Sxpands  her  sable  wings.     Great  nature  droops 
[Tirougfa  all  her  works.     Now  happy  he  whose  toil 
ias  o*er  his  languid  powerless  limbs  difi\is*d 
i  plearing  lassitude :  he  not  in  vain 
invokes  the  gentle  deity  of  dreams. 
lis  powers  die  most  voluptuously  dissolve 
n  soft  repose :  on  him  the  balmy  dews 
>f  sleep  vrith  double  nutriment  descend. 
)ut  would  you  sweetly  waste  the  blank  of  night 
n  deep  oblivion ;  or  on  Fancy's  wings 
/istt  the  paradise  of  happy  dr^uns, 
knd  waken  cheerful  as  the  lively  mom  ; 
>ppress  not  nature  sinking  down  to  rest 
^th  feasts  too  late,  too  solid,  or  too  full : 
tat  be  the  first  concoction  Iialf-matur'd 
Sre  you  to  mighty  indolence  resign 
four  passive  faculties.     He  from  the  toils 
Lnd  troubles  of  the  day  to  heavier  toil 
letirei,  whom  trembling  from  the  tower  that  rocks 
Lmld  the  clouds,  or  Calpe's  hideous  height^ 
lie  busy  demons  hurl ;  or  in  tlie  main 
Kerwhelm ;  or  bury  struggling  under  ground. 
fot  all  a  monarch's  luxury  the  woes 
!an  counterpoise  of  that  most  wretched  man, 
Vhoae  nights  are  shaken  with  the  frantic  fits 
If  wfld  Orestes ;  whose  delirious  brain, 
tung  by  the  fiuries,  works  witti  poison*d  thought ; 
Hule  pale  and  monstrous  painting  shocks  the  soul ; 
^d  mangled  consciousness  bemoans  itself 
'or  ever  torn ;  and  chaos  floating  round. 
Hiat  dreams  presage,  what  dangers  these  orlhose 
*ortend  to  sanity,  though  prudent  seers 
tevcal*d  of  old,  and  men  of  deathless  fame, 
Ve  would  not  to  the  superstitious  mind 
uggest  new  throbs,  new  vanities  of  fear, 
r  is  ours  to  teach  you  from  the  peaceful  night 
*o  banish  omens  and  all  restless  woes. 

In  study  some  protract  the  silent  hours, 
^hidi  others  consecrate  to  mirth  and  wine ; 
Lod  sleep  till  noon,  and  hardly  live  till  night. 
Uit  surely  this  redeems  not  from  the  sh^ides 
fne  hour  of  life.     Nor  does  it  nought  avAil 
Vbat  season  you  to  drowsy  Morpheus  give 
^f  th'  cver-var3ring  drele  of  the  day ; 
h"  whether,  throush  the  tedious  winter  gloom, 
'ou  tempt  the  midnight  or  the  morning  damps, 
lie  body,  fresh  and  vigorous  from  repose, 
)efies  the  early  fogs :  but,  by  the  toils 
H  vakefiil  day  exhausted  and  unstrung, 
Veakhf  resists  the  night's  unwholesome  breath, 
"be  grand  discharge,  th'  effusion  of  the  skin, 
lowly  impaired,  the  languid  maladies 
'reep  oo,  and  through  the  sick'ning  functions  steal 
Ls,  when  the  chilling  east  invades  the  Spring, 
lie  delicate  narciwwis  pines  away 
n  hectic  bnguor,  and  a  slow  disease 
"ainlB  oU  the  finnily  of  flowers,  condemn*d 
o  oikI  bBovfni.     But  why,  already  prone 
*o  fmitf  ihoald  hamty  cherish  its  own  bone? 


O  shame !  O  pity !  nipt  wHh  pale  quadrille, 
And  midnight  cares,  the  bloom  of  Albion  dies  I 

By  toil  subdu'd,  the  warrior  and  the  hind 
Sleep  fiist  and  deep :  thdr  active  functions  soon 
With  generous  streams  the  subtle  tubes  supply  • 
'  And  soon  the  tonic  irritable  nerves 
Feel  the  firesh  impulse  and  awake  the  souL 
'Hie  sons  of  indolence  with  long  repose 
Grow  torpid ;  and,  with  slowest  Lethe  drunk. 
Feebly  and  ling*ringly  return  to  life. 
Blunt  every  sense  and  powerteSk  every  limb. 
Ye,  prone  to  sleep  (whom  keeping  most  annoys) 
On  ^chard  Inattres:*  or  elasdc  couch 
Extend  vour  limbs,  and  wean  yourselves  from  sloth; 
Nor  grudge  the  lean  projector,  of  dry  brain 
And  springy  nerves,  the  blandnhlnents  of  down : 
Nor  envy  while  the  buried  Bacchanal 
Exhales  his  surfeit  in  proHxer  dreams. 

He  without  riot,  in  the  balmy  feast 
Of  life,  the- wants  of  nature  has  supply'd, 
Whoriscs^  cool,  serene,  and  full  of  soul. 
But  pliant' nature  more  or  less  demands. 
As  •custom  forms  her ;  and  all  sudden  change 
She  h^tes  of  habit,  even  from  bad  to  good. 
If  faults  in  Ufe,  or  new  emergencies, 
From  habits  urge  you  by  long  time  confirm'd. 
Slow  may  the  change  arrive,  and  stage  by  stage  ; 
Slow  as  the  shadow  o*er  the  dial  moves, 
Slow  as  the  stealing  progress  of  the  year. 

Observe  the  drcling  year.     How  unperceiv*d 
Her  seasons  change !  Behold  !  by  slow  degrees^ 
Stcrn'^Vinter  tUni'd  into  a  ruder  Spring ; 
Hie  ripen*d  Spring  a  milder  Summer's  glen's ; 
The  parting  Summer  sheds  Pomona's  storey 
And  aged  Autumn  brews  the  winter  storm. 
Slow  as  they  come,  these  changes  come  not  void 
Of  mortal  shocks  :  the  cold  and  torrid  reigns. 
The  two  great  periods  of  the  important  year. 
Are  in  dieir  first  approaches  seldom  safe ; 
Funeral  Autumn  all  tlie  sickly  dreiid ; 
And  the  black  fates  deform  the  \qifelj  Spring. 
He  well  advis*d  who  taught  our  wiser  sires 
Early  to  borrow  Muscovy's  warm  spoils^ 
Ere  the  first  frost  has  touch'd  the  tender  blade ; 
And  late  resign  them,  though  the  wanton  Spring 
Should  deck  her  charms  with  all  her  sister's  rays. 
For  while  the  effluence  of  the  skin  maintains 
Its  native  measure,  the  pleuritic  Spring 
Glides  harmless  by ;  and  Autumn,  sick  to  death 
With  sallow  quartans,  no  contagion  breathes. 

I  iii  prophetic  numbers  could  unfold 
The  omens  of  the  year :  what  seasons  teem 
With  what  diseases ;  what  the  humid  South 
Prepares,  and  what  the  demon  of  the  East: 
But  you  perhi4[>s  refuse  the  tedious  song. 
Besides,  whatever  plagues  in  heat,  or  cold. 
Or  drought,  or  moisture  dwell,  they  hurt  not  you« 
Skill'd  to  correct  the  vices  of  the  sky. 
And  taught  already  how  to  each  extreme 
To  bend  your  life.     But  should  the  public  bane 
Infect  you ;  or  some  trespass  of  your  own. 
Or  flaw  of  nature,  hint  mortality ; 
Soon  as  a  not  unpleasing  borrour  glides 
Along  the  spine,  through  all  your  torpid  limbs ; 
When  first  the  head  throbs,  or  the  stomach  feels 
A^'ckly  load,  a  weary  pain  the  loins; 
Be  Celsus  call'd :  the  fates  come  rushing  on  ; 
The  rapid  fates  admit  of  no  delay. 
While  wilful  you,  and  fiUoIly  secure. 
Expect  to-morrow's  more  a««pM<><^''[H{W|p 
igi  ize     y  O       ' ' 
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The  gnming  pett,  whoie  iofimcy  was  weak 
And  easy  Tanquiah*d,  with  triumphnnt  sway 
0*erpow*n  your  life.     For  want  of  timdy  care, 
Millions  have  died  of  medicable  wounds. 

Ah !  in  what  perils  is  vain  life  engag'd ! 
What  slight  neglects,  what  trivial  faults  deatroy 
The  hardest  fi«zne !  of  indolence,  of  toil. 
We  die ;  of  want,  of  superfluity : 
The  all-surrounding  Heaven,  the  vital  air. 
Is  big  with  death.     And,  though  the  putrid  South 
Be  shut ;  though  no  convulsive  agony 
Shake,  from  the  deep  foundations  of  die  world, 
Th*  imprison'd  plagues ;  a  secret  venom  oft 
Conrupts  the  air,  t^  water,  and  the  land. 
What  livid  deaths  has  sad  Byiantium  seen .' 
How  oft  has  Cairo,  with  a  mother's  woe. 
Wept  o*er  her  slaughter'd  sons  and  lonely  streets  J 
Even  Albion,  girt  with  less  malignant  skies, 
Albion  the  poison  of  the  gods  has  drank. 
And  felt  the  sting  of  monsters  all  her  own. 

"Ere  yet  the  fell  PlanUgenets  had  spent 
Their  ancient  rage,  at  Bosworth's  purple  field; 
While,  for  which  tyrant  England  should  receive. 
Her  legions  in  incestuous  murders  mix*d. 
And  daily  horrours ;  till  the  fates  were  drunk 
With  kindred  blood  by  kindred  hands  profus'd: 
Another  plague  of  more  gigantic  arm 
Arose,  a  monster,  never  known  before^ 
Rear*d  from  Cocytus  its  portentous  held. 
This  rapid  fury  not,  like  other  pests, 
Pursu'd  a  gradual  course,  but  in  a  da^ 
Uush'd  as  a  storm  o'er  half  the  astonish'd  isle. 
And  strew'd  with  sudden  carcasses  the  land. 

First,  through  the  shoulders,  or  whatever  part 
Was  seisM  the  first,  a  fervid  vapour  sprung. 
With  rash  combustion  thence,  the  quivering  spark 
Shot  to  the  heart,  and  kindled  all  within ; 
And  soon  the  surface  caught  the  spreading  fires. 
Through  all  the  yielded  pores,  the  melted  blood 
Gush*d  out  in  smoky  sweats ;  but  nought  aasuag*d 
The  torrid  heat  within,  nor  aught  relieved 
The  stomach's  anguish.     With  incessant  toil. 
Desperate  of  ease,  impatient  of  their  pain. 
They  toss'd  from  side  to  side.     In  vain  the  stream 
Ran  full  and  clear,  they  burnt  and  thirsted  stilL 
The  restless  arteries  with  rapid  blood 
Beat  strong  and  frequent.     Thick  and  pantingly 
The  breath  was  fetched,  and  with  huge  lab'rings 

heav'd. 
At  last  a  heavy  pain  oppress'd  the  head, 
A  wild  delirium  came ;  their  weeping  friends 
Were  strangers  now,  and  this  no  home  of  theirs, 
Harass'd  with  toil  on  toil,  the  sinking  powers 
Lay  prostrate  and  overthrown ;  a  ponderous  sleep 
Wrapt  all  the  senses  up :  they  slept  and  died. 

In  some  a  gentle  honour  crept  at  first 
0*er  all  the  kmbs ;  the  sluices  of  the  skin 
Withheld  their  moisture,  till  by  art  provok*d 
The  sweats  o'erflow'd ;  but  in  a  clammy  tide  : 
Now  free  and  copious,  now  restrain'd  and  alow ; 
Of  tinctures  various,  as  the  temperature 
Had  mix*d  the  blood ;  and  rank  with  fetid  steams: 
As  if  the  pent-up  humours  by  delay 
Were  grown  more  fell,  more  putrid,  and  malign. 
Here  lay  their  hopes  (though  little  hope  remain'd) 
With  frdl  eifriaion  of  perpetual  sweats 
To  drive  the  venom  out.     And  here  the  fates   / 
Were  kind,  that  long  they  lingcr'd  not  in  pain ; 
For  who  surviv*d  the  Sun's  diurnal  race 
Rose  lirom  the  dr^ry  gates  of  Hell  redeemed : 
S<"Qe  the  iinfa  hour  oppress'd,  and  some  the  third. 
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Of  many  tixmaands,  few  untaioted  *ai 
Of  those  infected,  fewer  'scap'd  alive : 
Of  those  who  liv'd,  some  felt  a  second  Uow  ; 
And  whom  the  second  spar'd,  a  third  deatrDv'd. 
Frantic  with  fear,  they  sought  by  flight  to  shun 
The  fierce  contagion.     O'er  the  mournful  land 
Th'  infected  city  pour'd  her  hurrying  swarms: 
Rous'd  by  the  flames  that  fir'd  her  seats  around. 
Til*  infected  country  rusfa'd  into  the  town. 
Some,  sad  at  home,  and  in  the  desert  some, 
Abjur'd  the  fiital  commerce  of  mankind  : 
In  vain :  where'er  they  fled,  the  fiites  pursn'd. 
Others,  with  hopes  more  specious,  croas'd  the  maiii, 
To  seek  protection  in  far  distant  skies ; 
But  none  they  found.     It  seem'd  the  general  air, 
F^rom  pole  to  pole,  from  Atlas  to  the  east. 
Was  then  at  enmity  with  English  blood. 
For,  but  the  race  of  England,  all  were  safe 
In  foreign  climes ;  nor  did  this  fary  taste 
Hie  foreign  blood  which  England  then  contain'iL 
Where  should  they  fly?  The  drcumambient  Heaves 
Involv'd  them  still ;  and  every  breeze  was  bane. 
Where  find  relief?     The  salutary  art 
Was  mute ;  and,  startled  at  the  new  disease. 
In  fearful  whispers  hopeless  omens  gave 
To  Heaven  with  suppliant  rites  they   sent  tLrir 

pray'rs; 
Heav*n  beard  them  not.     Of  every  hope  depriv'd ; 
Fatigued  with  vain  resources ;  and  subdued 
With  woes  resistless  and  enfeebling  fear ; 
Passive  they  sunk  beneath  the  wei^tty  blow. 
Nothing  but  lamentable  sounds  was  heard. 
Nor  aught  was  seen  but  ghastly  views  of  deatlk 
Infectious  honour  ran  from  face  to  fiice. 
And  pale  despair.     'T  was  all  the  business  then 
To  tend  the  sick,  and  in  their  turns  to  die. 
In  heaps  they  fell :  and  oft  one  bed,  they  say. 
The  sick'ning,  dying,  and  the  dead  contained. 

Ye  guardian  gods,  on  whom  the  fvtes  depend 
Of  tottering  Albion  !  ye  eternal  fires  [powers 

That  lead  through  Heav'n  the  wandering  year!  yc 
That  e'er  th*  encircling  elements  preside ! 
May  nothing  worse  than  what  this  age  has  seen 
Arrive !     Enoufh  abroad,  enough  at  home 
Has  Albion  bled     Here  a  distempcr'd  heaven 
Has  thinn'd  her  cities,  fhim  those  lofty  cliflFs 
That  awe  proud  Gaul,  to  Thule's  vrintry  reign; 
While  in  the  west,  beyond  the  Atlantic  foam. 
Her  bravest  sons,  keen  for  the  fight,  have  dy*d 
The  death  of  cowards  and  of  common  men : 
Sunk  void  of  wounds,  and  fall'n  without  ren0w& 

But  from  these  views  the  weeping  Muses  turn. 
And  other  themes  invite  my  wandering  song. 
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Thx  choice  of  aUment,  the  choice  of  air. 
The  use  of  toil,  and  all  external  things. 
Already  sung ;  it  now  remains  to  trace 
What  good,  what  evil,  from  ounelvcs  pnieccds: 
And  how  the  subtle  principle  within 
Inspires  with  health,  or  mines  with  strange  dccaiy 
The  passive  body.     Ye  poetic  sbadea 
Who  know  the  secrets  of  the  world  unseen. 
Assist  my  song!  for,  in  a  doubtful  theme 
Engag'd,  I  wander  through  mysterious  ways. 
There  is,  they  say,  (and  I  beliese  tlMrc  iO 
A  spark  within  us  of  th*  immortal  fire, 
Digitized  by  LnOOQ IC 
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rhftt  animates  and  moulds  the  grosser  frame ; 

ind  when  the  body  sinks,  escapes  to  Heaten, 

ts  native  seat,  and  mixes  with  the  gods. 

ifeanwhile  this  heavenly  particle  pervades 

[he  mortal  elements ;  in  every  nerve 

t  ti  rills  vrith  pleasure,  or  grows  mad  with  pain* 

ind,  'n  ito  secret  conclave,  as  it  feels 

rhe  Imx't's  woes  and  jojrs,  this  ruling  power 

Vields  av  its  will  the  dull  material  world, 

knd  is  the  i.x>dy*s  health  or  malady. 

By  its  owTk  toil  the  gross  corporeal  frame 
fatigues,  extet*  lates,  or  destroys  itself. 
^or  less  the  labours  of  the  mind  corrode 
rhe  solid  fabric :  for  by  subtle  parts 
Ind  riewless  atoms,  secret  Nature  moves 
[lie  mighty  wheels  of  this  stupendous  world. 
iy  subUe  fluids  pour'd  through  subtle  tubes 
[^  natural  rital  functions  are  perform*d. 
ly  these  the  stubborn  aliments  are  tam'd ; 
iie  toiling  heart  distributes  life  and  strength ; 
liese  the  still-crumbling  frame  rebuild ;  and  these 
Lre  lost  in  thinking,  and  dissolve  in  air. 

But 't  is  not  thought,  (for  still  the  soul  *8  em- 
ployed,) 
r  is  painful  thinking  that  corrodes  our  clay. 
LU  day  the  vacant  eye  without  fatigue 
itrays  o*er  the  Heaven  and  Earth ;  but  long  intent 
>n  microscopic  arts,  its  vigour  fails, 
ust  so  the  mind,  with  vanous  thought  amus*d, 
Jar  aches  itself,  nor  gives  the  body  pain. 
Sut  anxious  study,  discontent,  and  care, 
jofwe  vrithout  hope,  and  hate  without  revenge, 
knd  lear,  and  jealousy,  fiitigue  the  soul, 
inmu  the  subtle  ministers  of  life, 
kna  ^poil  the  lab'ring  functions  of  their  shara 
lence  the  lean  gloom  that  melancholy  wears ; 
[lie  lover's  paleness ;  and  the  sallow  hue 
H  envy,  jealousy ;  the  meagre  stare 
)f  sore  revenge :  the  canker'd  body  hence 
ietrays  each  fretful  motion  of  the  mind. 

The  strong-built  pedant,  who  both  night  and  day 
feeds  on  the  coarsest  fare  the  schools  bestow, 
knd  crudely  fattens  at  gross  Burman's  stall ; 
)*erwfaehn'd  with  phlegm  lies  in  a  dropsy  drown*d, 
>r  sinks  in  lethargy  before  his  time. 
Vith  useful  studies  you,  and  arts  that  please 
Ixaplcj  your  mind ;  amuse,  but  not  fatiguei 
Peace  to  each  drowsy  metaphysic  sage  ! 
knd  ever  may  all  heavy  systems  rest ! 
fet  some  there  are,  even  of  elastic  parts, 
¥hoin  strong  and  obstinate  ambition  leads 
ihrough  all  the  rugged  roads  of  barren  lore, 
ind  gives  to  relish  what  their  generous  taste 
WTould  else  refuse.     But  may  not  thirst  of  fame, 
^or  love  of  knowledge,  urge  you  to  firtigue 
^itfa  constant  drudgery  the  liberal  souL 
Toy  with  your  books ;  and,  as  the  various  fits 
K  humour  seise  you,  from  philosophy 
To  fkble  shift :  from  serious  Antonine 
To  Rabelais*  rarings,  and  from  prose  to  sons. 

While  reading  pleases,  but  no  longer,  read; 
ind  read akmaresounding  Homer's  strain, 
Vnd  wield  the  thunder  of  Demosthenes, 
[lie  chest  so  exerds'd  improves  its  strength ; 
^nd^qoick  vibrations  through  the  bowels  drive 
rhe  restless  Uood,  which  in  unactive  days 
KTould  loiter  else  through  unelastic  tubn» 
Detm  h  not  trifling  wfaUe  I  recommend 
^Hmi  postore  suits :  to  stand  and  sit  by  tum% 
Is  natur*  pnnipli^  is  best.     But  o*er  yoiir  leaves 


To  lean  for  ever,  cramps  the  vital  parts. 
And  robs  the  fine  machinery  of  its  play. 

*T  is  die  great  art  of  life  to  manage  well 
The  restless  mind.     For  ever  on  pursuit 
Of  knowledge  bent,  it  starves  the  grosser  powers: 
Qjuite  unemployed,  against  its  own  repose 
It  turns  its  fatid  edge,  and  sharper  pangs 
Than  what  the  body  knows  embitter  lif^ 
Chiefly  where  solitude,  sad  nurse  of  care. 
To  sickly  musing  gives  the  pensive  mind, 
There  madness  enters ;  and  the  dim-ey*d  fiends 
Sour  Melancholy,  night  and  day  provokes 
Her  own  eternal  wound.     The  &m  grows  pale; 
A  mournful  visionary  light  o'erspreads 
Hie  cheerful  fS^e  of  Nature :  Earth  becomes 
A  dreary  desert^  and  Heaven  frowns  above. 
Then  various  shapes  of  curs*d  illusion  rise : 
Whate*er  the  writched  fears,  creating  fiear 
Forms  out  of  nothing,  and  with  monsters  teems 
Unknown  in  HelL     The  prostrate  soul  beneath 
A  load  of  huge  imagination  heaves ; 
And  all  the  borrours  that  the  murdoer  feels 
With  anxious  flutterings  wake  the  guiltless  breast. 

Such  phantoms  pride  in  solitary  scenes. 
Or  fear,  or  delicate  self-love  creates. 
From  odier  cares  absolv'd,  the  busy  mind 
Finds  in  yourself  a  theme  to  pore  upon ; 
It  finds  you  miserable,  or  makes  you  so. 
For  while  yourself  you  anxiously  explore. 
Timorous  self-love,  with  sick*ning  fiuacy's  aid. 
Presents  the  danger  that  you  dread  the  most. 
And  ever  galls  you  in  your  tender  part. 
Hence  some  for  love,  and  some  for  jealousy. 
For  grim  religion  some,  and  some  for  pride. 
Have  lost  thar  reason :  some  for  fear  of  want, 
Want  all  dieir  lives ;  and  others  every  day 
For  fear  of  dying  suflfer  worse  than  death. 
Ah !  from  jrour  bosoms  banish  if  you  can 
Those  filial  guests ;  and  first  the  demon  Fear, 
That  trembles  at  impossible  events; 
Lest  aged  Adas  should  resign  his  load. 
And  Heaven's  eternal  battlements  rush  down. 
Is  there  an  evil  worse  than  fear  itself? 
And  what  avails  it  that  indulgent  Heaven 
Froax  mortal  eyes  has  wrapt  the  woes  to  come, 
If  we,  ingenious  to  torment  ourselves. 
Grow  pale  at  hideous  fictions  of  our  own  ? 
Enjoy  the  present:  nor  vrith  needless  cares,  [womb, 
Of  what    may    spring  from    blind    misfortune's 
Appal  the  surest  hour  that  life  bestows. 
Soi^e,  and  master  of  yourself,  prepare 
For  what  may  come ;  said  leave  the  rest  to  Heaven. 

Oft  from  the  body,  by  long  ails  mis-tun'd, 
Tliese  evils  sprung,  the  most  important  healdi. 
That  of  the  mind,  destroy :  and  when  the  mind 
They  first  invade,  the  conscious  body  soon 
In  sympathetic  languishment  declines. 
These  chronic  passions,  while  from  real  woes 
They  rise,  and  yet  vrithout  the  body's  fauH 
Infest  the  soul,  admit  one  only  cure ; 
Diversion,  hurry,  and  a  restless  life. 
Vain  are  the  consolations  of  the  wise ; 
In  vain  your  friends  would  reason  down  your  pain* 
O  ye,  whose  souls  relentless  love  has  tam  d 
To  soft  distress,  or  friends  untimely  fall'n ! 
Court  not  the  luxury  of  tender  thought; 
Nor  deem  it  impious  to  forget  those  pains 
That  hurt  the  living,  nought  avail  the  dead. 
Go,  soft  enthusiast !  quit  the  cypress  groves^ 
Nor  to  the  rivulet's  lonely  moaaings  tiUM 
Zs 
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Your  nd  comphint     Go,  leek  the  cfaeerfnl  hMinti 
HH  men,  and  mingle  with  the  busUiiig  cfowd  3 
Layicbemet  for  wealth,  or  power,  or  fame,  the 

wish 
Of  nobler  miod%  and  push  them  night  and  day* 
Or  join  the  caravan  in  quest  of  icenet 
New  to  your  eyes,  and  shifting  etery  hour, 
fiejrond  the  Alps,  beyond  the  Appeninet. 
Or  more  advent*nNU,  rush  into  tlie  field 
Where  war  grows  hoi ;  and,  raging  through  the  sky, 
The  lofty  trumpet  aw^  the  imidd'ning  soul : 
And  in  the  hardy  camp  and  loiliome  march 
Forget  all  softer  and  less  manly  caret. 

But  most,  too  passive  wiien  the  blood  runt  low, 
Too  weaklv  indent  to  strive  with  paiu. 
And  bfavely  by  resitting  conquer  fiue^ 
IVy  Ciree's  arts;  and  in  the  tempting  bowl 
Of  poison*d  nectar  sweet  oblivion  twUl. 
Strudi  by  the  poweiftil  cfaaim,  the  gloom  dissolves 
In  empty  air,  £lytium  opens  round ; 
A  pleating  phrensy  bueyt  the  ligfaten'd  soul. 
And  sangufaie  hopes  dispel  your  ileeting  care ; 
And  what  was  d^teult,  and  wliaft  was  dire^ 
Yields  to  your  prowess  and  superior  stars : 
The  happiest  you  of  all  that  e*er  were  mad, 
Or  are,  or  shall  be,  could  this  folly  hut 
But  soon  your  Heaven  it  gone ;  a  heavier  gloom 
Shutt   o*er  your  head:    and  at  the  thund*ring 


Swoln  o*er  itt  bankt  vrith  ludden  mountain  rain, 
Sinkt  ftom  itt  lumuh  to  a  silent  brook  ; 
So,  when  the  fhatic  mpturet  in  your  breatt 
Subside,  you  languish  hito  mortal  man ; 
You  sleep,  and  iming  find  yourself  undone. 
For,  prodiffal  of  lifie,  in  one  rash  night 
You  laviA  d  more  than  might  support  three  days. 
A  heavy  momirig  comet ;  your  caret  return 
With  tenfold  rtge.     An  anxiout  stomach  well 
May  be  endured ;  so  may  the  throbbing  head ; 
But  8ueli«  dim  delirium,  such  a  dream. 
Involves  jou;  such  a  dastardly  detpahr 
Unmana  ycm  toul,  at  madd*iung  Fentheus  fdt) 
When,  bailed  round  Cythsmm't  cruel  sides 
He  saw  two  tuns,  and  double  Thcbet  atcend. 
You  curse  the  thiggish  port;  you«urse  the  wretch. 
The  folon,  with  unnatural  mixture  first 
Who  dar*d  to  violate  the  virgin  wine. 
Or  on  the  ftigitive  champaign  you  pour 
A  thousand  curses ;  for  to  Hcav*n  it  wrapt 
Your  soul,  to  plunge  you  deeper  in  despair. 
Perhaps  you  rue  even  that  diviner  gift, 
The  gay,  serene,  good-natur*d  Burgundy, 
Or  the  fresh  framnt  vintage  of  the  Rhine : 
And  wish  that  Heaven  from  mortals  had  vritlUield 
The  grape,  and  all  intoxicating  bowls. 

Beside^  it  wounds  you  sore  to  recollect 
What  follies  in  your  loose  ungtuu^ded  hour 
Escap'd.     For  one  hrrevocable  word, 
Perh^  that  meant  no  harm,  you  lose  a  friend. 
Or  in  the  n^e  of  wine  your  hasty  hand 
Performs  %  deed  to  haunt  you  to  the  grave,  [decay; 
Add  that  your  means,  your  health,   your  par^ 
Your  ftiends  avoid  you ;  brutishly  transform*^ 
Hiey  hardly  know  you ;  or  if  one  remains 
To  wish  you  well,  he  wishes  you  in  Heaven. 
Despis'd,  unwept  you  ftdl ;  who  might  have  left 
A  sacredi4Jierish*<l^  sadlv-pleashig  name; 
A  name  still  to  be  uttered  with  a  sigh. 
Ywnr  last  unpaceftd  scene  hat  quite  eilhc'd 
All  sense  and  memory  of  your  former  wortK 


HowtoUvehappSett;  knramiidthe. 
The  disappointments,  and  disgusts  of  thoae 
Who  would  in  pleasure  all  their  hoars  employ ; 
'Hie  precepts  liere  of  a  dirine  old  man 
I  could  redte.     Tliough  old,  lie  still  RCain'd 
His  manly  sense,  and  energy  uf  mind. 
Virtuous  and  wise  he  was,  but  not  severe ; 
He  still  remcmber'd  that  he  once  was  young : 
His  easy  presence  check'd  no  decent  joy. 
Him  even  the  dissolute  admir'd ;  ftw  hie 
A  graceful  looseness  when  he  pleaa'd  put  on. 
And  laughing  could  instruct.     Much  had  he  read^ 
Much  mora  had  seen :  he  studied  from  the  iifr. 
And  in  th'  original  perus'd  mankind. 

Vers'd  in  tbe  woes  and  vanities  of  life. 
He  pitied  man  i  and  much  he  pitied  those 
Whom  falsely-smiling  fSite  hat  curs*d  with  msans 
To  dissipate  their  days  in  quest  of  joy. 
"  Our  aim  is  happiness ;  *t  is  yours,  *t  ia 
He  said;  •< 'tis  the  pursuit  of  all  that  Kve: 
Yet  lew  attain  it,  if  *t  was  e*er  attain  *d. 
But  they  the  widest  wander  from  the  mark» 
Who  through  the  floweiy  paths  of  sannteiii^  jsy 
Seek  this  coy  goddess ;  that  frtnn  sti^  to  stage 
Invites  us  sdll,  but  shiifis  at  we  pursue. 
For,  not  to  name  the  paint  thai  pleasure  beings 
To  counterpoise  itself,  reientlett  firte 
Forbids  that  vre  through  gay  voluptuous  wilds 
SlHHikl  ever  roam;  and  were  the  fales  mottt  kia^ 
Our  narrow  luxuriet  would  soon  grow  stale : 
Were  these  exhaustless^  nature  would  grow  sick. 
And,  cloy*d  with  pkature^  awieami^ily  complain 
That  all  is  vanity,  and  lifie  a  dream. 
Let  nature  rest:  be  busy  for  yourself 
And  for  your  friend;  be  busy  even  in  vain» 
Rather  than  teste  her  sated  appetites. 
Wlw  never  fosts,  no  banquet  e*er  ei^^re ; 
Who  never  toils  or  watchei,  never  slecpt. 
Let  nature  rest :  and  vrhen  the  teste  of  joy 
Grows  keen,  indulge ;  but  shun  satiety; 

"  *T  is  not  for  mortals  alvnqrt  lo  be  bleat. 
But  liim  the  least  the  dull  or  painful  houia 
Of  life  oppress,  whom  sober  tenae  conducts^ 
And  virtue,  through  thit  lal^rinth  we  Iffad 
Virtue  and  sense  I  mean  not  to  dbjoia ; 
Virtue  and  sense  are  one ;  and,  trust  ma,  still 
A  fiuthless  heart  betrays  the  head  nwound. 
Virtue  (for  mere  good-nature  is  a  fool) 
Is  sense  and  spirit  with  humanity : 
*T  is  sometimes  angry,  and  ita  frowA  coafoands; 
*Tisevenvindicthpt,  butin  veagcaaeeJotL  [dsie 
Knaves  fain  would  laugh  at  it ; 
But  at  his  heart  the  most  undaunted  son 
Of  fortune  dreads  its 
To  noblest  uses  this 

This  is  the  solid  pomp  of  prosperaus  days; 
The  peace  and  shelter  of  adversity. 
And  if  you  pant  fbr  g^ory,  buiU  your  fmm 
On  this  foundation,  which  the  secret  simck 
Defies  of  envy  and  alkaannng  time. 
The  gaudy  glott  of  fortune  only  ttrik«B 
The  vulgur  eye ;  the  tufl^eg*  of  the  vriatv 
Hie  praise  that 't  worth  ambitioii,  is  attaat'd 
By  sense  akme^  and  dignity  of  rohuL 

«  Vhtue,  the  strength  and  beauty  of  tise  soil» 
Is  the  best  gift  of  Heaven :  a  happhwaa 
That  even  above  the  snilet  and  frowna  of  foM 
Exaht  great  Nature*!  fliviaurHet  9  awwkb 
That  ne*er  encumben,  ner  can  be  tmmd^^ 
Richet  are  oft  by  gm'lt  MMlbrnm^t  aafo ^; 
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Or  dttlt  by  dMmee  to  tfaidd  a  locky  luMM^ 
Or  throw  a  cmel  wiiwhine  on  a  fooL 
Bat  for  one  end,  ona  mudi-oaelacted  ute. 
Are  ricfaet  worth  ypur  care ;  (ror  Nature's 
Are  hWf  and  without  op«ilenca  iupplv*d ;) 
Thb  noble  end  in,  to  produce  the  soul ; 
To  ibow  the  Tvtuet  in  their  fiyrest  1^; 
To  make  humanity  the  minitter 
Of  bouBteoot  Phmdence;  and  teach  the  breast 
Hist  generous  hixiiry  the  gods  ei^oy.** 

Thus,  in  his  graver  vein,  the  iViendly  isge 
Sometimes   dedaim'd.     Of  right  and  wrong  he 


Thiths  as  refinM  ss  ever  Athens  heard ;  [prcarh'd. 
And    (stnmge   to   tell!)   he   practis'd   what   he 
Sldll'd  in  the  passions,  how  to  check  their  sway, 
He  knew,  as  far  as  resson  can  control 
The  lawlm  powers.     But  other  cares  are  mine  t 
Fonn'd  in  the  school  of  P«on,  I  relate 
Whst  psssioM  hurt  the  body,  what  improve : 
Avoid  them,  or  invite  them  as  you  may. 

Know  then,  whatever  dicerful  and  serene 
Supports  the  mind,  supports  the  body  too. 
Hence,  the  most  vital  movement  mortals  feel 
Is  hope:  thebalmandHfe-bloodofthesouL 
It  pleases,  and  it  lasts.     Indulgent  Heaven 
Sent  down  the  kind  delusion,  through  the  paths 
Of  rugged  life  to  lead  us  patient  on ; 
And  make  our  hsppiest  state  no  tedious  thing. 
Our  greatest  good,  and  what  we  least  can  spare. 
Is  hope:  the  hnt  of  all  our  evils,  fear. 

But  there  are  passions  gratefiil  to  the  breast. 
And  yet  no  friends  to  life :  perhaps  they  please 
Or  to  excess,  and  dissipate  the  soul ;         .  [clown. 
Or  while    tliey  please,    torment.     The   stubborn 
The  iU-tara*d  ruffian,  aiad  pale  usurer, 
(If  Love's  omnipotanoe  snch  hearts  can  mould,) 
May  safely  mellow  into  love ;  and  grow 
ReAn'd,  humane,  and  generous,  if  they  can. 
Ixive  in  sudi  bosoms  never  to  a  feult 
Or  pains  or  pleases.     But  ye  finer  soub^ 
Fonn*d  to  soft  luinry,  and  prompt  to  thrill 
With  all  the  tumults,  an  the  joys  and  pains. 
That  beauty  gives ;  with  cautioii  and  reserve 
Indulge  the  sweet  destroyer  of  repose. 
Nor  court  too  much  the  queen  of  charming  cares. 
For,  while  the  cherish'd  poison  in  your  hnast 
Ferments  and  maddens ;  sick  with  jealousy, 
Aboence,  distrust,  or  even  with  aniious  joy. 
The  wholesome  appetites  and  powers  of  Ufe 
Daaolve  in  languor,     llie  coy  stomach  loathes 
The  genial  boara :  your  cheerful  days  are  gone ; 
Tlie  generous  bloom  that  fluih*d  your  cheeks  u  fled. 
To  sighs  devoted  and  to  tender  pains, 
Penaivtt  you  sit,  or  solitary  stray. 
And  waste  your  youth  in  musing.     Musing  first 
Tqy'd  into  care  your  unsuspecting  heart : 
It  found  a  liking  there,  a  sportAil  fire. 
And  tiiat  fomented  into  serious  love ; 
Which  musing  daily  strengthens  and  nnproves 
Tlxrougfa  all  the  heights  of  fondness  and  romance* 
And  you  're  imdone,  the  fetal  shaft  has  sped, 
If  ooce  j€m  doubt  whether  you  bve  or  no. 
The  hoay  wastes  away ;  tfa'  infected  mind, 
Diaaolv'd  in  female  tenderness,  forcets 
£flcb  manly  virtue,  and  grows  dead  to  fame. 
Sweet  Heaven,  from  such  intoxicating  charms 
Defend  all  worthy  breasts!  not  that  I  deem 
Love  always  dangerous,  always  to  be  shunn'd. 
Love  vrell  repaid,  and  not  too  weakly  sunk 


In  wanton  and  humanly  tenderness 

Adds  bloom  to  health ;  o'er  ev'ry  virtue  sheds 

A  gay,  humane,  a  sweet,  and  generous  graces 

And  brightens  all  the  ornaments  of  man. 

But  fruitless,  hopeless,  disappointed,  rack'd 

With  jealou^,  fiirtigu'd  with  hope  and  fear, 

Too  serious,  or  too  languishingly  fond, 

Unnerves  the  body  and  unmans  the  souL 

And  some  have  d»Bd  for  love ;  and  some  run  mad; 

And  some  with  deqperate  hands  themselves  have 


Some  to  extinguish,  others  to  prevent, 
A  mad  devotion  to  one  dangerous  feir. 
Court  all  they  meet ;  in  hopes  to  dissipate 
Hie  cares  of  love  amongst  an  hundred  brides. 
Th'  event  is  doubtftil ;  for  there  are  who  find 
A  cure  in  this ;  there  ere  who  find  it  not 
'T  is  no  relief,  alas!  it  rather  galls 
Tlie  wound,  to  those  who  are  sincerely  nek. 
For  while  ftom  feverish  and  tumultuous  joys 
The  perves  grow  languid,  and  the  soul  subside^ 
The  tender  fency  smarts  with  every  sting. 
And  what  was  love  before  is  madness  now. 
Is  liealth  your  care^  or  luxury  your  aim. 
Be  temperate  still  t  when  Nature  bids,  obey; 
Her  wUfl  impatient  sallies  bear  no  curb : 
But  when  the  pnurient  habit  of  deli|^ 
Or  loose  imagination,  spurs  you  on 
To  deeds  above  your  strength,  impute  it  not 
To  Nature :  Nature  all  compulsion  hates. 
Ah !  let  not  luxury  nor  vain  renown 
Urge  you  to  feats  you  well  mi^  sleep  without; 
To  make  what  should  be  rapture  a  fatigue^ 
A  tedious  task ;  nor  in  the  wanton  arms 
Of  twining  Lais  melt  your  manhood  down. 
For  ftom  the  cdliquation  of  soft  joys 
How  chang'd  you  rise!  the  ghost  of  what  you  was! 
Languid,  and  melancholy,  and  gaunt,  and  wan ; 
Your  veins  exhausted,  azul  your  nerves  unstrung. 
Spoil'd  of  its  balm  and  sprightly  aest,  the  blood 
Grows  vapid  phlegm ;  along  the  tender  nerves 
(To  each  sh'ght  impulse  tremblingly  awake) 
A  subtle  fiend  that  mimics  all  the  pkgues. 
Rapid  and  restless  springs  from  part  to  part. 
The  blooming  honours  of  your  youth  are  fallen ; 
Your  vigour  pines ;  your  vital  powers  decay ; 
Diseases  haunt  you ;  and  untimely  age 
Creeps  on ;  unsodal,  impotent,  and  lewd. 
Infatuate,  impious  epicure !  to  waste 
The  stores  of  pleasure,  cheerfulness,  and  health ! 
Infatuate  all  who  make  delight  their  trade. 
And  coy  perdition  every  hour  pursue. 

Who  pines  with  love,  or  in  lascivious  flames 
Consumes,  is  with  his  own  consent  undone ; 
He  chooses  to  be  wretched,  to  be  mad; 
And  wam'd,  proceeds,  and  wilful  to  his  fate; 
But  there  's  a  passion,  whose  tempestuous  sway 
Tears  up  each  virtue  phmted  in  his  breast, 
And  shakes  to  ruins  proud  philosophy. 
For  pale  and  trembling  anger  rushes  in. 
With  feult'ring  speech,  and  eyes  that  wildly  stan ; 
Fierce  as  the  tiger,  madder  than  the  seas,  [strength. 
Desperate,    ai^  arm'd   with  more   than  human 
How  soon  the  calm,  humane,  and  polish'd  man 
Forgets  compunction,  and  starts  up  a  fiend  ! 
Who  pines  in  love,  or  wastes  with  silent  cares, 
Env]u  or  ignominy,  or  tender  grief. 
Slowly  dsMends,  and  ling'ring,  to  theshadest 
But  he  whom  anger  stings,  drops,  if  he  dies» 
At  once,  and  rushes  apyl«^j^gj^ 
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Or  ft  BCff09  fcrcrliuriwilibii  to  HdL 
For,  ts  the  body  through  unnmnber'd  strings 
Rererberates  each  Tibntion  of  the  soul ; 
As  is  the  pessioD,  sudi  is  still  the  pain 
Hm  body  f«Bels :  or  chronic,  or  acute. 
And  oft  a  sudden  storm  at  oooe  o'erpowers 
Hie  lile^  or  gives  your  reason  to  the  winds. 
Such  fSites  attend  the  FMh  alarm  of  fear, 
And  sudden  grief,  and  rage,  and  suddon  joy. 

There  are,  meantime,  to  whom  the  boist'rous  fit 
Is  health,  and  only  fills  the  sails  of  life. 
For  where  the  mind  a  torpid  winter  leads. 
Wrapt  in  a  body  corpulent  and  cold, 
And  each  clogg*d  jfunction  lazUy  moves  on ; 
A  ffenerous  sally  spurns  th'  incumbent  load, 
Umocks  the  brost,  and  gives  a  cordial  glow. 
But  if  your  wrathAil  blood  is.apt  to  boil. 
Or  are  your  nerves  too  irritably  strung^ 
Wave  all  dispute  ;  be  cautious,  if  you  joke ; 
Keep  Lent  for  ever,  and  fiirswear  the  bowl. 
For  one  rash  moment  sends  you  to  the  shades. 
Or  shatters  ev'ry  hopeful  scheme  of  life^ 
And  gives  to  hcnrour  all  your  days  to  come. 
Fate,  arm'd  with  thunder,  fire,  and  ev*ry  plague, 
That  ruins,  tortures,  or  distracts  mankind. 
And  makes  the  happy  wretched  in  an  hour, 
O'erwhelms  you  not  with  woes  so  horrible 
As  your  own  wrath,  nor  gives  more  sudden  blows. 

While  choler  works,  good  friend,  you  may  be 
wrong. 
Distrust  youradf,  and  sleep  before  you  fight. 
'T  is  not  too  late  to-morrow  to  be  brave ; 
If  honour  bids,  to-morrow  kill  or  diep 
But  calm  advice  against  a  raging  fit 
Avails  too  little ;  and  it  braves  &e  power 
Of  all  that  ever  taught  in  prose  or  song. 
To  tame  the  fiend,  that  sleeps  a  gentle  lamb^ 
And  wakes  a  lion.     Unprovok'd  and  calm. 
You  reason  well ;  see  as  you  ought  to  see. 
And  wonder  at  tiie  madness  of  mankind : 
Seis*d  with  the  common  raee,  you  soon  forget 
Tlie  speculations  of  your  wiser  hours. 
Beset  with  furies  of  all  deadly  shapes. 
Fierce  and  insidious,  violent  and  slow ; 
With  all  that  urge  or  lure  us  on  to  fiite  t 
What  i^ige  shall  wie  seek?  what  arms  prepare  ? 


Where  reason  proves'too  weak,  or  void  of  wiles 
To  cope  with  subtle  or  impetuous  powers, 
I  would  invoke  new  passions  to  your  aid : 
With  indignation  would  extinguish  fear ; 
With  fear,  or  generous  pity,  vanqnidi  rage ; 
And  love  with  pride ;  and  force  to  font  oppoae. 

There  is  a  charm,  a  power,  that  sways  tbe  breast; 
Bids  every  passion  revd  or  be  still ; 
Inspires  widi  rage,  or  all  your  cares  dBssolvcs ; 
Can  soothe  distinction,  and  afanoft  despair. 
Hiat  power  is  music :  fiu*  beyond  the  strelefa 
Of  those  unmeaning  waiUers  on  our  stage ; 
Those  clumsy  heroes,  diose  &t4ieaded  gods, 
Who  move  no  passion  justly  but  contempl : 
Who,  like  our  dancers  (light  indeed  and  alrang!) 
Do  wond'rous  feats,  but  never  heard  of  grace. 
The  fault  is  ours ;  we  bear  dioee  monstraus  arts ; 
Good  Heaven !  we  praise  them :  we,  with  looiesi 

peak 
Appkud  the  fool  that  hig^iest  lifb  his  beds; 
And  witkinsipid  show  of  rapture,  die 
Of  idiot  notes  impertinently  long. 
But  be  the  Muse's  laurel  justly  shares, 
A  poet  he,  and  touched  vnth  Hcaven*a  own  finii 
Who,  with  bold  rage  or  solemn  pomp  of  aomidv 
Inflames,  exalts,  and  ravishes  the  soiil ; 
Now  tender,  plaintive,  sweet  almost  to  pain. 
In  love  dissolves  you ;  now  in  sprightly  strains 
Breathes  a  gay    rapture  through    your  tfariUiag 

breasts; 
Or  melts  die  hearts  with  airs  divinely  sad  ; 
Or  wakes  tp  horrour  the  tremendous  strings. 
Such  was  the  bard,  whose  heavenly  strains  of  oU 
AppeasM  the  fiend  of  melancholy  Saul. 
Sudi  was,  if  old  and  heathen  fiune  say  trucv 
Hie  man  who  bade  the  Tlieban  domes  ascend. 
And  tam'd  the  savage  nations  with  his  song ; 
And  such  the  Thradan,  whose  melodious  lyic^ 
Tun*d  to  soft  woe,  made  all  the  mountains  weep; 
Sooth*d  even  th*  inexorable  powers  of  HeU» 
And  half  redeem*d  his  lost  Eurydice. 
Music  exalts  each  joy,  allays  eadi  grief. 
Expels  diseases,  softens  every  pain. 
Subdues  the  rage  of  poison  and  of  plague; 
And  hence  the  wise  of  ancient  days  ador*d 
One  power  of  physic,  melody,  and  song. 
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JosBTH  Waetov,  D.  D.,  born  in  173S,  wm  the 
ddest  son  of  the  Rev.  Thomas  Warton,  poedy-pro- 
Umor  at  Oxford,  and  Vicar  of  Baanc^e.  He 
reoored  bis  early  education  under  his  fiither,  and  at 
tfaeiupe  of  fourteen  was  admitted  on  the  foundation 
at  Winchester  school  He  was  afterwards  entered 
of  Oriel  college^  Oxford,  where  he  assiduously  cnl- 
ti^ated  his  litoary  taste,  and  composed  some  pieces 
of  poetry,  which  were  afterwards  printed.  Hanng 
taken  the  degree  of  B.D.  he  became  curate  to  his 
ftrther  at  Basingstoke ;  and  in  1746  removed  to  a 
similar  employment  at  Chelsea.  In  1748  he  was 
presented  by  the  Duke  of  Bolton  to  the  rectoiy 
of  Winslade,  soon  after  which  he  married.  He  ac 
oompanied  his  patron  in  1751  on  a  tour  to  the 
sofoth  of  FVance ;  and  after  his  return  he  completixl 
an  edition  of  Virgil,  in  Latin  and  English;  of 
whidi  the  Eclogues  and  Oeot^gics  were  his  own 
composition,  the  Eneid  was  the  version  of  Fitt 
Warton  also  contributed  notes  on  the  whole,  and 
added  three  preliminary  essays,  on  pastoral,  didac 
tic,  and  epic  poetry.  When  die  Adventurer  was 
undertaken  by  Dr.  Hawksworth,  Warton,  through 
the  medium  of  Dr.  Johnson,  was  invited  to  became 
a.  contributor,  and  his  compliance  with  this  request 
produced  twoity-fbur  papers,  of  which  the  greater 
part  were  essays  on  critical  topics. 

In  1755  he  was  elected  second  master  of  Win- 
chester school,  with  the  accompanying  advantage  of 
a  boarding-house.  In  the  following  year  there  ap- 
peared, but  vritbout  his  name,  the  fint  volume,  8vo., 
of  his  ^  Essay  on  the  Writings  and   Genius  of 


Pope.'*  Scarcely  any  work  of  the  kind  has  affofdid 
more  entertainment,  fl-om  the  vivacity  of  its  re- 
marks,  the  taste  dispkyed  in  its  criticisms,  and  the 
various  anecdotes  of  which  it  became  the  vehicle ; 
though  some  of  the  last  were  of  a  fteer  cast  than 
perfidy  became  his  charscter.  This  reason,  per- 
haps, caused  the  second  volume  to  be  kept  back  till 
twenty-six  years  after.  In  1766  he  was  advanced 
to  the  post  of  head-master  of  Winchester  school,  on 
which  occasion  he  visited  Oxford,  and  took  the  de- 
grees of  bachelor  and  doctor  of  divinity. 

The  remainder  of  his  life  was  chiefly  occupied  by 
schemes  of  publications,  and  by  new  preferments^ 
of  the  last  of  which  he  obtained  a  good  share,  though 
of  moderate  rank.  In  1793  he  closed  bis  long  m- 
hours  at  Winchester  by  a  resignation  of  the  master-* 
ship,  upon  which  he  retired  to  his  rectory  of  Wlck- 
ham.  Still  fond  of  literary  employment,  he  ae- 
cepted  a  proposal  of  the  booksellers  to  superintend 
an  edition  of  Pope's  works,  which  was  completed, 
in  1797.  in  m'ne  vols.  8vo.  Other  engagements  still 
pursued  him,  till  his  death,  in  his  782i  year,  Fe- 
bruary, 180a  The  Wiccamists  attested  then*  regard 
to  his  memory,  by  erecting  an  elegant  monument 
over  his  tomb  in  Winchester  cathedraL 

The  poems  of  Dr.  Warton  consist  of  miscella- 
neoos  and  occasional  pieces,  displaying  a  cultivated 
taste,  and  an  exercised  imagination,  but  without  any 
dahn  to  originality.  His  *<  Ode  to  Fancy,"  first 
published  in  Dodsley's  collection,  is  perittpa  that 
which  has  been  the  most  admired. 
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ODE  TO  FANCY. 


O  TA^am  ci  Mch  lo?dy  Muie, 

Hij  ipiilt  o'er  my  aoul  diffiMe, 

O'er  all  my  artless  songs  preside. 

My  footsteps  to  tliy  temple  guide, 

To  offfer  at  thy  tmf-boilt  shrine. 

In  golden  cups  no  costly  wine. 

No  murder'd  fittling  of  the  flock. 

But  flowers  and  honey  from  the  rock. 

O  nymph  with  loosely-flowing  hair. 

With  buskin'd  leg,  and  bosom  bare. 

Thy  waist  with  myrtle-girdle  bound, 

lliy  brows  with  Indian  feathers  crown'd. 

Waving  in  thy  snowy  hand 

An  alL-oommanding  magic  wand, 

Of  pow'r  to  bid  fresh  gardens  blow, 

'Mid  cheerless  LapUnd's  barren  snow. 

Whose  rspid  wings  thy  flight  convey 

Hiio'  air,  and  over  earth  voA  sea. 

While  the  vast  various  hmdscape  lies 

Conspicuous  to  thy  piercing  eyes. 

O  lover  of  tha  desert,  hail  I 

Say,  in  what  deep  and  pathless  vale. 

Or  on  what  hoary  mountain's  side, 

'Mid  fall  of  waters,  you  reside, 

'Mid  brokan  rocks,  a  ruoged  scene. 

With  green  and  grsasy  <Ses  between, 

'Mid  forests  dark  of  aged  oak. 

Ne'er  echoing  with  the  woodman's  stroke. 

Where  never  human  art  appear'd, 

Nor  ev'n  one  straw-roof 'd  cot  was  reared, 

Where  Nature  seems  to  sit  alone, 

MMesdc  on  a  craggy  throne; 

Tell  me  the  path,  sweet  wand'rer,  tell. 

To  thy  unknown  sequester'd  cell. 

Where  woodbines  cluster  round  the  door. 

Where  shells  and  moss  o'erlay  the  floor, 

And  on  whose  top  an  hawthorn  blows. 

Amid  whose  thickly-woven  boughs 

Some  nightingale  stiU  builds  her  nest. 

Each  evening  warbling  thee  to  rest : 

llien  lay  me  by  the  haunted  stream, 

Rapt  in  some  wild,  poetic  dream, 

In  converse  while  methinks  I  rove 

With  Spenser  through  a  fiury  grove ; 

Till,  suddenly  awak'd,  I  hear 

Strange  wfaisper'd  music  in  my  ear, 

And  my  glad  soul  in  bliss  is  drown'd 

By  the  sweetly-soothing  sound  ! 

Me^  goddess,  by  the  right  hand  lead 

Snmerimes  through  the  yellow  mead. 

Where  Joy  and  white-rob'd  Peace  resort, 

And  Venus  keeps  her  festive  court. 

Where  Mirth  and  Youth  each  evening  meet. 

And  lightly  trip  with  nimble  feet, 

Nodding  their  lily-crowned  heads. 

Where  Laughter  rose.lipp*d  Hebe  leads. 

Where  Echo  walks  steep  hiUs  among, 

list'ning  to  the  shephenl's  song : 

Yet  not  these  flowery  fields  of  joy 

Can  long  my  pensive  mind  employ. 

Haste,  Fancy,  iVom  the  scenes  of  folly. 

To  meet  the  matron  Melancholy, 

Goddess  of  the  tearful  eye. 

That  loves  to  fold  her  arms,  and  sigh ; 

Let  us  with  silent  footsteps  go 

Tq  chamels  and  the  house  of  woe, 


To  OoloK  cfaui€lH%  vanhs,  and  foiwfcai 
Where  each  aad  night  some  virgin  coaaes^ 
With  throbbing  breast,  and  faded  che^ 
Her  ptomn'd  bridegioom's  urn  to  sedi  \ 
Or  to  some  abbey's  mould'ring  towVs, 
Where,  to  avoid  cold  wintry  show*rs, 
The  naked  beggar  shivering  lies. 
While  whistling  tempests  round  her  rise. 
And  trembles  lest  the  tottering  wall 
Should  on  her  sleeping  in&nts  fidL 
Now  let  us  louder  strike  the  lyre. 
For  my  heart  glows  with  mardal  fire, 
I  feel,  I  feel,  with  sudden  heat. 
My  big  tumultuous  bosom  beat; 
Hie  trumpet's  clangours  pierce  my  oar, 
A  thousand  widows'  shrieks  I  hear ; 
Give  me  another  horsey  I  cry, 
Lo !  the  base  Gallic  squadrons  fly ; 
Whence  is  diis  rage  ? — what  qnrit,  aay. 
To  battle  hurries  me  away? 
•T  is  Fancy,  in  her  fiery  car, 
'IVan^;»orts  me  to  the  tindcest  war, 
lliere  whirls  me  o'er  die  hills  of  slain. 
Where  T\unult  and  Destruction  reign  ; 
Where  mad  with  pain,  die  wounded  stmd 
Tkwnples  the  dying  and  the  dead ; 
Where  giant  Terrour  stalks  around. 
With  siulen  joy  surveys  the  ground. 
And,  pointing  to  th'  ensanguin'd  field. 
Shakes  his  dreadfbl  gorgon  shield ! 
O  guide  me  fVom  this  horrid  scene. 
To  high-arch'd  walks  and  alleys  gmrn. 
Which  lovely  Laura  seeks,  to  shun 
The  fervours  of  the  mid-day  sun ; 
Tlie  pangs  of  abeenoe,  O  remove ! 
For  thou  canst  place  me  near  my  love. 
Canst  fold  in  visionary  bliss, 
And  let  me  think  I  steal  a  kiss, 
Whfle  her  ruby  lips  dispense 
Luscious  nectar's  quintesaence ! 
When  young-eyed  Spring  profbseiy  tliruws 
From  her  green  lap  the  pink  and  rose. 
When  the  soft  turtle  of  the  dale 
To  Summer  teUs  her  tender  tale, 
When  Autumn  cooling  caverns  seeks, 
And  stains  with  wine  his  jolly  checks ; 
When  Winter,  like  poor  pilgrim  old. 
Shakes  his  sUv^  beard  with  cold; 
At  every  season  let  my  ear 
Hiy  solemn  whiqierB,  Fancy,  bear. 
O  warm,  enthusiastic  maid. 
Without  thy  powerful,  vital  aid. 
That  breathes  an  energy  divine. 
That  gives  a  aoul  to  every  line. 
Ne'er  may  I  strive  with  lips  prafine 
To  utter  an  unhallow'd  strain, 
Nor  dare  to  touch  the  sacred  string. 
Save  when  with  smiles  thou  bidd*st  me  a^g. 
O  hear  our  prayer,  O  hither  come 
From  thy  Isimented  Shakspeare's  toob^ 
On  which  thou  lov'st  to  sit  at  eve, 
Musing  o'er  thy  darling's  grave ; 
O  queen  of  numbers,  once  again 
Animate  some  chosen  swain, 
Who,  filled  with  unexhausted  fire. 
May  boldly  smite  the  sounding  lyre^ 
Who  with  some  new  unequall'd  song, 
May  rise  above  the  rhyming  throng, 
O'er  all  our  list*ning  passions  rewi, 
O'erwheta  our  »ub  wS^^fg* 
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Whh  tatronr  ihikfl^  and  pity  movt, 
Rouse  with  revenge,  or  melt  with  lore ; 
O  deign  t*  attend  bis  evening  walk, 
With  him  in  groves  and  grottoes  taXk  ; 
Teach  him  to  scorn  with  frigid  art 
Feebly  to  touch  th*  unraptur'd  heaH  | 
Like  lightning,  let  his  mighty  verse 
The  bosom's  inmost  foldings  pierce ; 
With  native  beauties  win  applause 
Beyond  cold  critics*  studied  laws ; 
O  let  each  Muse*s  fione  increase, 
O  bid  Britannia  rival  Greece  >. 


VERSES: 

wan-nnr  at  MOMTAinAM  in  fkakce,  175a 

Task,  how  delightftil  wind  thy  willow*d  waves. 

Bat  ah!  they  fluctily  a  land  of  slaves ! 

In  vain  thy  bare-foot,  sun-burnt  peasants  hide 

With  luaeioas  grapes  yon  hill's  romantic  side ; 

No  citpa  nactareous  shall  their  toil  repay, 

Tbe  priest's,  the  soldier's,  and  the  fermier's  prey : 

Vain  ^ovrs  tfns  Sun,  in  cloudless  glory  drcst, 

XlHt  Krikes  fresh  rigour  through  the  pining  breast ; 


Give  me,  beneath  a  colder,  cfaangeAil  sky, 

My  soul's  best,  only  pleasure,  liberty ! 

What  millions  perish'd  near  thy  mournful  flood  *, 

When  the  red  papal  tyrant  cry'd  out  —  «  Bkwd  !** 

Less  fierce  the  Saracen,  and  quiver'd  Moor, 

lliat  dashM  Ifay  infknts  'gainst  the  stones  vf  yore. 

Be  warned,  ye  nations  round ;  and  trembling  see 

Dire  superstition  quench  humanity ! 

By  all  the  chiefr  in  freedom's  battles  lost. 

By  wiae  and  virtuous  Alfred's  aweful  gbost; 

By  old  Galgacus'  scythed,  iron  ear. 

That,  swiftly  whirlmg  throush  the  walks  of  war, 

Dash'd   Rcunan   bl<x>d,  and  crush'd  the  foreign 

throngs; 
By  holy  Drvida*  oourage-breathing  songs ; 
By  fieree  Booduca's  shkld  and  foaming  steeds; 
By  the  bold  Peers  that  met  on  Tbames^  meads ; 
By  tlie  fi^  Henry's  hehn  and  lightning  spear ; 
O  Liberty,  my  vrarm  petition  hear; 
Be  Albion  still  thy  joT !  with  her  remain, 
liong  as  the  surge  shall  lash  her  oak-crownM  plain ! 

*  Alluding  to  the  persecutions  of  the  Protestants, 
and  the  wars  of  the  Saracens,  carried  on  in  the 
southern  provinces  of  Franee. 
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1  BOMAt  Waktov,  younger  brother  of  the  pre- 
cedingy  a  disdnguished  poet,  and  a  historian  of 
poetrjy  was  bom  at  Basingstoke  in  1728.  He  was 
aducat«id  tinder  his  fiither  till  174S,  when  he  was 
admitted  a  commoner  of  Trinity  college,  Oxford. 
Hare  he  exerdaed  his  poetical  talent  to  so  much  ad- 
▼antaffc^  tivt,  on  the  appearance  of  Mason's  Elegy 
of  las,  which  seyerely  reflected  on  die  disloyalty  of 
Oxford  at  that  period,  he  was  encouraged  by  Dr. 
Huddesford,  president  of  his  college,  to  vindicate 
th«  cause  of  his  uniTernty.  This  task  be  performed 
with  great  applause,  by  writing,  in  his  twenty-fint 
year,  **  The  Triumph  of  Isis,**  a  piece  of  much 
spirit  and  fimcy,  in  which  he  retaliated  upon  the 
bard  of  Cam,  bf  satirising  the  courtly  venality  then 
supposed  to  distinguish  die  rival  university.  His 
•*  PrMress  of  Discontent,'*  published  in  1750,  ex- 
hibited to  great  advantage  his  powers  in  the  familiar 
s^le,  and  his  talent  for  humour,  with  a  knowledge 
of  human  life,  extraordinary  at  his  early  age,  espe- 
cially if  composed,  as  it  is  said,  fttr  a  college  exer- 
dse  in  1746.  In  1750  he  took  the  degree  of  M.  A., 
and  in  the  fbllowing  year  became  a  fellow  of  his 
colleffe. 

His  spirited  satire,  entitled  «  Newmarket,"  and 
pointed  against  the  ruinous  passion  for  the  turf;  his 
•<  Ode  for  Music ;"  and  his  **  Verses  on  the  Death 
of  the  Prince  of  Wales,**  were  written  about  this 
time ;  and,  in  1753,  he  was  the  editor  of  a  small 
coUecdon  of  poems,  under  the  dde  of  «  Hie 
Union,"  which  was  printed  at  Edinburgh,  and  con- 
tained several  of  his  own  performances.  In  1754 
he  made  himself  known  by  Observadons  on 
Spenser*s  Faery  Queen,  in  one  volume,  afVerwards 
enlarged  to  two ;  a  work  well  received  by  the  public, 
and  which  made  a  considerable  addidon  to  his  lite- 
rary reputation.  So  high  was  his  character  in  die 
University,  diat  in  1757  he  was  elected  to  die  office 
of  its  poetry  professor,  which  he  held  for  the  usual 
period  of  ten  years,  and  rendered  respectable  by  the 
erudition  and  taste  displayed  in  his  lectures. 

^  It  does  not  appear  necessary  in  this  pbce  to  par- 
ticulariie  all  the  prose  composidons  which,  whether 
grave  or  humorous,  fell  at  this  time  from  his  pen ; 
but  it  may  be  menUoned  that  verse  condnued  occa- 
sionally to  occupy  his  dioaghts,  and  diat  having 


lamented  the  death  of  Geoigc  IL,  in  aomeliMB  ad- 
dressed to  Mr.  Pitt,  he  continued  the  courtly  fCrn 
in  poems  on  the  marriageof  George  III.,  and  on  the 
birth  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  both  printed  in  the  oni- 
versity  collection.  In  1 770  he  gave  an  edition,  in  two 
volumes  4to.,  of  the  Greek  poet  Theocrkos,  wUck 
gave  him  celebrity  in  other  countries  besides  his  own. 
At  what  time  he  first  employed  himself  with  thekii- 
tory  of  English  poetry,  we  are  not  infomaed,  but  is 
1774  he  had  so  for  proceeded  in  the  work  as  to  pi^ 
lish  the  first  volume  in  4ta  He  afterwards  priottd 
a  second  in  1778,  and  a  third  in  1781 ;  but  In 
labour  now  became  thresome  to  himsrt^  and  the 
great  compass  which  he  had  allotted  to  his  plan  was 
so  iriuome,  that  an  unfinished  fourth  volume  wm 
all  that  he  added  to  it. 

The  place  of  Camden  professor  o^  htstocy,  vacasit 
by  the  rerignadon  of  Br  William  Soott,  wm  the 
close  of  his  professional  exerdons ;  but  soon  titer 
another  engagement  required  his  attendon.  By 
His  Miyesty*8  express  desire,  the  post  of  poet 
laureat  was  offered  to  him,  and  accepted,  and  he 
determined  to  use  his  best  endeavours  for  mdcriBg 
it  respectable.  Varying  the  monotony  of  anniver- 
sary court  compliment  bv  tofucs  better  ad^ 
poetical  descripdoo,  he  unproved  the  st^ 
laureate  odes,  though  his  lyric  strains 
some  ridicule  on  that  account 

His  concluding  publicadon  was  an  edition  of  the 
juvenile  poems  m  Milton,  of  which  the  first  vokosie 
made  its  appearance  in  1785,  and  the  second  in  1790, 
a  short  dme  before  his  death.  His  constitution  now 
began  to  give  way.  In  his  sixty-second  year  sn 
attack  of  the  gout  shattered  hb  frame,  and  iras  suc- 
ceeded in  May,  1790,  by  a  jutfalydc  seisure,  wfasdi 
carried  him  off,  at  his  lodgings  in  Oxford.  His 
remains  were  interred,  with  every  academical  honour, 
in  the  chapel  of  Trinity  college. 

Ther  pieces  of  Thomas  Warton  arc  very  various  ia 
subject,  and  none  of  them  long,  whence  he  most 
only  rank  among  the  minor  poets ;  but  scarcely  one 
of  that  tribe  hM  noted  with  finer  observatioa  the 
minute  circumstances  in  rural  nature  that  sAid 
pleasure  in  description,  or  has  derived  from  te 
regions  of  fiction  more  animated  and  pictuieagas 
scenery* 
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ODE  TO  THE  FIRST  OF  APRIL. 


W  RH  dallianoe  rude  young  Zephyr  wooes 
Coj  May.     Full  oft  with  kind  excuse 
Hw  boiMerous  boy  the  fair  denies, 
Or  with  a  scornful  smile  complies. 

Bfindful  of  disaster  past. 
And  shrinking  at  the  northern  blast. 
The  sleety  storm  returning  still, 
Hie  morning  hoar,  and  evening  chill ; 
Reluctant  comes  Ute  timid  spring. 
Scarce  a  bee,  with  airy  ring. 
Murmurs  the  blossom'd  boughs  around. 
That  clothe  the  garden's  southern  bound  i 
Scarce  a  sickly  straggling  flower. 
Decks  the  rough  castle's  rifted  tower : 
Scarce  the  hardy  primrose  peeps 
Yram  the  dark  ddl's  entangled  steeps ; 
0*er  the  fields  of  waving  broom 
Slowly  shoots  the  golden  bloom : 
And,  but  by  fits,  the  ftirse-dad  dale 
TImiures  the  transitoiy  gale. 
Whale  from  the  shrubbery's  naked  mase, 
'Where  the  vegetable  blase 
Of  Flora's  brightest  'broidery  shone. 
Every  chequer'd  charm  is  flown ; 
Save  that  tfie  lilac  hangs  to  new 
Its  bursting  gems  in  clusters  blue. 

Scant  along  the  ridgy  land 
The  beans  their  new-bwn  ranks  expand : 
The  firesh-tum'd  soil  with  tender  Uades 
Thinly  the  if»routing  barley  shades: 
Fringing  the  forest's  derious  edge. 
Half  rob'd  appears  the  hawthorn  hedge ; 
Or  to  the  diatant  eye  displays 
Weakly  green  its  budding  sprays. 

Hie  swallow,  for  a  moment  seen. 
Skims  in  haste  the  village  green ; 
From  the  gray  moor,  on  feeble  win|^ 
The  screaming  plovers  idly  spring : 
Hie  butterfly,  gay-painted  soon. 
Explores  awUle  the  tepid  noon : 
And  fondly  trusts  its  tender  dyes 
To  fickle  suns,  and  flattering  skies. 

Fraught  with  a  transient,  frozen  shower, 
If  a  cloud  should  haply  lower. 
Sailing  o'er  the  landscape  dark, 
Mute  on  a  sudden  is  the  lark ; 
But  when  gleams  the  Sun  again 
O'er  the  pearl4>eqirinkled  plain, 
And  from  behind  his  watery  vail 
Looks  through  the  thin  descending  hail ; 
She  mounts,  and,  lessening  to  the  sight. 
Salutes  the  blithe  return  of  light. 
And  high  her  tuneftil  track  pursues 
Mid  the  dim  rainbow's  scatter'd  hues. 

Where  in  venerable  rows 
Widdy  waving  oaks  enclose 
The  mote  of  yonder  antique  hall. 
Swarm  the  rooks  with  chonorous  call ; 
And  to  the  toils  of  nature  true, 
Wreath  their  capacious  nests  anew. 
Musing  through  the  lawny  park. 
The  lonely  poet  loves  t6  mark 
How  various  greens  in  &int  degrees 
Huge  the  tall  groupes  of  various  trees ; 
WfaSe,  careless  of  the  changing  year, 
Tht  ptna  cerulean,  never  sere, 
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Towers  distinguish'd  hom  the  rest, 
Aiid  proudly  vaunts  her  winter  vest. 

Within  some  whispering  osier  isle. 
Where  Glym's  *  low  ban^  neglected  smile  ; 
And  each  trim  meadow  still  retains 
The  wintry  torrent's  oocy  stains : 
Beneath  a  willow,  long  forsook. 
The  fisher  seeks  his  custom'd  nook ; 
And  bursting  through  the  crackling  sedge^, 
Hiat  crowns  the  current's  cavem'd  edge^ 
He  startles  firom  the  bordering  wood 
The  bashful  wild-duck's  early  brood. 

O'er  the  broad  downs,  a  novel  racc^ 
Frisk  the  lambs  with  fSuiltering  pace, 
And  with  eager  bleatings  fill 
The  fixs  that  skirts  the  beacon'd  hill. 

His  fVee-bom  vigour  yet  unbroke 
To  lordly  man's  usurping  yoke. 
Hie  bounding  oolt  forgets  to  play. 
Basking  benoith  the  noon-tide  ray. 
And  stretch'd  among  the  daisies  pM 
Of  a  green  dingle's  uoping  side : 
While  fSur  beneath,  whrn  Nature  spreads 
Her  boundless  length  of  level  meads, 
In  loose  luxuriance  taught  to  stray 
A  thousand  tumbling  nils  inlay 
With  silver  veins  the  vale,  or  pass 
Redundant  through  the  sparkling  grsss. 

Yet,  in  these  presaoes  rude, 
Midst  her  pensive  solitude. 
Fancy,  with  prophetic  glance. 
Sees  the  teeming  months  advance ; 
The  field,  the  forest,  green  and  gay, 
The  dappled  slope,  &  tedded  hay ; 
Sees  the  reddening  orchard  blow. 
The  harvest  wave,  the  vintage  flow ; 
Sees  June  iinfold  his  glossy  robe 
Of  thousand  hues  o'er  all  the  globe  ; 
Sees  Ceres  grasp  her  crown  of  com. 
And  plenty  load  her  ample  horn. 


ODE. 

THE  CRUSADE, 

Bound  for  holy  Palestine, 
Nimbly  we  brush'd  the  level  brine. 
All  in  azure  steel  array'd ; 
O'er  the  wave  our  weapons  play'd. 
And  made  the  dancing  billows  jglow  ; 
High  upon  the  trophied  prow, 
Mfuiy  a  warrior-minstrel  swung 
His  sounding  harp,  and  boldly  sung : 

**  Syrian  virgins,  wail  and  weep, 
English  Richard  plows  the  deep ! 
Trnnble,  watchnien,  as  ye  spy 
From  distant  towers,  with  anxious  eye, 

*  Hie  Glym  is  a  small  river  in  Oxfordshire,  flow, 
ing  through  Warton's  parish  of  Kiddington,  or 
Cuddington,  and  dividing  it  into  upper  and  lower 
town.  It  is  described  by  himself  in  his  account  of 
Cuddington,  as  a  deep  but  narrow  stream,  winding 
through  willowed  meadows,  and  abounding  in 
trouts,  pikes,  and  wild-fbwL  It  gives  name  to  tbe 
village  of  Glymton,  wfakh  aiyoinsio  KUdingtao. 
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Th*  ndlABt  nag*  of  ihidd  attd  Imicc 

Down  DaniMCttt*  billt  adnunoe : 

Rroia  Sioii's  CuireU  as  tfkr 

Te  ken  the  march  of  Europe's  war ! 

Saladiii,  thou  paynhn  king. 

From  Albion's  isle  revenge  we  bring ! 

On  Aeon's  spiry  citadel, 

Though  to  the  gale  thy  banners  swell, 

Pictur'd  with  the  silver  Moon ; 

£ngUnd  shall  end  thy  glory  soon ! 

In  vain,  to  break  our  firm  array. 

Thy  brasen  drums  hoarse  discord  bray : 

Those  sounds  our  rising  fury  fSui : 

English  Richard  in  the  van. 

On  to  TicUny  we  go, 

A  Taunting  mfidel  the  tbe." 

Blondel  led  the  tuneftil  band, 
And  swept  the  wire  with  glowing  hand. 
Cyprus,  ftom  her  rocky  mound. 
And  Crete,  with  jmiy  verdure  aown'd, 
Far  akmg  the  smiling  main 
Echoed  ^tm  prophetic  strain. 

Soon  we  kiss'd  the  sacred  earth 
Hiat  gave  a  murder'd  Saviour  birth ; 
Hien  with  ardour  fresh  endu'd. 
Thus  the  solemn  song  renew'd. 

«  Lo,  tbe  toilsome  voyage  past, 
Heaven's  lavour'd  hiUs  appear  at  last! 
Object  of  our  holy  vow. 
We  tread  the  Tjrnan  valleys  now. 
From  Carmtl's  almond-shaded  steep 
We  feel  the  cheering  fragrance  creep : 
O'er  Eagaddi's  shrubs  of  balm 
Waves  the  date-empurpl'd  palm: 
See  Lebanon's  aspiring  head 
Wide  his  immortal  umbrage  spread  I 
Hail  Calvary,  thou  mountain  hoar. 
Wet  with  our  Redeemer's  gore ! 
Ye  trampled  tombs,  ye  limes  foriom,      , 
Te  stones,  by  tears  of  pilgrims  worn; 
Your  ravish'd  honours  to  restore, 
Fearless  we  cUmb  this  hostile  shore ! 
And  thou,  the  sepulchre  of  God ; 
By  mocking  pagans  rudely  trod, 
Bereft  of  every  aweful  rite, 
And  quench'd  thy  lamps  that  beam'd  so  bright ; 
For  thee,  from  Britain's  distant  coast, 
Lo,  Richaid  leads  his  faithful  host ! 
Aloft  in  his  heroic  hand, 
Blazmg  like  the  beacon's  brand. 
O'er  the  far-afiVi^ited  fields, 
Resistless  Kalibum*  he  widds. 
Proud  Saracen,  pcrfhite  no  more 
The  shrines  by  martyrs  built  of  yore ! 
¥nm  each  wild  mountain's  trackless  crown 
In  vain  thy  gloomv  castles  fhiwn : 
lliy  battering  engmes,  huge  and  h 
In  vain  ourrted-dad  stecw  defy ; 
And,  rdling  in  terrific  state 
On  giant-wheels  harsh  thunders  grate. 
When  eve  has  hush'd  the  bussing  camp, 
Amid  the  moon-light  vapours  dusp. 
Thy  necromantic  fiirms,in  vain, 
Haunt  us  on  tiie  tented  plain : 

*  Kalibum  is  the  sword  of  king  Arthur;  whicfa^ 
as  the  monkidi  histarians  say,  came  into  tiie  posaas 
sion  of  Bidbard  L,  and  was  siven  by  that  moBanl^ 
hi  the  Crusades,  to  Tanoied  king  of  Sicily,  aa  a  royal 
prsamt  of  inestiaMMe  valuer  abouUhe  year  Il90i» 


Webidtfae., ^ 

AslMroth,  and  Tenn^gant !  f 
With  many  a  demon,  pale  of  Ime, 
Doom'd  to  drink  tbe  bitter  dew, 
That  drops  from  fifacon's  sooty  trec^ 
Mid  the  dread  grove  of  ebony. 
Nor  magic  chants^  nor  fiends  of  HeBt 
The  Christian's  holy  coarage  quelL 

Salem,  in  ancient  majesty 
Arisen  and  lift  thee  to  the  sky ! 
Soon  on  thy  bettkraents  divfaie 
ShaU  wave  the  badge  of  CooM 
Ye  barons,  to  the  Sun  unlbld 
Our  cross  with  crimsoa  wove  and  gold  r* 
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Wnxnow 

The  joyftil  youth  is  asDt  lo  coOcft^ 
His  fiidier  cornea^  a  vicar  plain. 
At  Oifixd  heed — in  Anna's  reign, 
And  thus,  in  form  of  humble  suitor 
Bowing  acooats  a  levetend  tutor : 
-  Sir,  I'm  a  Glo'slstriue  divme. 
And  this  my  eldest  son  of  nme ; 
My  wife's  ambition  and  my  own 
Was  that  this  chihi  sfaonkl 
m  wvnmt  that  his  good  befaavkmr 
Will  justify  your  fittnn  fhvoor; 
And,  fbr  his  parts,  to  tell  the  truth, 
My  son 's  a  very  fbrward  youth ; 
Has  Hofuce alll^ heart— you 'd 
And  mouths  out  Homer's  Greek  6ke 
If  you  'd  enmine— and  admit  him, 
A  schohurahip  would  nicdy  fit  him : 
That  he  suooeeds  't  is  ten  to  one ; 
Your  vole  and  interes^  sir !"  — 'T  is 

Our  pupil's  hopes,  though  twice 
Are  with  a  schoUinhip  completed : 
A  schoburship  but  half  mamtains, 
And  college-rules  are  heavy  dvina: 
In  garret  dark  he  smokes  and  puas, 
A  pny  to  discipline  and  duna 
And  now,  intent  on  new  derf 
Sighs  for  a  fellowsfaip  «— and 

When  nine  full  tedioua  wi&ftsrs  p«t|* 
That  utmost  wish  is  cnnm'd  at  last : 
But  the  rich  priae  no  aooocr  got, 
Anin  he  qunrels  with  his  let: 
«  These  fUlowships  are  pretty  thuBgSb 
We  Ihe  Indeed  like  petty  khi«a : 
But  who  can  bear  to  waste  Ua  wbala  age 
Amid  the  dttUness  of  a  coUue, 
Debarr'd  tbe  ooDBmon  joya  of  lifie. 
And  that  prime  bllas— a  loving  wife ! 
O!  what 's  a  table  licMy  spseadt 
Without  a  womtt  at  ita  hnd  ? 

f  Ashtaiodi  b  mentioiied  by  MillBA  as  a  ^KHJ 
name  of  tbe  Syrian  deities:  Plar.  L0Bt,L4S».  Aad 
Terms^jaunt  is  the  name  given  IB  tbe  M  iiaMnrt 
to  the  god  of  the  Saraoena.  See  Feaeft  Itiiipii' 
voLi.p.74.  _^   ,. 

*  Thescholaisof  IttMteaia  au|iisiiMiiliii.  ■ 
they  do  notsuoeeed  to  fidkwnbva  kk  wkmym» 
•ftar  their  ekdioB  to  schoMd^ 
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^oiild  loiiie  mug  benefice  but  fidl, 

felmt^Tediiiiienl  ftrewdlaU! 

To  offices  I'd  bid  adieu, 

>f  deniyTioepnBe.— of  bnmrtoo; 

^ome  joys,  Unit  rural  quiet  yields, 

>oaM,  tytbii,  and  boote^  and  fruitful  fields !" 

Too  food  of  freedom  and  of  ease 
1  patron's  nmity  to  please, 
l«oiig  time  be  watches,  and  by  stealth. 
Bach  frail  incumbent's  doubtful  health ; 
It  length,  and  in  his  fortieffa  year, 
k  IhriDg  drops  — two  hundred  dear  ! 
¥iA  breast  elate  beyond  expression, 
3e  hurries  down  to  take  possession, 
¥itfa  rapture  views  the  sweet  retreat -» 
'  What  a  convenient  house !  how  neat ! 
'or  fiiel  here 's  sufficient  wood : 
*n£f  God  the  ceUars  may  be  good ! 
Hie  garden  -» that  must  be  new-plaim'd  — 
Bmll  these  old-ftshion'd  yew.4rees  stand  ? 
>*er  yonder  Tacant  plot  shall  rise 
rhe  flow'ry  shrub  of  thousand  dyes :  — 
Ton  wall,  that  fsels  the  southern  ray, 
BwU  blush  with  ruddy  fruitage  gay : 
Vhile  tfaidc  beneath  its  aspect  warm 
>'er  well-fang'd  hives  the  bees  shall  swarm, 
'ttMn  which,  ere  long,  of  golden  gleam 
if  etfae^in's  luscious  juice  shall  stream : 
nna  awkward  hut,  o'ergrown  with  ivy, 
¥e  11  alter  to  a  modem  privy: 
Jp  yon  green  slope,  of  l»sels  trim, 
in  avenue  so  cool  tad  dim 
Iball  to  an  arbour  at  the  end, 
n  flfut*  cf  gout,  entice  a  friend, 
tfy  predeceasolr  lov'd  devotion— 
lut  of  a  garden  had  no  notion." 

Continuing  this  fimtastic  &rce  on, 
le  now  oommences  country  parson. 
[*o  make  his  character -entire, 
le  weds-  a  cousin  of  the  'squire ; 
*foC  o^rer-weighty  in  the  purse, 
lot  many  doctors  have  done  worse : 
knd  tbou^  die  boasts  no  charms  divine, 
fet  she  can  carve  and  make  birch  wine. 

Unis  fist,  content  he  taps  his  barrel, 
Sxhorts  his  neighbours  not  to  quarrel ; 
'inds  his  drarch-wardens  have  discerning 
ioCh  in  good  liquor  and  good  learning ; 
Wittk  ty&s  his  bams  rej^lete  he  sees, 
Lnd  diucklcs  o'er  his  siuplice  fees ; 
Itudiea  to  find  out  latent  dues, 
knd  regulates  the  state  of  pews; 
Udea  m  sledc  mare  with  purple  housing, 
To  share  the  monthly  dub's  carousing ; 
>f  Ozlbrd  pranks  Ihoctious  tells, 
Lnd— -but  on  Sundays— hears  no  belk; 
^nds  iiiiainti  of  his  choicest  fruit, 
Lnd  prunes  himself  each  sapless  shoot ; 
ianta  canlifiowefi^  and  boMts  to  rear 
[lie  earliest  naelons  of  the  year ; 
Hunks  alteratioa  charming  work  is, 
Ceeps  Baotani  codes,  and  feeds  his  turkies; 
)uUda  fai  his  copse  a  fiiv'rite  bench, 
Lnd  ilona  the  pond  with  carpr  and  tench.  — 

But  ah !  too  soon  his  thoughtless  breast 
iy  cares  domestic  b  (^yprest ; 
lnd  a  third  butcher's  UU,  and  brewing, 
nireaftcn  inevitable  ruin : 
^or  children  fivsh  expenses  yet, 
Vnd  Dicky  now  for  school  is  fit. 


**  VThf  did  I  seU  my  ooHese  ]iA>,»* 
He  cries,  «  ibr  benefice  and  wifie  ? 
Return,  ye  days,  when  endless  pleasure 
I  found  in  reeding,  or  in  leisure ! 
When  cahn  anmnd  the  common  room 
I  pufiTd  my  daily  pipe's  perftime ! 
Rode  for  a  stomach,  and  inspected. 
At  annual  bottlings,  corks  selected : 
And  din'd  untax'd,  untroubled,  under 
Hie  portrait  of  our  |nous  founder ! 
When  impositions  were  supply 'd 
To  light  my  pipe— or  soothe  my  pride  — 
No  cares  were  then  for  forward  peas, 
A  yeariy-longing  wife  to  please ; 
My  thoughts  no  christ'ning  dinners  crost. 
No  children  cry'd  for  butter'd  toast ; 
And  ev'ry  night  I  went  to  bed. 
Without  a  modus  in  my  head !" 

Oh !  trifling  head,  and  fickle  heart ! 
Chagrin'd  at  whatsoe'er  thou  art ; 
A  dupe  to  follies  yet  untry'd. 
And  sick  of  pleasures,  scarce  cnjoy'd  / 
Each  prise  possess'd,  thy  transport  ceases. 
And  in  pursuit  alone  it  pleases. 


INSCRIPTION  IN  A  HERMITAGE. 

4T  AKSLET  HALL  IM   WAKWICKSHIRE. 

BxNXATH  this  Stony  roof  reclin'd, 
I  soiDthe  to  peace  my  pensive  mind ; 
And  while,  to  shade  my  lowly  cave, 
Embowering  dms  their  umbrage  wave ; 
And  while  &e  maple  dish  is  mine. 
The  beecben  cup,  unstain'd  with  wine ; 
I  scorn  the  gay  licentious  crowd, 
Ngr  heed  the  toys  that  deck  the  proud. 

Within  my  limits  lone  and  still 
The  blackbud  pipes  in  artless  trill ; 
Fast  by  my  couch,  congenkd  guest. 
The  wren  has  wove  her  mossy  nest ; 
From  busy  scenes,  and  brighter  skies. 
To  lurk  with  innocence,  she  flies : 
Here  hopes  in  safe  repose  to  dwell. 
Nor  aught  suspects  the  sylvan  cell. 

At  mora  I  take  my  custom'd  round, 
To  mark  how  buds  yon  shrubby  mound, 
And  every  opening  primrose  count. 
That  trimly  paints  my  blooming  mount : 
Or  o'er  the  sculptures,  quaint  and  rode, 
That  grace  my  gloomy  soUtude, 
I  team  in  windmg  wreaths  to  stray 
Fantastic  ivy's  gadding  spray. 

At  eve,  widun  yon  studious  noolt, 

I  ope  my  brass-embossed  book, 

Pourtray'd  with  many  a  holy  deed 

Of  martyrs,  crown'd  with  heavenly  meed : 

Then  as  my  tuHflr  waxes  dhn,       

Chant,  ere  I  sleep,  my  measuTd  hymn  ; 
And  at  the  close,  the  gleaiMbeboId 
Of  parting  wings  bedropt  with  gold- 

While  such  pure  joys  my  bliss  cn^ 
Wlw  but  would  smile  at  gfol^  ^A^\r> 

Digitized  by  VnOOv  Ic 


716 


T.  WARTON. 


Who  but  would  fviih  his  holy  lot 
In  calm  Oblivion's  humble  grot? 
"Who  but  would  ca&t  his  pomp  away, 
To  take  my  staff,  and  amice  gray  * ; 
And  to  the  world's  tumultuous  stage 
PreSa  the  blameless  hermitage? 


ODE. 


THE  HAMLET. 

WklTTlX   IM   WHICHWOOD   FOEEST. 

Tm  hinds  how  blest,  who  ne*er  b(»uil*d 
To  quit  their  hamlet's  hawthorn  wild ; 
Nor  haunt  the  crowd,  nor  tempt  the  main, 
For  splendid  care,  and  guilty  gain! 

When  roommg's  twiUgbt-tinctur'd  beam 
Strikes  their  low  thatch  with  slanting  gleam. 
They  rove  abroad  in  ether  blue. 
To  dip  the  scythe  in  fragrant  dew ; 
The  sheaf  to  bind,  the  beech  to  fell. 
That  nodding  shades  a  craggy  dclL 

Midst  gloomy  glades,  in  warbles  clear. 
Wild  nature's  sweetest  notes  they  hear : 
On  green  untrodden  banks  they  view 
The  hyacinth's  neglected  hue : 
In  their  lone  haunts,  and  woodland  rounds, 
They  spy  the  squirrel's  airy  bounds. 
And  startle  from  her  ashen  spray. 
Across  the  glen,  the  screaming  jay : 
Each  native  charm  their  steps  explore 
Of  Solitude's  sequestered  store. 

For  them  the  Moon  with  cloudless  ray 
Mounts,  to  illume  their  homeward  way : 
Hieur  weary  spirits  to  relieve. 
The  meadows'  incense  breathe  at  eve. 
No  riot  mars  the  simple  fare, 
Hiat  o'er  a  glimmering  hearth  they  share : 
But  when  the  curfew's  measur'd  roar 
Duly,  the  darkening  valleys  o'er. 
Has  echoed  from  the  distant  town. 
They  wish  no  beds  of  cygnet-down. 
No  trophied  canopies,  to  close 
Their  drooping  eyes  in  quick  repose. 

Th<ar  little  sons,  who  spread  the  bloom 
Of  health  around  the  clay-built  room. 
Or  through  the  primros'd  coppice  stray, 
Or  gambol  in  the  new-mown  hay ; 
Or  miaintly  braid  the  cowslip  twine, 
Or  drive  afield  the  tardy  kine  ; 
Or  hasten  firom  the  suluy  hill, 
To  loiter  at  the  shady  rill ; 
Or  dimb  the  tall  pine's  gloomy  crest, 
To  rob  the  raven's  ancient  nest. 

Their  humble  porch  with  honied  flow'rs 
The  curiing  woodbine's  shade  imbow'rs : 
Fh)m  the  small  garden's  thymy  mound 
Their  bees  in  busy  swarms  resound : 
Nor  fell  Disease,  before  his  time. 
Hastes  to  consume  life's  golden  prime: 
But  when  their  temples  long  have  wore 
The  silver  crown  of  tresses  hoar; 
As  studious  still  calm  peace  to  keep, 
Beneath  a  flowery  turf  tliey  fOeep. 

*  Gray  clothing,  £rom  the  Lattn  veib  amido,  i» 
dotbe. 


ODE  SENT  TO  A  FRIEND, 

ox  BIS  LSAVIVO  A  rAVOURITB  VILLAGE  »  HUinilU 

Ar  mourn,  thou  lov'd  retreat !    No  moit 
Shill  classic  steps  thy  scenes  explore! 
When  mom's  palo  rays  but  bintly  peep 
O'er  yonder  oaL-crown'd  airy  steep, 
Who  now  shall  climb  its  brows  to  riev 
The  length  of  landscape,  ever  new, 
WbAe  Summer  flings,  in  careless  pride, 
Her  varied  vesture  far  and  wide? 
Who  mark,  beneath,  each  villagebcfaim, 
Or  grange,  or  elm-eDdrded  farm: 
Hie  flinty  dove-cote's  crowded  roof; 
Watch'd  by  the  kite  that  sails  aloof: 
The  tutted  pines,  whose  umbrage  tail 
Darkens  the  long-desrrted  hall : 
The  veteran  beedi,  that  on  the  phia 
Collects  at  eve  the  playf^il  tnin : 
Thecot  that  smokes  with  early  fire, 
The  low-roofd  fime's  emboaom'd  tpin'* 

Who  now  shall  indolently  stray 
Through  the  deep  forest's  tangled  wttj; 
Pleas'd  at  his  custom'd  task  to  find 
The  well-known  hoary-tressed  hind, 
That  toBs  with  feeble  hands  to  gkan 
Of  wither'd  boughs  his  pittance  mesa? 
Who  mid  thy  nooks  of  haael  sit. 
Lost  in  some  melancholy  fit ; 
And  listening  to  the  raven's  croak. 
The  distant  &il,  the  fidling  oak  ? 
Who^  through  the  sunshine  anddie  dio«<^ 
Desay  the  rainbow-painted  tower? 
Who,  wandering  at  return  of  May, 
Catch  the  first  cucfcow's  vernal  h^? 
MHio  musing  waste  the  summer  boor. 
Where  high  o'er-arching  trees  cnhowtr 
The  grassy  hme,  so  rarely  pac'd, 
With  axure  flow'reta  idly  grac'd? 
Unnotic'd  now,  at  twilight's  dawn 
Returning  reapers  cross  the  lawn ; 
Nor  fond  attention  loves  to  note 
The  wether's  bell  from  folds  remote  t 
While,  own'd  by  no  poetic  eye. 
Thy  pensive  evenings  shade  the  iky ! 

For  lo !  the  Bard  who  rapture  foaid 
In  every  rural  sight  or  sound; 
Whose  genius  warm,  and  judgoMSt  cki*^ 
No  chann  of  genuine  nature  psa'd; 
Who  felt  the  Muse's  purest  fires 
Far  fh»n  thy  favour'd  haunt  retires; 
Who  peopled  all  thy  vocal  bowen 
With  shadowy  shapas,  and  aiiy  powe* 

Behold,  a  dread  repose  resnmas, 
As  erst,  thy  sad  sequestcr'd  gloons ! 
From  the  deep  dell,  ^"'^"^'^^^^J'^^,^^ 
Fringe  die  rough  Inink  with  wrialko«»*"» 
Th'  unwilling  genius  flies  fivloni, 
His  primrose  cSaplet  mddy  torn. 
With  hollow  shriek  the  nymphifanito 
Ihe  pathless  copse  and  hedg^-nm  fcn»  s 
Where  the  deWd  mountains  headkng  MB 

Its  chalky  entrails  opens  wide, 

On  the  green  summit,  ambuah'd  higK 

No  lon^  Echo  loves  to  lie. 

No  pearl-crown'd  maids  with  ^'^yj** 

Rke  beckoning  from  the  reed?  hwsk- 
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A.ro«iiid  the  glow.woRB*8  gKmmerSng  bank* 
frifo  Fairies  run  in  fiery  rank ; 
Mor  brtuhy  half-seen,  in  airy  tread 
Hie  Tiolct's  unprinted  head. 
But  Fftiicy,  from  the  thickets  brown. 
The  glades  that  wear  a  conscious  frown. 
Hie  forest  oaks,  that,  pale  and  lone, 
Nod  to  the  blast  with  hoarser  tone, 
Rou|^  glens,  and  sullen  water&lls. 
Her  bright  ideal  oflbpring  calls. 

So  by  some  sage  enchanter's  spell, 
(As  old  Arabian  fablers  tell,) 
Amid  the  solitary  wild, 
Luxuriant  wardens  gaily  smQ'd : 
Fkxnn  aappmxe  rocks  the  fountains  stream*d, 
li¥ith  g«J«len  fruit  the  branches  beam*d ; 
Fair  Ibims,  in  every  wondrous  wood. 
Or  Bl^y  tiipp'd,  or  solemn  stood ; 
And  oft,  retreating  frt>m  the  view, 
Betray'd,  at  distamse,  beauties  new : 
WfaHe  gleaming  o'er  the  crisped  bowers 
Rlcfa  ^ires  arose^  and  sparkling  towers. 
If  bound  on  senrioe  new  to  go. 
The  xnaaler  of  the  magic  show. 
His  tranaitory  charm  withdrew. 
Away  th*  illusive  landscape  flew : 
Dun  clouds  obaair'd  the  groves  of  gold. 
Blue  lightning  smote  the  blooming  mould : 
In  Ttsionary  glory  rear'd, 
The  goigeous  catfle  disappear*d ; 
And  a  bare  heath's  unfruitful  plain 
Usurp'd  the  wiiard's  proud  domain. 


PLEASURES  OF  MELANCHOLY. 

Precipe  lugubres 
Cantus,  Melpomene !  — 


romsB  of  musings.  Contemplation  sage, 

Hkoae  grotto  stands  upon  the  topmost  rock 

f  Teneriff ;  *mid  the  tempestuous  night, 

»n  wfaicli,  in  calmest  meditation  held, 

bou  hear'st  with  howling  winds  the  beating  rain 

.nd  drilling  hail  descend  ;  or  if  the  skies 

^nr\im^h^  slune,  and  through  the  blue  serene 

Ue  Cyntliia  roUs  her  silver-axled  car, 

Hience  gaang  sted&st  on  the  spangled  vault 

tapuir'd  thou  sitt'st,  while  murmurs  indistinct 

^f  distant  billows  soothe  thy  pensive  ear 

nth  boane  and  hoUow  sounds;  secure,  se]f4>lest, 

lere  oft  thou  listen'st  to  the  wild  uproar 

If  fleets  cnoounf  ring,  that  in  whispers  low 

Lflcenda  the  rocky  summit,  where  thou  dwell'st 

Lemole  from  man  conversing  with  the  spheres ! 

>  lead  me,  {foiten  sublime,  to  solemn  glooms 

bo|^nial  with  my  soul ;  to  cheerless  shades, 

^o  ruin'd  scats,  to  twilight  cells  and  bow'rs^ 

¥bere  tbou^itful  Melancholy  loves  to  muse, 

ler  &v'rite  midnight  haunts.  Hie  laughing  scenes 

H  purple  Spring,  where  all  the  wanton  tram 

K  Siailea  and  wacm  seem  to  lead  the  dance 

A  spordTC  round,  while  from  their  hand  they  sbow'r 

Inbrosial  blooms  and  flow'rs,  no  longer  charm ; 

renp4,  DO  ware  I  court  thy  balmy  breeu, 

idieu  grecQ  vales  I  ye  broider'd  meads,  adieu ! 


Beneath  yon  ruin'd  abbey's  moss-grown  piles 
Oft  let  me  sit,  at  twilight  hour  of  eve. 
Where  throu^  some  western  window  the  pale  Moon 
Pours  her  long-levell'd  rule  of  streaming  light ; 
While  sullen  sacred  silence  reigns  around. 
Save  the  lone  screech-owl's  note,  who  builds  his  bow'r 
Amid  the  mould'ring  caverns  dark  and  damp. 
Or  the  calm  breeze,  that  rustles  in  the  leaves 
Of  flaunting  ivy,  that  with  mantle  green 
Invests  some  wasted  tow'r.     Or  let  me  tread 
Its  neighboring  walk  of  pines,  where  mus'd  of  old 
The  cloister'd  brothers :  through  the  gloomy  void 
That  fiir  extends  beneath  their  ample  arch 
As  on  I  pace,  religious  borrour  wraps 
My  soul  in  dread  repose.     But  when  the  world 
Is  clad  in  Midnight's  raven-colour'd  rolN!, 
'Mid  hollow  chamel  let  me  watch  the  flame 
Of  taper  dim,  shedding  a  livid  glare 
O'er  the  wan  heaps ;  while  airy  voices  talk 
Along  the  glimm'ring  walls ;  or  ghostly  shape 
At  distance  seen,  invites  witli  beck'ning  hand 
My  lonesome  steps,  through  the  £ir-winding  vaults. 
Nor  undeligbtful  is  the  solemn  noon 
Of  night,  when  haply  wakeful  from  my  couch 
I  start :  lo !  all  ia  motionless  around ! 
Roars  not  the  rushing  wind ;  the  sons  of  men 
And  every  beast  in  mute  obUvion  lie ; 
All  nature  's  hush'd  in  silence  and  in  tleep, 

0  then  how  fearfril  is  it  to  reflect. 

That  through  the  still  globe's  aweful  solitude. 
No  being  wakes  but  me !  till  stealing  sleep 
My  drooping  temples  bathes  in  opiate  dews. 
Nor  then  let  dreams,  of  wanton  folly  bom. 
My  senses  lead  through  flow'ry  paths  of  joy  ; 
But  let  the  sacred  genius  of  the  night 
Such  mystic  visions  send,  as  Spenser  saw. 
When  through  bewild'ring  F  ncy's  magic  mase, 
To  the  fell  house  of  Busyrane,  he  led 
Th'  un&haken  Britoroart ;  or  Milton  knew. 
When  in  abstracted  thought  he  first  conceiv'd 
All  Heav'n  in  tumuh,  tad  the  seraphim 
Come  tow'ring,  arm'd  in  adamant  and  gold. 

Let  others  love  soft  Summer's  evening  smiles. 
As  list'ning  to  the  distant  water-fall, 
They  mark  the  blushes  of  the  streaky  west ; 

1  choose  the  pale  December's  foggy  glooms. 
Then,  when  the  sullen  shades  of  ev'ning  close, 
Where  through  the  room  a  blindly  glimm'ring  gleam 
The  dying  embers  scatter,  far  remote  [roof 
From  Mirth's  mad  shouts,  that  through  th'  illumin'd 
Resound  with  festive  echo,  let  me  sit. 

Bleat  with  the  lowly  cricket's  drowsy  dirge. 
Hien  let  my  thought  contemplative  explore 
This  fleetmg  stalto  of  things,  the  vain  delights, 
The  fruitless  toSh,  that  still  our  search  elude^ 
As  through  the  wilderness  of  life  we  rove. 
This  sober  hour  of  silence  will  unmask 
False  Folly's  smfle,  that  like  the  dazsling  spella 
Of  wily  Camus  cheat  the  unweeting  eye 
With  ^lear  illusion,  and  persuade  to  (brink 
That  charmed  cup,  which  Reason's  mintage  fiur 
Unmoulds,  and  stamps  the  monster  on  the  man. 
Eager  we  taste,  but  in  the  luscious  draugjit 
Forget  the  poisonous  dregs  that  lurk  beneath. 

Few  know  that  eleoance  of  soul  refin'd. 
Whose  soft  sensation  feels  a  quicker  joy 
From  Melancholy's  scenes,  than  Utte  dull  pride 
Of  tasteless  splendour  and  magnificence 
Can  e'er  afford.     Thus  Eloise,  whose  mmd 
Had  languish'd  to  the  pangs  of  melthig  love^ 
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JAon  gtnvnM  tomipurti  fbnody  ttt  on  iobm  toniD 
Redm*d,  Out  watdi'd  tbe  tapen  of  the  dead ; 
Or  throi^  the  pillmr'd  fles,  amid  pale  ahrinet 
Of  imag'd  aainta,  and  intermin^ed  graTei» 
Mus*d  a  veilM  ToUreH ;  than  FUvia  dtA, 
As  tlireugh  tbe  maaet  of  the  festhre  ball. 
Proud  of  her  conquering  chann%  and  beauty'sbfaoe^ 
She  floats  amid  the  silken  sons  of  dress, 
And  shines  the  fkirest  of  th*  assembled  fiur. 

¥^n  asure  noontide  cheers  the  daedal  globe. 
And  the  blest  regent  of  tbe  golden  day 
Rejoices  in  hb  bright  meriifian  tower. 
How  oft  my  wishes  ask  the  night's  retom. 
That  best  befiriends  the  melancholy  mind ! 
Hail,  sacred  Night !  thou  too  sfaalt  share  my  song ! 
Sister  of  ebon.4^pter*d  Hecat,  Im^I  ! 
'Whether  in  congregated  cloud^  thou  wrapp*8t 
Tliy  riewless  duiriot,  or  with  silver  crown 
Thy  beaming  head  enchrdest,  ever  hail ! 
What  though  beneath  thy  i^oom  the  sorceresB-stnun, 
Far  in  obscured  haunt  of  L^land  moors, 
^th  rhymes  uncouth  the  bloody  cauldron  bless ; 
Though  Murder  wan  beneath  tby  shrouding  shade 
Summons  her  slow-ey'd  vot'ries  to  devise 
Of  secret  slaughter,  while  by  one  bhie  lamp 
In  hideous  conf  *rence  sits  the  list'ning  band. 
And  start  at  each  low  wind,  or  wakeral  sound : 
What  though  thy  stay  the  pilgrim  curseth  oft, 
As  all  beni^ited  in  Arabian  wastes 
He  hears  the  wilderness  around  him  howl 
With  roaming  monsters,  while  on  his  hoar  head 
The  black-dooending  tempest  ceaseless  beatb ; 
Yet  more  deUghtftil  to  my  pensive  mind 
Is  tiiy  return,  than  blooming  Mom's  approach, 
EVn  than,  in  youthful  pride  of  opening  May, 
When  from  the  portals  of  the  saflVon  cast 
She  sheds  fresh  roses,  and  ambrosial  dews. 
Yet  not  ungratefiil  is  the  Mom's  approach. 
When  dropping  wet  she  comes,  and  cbul  in  clouds, 
Whfle  thnmgfa  the  damp  air  scowls  the  louring 

South, 
Blarkening  the  landscape's  &ce,  that  grove  and  hill 
In  IbrmlesB  vapours  undistinguish'd  swim : 
Th'  afflicted  songsters  of  the  sadden'd  groves 
Hail  not  the  sullen  gloom  :  the  waring  elms 
That,  hoar  through  time  and  rang'd  in  thick  array, 
Enclose  with  stately  row  some  rmral  hall. 
Are  mute,  nor  echo  with  the  clamours  hoarse 
Of  rooks  rejoicing  on  their  airy  boughs ; 
While  to  the  shea  the  dripping  poultry  crowd, 
A  mournful  train :  secure  the  village-hind 
Hangs  o'er  the  crackling  blase,  nor  tempts  thestorm ; 
Fix'd  in  th'  unfinish'd  fUrrow  rests  the  plough : 
Rings  not  the  high  wood  with  enliven'd  shouts 
Of  eariy  hunter :  all  is  silence  drear ; 
And  deepest  sadness  wraps  die  ilKe  of  things. 

Hmnigh  Pope's  soft  song  though  all  the  Graces 
breathe. 
And  happiest  art  adom  his  Attic  page; 
Yet  does  my  mind  with  sweeter  transport  glow. 
As  at  the  root  of  mossy  trunk  recUn'd, 
In  magic  Spenser's  wildly-warbled  song 
I  see  deserted  Una  wander  wide 
Through  wasteful  solitudes,  and  lurid  heaths, 
Weary,  foriom ;  than  when  tbe  fiited  fair 
Upon  the  bosom  bright  of  silver  Thames 
Lanches  in  all  the  lustre  of  brocade. 
Amid  the  splendours  of  the  lan^^bnig  Sun. 
Hie  giqr  docription  palls  upon  the  sense, 
And  cMtj  strikes  the  mind  witii  fM>le  bHsa. 


YeyoutfasofAliioii'bl 
Whose  brows  have  worn  the  wieaA  of  hscfciMaloie, 
Is  there  a  pleasure  hkc  the  pensive  nwod. 
Whose  ma^  wont  to  soothe  your  aoAea'd  seals? 
O  tell  how  rapturous  the  joy,  to  melt 
To  Melody's  assuasive  voice ;  to  bend 
Til'  uncertain  step  along  the  midni^it  maa^ 
And  pour  your  sorrows  to  the  pityki^  Mooa^ 
By  many  a  slow  trill  tram  the  biid  of  vroe 
Oft  interrupted ;  ia  <    ' 
By  darksome  brook  to  1 
The  solenm  dulness  of  the  I 
While  Fancy  grasps  the  visiooaiy  &ir : 
And  now  no  more  th*  abstracted  ear  i 
The  water's  murm'riag  lapae^  lb'  entnsiBed  eyv 
Pierces  no  longer  thttwrii  th'  eztandtod  iws 
Of  fhkk^rang'd  trees ;  Su  haplj  inms  the  dsp* 
Hm  woodman's  stroke,  or  Siaat  tinkli 
Or  heifers  rustling  through  the  beake^  i 


Th'  illuded  senses  and  mars  the  cohfefa  dwam 

These  are  delights  that  abssDce  drear  baa  nada 

Familiar  to  my  soul,  e'er  ance  the  fiarm 

Of  young  Sapphire,  beanteotis  as  the  Sjprio^ 

When  from  her  vi'leC-woven  ooocfa  awA'd 

By  fhilic  Zephyr's  hand,  her  tender  AtA 

Graceful  she  lift%  and  blmhing  flnam  her  bov'r 

Issues  to  ckthe  in  t 

The  genial  globe,  irst  met  my  < 

These  are  delights  unknown  to  minds  pntea^ 

And  which  alone  the  pensive  soul  can  laaiaL 

The  taper'd  choir,  at  tbe  late  boor  of  pnyV» 
Oft  let  me  tread,  whOe  to  lb*  awwsding  vok* 
The  many-sounding  organ  peab  on  high. 
The  clear  slow-dittied  chant,  or  varied  byma. 
Till  all  my  soul  is  bathed  in  ecUbski, 
And  lapp'd  in  paradise.     Or  let  aoe  sit 
Far  in  sequestcr'd  iles  of  the  deep  done^ 
Tlierc  lonteome  listen  to  the  sacied  soonds. 
Which,  as  they  lengthen  through  tbe  Gothic  vaab 
In  hollow  murmurs  reach  my  raviah'd  car. 
Nor  when  the  lamps  expiring  yield  to  n^fat. 
And  solitude  returns,  would  I  Ibnake 
Hie  solemn  mansion,  but  attentive  mark. 
The  due  clock  swinging  slew  vrith  vawpy  sway^ 
Measuring  time's  fl^t  with  momcatsry  asusiii 

Nor  let  me  fail  tocuhivats  my  mind 
With  the  soft  thrillings  of  the  tngic  Muae^ 
Divine  Melpomene,  sweet  Pity's  mme. 
Queen  of  the  stately  step,  and  flowing  paU. 
Now  let  Monimia  mourn  with  strsaming  cyca 
Her  joys  incestncMis,  and  pellutad  lava  ; 
Now  let  soft  Juliet  in  the  gaping  toaab 
Print  the  Ust  kiss  oo  her  true  Bemea's  1^ 
His  lips  yet  reeking  fWim  the  deadly  drsii^  i 
Or  Jaffier  kneel  for  one  foigitiag  look. 
Nor  seldom  let  tbe  Moor  oo  Deadenoaa 
^Pour  the  misguided  thraata  of  jeahma  raga 
By  soft  degrees  the  nsanly  taerent  steab 
From  my  swofai  eyes;  and  at  a  brothir's  woa 
My  big  heart  meha  in  sympaddaing  tsssi^ 

What  are  the  sptendonrs  of  the  gaudy  ( 
Ita  tinsel  trappings)  audits  pageant  poofa? 
To  me  Ihr  happier  seema  tbe  banisb'd  kr4 
Amid  Sberia's  unrsfoicing  wilds, 
Who  pines  sU  lonMNne,  hi  tbe  chambsn  has 
Of  some  high  eaalia  shttt^  wboee  windoae  da 
In  distant  ken  discover  trackless  plahi% 
Where  Winteravcr  whirls  bia icy  car! 
While  still  repealed  eljeclB  of  hiaviap, 
Theg|ooBaybattknifma>aadi?iadi  ' 
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;  crown  tlift  lolitary  dome,  arise; 
MTluIe  ftom  the  topmost  turret  die  slow  clock, 
Fmr  heard  along  tli*  inhosfntable  wastes, 
IVitli  aad-retuming  chime  awakes  new  grief; 
Bv'n  be  ikr  happier  seems  than  is  the  proud, 
riie  potent  satrap,  whom  he  left  behind 
Itfid  Moscow's  golden  palaces,  to  drown 
[n  ease  and  luxury  the  laughing  hours. 

Illuatrious  objects  strike  the  gaxer*s  mind 
^''itli  feeble  bliss,  and  but  allure  the  sight, 
Sar  rouse  with  impulse  quick  th'  unfeeling  heart. 
Hius  seen  by  shepherds  from  Hymettus*  brow, 
Whmt  daedal  landscapes  smile !  here  palmy  groves, 
Resounding  once  with  Plato's  voice,  arise. 
Amid  whose  nmbn^  green  her  silver  head 
'Hi*  unlading  olive  lifts :  here  vine-dad  hills 
Lay  forth  their  purple  store,  and  sunny  vales 
In  peospect  vait  their  level  laps  expand. 
Amid  vrfaoae  beauties  glistering  Athens  tow'rs. 
Tliougfa  through  the  bUisftil  scenes  Ilissus  roll 
His  aage  inspiring  ilood,  whose  winding  marge 
The  tbick*wove  laurel  shades ;  though  roseate  Mom 
Povr  all  her  splendours  on  th*  empurpled  scene ; 
Yet  Ibela  the  hoary  hermit  truer  yryu, 
A»  frcMU  the  cliff,  that  o'er  his  cavern  hangs. 
He  iriews  the  piles  of  fiUl'n  Persepolis 
In  deep  arrangement  hide  the  darksome  plain. 
Unbounded  waste !  the  mould'ring  obeluk. 
Here,  like  a  blasted  oak,  ascends  the*clouds  $ 
Here  Buian  domes  their  vaulted  halls  disclose 
Henid  with  tfaomi^  where  lurks  th'  unpitying  thie^ 
Whewx  flits  the  twilight-kmng  bat  at  eve. 
And  thedeaf  adder  wveathes  her  spotted  train. 
The  dwellings  once  of  elegance  and  art. 
Here  temples  rise^  amid  whose  hallow'd  bounds 
Spires  the  black  pme,  while  through  the  naked  street, 
Ooee  haunt  of  tradeful  merchants,  springs  the  grass : 
Here  columns  heap*d  on  prostrate  columns,  torn 
Fwmxk  their  firm  base,  increase  the  mouldMng  mass. 
Far  as  the  sight  can  pierce,  appear  the  spoils 


Of  sunk  magnificence !  a  blended  scene 
Of  moles,  lanes,  arches,  domes,  and  palaces, 
Where,  with  his  brother  Horrour,  Ruin  sits. 
O  come  then.  Melancholy,  queen  of  thought  I 
O  come  with  saintly  look,  and  stedfast  step, 
FVom  forth  thy  cave  embower'd  with  mournftd  jew» 
Where  ever  to  the  curfew's  solemn  sound 
List'ning  thou  sitt'st,  and  with  thy  cypress  bind 
lliy  votary's  hair,  and  seal  him  for  thy  son. 
But  never  let  Euphrosyne  beguile 
With  toys  of  wanton  mirth  my  fixed  mind, 
Nor  in  my  path  her  primrose^garland  cast. 
Though  *mid  her  train  the  dimpled  Hebe  bare 
Her  rosy  bosom  to  th'  enamour'd  view ; 
Thoufldi  Venus,  mother  of  the  Smiles  and  Loves^ 
And  Bacchus,  ivy-crown'd,  in  citron  bow'r 
DHtfa  her  on  nectar-streaming  Ihiitage  feast : 
What  though  't  is  hers  to  calm  the  low'ring  skies^ 
And  at  her  presence  mild  th'  embattled  clouds 
Disperse  in  air,  and  o'er  the  face  of  Heav'n 
New  day  diflUsive  ^eam  at  her  approach? 
Yet  are  these  joys  that  Melancholy  gives. 
Than  all  her  witless  revels  happier  far ; 
These  deep-felt  joys,  by  Contemplation  tamditt 

Tlien  ever,  beauteous  Contemplation,  hau! 
F^om  thee  began,  auspicious  matid,  my  song^ 
With  thee  shall  end ;  for  thou  art  fairer  far 
Than  are  the  nymphs  of  Cirrha's  mossy  grot  y 
To  loftier  rapture  thou  canst  wake  the  thought^ 
Than  all  die  failing  poet's  boasted  pow'rs. 
Hail,  queen  divine !  whom,  as  tradition  tell% 
Onco  in  his  evening  walk  a  Druid  found* 
Far  in  a  hollow  glade  of  Mona*s  woods  y 
And  piteous  bore  with  hospitable  hand 
To  the  close  shelter  of  his  oaken  bow'r. 
There  soon  the  sage  admiring  mark'd  the  dawn 
Of  sokmn  musing  in  your  pensive  thought  ^ 
For  when  a  smiling  babe,  you  lov'd  to  lie 
Oft  deeply  list'ning  to  the  rapid  roar 
Of  wood-hung  Meinai,  stream  of  Druids  old. 
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WILLIAM  MASON. 


yVtLLUM  Mason,  a  poet  of  some  distmction, 
born  in  1 725,  was  the  son  of  a  clergyman,  who  held 
the  living  of  Hull.  He  was  admitted  fint  of 
St  John's  College,  and  afterwards  of  Pembroke 
College,  Cambri^,  of  the  latter  of  which  he  was 
elected  Fdlow  in  1747.  He  entered  into  holy 
Ofdera  in  1754,  and,  by  the  favour  of  the  Earl  of 
Holdemess,  was  presented  to  the  valuable  rectory 
of  Aston,  Yorkshire,  and  became  Chaplain  to 
Hb  Miyesty.  Some  poems  which  he  printed  gave 
him  reputation,  which  received  a  great  accession 
thm  his  dramatic  poem  of  <<  ElfKda."  By  this 
piece,  and  his  «  Caractacus,"  which  followed,  it 
was  his  aim  to  attempt  the  restoration  of  the  ancient 
Greek  chorus  in  tragedy ;  but  this  is  so  evidently 
an  appendage  of  the  infiuit  and  imperfect  state  of 
the  drama,  that  a  pedantic  attachment  to  the  ancients 
could  alone  suggest  its  revivaL  In  1756,  he  pub- 
lished a  small  collection  of  «  Odes,"  which  were 
generally  considered  as  displaying  more  of  the 
artificial  mftrhanism  of  poetry,  than  of  its  genuine 
spirit.  This  was  not  the  case  with  hb  "  Elegies," 
published  in  1 763,  which,  abating  some  superfluity 
of  ornament,  are  in  general  mmed  with  the  sim- 
plid^  of  language  proper  to  this  species  of  com- 
positkm,  and  breathe  noble  sentiments  of  freedom 
and  virtue.  A  collection  of  all  his  poems  which 
he  thought  worthy  of  preserving,  was  published  in 
1764,  and  afterwards  went  through  several  editions. 
He  had  married  an  amiable  lady,  who  died  of  a 
consumption  in  1767,  and  was  buried  in  the  cathe- 
dral of  Bristol,  under  a  monument,  on  which  are 
inscribed  some  very  tender  and  beautiful  lines,  by 
her  husband. 

In  1772,  the  first  book  of  Mason's  **  English 
Garden,'*  a  didactic  and  descriptive  poem,  in  blank 


verse,  made  its  appearance,  of  wfaicli  the  fourth  and 
concluding  book  was  printed  in  1781.  Its  par- 
pose  was  to  recommend  the  modem  system  of 
natural  or  landscape  gardening, 'to  which  the  author 
adheres  with  the  rigour  of  exclusive  taste.  The 
versification  is  formed  upon  tibe  best  models  and 
the  description,  in  many  parts,  is  rich  and  vivid ; 
but  a  general  air  of  stifibeas  prevented  it  fttm  at- 
taining any  considerable  share  of  popularity.  Soae 
of  his  following  poetic  pieces  express  his  fibenl 
sentiments  on  political  subjects;  and  when  the 
late  Bfr.  Pitt  came  into  pow«r,  being  then  the 
fnend  of  a  free  constitutioa,  'Mmod  addreascd  In 
in  an  « Ode,"  containing  many  patriotic  end 
manly  ideas.  But  being  strudc  with  alann  at  the 
unhappy  events  of  the  Fk«nch  revohitioD,  one  of 
his  latnt  pieces  was  a  «  Pdinody  to  LAtcny." 
He  likewise  reviviid,  in  an  imprcrved  form,  sad 
published,  Du  FVesnoy's  Latin  poem  on  the  Art 
of  Fsinting,  enriching  it  with  additiooa  ftiriMhed 
by  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  and  with  a  mecricai  ver- 
sion. Few  have  been  better  executed  than  tkii, 
which  unites  to  great  beauties  of  language  a  correct 
representation  <?  the  original.  His  trimte  to  the 
memory  of  Gray,  being  an  edition  of  laa  poem, 
with  some  additions,  ami  Memoirs,  of  his  life  and 
Writings,  was  iavouraUy  received  by  the  public. 

Mason  died  in  April,  1797,  attheageof  scwea^ 
two^  in  consequence  of  a  mortificatiao  produced  by 
a  hurt  in  his  leg.  A  tablet  has  been  pbced  to  hit 
memory  in  Poets'  Comer,  in  Westminster  Abbey. 
His  character  in  private  life  was  exemplary  for 
worth  and  active  benevolence,  though  not  wiihsot 
a  degree  of  stateliness  and  assimied  superiority  of 


ODE  TO  MEMORY. 

JMoTHza  of  Wisdom  !  thou,  whose  sway 
The  throng'd  ideal  hosts  obey ; 
Who  bidd'st  their  ranks,  now  vanish,  now  appear, 
Flame  in  the  van,  or  darken  in  the  rear ; 
Accept  this  votive  verse.     Thy  reign 
Nor  place  can  fix,  nor  power  restrain. 
All,  all  is  tiiine.     For  thee  the  ear,  and  eye, 
Rove  through  the  realms  of  grace,  and  harmony : 
The  senses  tibee  qx>ntaneous  serve. 
That  wake,  and  thrill  through  ev'ry  nerve; 
Elae  vainlr  soft,  lov'd  Philomel !  would  flow 
The  soothmg  sadness  of  thy  vrarbled  woe : 
Else  vidnly  sweet  yon  woodbine  shade 
With  douds  of  frijirance  fill  ^  glade ; 


Vainly,  the  cygnet  spread  her  downy  pluroc^ 
llie  vine  gush  nectar,  and  the  virgin  bloom. 
But  swift  to  thee,  alive  and  warm, 
Devolves  eadi  tributary  charm  : 
See  modest  Nature  bring  her  simple  stores, 
Luxuriant  Art  exhaust  her  plastic  powers ; 
While  every  flower  in  Fancy's  dime, 
Each  gem  of  old  heroic  time, 
Cull'd  by  the  hand  of  the  industrious  Mibc^ 
Around  thy  shrine  tiieir  blended  ~ 

Hail,  Mem'ry !  haiL     Behold,  I  lead 

To  that  high  shrine  the  ascred  maid : 
Tliy  daughter  &e,  the  en^iress  of  the  lyre, 
The  first,  the  fiurest,  of  Aooia's  quirCi 

She  comes,  and  ]o,  thy  rsalms  expand! 

She  takes  her  delegated  i 
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Full  in  tlie-midHt,  and  o*cr  thy  num'rous  train 
Displays  tl:c  aweful  wonders  of  her  reign. 
There  thronM  supreme  in  native  state, 
If  Sirius  ilame  with  fainting  heat, 
She  calls ;  ideal  groves  their  shade  extend, 
Tbe  cool  gale  breathes,  tlic  silent  show'rs  descend. 
Or,  if  bleak  Winter,  frowning  round, 
Disrobe  the  trees,  and  chill  the  ground, 
She,  mild  magician,  waves  her  potent  wand, 
And  ready  summers  wake  at  her  command. 
See,  visionary  suns  arise 
Through  silver  clouds  and  azure  skies; 
See,  sportive  zephyrs  fan  the  crisped  streams  ; 
Through  sliadowy  brakes  light  glance  the  sparkling 
beams': 
"While,  near  the  secret  moss-grown  cave, 
That  stands  beside  tlie  crystal  wave, 
Sweet  Echo,  rising  from  her  rocky  bed. 
Mimics  the  feather*d  chorus  o*er  her  head. 

Fiise,  hallow'd  Milton  !  rise,  and  say. 
How,  at  thy  gloomy  close  of  day. 
How,  when  **  deprest  by  age,  beset  with  wrongs :" 
When  "  fall'n  on  evil  diays  and  evil  tongues  ;** 
When  darkness,  brooding  on  thy  sight, 
Exird  the  sov'reign  lamp  of  light ; 
Say,  what  could  then  one  cheering  hope  diffuse? 
What  friends  were  thine,  save  Mem*ry  and  the  Muse  ? 
Hence  the  rich  spoils,  thy  studious  youth 
Caught  from  the  stores  of  ancient  truth : 
Hence  all  thy  classic  wand*rings  could  explore. 
When  rapture  led  thee  to  the  Latian  shore  ; 
Each  scene,  that  Tyber's  banks  supply'd ; 
Each  grace,  that  play'd  on  Amo*s  side ; 
The  tepid  ^es,  through  Tuscan  glades  that  fly : 
Tbe  blue  serene,  that  spreads  Hesperia*s  sky ; 
Were  still  thine  own  ;  thy  ample  mind 
Each  charm  reccivM,  retained,  combin'd. 
And  thence  "  the  nightly  visitant,"  that  came 
To  touch  thy  bosom  with  her  sacred  flame, 
Recaird  the  long-lost  beams  of  grace, 
That  whilom  shot  from  Nature's  face, 
When  God,  in  Eden,  o*er  her  youthful  breast 
Spread  with' his  own  right  hand  Perfection's  gor- 
geous vest 


ODE  TO  INDEPENDENCY. 

Hxaf,  on  my  native  shore  reclin'd. 
While  silence  rules  this  midnight  hour, 
I  woo  thee.  Goddess !  On  my  musing  mind 
Descend,  propitious  power ! 
And  bid  these  ruffling  gales  of  grief  subside : 
Bid  my  calm*d  soul  with  all  thy  influence  shine ; 
As  yon  chaste  orb  along  this  ample  tide 
Draws  the  long  lustre  of  her  silver  line. 
While  the  hush'd  breeze  its  last  weak  whisper  blows. 
And  lulls  old  Humber  to  his  deep  repose 

Come  to  thy  vot'ry's  ardent  prayer, 
In  all  thy  graceful  plakiness  drest  : 
No  knot  confines  thy  waving  hair, 
No  zon€,  thy  floating  vest ; 
Unsullied  honour  decks  thine  open  brow, 
And  candour  brightens  in  thy  modest  eye : 
Tfay  bhisli  is  warm  content's  ethereal  glow ; 
Thj  smile  is  peace ;  thy  step  is  liberty : 
Thou  scatter*8t  blessings  round  with  lavish  band, 
As  Spring  witli  careless  fhigrance  Hlls  the  land« 


As  now  o'er  this  Ions  beach  I  stray, 
lliy  fav'rite  swain  *  ofV  stole  along, 
And  artless  wove  his  Dorian  lay, 
Far  fVom  the  busy  throng. 
Hiou  heard'st  him,  goddess,  strike  tiie  tender  string, 
And  bad'ht  bis  soul  with  bolder  passions  move  : 
{  Soon  these  responsive  shores  forgot  to  ring, 
I  With  beauty's  praise,  or  plaint  of  slighted  love ; 
To  lof\ier  flights  his  daring  genius  rose, 
I  And  led  tlie  war  'gainst  tliine,  and  Freedom's  foes. 

Pointed  witli  satire's  keene!«t  steel. 

Hie  shafls  of  wit  he  darts  around ; 

Ev'n  f  mitred  dulness  learns  to  feel, 

And  shrinks  beneath  the  wound. 
In  aweful  poverty  his  honest  Muse 
Walks  forth  vindiictive  tlirough  a  venal  land : 
In  vain  corruption  slieds  her  golden  dew's^ 
In  vain  oppression  lifts  her  iron  hand  ; 
He  scorns  them  both,  and,  arm'd  witli  tni&i  alone, 
Bids  lust  and  folly  tremble  on  the  throne. 

Behold,  like  him,  immortal  maid, 

Tlie  Muses*  vestal  fires  I  bring : 

Here,  at  thy  feet,  the  sparks  I  spread  : 

Propitious  wave  thy  wing. 
And  fiui  them  to  that  dazzling  blaze  of  song. 
Which  glares  tremendous  on  the  sons  of  pride. 
But,  hark,  methinks  I  hear  her  hallow'd  tongue ! 
In  distant  trills  it  echoes  o'er  tlie  tide ; 
Now  meets  mine  ear  with  warbles  wildly  free. 
As  swells  the  lark's  meridian  ecstasy. 

**  Fond  youth !  to  Marvell's  patriot  iame^ 

Thy  bumble  breast  must  ne'er  aspire. 

Yet  nourish  still  the  kunbent  flame ; 

Still  strike  tliy  blameless  lyre : 
Led  by  the  moral  Muse,  securely  rove ; 
And  all  the  vernal  sweets  thy  vacant  youth 
Can  cull  from  busy  Fancy's  fairy  grove. 
Oh  hang  their  foliage  round  the  fane  of  Truth : 
To  arts  like  these  devote  thy  tuneful  toil. 
And  meet  its  fiiir  reward  in  D'Arcy's  smile. 

'<  'Tis  he,  my  son,  alone  shall  cheer 
Thy  sick'ning  soul ;  at  that  sad  hour, 
When  o'er  a  mucb-lov'd  parent's  bier, 
Hiy  duteous  sorrows  shower : 
At  that  sad  hour,  when  all  thy  hopes  decline ; 
When  pining  Care  leads  on  her  pallid  train. 
And  sees  thee,  like  the  weak,  and  widow'd  vine. 
Winding  thy  bbsted  tendrib  o'er  tlie  plain. 
At  that  sad  hour  shall  D'Arcy  lend  his  aid. 
And  raise  with  friendship's  arm  thy  drooping  head 

'<  This  fragrant  wreath,  the  Aluses'  meed, 
lliat  bloom'd  those  vocal  shades  among, 
Where  never  flatt'ry  dar'd  to  tread. 
Or  interest's  servile  throng  ; 
Receive,  thou  favour'd  son,  at  my  command. 
And  keep  with  sacred  care,  for  D'Arcy's  brow ; 
Tell  him,  't  was  wove  by  my  immortal  hand, 
I  breath'd  on  every  flower  a  purer  glow ; 
Say,  for  thy  sake,  I  send  the  gift  dirine 
To  him,  who  calls  thee  his,  yet  makes  thee  mine." 

•  Andrew  Marvcll,  bom  at  Kingston-upon-Hull 
in  the  year  162a 

f  See  The  Rehearsal  transprosed,  and  an  account 
of  tlie  effect  of  that  satire,  in  tlie  Bioffraphh*  Bntan- 
nica,  art.  MarvelL  r  ^  ^^^  I  ^ 
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KLEGY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LADY. 

Thk  midnigbt  clock  hH  toU'd ;  and  hark,  the  bell 

Of  death  beau  alow !  beard  ye  the  note  profound? 
It  pauses  now ;  and  now,  with  rising  knell. 

Flings  to  the  hollow  gale  its  sullen  sound. 
Yes  •  *  •  is  dead.     Attend  the  strain. 

Daughters  of  Albion !    Ye  that,  light  as  air, 
So  oft  have  tript  in  her  fantastic  train, 

With  hearts  as  gay,  and  fiures  half  as  fidr : 
For  she  was  fair  beyond  your  brightest  bloom ; 

(TioM  envy  owns,  since  now  Ytar  bloom  is  fled ;) 
Fair  as  the  forms,  that,  wore  in  &ncy*8  loom, 

Float  in  light  vision  round  the  poet*8  head. 
Whene'er  with  soft  serenity  she  smil'd. 

Or  caught  the  orient  blush  of  quick  surprise, 
How  sweetly  mutable,  how  brightly  wild, 

Tlie  liquid  lustre  darted  from  her  eyes ! 
Each  look,  each  motion,  wak*d  a  new4>om  grace, 

That  o'er  her  form  its  transient  glory  cast : 
Some  lovelier  wonder  soon  usurp'd  the  place, 

Chas*d  by  a  charm  still  lovelier  than  the  last 
TlMt  bell  again  !  it  tells  us  what  she  is : 

On  what  she  was  no  more  the  strain  prolong : 
Luxuriant  fancy,  pause :  an  hour  like  this 

Demands  the  tribute  of  a  serious  song, 
Biaria  claims  it  from  that  sable  bier, 

M^here  cold  and  wan  the  slumberer  rests  her  head ; 
In  still  small  whispers  to  reflection's  ear. 

She  breathes  the  solemn  dictates  of  the  dead. 
Oh  catch  the  aweful  notes,  and  lift  them  loud ; 

Plroclaim  the  theme,  by  sage,  by  fool  rever'd  : 
Hear  it,  ye  young,  ye  vain,  ye  great,  ye  proud ! 

'T  is  Nature  speidcs,  and  Nature  will  be  heard. 
Yes,  ye  shall  hear,  and  tremble  as  ye  hear. 

While,  high  with  health,  your  hearts  exulting  leap ; 
Ev'n  in  the  midst  of  Pleasure's  mad  career, 

The  mental  monitor  shall  wake  and  weep. 
For  say,  than  •  •  •'s  propitious  star. 

What  brighter  planet  on  your  births  arose : 
Or  gave  of  Fortune's  gifb  an  ampler  share, 

In  life  to  larish,  or  by  death  to  lose ! 
Eariy  to  lose ;  wfaHe,  borne  on  busy  wing. 

Ye  sip  the  nectar  of  each  varying  bloom : 
Nor  fear,  while  basking  in  the  beams  of  spring, 

The  wintry  storm  that  sweeps  you  to  the  tomb. 
lUnk  of  her  fate!  revere  the  heav'nly  hand 

Tliat  led  her  hence,  though  soon,  by  steps  so  slow : 
Long  at  her  couch  Deadi  took  his  patient  stand. 

And  menac'd  oft,  and  oft  withheld  the  blow : 
To  give  reflection  time,  with  lenient  art, 

J^ch  fond  delusion  from  her  soul  to  steal ; 
Teach  her  from  folly  peaceably  to  part. 

And  wean  her  from  a  vrorld  she  lov*d  so  weU. 
Say,  are  ye  sure  his  mercy  shall  extend 

To  you  so  long  a  span  ?  Alas,  ye  sigh : 
Blake  then,  while  yet  ye  may,  your  God,  your  fUend, 

And  learn  with  equal  ease  to  sleep  or  die ! 
Nor  think  the  Muse,  whose  sober  voioe  ye  bear, 

Contracts  with  bigot  frown  her  sullen  brow ; 
Caste  round  Religion's  orb  the  miste  of  fear,  [glow. 

Or  shades  with  horroun,  what  with  smiles  should 
No ;  she  would  warm  you  with  seraphic  fire^ 

Heirs  as  ye  are  of  Heav'n's  eternal  day  { 
Would  bid  you  boldly  to  that  Heav'n  aspire. 

Not  sink  and  iluniber  in  your  cells  of  clay. 


Know,  yt-  were  form'd  to  range  yon  axure  fidd. 

In  yon  ethereal  founts  of  bliss  to  lave : 
Force  then,  secure  in  Faith's  protecting  shield. 

The  sting  from  Death,  the  vict'ry  from  the  Grave. 
Is  this  the  bigot's  rant?  Away,  ye  vain. 

Your  hopes,  your  fears,  in  doubt,  in  dulness  steep; 
Go  soothe  your  souls  in  sickness,  grief;  or  pain. 

With  the  sad  solace  of  eternal  slequ 
Yet  will  I  praise  you,  triflers  as  ye  are. 

More  than  those  preachers  of  your  fav'rite  creed^ 
Who  proudly  swell  the  brazen  throat  of  war. 

Who  form  the  phalanx,  bid  the  battle  bleed ; 
Nor  wish  for  more :  who  conquer,  but  to  die. 

Hear,  Folly,  hear,  and  triumph  in  the  tale : 
Like  you,  th^  reason ;  not,  like  you,  enjoy 

Hie  breexe  of  bliss,  that  fills  your  silken  saH : 
On  Pleasure's  glitt'ring  stream  ye  gaily  steer 

Your  little  coune  to  cold  oblivion's  shore : 
They  dare  the  storm,  and,  through  th'  inclement  year. 

Stem  the  rough  surge,  and  brave  the  torrent*s  roar. 
Is  it  for  glory?  that  just  Fate  denies. 

Long  roust  the  warrior  moulder  in  his  shroud. 
Ere  from  her  trump  the  heav'n-breath'd  accems  rn^ 

That  lift  the  hero  from  the  fighting  crowd. 
Is  it  his  grasp  of  empire  to  extoid  ? 

To  curb  the  fury  of  insulting  foes? 
Ambition,  cease :  the  idle  contest  end : 

'T  is  but  a  kingdom  thou  canst  win  or  lose. 
And  why  must  murder'd  myriads  lose  their  all, 

(If  life  be  all,)  why  desolation  lour, 
VTith  famish'd  frown,  on  this  afl^igbted  ball. 

That  thou  may'st  flame  the  meteor  of  an  hour? 
Go  wiser  ye,  that  flutter  life  away. 

Crown  with  the  mantling  juice  the  goblet  high ; 
Weave  the  light  dance,  with  festive  fr^Mdom  gay, 

And  live  your  moment,  since  tibe  next  ye  die. 
Yet  know,  vain  sceptics,  know,  th'  Almighty  imod» 

Who  breath'd  on  man  a  portion  of  his  fire. 
Bade  his  free  soul,  by  earth  nor  time  confin'd 

To  Heav'n,  to  immortality  aspire. 
Nor  shall  the  pile  of  hope.  Yds  mercy  rear'd. 

By  vain  pliilosophy  be  e'er  destroy'd : 
Eternity,  by  all  or  wish'd  or  fWd, 

Shall  be  by  all  or  sufTer'd  or  eiyoy'd. 


EPITAPH  ON  MRS.  MASON. 

IN  THK  CATtUDEAL  Or  BKIROE. 

Takx,  holy  earth !  all  that  jny  soul  holds  dev: 

Take  that  best  gift  n^nch  Heav'n  so  lately  gaie: 
To  Bristol's  fount  I  bore  with  trembling  care 

Her  fSuled  form ;  she  bow'd  to  taste  the  wave, 
And  died.    Does  youth,  does  beauty,  read  the  lias  ? 

Does  sympathetic  fear  their  breasts  alarm  ? 
Speak,  desd  Maria !  breathe  a  strain  divine: 

Ev'n  firom  the  grave  thou  shalt  have  power  l» 
diann. 
Bid  them  be  chaste,  be  innocent,  like  thee; 

Bid  them  in  duty's  sphere  as  meekly  mofe; 
And  if  so  fiur,  ttom  vanity  as  free ; 

As  firm  ia  friendship,  and  as  fond  in  \an> 
Tell  tbeqa,  dioiigh  't  is  an  awelul  ttiing  to  St, 

(*T  was  ev'n  to  thee)  yet  the  dread  path  once  troi 
Hefiv'n  lifb  ita  everlasting  portals  high. 
And  bids  « the  pura  in  heart  behold  their  Gad.* 


—      Ctigitized-by-S 
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WILLIAM  COWPER. 


W  nxiAX  CowpiB,  a  poet  of  distinguished  and 
original  senius,  was  born  in  1731,  at  Great  Berk- 
hampstead  in  Hertfordshire.     His  father,  the  rector 
of  the  parish,  was  John  Cowper,  D.D.,  nephew  of 
LonUCiiancellor  Cowper.      The  subject  of  this 
memorial  was    educated  at   Westminster    school, 
where  he  acquired  the  classical  knowledge  and  cor- 
rectness of  taste  for  which  it  is  celebrated,  but  with. 
out  any  portion  of  the  confident  and  undaunted 
spirit  which  is  supposed  to  be  one  of  the  most 
valuable  acquisitions  derived  from  the  great  schools, 
to  those  who  are  to  push  their  way  in  the  world. 
On  the  contrary,  it  appears  from  his  poem  entitled 
**  Tirocinium,'*  that  the  impressions  made  upon  his 
mind  from  what  he  witnessed  in  this  place,  were 
such  as  gave  him  a  permanent  dislike  to  the  system 
of  public  education.     Soon  after  his  leaving  WesU 
minster,  he  was  articled  to  a  solicitor  in  London 
for  three  yean ;  but  so  far  from  studying  the  law, 
be  ^>ent  the  greatest  part  of  his  time  with  a  relation, 
where  he  and  the  future  Lord  Chancellor  (Lord 
Thurlow)  spent  their  time,  according  to  his  own 
expression,   *<  in  giggling,  and  makmg    giggle." 
At  the  expiration  of  his  time  with  the  solicitor,  he 
took  cfaamben  in  the  Temple,  but  his  time  was  still 
little  employed  on  the  law,  and  was  rather  engaged 
in  clawtical  pursuits,  in  which   Coleman,    Bound 
Thornton,  and  Lloyd,  seem  to  have  been  his  prin- 
cipal associates. 

Cowper*s  spirits  were  naturally  weak ;  and  when 
his  friends  had  procured  him  a  nomination  to  the 
offices  of  reading-clerk  and  clerk  of  the  Private 
Committees  in  the  House  of  Lords,  he  shrunk  with 
such  terrour  from  the  idea  of  making  his  appearance 
before  the  most  august  assembly  in  the  nation,  that 
after  a  riolent  struggle  with  himself,  he  resign^  his 
intended  employment,  and  with  it  all  his  prospects 
in  life.  In  fiu^  he  became  completely  deranged ; 
and  in  this  situation  was  placed,  in  December,  1763, 
about  the  32d  year  of  his  age,  with  Dr.  Cotton,  an 
amiable  and  worthy  physician  at  St  Alban's.  This 
agitation  of  his  mind  is  placed  by  some  who  have 
mentioned  it  to  the  account  of  a  deep  consideration 
of  hia  state  in  a  religious  riew,  in  which  theterrours 
of  eternal  judgment  so  much  overpowered  his 
facoltiea,  that  he  remained  seven  months  in  moment- 
ary expectation  of  bring  plunged  into  final  misery. 
Mr.  Johnson,  however,  a  near  relation,  has  taken 
paiiia  to  prove  to  demonstration,  that  these  riews  of 
his  condition  were  so  fin*  from  produdng  such  an 
elfecty  that  they  ought  to  be  regarded  as  his  sole 
cooaolntion.  It  appears,  however,  tiiat  his  mind 
had  acquired  such  an  indelible  tinge  of  melancholy, 
that  faia  whole  successive  life  was  passed  with  littie 
nftore  than  intervals  of  comfort  between  long  pa- 
rozysma  of  settled  despondency. 

After  a  residence  of  a  year  and  a  half  with 
Dr.  Cotton,  he  spent  part  of  his  time  at  the  house 
of  his  relation,  BUurl  Cowper,  and  part  at  Hunting- 


to  Olney  in  Buckinghamshire,  which  was  thence- 
forth the  principal  place  of  Cowper*s  residence.  At 
Olney  he  contracted  a  close  friendship  vrith  the 
Rev.  Mr.  Newton,  then  minister  there,  and  since 
rector  of  St  Mary  Woolnoth,  London,  whose  re- 
ligious opinions  were  in  unison  with  his  own.  To 
a  collection  of  hjrmns  published  by  him,  Cowper 
contributed  a  considerable  number  of  his  own  com- 
position. He  first  became  known  to  the  public  as 
a  poet  by  a  volume  printed  in  1782,  the  contents  of 
which,  if  they  did  not  at  once  place  him  high  in  the 
scale  of  poetic  excellence,  sufiidentiy  established  his 
claim  to  originality.  Its  topics  are  "  Table  Talk,** 
•«  Errour,**  "  Trutii,**  "  Expostuktion,"  «  Hope,** 
"  Charity,**  "  Conversation,**  and  "  Retirement,** 
all  treated  upon  religious  prindples,  and  not  with- 
out a  considerable  tinge  of  that  rigour  and  austerity 
which  belonged  to  hb  system.  These  pieces  are 
written  in  rhymed  heroics,  which  be  commonly 
manages  with  litde  grace,  or  attention  to  melody. 
The  style,  though  often  prosaic,  is  never  flat  or  in- 
sipid ;  and  sometimes  the  true  poet  breaks  through, 
in  a  vein  of  livdy  description  or  bold  figure. 

If  this  volume  excited  but  litUe  of  the  public 
attention,  his  next  volume,  published  in  1785,  in- 
troduced his  name  to  all  the  lovers  of  poetry,  and 
gave  him  at  least  an  equality  of  reputation  with  any 
of  his  contemporaries.  It  consists  of  a  poem  in  six 
books,  entitled  **  The  Task,"  alluding  to  the  in- 
junction  of  a  lady,  to  write  a  piece  in  blank  verse, 
for  the  subject  of  which  she  gave  him  The  Scfa. 
It  sets  out,  indeed,  vrith  some  sportive  discussion  of 
this  topic ;  but  soon  fiUls  into  a  serious  strain  of 
rural  description,  intermixed  with  moral  sentunents 
and  portraitures,  which  is  preserved  through  the  six 
books,  freely  ranging  from  thought  to  thought  with 
no  perceptible  method.  But  as  the  whole  poem 
will  here  be  found,  it  is  unnecessary  to  enter  into 
particulars.  Another  piece,  entitied  "  Tirodnium, 
or  a  Reriew  of  Schools,*'  a  work  replete  vrith 
striking  observation,  is  added  to  the  preceding ;  and 
several  other  pieces  gleaned  from  his  various  writings 
vrill  be  found  in  the  collection. 

For  the  purpose  of  lodng  in  employment  the 
distressing  ideas  which  were  ever  apt  to  recur,  he 
next  undertook  the  real  task  of  translating  into 
blank  verse  the  whole  of  Homer's  Iliad  and  Odys- 
sey. This  work  has  much  merit  of  execution,  and 
is  certainly  a  far  more  exact  representation  of  the 
ancient  poet  than  Pope's  ornamental  version;  but 
where  simplidty  of  matter  in  the  original  is  not 
relieved  by  the  force  of  sonorous  diction,  the  poverty 
of  English  blank-verse  has  scarcdy  been  able  to  pre- 
vent it  from  sinking  into  mere  prose.  Various 
other  translations  d««oted  his  necessity  of  seeking 
employment ;  but  nothing  was  capable  of  durably 
relieving  his  mind  from  the  horrible  impressions  it 
had  undergone.  He  passed  some  of  his  latter 
years  under  the  affectionate  care  of  a  rebition  at 


don,  with  has  intimate  friend,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Unwin.    East   Dereham  in   Norfolk,   where    he   died    o0 
Tht  death  of  the  latter  caused  his  vridow  to  remove  J  April  25th,  1800.     o^itized  by  CjOOQIC 
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BOADICEA: 

AN   ODE. 

W  HSN  the  British  wurior  queen, 

Bleeding  fVom  the  Ronum  rodt. 
Sought,  with  an  indignant  mien. 

Counsel  of  her  country's  gods, 
* 
Sage  beneath  the  spreading  oak 

Sat  the  Druid,  hoary  chief; 
Er'ry  burning  word  he  spoke 

Full  of  rage,  and  full  of  grief. 

«  Princess !  if  our  aged  eyes 

Weep  upon  thy  matchless  wrongs, 

*T  n  because  resentment  ties 
All  the  tcrrours  of  our  tongues. 

'<  Rome  shall  perish  —  write  that  word 
In  the  blood  that  she  has  spilt ; 

Perish,  hopeless  and  abhorr'd, 
Deep  in  ruin  as  in  guilt. 

«  Rome,  for  empire  £n  renown  *d, 
Tramples  on  a  thousand  states ; 

Soon  her  pride  shall  kiss  the  ground  •» 
Hark !  the  Gaul  is  at  her  gates  ! 

**  Other  Romans  shall  arise. 
Heedless  of  a  soldier's  name ; 

Sounds,  not  arms,  shall  win  the  prize, 
Harmony  the  path  to  fame. 

**  Then  the  progeny  that  springs 
From  the  forests  of  our  land, 

Arm'd  with  thunder,  clad  vrith  wings, 
Shall  a  wider  wwld  command 

M  Regions  CsMar  never  knew 

Thy  posterity  shall  sway ; 
Where  his  eagles  never  flew, 

None  invincible  as  they." 

Such  the  bard's  prophetic  words, 
Pregnant  with  celestial  fire, 

Bendinff  as  he  swept  the  chords 
Of  hia  sweet  but  aweful  lyre. 

She,  with  all  a  monarch's  pride, 
Felt  tiiem  in  her  bosom  glow ; 

Ruah'd  to  battle,  fought,  and  died ; 
Dying  hurl'd  them  at  the  foe. 

"  Ruffians,  pitiless  tt  proud, 

Heav'n  awards  the  vengeance  due ; 
Empire  is  on  us  bestow'd, 

i  and  ruin  wait  for  you.*' 


HEROISM* 

Trsri  was  a  time  when  Etna's  silent  fire 
Slept  unperceiv'd,  the  mountain  yet  entire ; 
When,  conscious  of  no  danger  from  below, 
She  towcr'd  a  cloud-capt  i^ramid  of  snow. 
Mb  tfaunden  shook  with  deep  intestine  sound 
The  blooming  groves,  that  girdled  her  around. 


PER. 

Her  unctuous  olives,  and  her  purple  vines 
(  Unfelt  tlie  fury  of  those  bursting  minos 
llie  peasant's  hopes,  and  not  in  vain,  awiur'd. 
In  peace  upon  her  sloping  sides  matur'd. 
When  on  a  day,  like  that  of  the  bist  doom, 
A  conflagration  lab'ring  in  her  womb. 
She  teem'd  and  heav'd  with  an  infipmal  birth. 
That  shook  the  curding  seas  and  solid  earth. 
Dark  and  voluminous  the  vapours  rae, 
And  hang  their  horroun  in  the  neighboring  skie*. 
While  through  the  Stygian  veil,  that  blots  the  day. 
In  daxsling  streaks  the  vivid  lightnings  play. 
But  oh !  what  muse,  and  in  what  pow'rs  of  song. 
Can  trace  the  torrent  as  it  bums  along  ? 
Havoc  and  devastation  in  the  van,. 
It  marches  o'er  the  prostrate  works  of  man, 
Vines,  olives,  herbage,  forests  disappear. 
And  all  the  charms  of  a  Sicilian  year. 

Revolving  seasons,  fhiitless  as  they  pass, 
See  it  an  uninform'd  and  idle  mass ; 
Without  a  soil  t'  invite  the  tiller's  care. 
Or  blade,  that  might  redeem  it  from  despair. 
Yet  time  at  length  (what  wili  not  time  achieve  ») 
Clothes  it  with  earth,  and  bids  the  product*  live. 
Once  more  the  spiry  myrtle  crowns  the  glade. 
And  ruminating  flocks  enjoy  the  diade. 
O  bliss  precarious,  and  unsafe  retreats, 
O  charming  Ftoulise  of  short4iv'd  sweets  > 
Tlie  self-^ame  gale,  that  wafts  the  ftagrance  round, 
lirings  to  the  distant  ear  a  sullen  sound : 
Again  the  mountain  feels  th'  imprison'd  foe. 
Again  pours  ruin  on  the  vale  below. 
Ti'n  thousand  swains  the  wasted  scene  deplore, 
niat  only  ftiture  ages  can  restore. 

Ye  monarchs,  whom  the  lure  of  hoiMMir  draws, 
WIk)  write  in  blood  the  merits  of  your  cause, 
WIjo  strike  the  blow,  then  ple«i  your  own  ddeoce, 
Glory  your  aim,  but  justice  your  pretence ; 
IVhold  in  Etna's  emblematic  fires 
Tlie  mischiefs  your  ambitieus  pride  inspires ! 

Fast  by  the  stream,  that  bounds  your  jufct  domain, 
.And  tells  you  where  ye  have  a  right  to  reign, 
A  nation  dwells,  not  enrious  of  your  throoe. 
Studious  of  peace,  their  neighbours',  and  their  own. 
Ill-fated  race !  how  deeply  must  they  me 
TTieir  only  crime,  vicinity  to  you  ! 
The  trumpet  sounds,  your  legions  swann  abroad, 
Tlirough  the  ripe  harvest  lies  their  derfn'd  noad ; 
At  every  step  beneath  their  feet  they  tread 
The  life  of  multitudes,  a  nation's  bread ! 
Eartli  seems  a  garden  in  it's  loveliest  dreas 
Before  them,  and  behind  a  wilderness. 
Famine,  and  Pestilence,  her  first4>om  aoo. 
Attend  to  finish  what  the  sword  begun ; 
And  echoing  praises,  such  as  fiends  migbt  eai^ 
And  Folly  pays,  resound  at  your  return. 
A  calm  succeeds— but  Plenty,  with  her  tnn 
Of  heartfelt  joys,  succeeds  not  aoon  again, 
And  years  of  pining  indigence  must  show 
What  scourges  are  the  gods  that  rule  below. 
Yet  man,  laborious  man,  by  alow  degrees, 
(Such  is  his  thirst  of  opulence  and  ease,) 
Plies  all  the  sinews  of  industrious  toil,. 
Gleans  up  the  refuse  of  the  gen'ral  spoHf 
Rebuilds  the  tow'r%  that  smok'd  upon  the  plain. 
And  the  Sun  giMs  the  shining  spires  again. 

Increasing  commerce  and  reviving  art 
Renew  the  quarrel  on  the  conqu'rors  part; 
And  tlie  sad  lesson  must  be  lewn'd  once  more^ 
Hwt  wealth  within  is  ruin  at  the  door. 
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What  are  ye,  monarchy  laurellM  heroe*,  lay, 
But  ^tnas  of  tlie  suflfring  world  ye  sway  ? 
Sweet  Nature,  stripp*d  of  her  enibroider*d  robe, 
Deplores  the  wasted  regions  of  her  globe ; 
Ami  stands  a  witness  at  Trutirs  aweful  bar, 
To  prove  you  there  destroyers  as  ye  are. 

O  pUce  me  in  some  Heav*n-i)ro(ected  isle. 
Where  Peace,  and  Equity,  and  Freedom  smile ; 
Where  no  volcano  pours  his  fiery  flood, 
No  crested  warrior  dips  his  plume  in  blood ; 
Where  PowV  secures  what  Industry  lias  won ; 
Where  to  succeed  is  not  to  be  undone ; 
A  land,  that  distant  tyrants  hate  in  vain. 
In  Britain's  isle,  beneath  a  George's  reign  ! 


on  THB  RBCEin  or  MT  MOTHia's  ncTUEE  OUT  or 
KoaroLK,  THk  airr  or  mt  codsik  axn  bodham. 

O  THAT  those  lips  had  language  !     Life  has  pass*d 
With  me  but  roughly  since  I  heard  thee  last 
Those  lips  are  thine  ^-  thy  own  sweet  smile  I  see, 
The  same,  that  oft  in  childhood  solacM  me ; 
Voice  only  fails,  else  how  distinct  they  say, 
**  Grieve  not,  my  child,  chase  all  thy  fears  away  !** 
The  meek  intelligence  of  those  dear  eyes 
(Blest  be  the  art  that  can  immortalise. 
The  art  that  bafHes  Time's  tyrannic  claim 
To  quench  it,)  here  shines  on  me  still  the  same. 
Faitlif\il  remembrancer  of  one  so  dear, 

0  welcome  guest,  though  unexpected  here  I 
Who  bidd'st  me  honour  with  an  artless  song, 
Affectionate,  a  mothef  lost  so  long. 

1  will  obey,  not  willingly  alone, 

But  gladly,  as  the  precept  were  her  own : 
And,  while  that  face  renews  my  filial  grief^ 
Fancy  shall  weave  a  duuin  for  my  relief, 
StuM  bteep  me  in  Elysian  reverie^ 
A  mnmvntary  dream  that  thou  art  she. 

Xy  mother !  when  I  leam'd  that  thou  wast  dead, 
SaT*  wast  tliou  conscious  of  the  tears  I  shed? 
Hover'd  ttiy  spirit  o'er  thy  sorr'wing  son. 
Wretch  even  dien,  life's  journey  just  begun? 
Perhaps  thou  gav'st  me,  though  unfelt,  a  kiss ; 
Perhaps  a  tear,  if  souls  can  weep  in  bliss  — • 
Ah  that  maternal  smile !  it  answers  -^  Yes. 
I  beard  the  bell  toU'd  on  thy  burial  day, 
I  aaw  the  hearse,  that  bore  thee  slow  awav, 
And,  turning  from  my  nurs'ry  window,  drew 
A  long,  long  sigh,  and  wept  a  last  adieu ! 
Btit  was  it  such?  ^  It  was.  ^Where  thou  art  gone. 
Adieus  and  farewells  are  a  sound  unknown. 
May  I  but  meet  thee  on  that  peaceful  shore, 
Tlie  parting  word  shall  pass  my  lips  no  more ! 
Thy  maidens,  griev'd  themselves  at  my  concern, 
Oft  gave  me  promise  of  thy  quick  riftum.  * 

What  ardently  I  wish'd,  I  long  beh'ev'd, 
And*  disappointed  still,  was  still  deceiv*d« 
JBj  expectation  ev'ry  day  beguil'd, 
l>iipe  of  to-momnv  even  from  a  child. 
Thus  many  a  sad  to-morrow  came  and  went, 
TSU,  all  my  stock  of  infant-sorrow  spent, 
I  leam'd  at  last  submission  to  my  lot. 
But,  though  I  less  deplor*d  thee,  ne'er  forgot. 

Where*  once  we  dwelt  our  name  is  heard  no  more. 
Children  not  thine  have  trod  my  nurs'ry  floor ; 
And  wliere  the  gard'ner  Robin,  day  by  day, 
Diew  mc  to  school  along  the  public  way, 


Delighted  with  my  bauble  coach,  and  wrapp'd 

In  scarlet-mantle  warm,  and  velvet  cap,     • 

'T  is  now  become  a  hist'ry  little  known, 

That  once  we  call'd  the  past'ral  house  our  own. 

Short-liv'd  possession !  but  the  record  fur, 

Hiat  mem'ry  keeps  of  all  thy  kindness  there, 

Still  outlives  many  a  storm,  Uiat  has  effac'd 

A  thousand  other  themes  less  deeply  trac'd. 

Thy  nightly  visits  to  my  chamber  made, 

Hiat  thou  mightst  know  me  safe  and  warmly  laid ; 

Thy  morning  bounties  ere  I  led  my  home, 

The  biscuit,  or  confectionary  plum  ; 

Hie  fragrant  waters  on  my  cheeks  bestow'd 

By  tliy  own  hand,  UU  fresh  they  shone  and  glow'dl 

All  tins,  and  more  endearing  still  than  all. 

Thy  constant  flow  of  love,  £at  knew  no  fidl. 

Ne'er  roughen'd  by  those  cataracts  and  break% 

Thai  humour  inteipos'd  too  often  makes  ; 

All  this  still  legible  in  mcm'ry's  page, 

And  still  to  be  so  to  my  latest  age, 

Adds  joy  to  duty,  makes  me  glad  to  pay 

Such  honours  to  thee  as  my  numbers  may ; 

Periiaps  a  frail  memorial,  but  sincere. 

Not  scom'd  in  Heav'n,  though  little  notic'd  here. 

Could  Time,  his  flight  rcvers'd,  restore  the  houn^ 
When,  playing  with  thy  vesture's  tissu'd  flow'rs, 
The  violet,  tlie  pink,  and  jessamine, 
I  prick'd  them  into  paper  with  a  pin, 
(And  thou  wast  happier  than  myself  the  while, 
Wouldst  softly  speak,  and  stroke  my  head,  and  smile,) 
Could  those  few  pleasant  days  again  appear,  [here  ? 
Might  one  wish  bring  them,  would  I  wisli  them 
I  would  not  trust  my  heart— the  dear  delight 
Seems  so  to  be  desir'd,  perhaps  I  might  — 
But  no— 'What  here  we  call  our  life  is  such, 
So  little  to  be  lov'd,  and  thou  so  mudi, 
That  I  should  ill  requite  tliee  to  constrain 
Thy  unbound  spirit  into  bonds  again. 

Tliou,  as  a  gallant  bark  from  Albion's  coast 
(The  storms  aU  weather'd  and  the  ocean  cross'd) 
Shoots  into  port  at  some  welUhaven'd  isle, 
Where  spices  breathe,  and  brighter  seasons  smiley 
There  sits  quiescent  on  the  floods,  that  show 
Her  beauteous  form  reflected  ^ear  below, 
While  airs  impregnated  with  ipcense  play 
Around  her,  fanning  light  her  streamers  gay ; 
So  thou,  with  sails  how  swift !  Iiast  reach'd  the  shorv, 
"  Where  tempests  never  beat  nor  billows  roar  *," 
And  thy  lov'd  consort  on  the  dang'rous  tide 
Of  life  long  since  has  anchor'd  by  thy  side. 
But  me,  scarce  hoping  to  attain  that  rest, 
Always  from  port  wiSiheld,  always  distress'd  — 
Me  howling  blasts  drive  devious,  tempest- toss'd, 
Sails  ripp'd,  scams  op'ning  wide,  and  coropasa  lott^ 
And  day  by  day  some  current's  tliwaru'ng  force 
Sets  me  more  distant  firom  a  prosp'rous  course. 
Yet  O  the  thought,  that  thou  art  safe,  and  he  * 
lliat  thought  is  joy,  arrive  what  nuiy  to  me. 
My  boast  is  not,  that  I  deduce  my  birth 
From  loins  enthron'd,  and  rulers  of  the  Earth ; 
But  higher  far  my  proud  pretensions  rise  — 
Tlie  son  of  parents  pass'd  into  the  skies. 
And  now,  fitrewell  —  Time  unrevok'd  has  run    ' 
His  wonted  course,  yet  \*  hat  I  wisli'd  is  done. 
By  contemplation's  help,  not  sought  in  vain, 
I  seem  t'  luive  liv'd  my  childhood  o'er  again*, 
To  have  rcnew'd  (be  joys  that  once  were  minc^ 
Without  the  sin  of  violating  thine; 
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And,  while  tlit  win^  of  Fancy  ttill  are  irce, 
And  I  can  view  tliit  mimic  abow  of  tfaee, 
Time  haa  but  half  succeeded  in  his  theft— 
Tfajielf  nmof'df  thy  pow'r  to  soothe  me  left. 


FRIENDSHIP. 

What  virtue,  or  what  mental  grace 
But  men  unqualified  and  base 

Will  boast  it  their  possession? 
ProAision  apes  the  noble  part 
Of  libenOitx  of  heart. 

And  dulnesa  of  discretion. 

If  every  polish'd  gem  we  find 
Illuminating  heart  or  mind, 

Fhivoke  to  imitation ; 
No  wonder  firiendship  does  the  same 
That  jewel  of  the  purest  flame, 

Or  rather  constellatioa 

No  knave  but  boldlj  will  pretend 
The  requisites  that  form  a  friend, 

A  real  and  a  sound  one ; 
Nor  any  fbol>  he  would  deceive, 
But  prove  as  ready  to  believe, 

And  dream  that  he  had  found  one. 

Candid,  and  generous,  and  just. 
Boys  caie  but  little  whom  they  trust. 

An  errour  soon  corrected  — 
For  who  but  learns  in  riper  years, 
Hiat  man,  when  smoothest  he  appears. 

Is  most  to  be  suspected? 

But  here  agaui  a  danger  lies. 
Lest,  having  misapplied  our  eyes, 

And  taken  trash  for  treasure, 
We  should  unwarily  conclude 
Friendship  a  false  ideal  good, 

A  mere  Utopian  pleasure. 

An  acquisition  rather  rare 
Is  yet  no  sulject  of  despair ; 

Nor  is  it  wise  complidning^ 
If  either  on  forbidden  ground. 
Or  where  it  was  not  to  be  fbund 

We  sought  without  attaining. 

No  friendship  will  abide  the  test. 
That  stands  on  sordid  interest. 

Or  mean  self-love  erected ; 
Nor  such  as  may  awhile  subsist. 
Between  the  sot  and  sensualist, 

For  vicious  ends  connected. 

Who  seek  a  friend  should  come  dispos*d, 
T*  exhibit  in  full  bloom  disclos'd 

Hie  graces  and  the  beauties, 
That  form  the  character  he  seeks, 
For  't  is  a  union,  that  bespeaks 

Reciprocated  duties. 

Mutual  attention  is  implied^ 
And  equal  truth  on  either  side^ 

And  constantly  supported : 
*T  is  senseless  airogance  t'  accuse 
Another  of  sinister  views. 

Our  own  as  much  distorted. 


But  will  sinoerity  cnflke? 
It  is  indeed  above  all  pricey 

And  must  be  made  the  bMia; 
But  ev*i7  virtue  of  the  soul 
Must  constitute  the  charming  vrfaolc^ 

All  shining  in  their  places 

A  fretful  temper  will  divide 
^  The  closest  knot  that  may  be  tied. 
By  ceaseless  diarp  corrosion ; 
A  temper  pasaionate  and  fierce 
May  suddenly  your  joys  dinperse 
At  one  immense  expkwoii. 

in  vain  the  talkative  unite 

In  hopes  of  permanent  delight  — 

The  secret  just  committed. 
Forgetting  it*s  important  weight, 
Hiey  drop  through  mere  deare  to  pratc^ 

And  by  themadves  outwitted. 

How  bright  soe'er  the  prospect  seems, 
All  thoughts  of  friendship  are  but  -* — 

If  envy  chance  to  creep  in ; 
An  envious  man,  if  you  succeed, 
May  prove  a  dangerous  foe  indeed. 

But  not  a  friend  worth  keeping. 

As  envy  pines  at  good  posscss'd. 
So  jealousy  looks  forth  distress'd 

On  good,  that  seems  approaching; 
And,  if  success  his  steps  attend. 
Discerns  a  rival  in  a  fnend. 

And  hates  him  for  encroaching. 

Hence  authors  of  illustrious  name^ 
Unleas  belied  by  common  fame^ 

Are  sadly  prone  to  quarrel. 
To  deem  the  wit  a  friend  displaya 
A  tax  upon  their  own  just  praise^ 

And  pluck  each  other's  laureL 

A  man  renown'd  for  repartee 
Will  seldom  scruple  to  make  free 

With  friendship's  finest  feeling ; 
Will  thrust  a  dagger  at  your  breast. 
And  say  he  wounded  you  in  jest, 

By  way  of  balm  for  healing. 

Whoever  keeps  an  open  ear 
For  tattlers  will  be  sure  to  hear 

The  trumpet  of  contention  ; 
Aq>erBion  is  the  babbler's  trade. 
To  listen  is  to  lend  him  aid. 

And  rush  into  dissension. 

A  friendship,  that  in  frequent  fits 
Of  controversial  rage  emits 

The  sparks  of  deputation. 
Like  Hand  in  Hand  insurance  platai^ 
Most  unavoidably  creates 

Hie  thought  of  conflagration. 

Some  fidLle  creaturea  boast  a  soul 
True  as  a  needle  to  the  Pole, 

Their  humour  yet  so  various— 
They  manifest  their  whole  life  through 
The  needle's  deviations  too. 
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Hie  great  and  small  but  rarely  meet 
On  terms  of  amity  complete ; 

Plebeians  must  surrender. 
And  yield  so  much  to  noble  folk, 
It  is  combining  fire  with  smoke, 

Obscurity  with  splendour. 

Some  are  so  placid  and  serene, 
(As  Irish  bogs  are  always  green,) 

They  sleep  secure  from  waking ; 
And  are  indeed  a  bog,  that  bears 
Your  unpartidpated  cares, 

Unmov*d  and  without  quaking. 

Courtier  and  patriot  cannot  mix 
Hieir  het'rogeneous  politics  • 

Without  an  effervescence. 
Like  that  of  salts  with  lemon  juice^ 
Which  does  not  yet  like  that  produce 

A  friendly  coalescence. 

Religion  should  extinguish  strife. 
And  make  a  calm  of  human  life ; 

But  friends  that  chance  to  difTer 
On  points,  which  God  has  left  at  large, 
How  fr«ely  will  they  meet  and  charge ! 

No  combatants  are  stiffer. 

To  prore  at  last  my  main  intent 
tJeedB  no  expense  of  argument. 

No  cutting  and  contriving^ 
Seeking  a  rral  friend  we  seem 
T  adopt  the  chymists*  golden  dream, 

With  still  less  hope  of  thriving. 

Sonetimea  the  fbult  is  all  our  own, 
Seme  blemish  in  due  time  made  knowoi 

By  treqiasB  or  omission ; 
Somiedmes  occasion  brings  to  light 
Our  friend's  defect  long  hid  from  sight, 

And  even  from  suspicion* 

Then  judge  yourself  and  prove  your  man 
As  circumsfMCtly  as  you  can. 

And,  having  made  election. 
Beware  no  negligence  of  yours, 
Such  as  a  friend  but  ill  endures, 

Enfeeble  his  affection. 

That  secrets  are  a  sacred  trust, 

That  friends  should  be  sincere  and  just. 

That  constancy  befits  them, 
Are  observations  on  the  case, 
Hiat  savour  much  of  common-place. 

And  all  the  world  admits  them. 

But 't  is  not  timber,  lead,  and  ston^ 
An  architect  requires  alone. 

To  finish  a  fine  building  — 
The  palace  were  but  half  complete. 
If  he  could  possibly  forget 

The  carving  and  the  gilding. 

Hie  man  that  hails  you  Tom  or  Jack, 
And  proves  by  thtmips  upon  your  back 

How  he  esteems  your  merit, 
Is  such  a  friend,  thi^  one  had  need 
Be  very  much  his  friend  indeed. 

To  pardon  or  to  bear  it. 


As  similarity  of  mind. 

Or  something  not  to  be  defin'd, 

First  fixes  our  attention ; 
So  manners  decent  and  polite, 
The  same  we  practis'd  at  first  sight, 

Must  save  it  from  declension. 

Some  act  upon  this  prudent  plan, 
"  Say  little,  and  hear  all  you  can." 

Safe  policy,  but  hateful  — 
So  barren  sands  imbibe  the  show*r. 
But  render  neither  fruit  nor  flow'r. 

Unpleasant  and  ungratefuL 

The  man  I  trust,  if  shy  to  me, 
Shikll  find  me  as  reserved  as  he  ; 

No  subterfuge  or  pleading 
Shall  win  my  confidence  again, 
I  will  by  no  means  entertain 

A  spy  on  my  proceeding. 

These  samples — for  alas !  at  last 
These  are  but  samples,  and  a  taste 

Of  evils  yet  unmentioned  — 
May  prove  the  task  a  task  indeed. 
In  which  't  is  much  if  we  succeed. 

However  welUintention*d. 

Pursue  the  search,  and  you  will  find 
Good  sense  and  knowledge  of  mankind 

To  be  at  least  expedient. 
And,  after  summing  all  the  rest. 
Religion  ruling  in  the  breast 

A  principal  ingredient. 

Hie  noblest  friendship  ever  shovm 
'the  Saviour's  history  makes  known, 

Though  some  have  tum*d  and  tum*d  it ; 
And,  whether  being  cniz*d  or  blind. 
Or  seeking  with  a  biassed  mind, 

Have  not,  it  seems,  discem*d  it 

O  Friendship !  if  my  soul  forego 
Thy  dear  delights  while  here  below  ; 

To  mortify  and  grieve  me. 
May  I  myself  at  but  appear 
Unworthy,  base,  and  insincere, 

Or  noay  my  friend  deceive  me. 
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Hackmst'd  in  business,  wearied  at  that  oar. 

Which  thousands,  once  fast  chain 'd  to,  quit  no  more, 

But  which,  when  life  at  ebb  runs  weak  and  low, 

All  wish,  or  seem  to  wish,  they  could  forego ; 

The  statesman,  lawyer,  merchant,  man  of  trade, 

Ftotsfor  the  refuge  of  some  rural  shade, 

Where,  all  his  long  anxieties  forgot 

Amid  the  charms  of  a  sequester'd  spot, 

Or  recollected  only  to  gild  o*er. 

And  add  a  smile  to  what  was  sweet  before, 

He  may  possess  the  joys  he  thinks  he  sees, 

Lay  his  old  age  upon  the  lap  of  Ease, 

Improve  the  remnant  of  his  wasted  span, 

And,  having  liv*a  a  trifler,  die  a  roan. 
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Thus  Conicienre  pleads  lier  cause  within  the  breast. 

Though  long  rebeil'd  against,  not  yet  suppress'd, 

And  calls  a  creature  fomi*d  for  God  alone, 

For  Heav'n*s  high  purposes,  and  not  his  own, 

Calls  him  away  from  selfish  ends  and  aims. 

From  what  debilitates,  and  what  inflames, 

From  cities  humming  with  a  restless  crowd. 

Sordid  as  active,  ignorant  as  loud. 

Whose  highest  praise  is  that  they  Uto  in  Tain, 

The  dupes  of  pleasure,  or  the  slaves  of  gain, 

Where  works  of  man  are  cluster'd  close  around, 

And  works  of  God  are  hardly  to  be  found, 

To  regions  where,  in  spite  of  sin  and  woe, 

Traces  of  Eden  are  still  seen  below. 

Where  mountain,  river,  forest,  field,  and  grove, 

Remind  him  of  his  MiJcer's  pow'r  and  love. 

*T  is  well  if,  look'd  for  at  so  late  a  day. 

In  the  hat  scene  of  such  a  senseless  play. 

True  wisdom  will  attend  his  feeble  call. 

And  grace  his  action  ere  the  curtain  fall 

Souls,  that  have  long  despis*d  their  heav'nly  birth. 

Their  wishes  all  impregnated  with  Earth, 

For  threescore  years  employed  with  ceaseless  care 

In  catching  smoke  and  feeding  upon  air. 

Conversant  only  with  the  ways  of  man, 

Rarely  redeem  the  short  remaining  ten* 

Invet*rate  hobiu  choke  th'  unfrui^ul  heart, 

Their  fibres  penetrate  it's  tend'rest  part. 

And,  draining  it*s  nutritious  pow'rs  to  feed 

Their  noxious  growth,  starve  ev*ry  better  seed. 

Happy,  if  fuU  of  days-^  but  happier  far. 
If,  ere  we  yet  discern  life's  ev*ning  star. 
Sick  of  the  service  of  a  world,  that  feeda 
It*s  patient  drudges  with  dry  chaff  and  weeds. 
We  can  escape  from  Custom's  idiot  sway. 
To  serve  the  Sov'reign  we  were  bom  t'  obey. 
Then  sweet  to  muse  upon  his  skill  displayed 
(Infinite  skill)  in  all  that  he  has  made ! 
To  trace  in  Nature's  most  minute  design 
The  signature  and  stamp  of  power  divine. 
Contrivance  intricate,  expressed  with  ease. 
Where  unassisted  sight  no  beauty  sees. 
Hie  shapely  limb  and  lubricated  joint, 
Within  the  small  dimensions  of  a  point. 
Muscle  and  nerve  mirsculously  spun, 
His  mighty  work,  who  q>eaks  and  it  is  done, 
Th*  invisible  in  things  scarce  seen  rcveal'd, 
To  whom  an  atom  is  an  ample  field ; 
To  wonder  at  a  thousand  insect  forms, 
These  hatch'd  and  those  resuscitated  worms 
New  life  ordain'd  and  brighter  scenes  to  share, 
Once  prone  on  earth,  now  buoyant  upon  aur,   [size. 
Whose  shape  would  make  them,  had  they  bulk  and 
More  hideous  foes  tlian  fimcy  can  devise ; 
With  helmet-heads,  and  dragon-scales  adom'd. 
The  mighty  myriads,  now  securely  scorn 'd. 
Would  mock  the  majesty  of  man's  high  birtli, 
Despise  his  bulwarks,  and  unpeople  earth : 
Then  with  a  glance  of  fancy  to  survey, 
Far  as  the  faculty  can  stretch  a  way. 
Ten  thousand  rivers  pour'd  at  his  command 
From  urns,  that  never  fail,  through  ev'ry  land ; 
These  like  a  deluge  with  impetuous  force, 
Those  winding  modestly  a  silent  course  ; 
llie  cloud-surmounting  Alps,  the  fruitful  vales ; 
Seas,  on  which  ev'ry  nation  spreads  her  sails  j 
The  Sun,  a  world  whence  other  worlds  drink  light. 
The  crescent  Moon,  the  diadem  of  night ; 
^»r%  countless,  each  in  his  appointed  place, 
-- "  anchored  in  th«  deep  abyss  of  space  — 


I  At  such  a  sight  to  catch  the  poet's  flame, 
And  with  a  rapture  like  hU  own  exclaim, 
"  These  are  thy  glorious  works,  thou  source  of  good, 
How  dimly  seen,  how  frintly  understood! 
Thine,  and  upheld  by  thy  paternal  care, 
This  universal  frame,  thua  wondrous  fair ; 
Thy  pow'r  divine,  and  bounty  beyond  thougbt, 
Ador'd  and  prais'd  in  all  that  thou  hast  wraugto. 
Abeorb'd  in  that  immensity  I  see, 
I  shrink  abas'd,  and  yet  aspire  to  thee; 
Instruct  me,  guide  me  to  that  heav'nly  day, 
Thy  words,  more  clearly  than  tliy  woriu,  dupby, 
That,  wliile  thy  truths  my  grosser  tbousfats  nrfinti 
I  may  resemble  thee,  and  call  thee  mine." 

O  blest  proficiency !  surpassing  all, 
That  men  erroneously  tbeir  glory  call, 
The  recompense  that  aits  or  arms  can  vidd. 
The  bar,  the  senate,  or  the  tented  field. 
Compar'd  wkh  tlus  sublimeat  life  below. 
Ye  kings  and  rulers,  whet  have  courts  to  show? 
Thus  studied,  us'd  and  consecrated  thus, 
On  Earth  what  is,  seems  form'd  indeed  for  as: 
Not  as  the  plaything  of  a  firoward  child, 
Fretful  unless  diverted  and  beguil'd. 
Much  leas  to  feed  and  fiui  the  fitfal  fires 
Of  pride,  ambition,  or  impure  deares, 
But  as  a  scale,  by  which  the  soul  ascends 
From  mighty  means  to  more  important  ends, 
Securely,  though  by  steps  but  rarely  trod. 
Mounts  tmm  inferior  beings  up  to  God, 
And  sees  by  no  fidladous  light  or  dim, 
Earth  made  for  man,  and  man  himself  ftr  hiak 

Not  that  I  mean  t'  approve,  or  would  enfewe  - 
A  superstitious  and  monastic  course: 
IVuth  is  not  local,  God  alike  pervades 
And  fills  the  world  of  UmBe  and  the  sliada, 
And  nuiy  be  fear'd  amidst  the  busiest  scenes. 
Or  scom'd  wliere  business  never  intervenes. 
But  *t  is  not  easy  with  a  mind  like  ours. 
Conscious  of  weakness  in  it's  noblest  pow  n» 
And  in  a  world,  where,  other  ills  apart. 
The  roving  eye  misleads  the  careless  heart, 
To  h'mit  thought,  by  nature  prone  to  stray 
Wherever  freakiiii  Fancy  points  the  way; 
To  b'd  tlic  pleadings  of  Self-love  be  sdU, 
Resign  our  own,  and  seek  our  Maker's  will; 
To  spread  the  page  of  Scripture,  and  compst 
Our  conduct  with  the  laws  engraven  that ; 
To  measure  all  that  passes  in  the  breast. 
Faithfully,  fairly,  by  that  sacred  test ; 
To  dive  into  the  secret  deeps  within,^ 
To  spare  no  passion  and  no  fisv'nte  sin, 
And  search  the  themes,  important  above  all, 
Ourselves,  and  our  recov'ry  from  our  fiJL 
But  leburc,  silence,  and  a  mind  rdeas'd 
From  anxious  tlioughts  how  wealth  may  be  incr»  ^ 
How  to  secure  in  some  propitious  hour, 
The  point  of  int'rest,  or  the  post  of  pow'r, 
A  soul  serene,  and  equally  rctir'd 
From  objects  too  much  dreaded  or  dcsir'd, 
Safe  from  the  clamours  of  perverse  dispute. 
At  least  are  friendly  to  the  great  pursuit 

Up'ning  tlMj  map  of  God's  extensive  pUui 
We  find  a  litde  isle  this  life  of  man ; 
Eternity's  imknown  expanse  appears 
Circling  around  and  limiting  his  years. 
The  busy  race  examine  and  explore 
Each  creek  and  cavern  of  the  dang'rous  shor«k 
With  care  collect  what  in  their  eyes  cxcds, 


Some  shining  pebbles,  and  som< 
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Ihis  laden,  draun  that  they  are  rich  and  great, 
knd  happiest  he  that  groans  beneath  his  weight; 
lie  waves  overtake  them  in  their  serious  play, 
Ind  ey'ry  hour  sweeps  multitudes  away ; 
rfaey  shriek  and  sink,  survivors  start  and  weep, 
^lTsue  their  sport,  and  follow  to  the  deep. 
L  few  forsake  the  throng  ;  with  lifted  ejes 
isk  wealth  of  Heav*n,  and  gain  a  real  priie, 
rruth,  wisdom,  grace,  and  peace,  like  that  above, 
leal*d  with  his  signet,  whom  they  serve  and  love ; 
>com*d  by  the  rest,  with  patient  hope  they  wait 
i  kind  release  fW>m  their  imperfect  state, 
indy  unregretted,  are  soon  snatch*d  away 
'"roDi  scenes  of  sorrow  into  glorious  day. 

Nor  these  alone  prefer  a  life  recluse, 
Vho  seek  retirement  for  it's  proper  use ; 
l»e  love  (*f  change,  that  lives  in  ev*ry  breast, 
renius  and  temper,  and  desire  of  rest, 
Nscordant  motives  in  one  centre  meet, 
Lnd  eadi  inclines  it's  vot'ry  to  retreat. 
ome  minds  by  nature  are  averse  to  noise, 
Lnd  hate  the  tumult  half  the  world  enjoys, 
lie  lure  of  av'rice,  or  the  pompous  prize, 
liat  courts  display  before  ambitious  eyes ; 
lie  fruits  that  hang  on  pleasure's  flow'ry  stem, 
Hiate'er  enchants  them,  are  no  snares  to  them, 
'o  them  the  deep  recess  of  dusky  groves, 
N-  Ibrest,  where  the  deer  securely  roves, 
lie  lall  of  waters,  and  the  song  of  birds, 
ind  hills  that  echo  to  tlie  distant  herds, 
tre  luxuries  excelling  all  the  glare 
Tie  world  can  boast,  and  her  chief  fav'rites  share. 
Vttfa  eager  step,  and  carelessly  array'd, 
'or  such  a  cause  the  poet  seeks  the  shade^ 
TOO!  all  he  sees  he  catches  new  delight, 
leaa'd  Fancy  claps  her  pinions  at  the  sight, 
lie  rising  or  the  setting  orb  of  day, 
lie  e\oum  that  flit,  or  slowly  float  away, 
Tature  in  all  the  various  shapes  she  wears, 
'rowning  in  storms,  or  breathing  gentle  airs, 
lie  snowy  robe  her  wintry  state  assumes, 
ler  summer  heats,  her  fruits,  and  her  perfumes, 
J],  all  alike  transport  the  glowing  bard, 
ucceaa  in  rhyme  his  glory  and  reward. 
P  Nature !  whose  Elysian  scenes  disclose 
lis  bright  perfections,  at  whose  word  they  nise, 
Text  to  that  pow'r,  who  form'd  thee  and  sustains, 
le  thou  the  great  inspirer  of  my  strains, 
till,  as  I  touch  the  lyre,  do  thou  expand 
liy  genuine  charms,  and  guide  an  artless  hand, 
hat  I  may  catch  a  fire  but  rarely  known, 
rive  useftil  light,  though  I  should  miss  renown, 
ind,  poring  on  thy  page,  whose  ev'ry  line 
tears  proof  of  an  intelfiffence  divine, 
Uy  feel  a  heart  enrich'd  by  what  it  pays, 
hat  biiilds  it's  glory  on  it's  Maker's  praise, 
i^oe  to  the  man,  whose  wit  disclaims  it's  use, 
'litt'ring  in  vain,  or  only  to  seduce, 
fho  studies  nature  with  a  wanton  eye, 
idmiies  tlie  work,  but  slips  the  lesson  by ; 
Us  hours  of  leisure  and  recess  employs 
n  drawing  pictures  of  forbidden  joys, 
Retires  to  blazon  his  own  worthless  name, 
h  shoot  the  carelcn  with  a  surer  aim. 
The  lover,  too,  shuns  business  and  alarms, 
'ender  idolater  of  absent  charms, 
■ints  ofler  nothing  in  their  warmest  pray'rs, 
liat  he  devotes  not  with  a  zeal  like  tlieirs ; 
r  is  consecration  of  his  licart,  soul,  time, 
iod  ev'ry  thought  that  wanders  is  a  crime. 


In  sighs  he  worsliips  his  supremely  €ur, 

And  weeps  a  sad  libation  in  despair ; 

Adores  a  creature,  and,  devout  in  vain, 

Wins  in  return  an  answer  of  disdain. 

As  woodbine  weds  the  plant  within  her  reach,  . 

Rough  elm,  or  smooth-grain'd  ash,  or  glossy  becdi, 

In  spiral  rings  ascends  the  trunk,  and  lays 

Her  ffolden  tassels  on  the  leafy  sprays. 

But  does  a  mischief  while  she  lends  a  grace, 

Strait'ning  it's  growth  by  such  a  strict  embrace ; 

So  love,  that  clings  around  the  noblest  minds, 

Forbids  tli'  advancement  of  the  soul  he  binds ; 

'llie  suitor's  air,  indeod,  he  soon  improves. 

And  forms  it  to  the  taste  of  lier  he  loves. 

Teaches  his  eyes  a  language,  and  no  less 

Refines  his  speech,  and  fashions  his  address ; 

But  ferewell  promises  of  happier  fruits. 

Manly  designs,  and  learning's  grave  pursuits ; 

Girt  with  a  chain  he  cannot  wisli  to  break. 

His  only  bliss  is  sorrow  for  her  sake ; 

Who  wUl  may  pant  for  glory  and  excel. 

Her  smile  his  aim,  all  higher  aims  farewell !' 

Thyrsis,  Alexis,  or  whatever  name 

May  least  offend  against  so  pure  a  flame, 

Hiough  sage  advice  of  friends  the  most  sincere 

SouncU  harshly  in  so  delicate  an  ear, 

And  lovers,  of  all  creatures,  tame  or  wild. 

Can  least  brook  m^inagement,  Iiowcxh-t  mild, 

Yet  let  a  poet  (poetry  disarms 

The  fiercest  animals  with  magic  charms) 

Risk  an  intrusion  on  thy  pensive  mood, 

And  woo  and  win  thee  to  thy  proper  good. 

Pastoral  images  and  still  retreats. 

Umbrageous  walks  and  solitary  seats. 

Sweet  birds  in  concert  with  harmonious  streams. 

Soft  airs,  nocturnal  vigils,  and  day  dreams. 

Are  all  enchantments  in  a  case  like  thine, 

Conspire  against  thy  peace  nith  one  design, 

Soothe  thee  to  make  thee  but  a  surer  prey. 

And  feed  the  fire,  that  wastes  thy  pow'rs  away. 

Up —  God  lias  form'd  tliee  with  a  wiser  view, 

Not  to  be  led  in  diains,  but  to  subdue ; 

Calls  thee  to  cope  with  enemies,  and  first 

Points  out  a  conflict  with  thyself,  the  worst. 

Woman  indeed,  a  gift  be  would  bestow 

When  he  design'd  a  Paradise  below. 

The  richest  earthly  boon  Ids  hands  aiford. 

Deserves  to  be  belov'd,  but  not  ador'd. 

Post  away  swiftly  to  more  active  scenes, 

Collect  the  scatter'd  truths  that  study  gleans 

Mix  with  the  world,  but  vrith  its  wiser  part. 

No  longer  give  an  image  all  thine  heart; 

It's  empire  is  not  hers,  nor  is  it  thine, 

*T  is  God's  just  ckim,  prerogative  divine. 

Virtuous  and  faithful  Heberden,  whose  skill 
Attempts  no  task  it  cannot  well  fulfil. 
Gives  melancholy  up  to  Nature's  care. 
And  sends  the  patient  into  purer  air. 
Look  where  becomes— in  this  embower 'd  alcove 
Stand  close  conceal 'd,  and  see  a  statue  move : 
Lips  busy,  and  eyes  fix'd,  foot  falling  slow. 
Arms  hanging  idly  down,  hands  clasp'd  below. 
Interpret  to  the  marking  eye  distress. 
Such  as  it's  symptoms  can  alone  express. 
That  tongue  is  silent  now  ;  that  silent  tongue 
Could  argue  once,  could  jest  or  join  the  song, 
Could  give  advice,  could  censure  or  commend, 
Or  cliarm  the  sorrows  of  a  drooping  friend. 
Renounc'd  alike  it's  office  and  it's  sport. 
It's  brisker  and  it's  graver  stfainrf^J  short  i 
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Both  fail  beneath  a  fever's  secret  sway^ 

And  like  a  summer-brook  are  past  away. 

This  is  a  sight  for  Pity  to  peruse, 

TUl  she  resemble  fiuntly  what  she  views. 

Till  Sympathy  contract  a  kindred  pain, 

Fierc'd  with  the  woes  that  she  laments  in  ndn. 

This,  of  all  maladies  that  man  infest, 

Claims  most  compassion  and  receives  the  least : 

Job  felt  it,  when  he  groan'd  beneath  the  rod 

And  the  barb*d  arrows  of  a  frowning  God ; 

And  such  emollients  as  his  friends  could  spare. 

Friends  such  as  his  for  modem  Jobs  prepare. 

Blest,  rather  curst,  with  hearts  that  never  feel, 

Kept  snug  in  caskets  of  dose-hammer'd  steel. 

With  mouths  made  only  to  grin  wide  and  eat, 

And  minds,  that  deem  derided  pain  a  treat. 

With  limbs  of  British  oak,  and  nerves  of  wire. 

And  wit  that  puppet-prompters  might  injure, 

Hieir  sovereign  nostrum  is  a  clumsy  joke. 

Or  pangs  enforc*d  with  God's  severest  stroke. 

But  with  a  soul,  that  ever  felt  the  sting 

Of  soiVow,  sorrow  is  a  sacred  thing : 

Not  to  molest,  or  irritate,  or  raise 

A  laugh  at  his  expense,  is  slender  praise ; 

He,  that  has  not  usurp*d  the  name  of  man. 

Does  all,  and  deems  too  little  all,  he  can, 

T*  assuage  the  throbbings  of  a  fester'd  part, 

And  stanch  the  bleedings  of  a  broken  heart. 

*T  is  not,  as  heads  that  never  ache  suppose, 

Forg'ry  of  fancy,  and  a  dream  of  woes ; 

Man  is  a  harp,  whose  chords  elude  the  sight, 

Each  yielding  harmony  disposed  aright ; 

The  screws  revers*d,  (a  task  which,  if  he  please, 

God  in  a  moment  executes  with  ease,) 

Ten  thousand  tliousand  strings  at  once  go  loose, 

Lost,  till  he  tune  them,  all  their  power  and  use. 

Then  neither  heathy  wilds,  nor  scenes  as  fair 

As  ever  recompensed  the  peasant's  care, 

Nor  soft  declivities  with  tufled  hills. 

Nor  view  of  waters  turning  busy  mills, 

Parks  in  which  Art  preceptress  Nature  weds, 

Nor  gardens  interspers'd  with  flow'ry  beds, 

Nor  gales,  that  catch  the  scent  of  blooming  groves. 

And  waft  it  to  die  mourner  as  he  roves, 

Can  call  up  life  into  his  faded  eye. 

That  passes  all  he  sees  unheeded  by ; 

No  wounds  like  those  a  wounded  spirit  feels, 

No  cure  for  such,  till  God  who  mtkes  them  heals. 

And  thou,  sad  sufTrer  under  nameless  ill, 

lliat  yields  not  to  the  touch  of  human  skill, 

Improve  the  kind  occasion,  understand 

A  Father's  frown,  and  kiss  h|s  chast'ning  hand. 

To  thee  the  dayspring,  and  the  blaze  of  noon, 

Tlie  purple  ev'ning,  and  resplendent  Moon, 

Ilie  stars,  that,  sprinkled  o'er  the  vault  of  night. 

Seem  drops  descending  in  a  show'r  of  light, 

Shine  not,  or  undesir'd  and  liated  shine, 

Seen  through  the  medium  of  a  cloud  like  thine : 

Yet  seek  him,  in  his  fiivour  life  is  found, 

All  bliss  beside  a  shadow  or  a  sound : 

Then  Heav'n,  edips'd  so  long,  and  this  dull  Earth, 

Shall  seem  to  start  into  a  second  birth ; 

Nature,  assuming  a  more  lovely  face, 

Borr'winff  a  beauty  from  the  works  of  grace, 

Shall  be  despb'd  and  overlook'd  no  more. 

Shall  fill  thee  with  delights  unfelt  before. 

Impart  to  things  inanimate  a  voice, 

And  bid  her  mountains  and  her  hills  rejoice; 

llie  sound  shall  run  along  the  winding  vales, 

A«»d  thou  enjoy  an  Eden  ere  it  fails. 


Ye  groves,  (the  statesman  at  liis  dtr^k  exckiB&H 
Sick  cf  a  thousand  disappointed  aims,) 
My  patrimonial  treasure  and  my  pride. 
Beneath  your  shades  your  gray  possessor  hiik. 
Receive  me  languishing  for  tfa»t  repose. 
The  servant  of  the  public  never  knows. 
Ye  saw  me  once  (ah  those  regretted  days 
When  boyish  innocence  was  all  my  praise!) 
Hour  after  hour  delightfully  allot 
To  studies  then  familiar,  since  forgot. 
And  cultivate  a  taste  for  ancient  song, 
Catchinff  it's  ardour  as  I  mus'd  along ; 
Nor  seldom,  as  propitious  Heav'n  mi^it  send. 
What  once  I  valu'd  and  could  boast,  a  fiieod. 
Were  witnesses  how  cordially  I  press'd 
His  undissembling  virtue  to  my  breast ; 
Receive  me  now,  not  uncorrupt  as  then. 
Nor  guiltless  of  convpting  other  men. 
But  vers'd  in  arts,  that,  while  they  secsn  to  stay 
A  falling  empire,  hasten  it's  decay. 
To  the  fair  haven  of  my  native  home. 
The  wreck  of  what  I  was,  fiitigued  I  come ; 
For  once  I  can  approve  the  patriot's  Toioe, 
And  make  the  course  he  recommends  my  cbotce: 
We  meet  at  last  in  one  sincere  desire. 
His  wish  and  mine  both  prompt  me  to  retire. 
'T  is  done  —  he  steps  into  the  welcome  chats^ 
Lolls  at  his  ease  behind  four  handsome  boys, 
That  whirl  away  from  business  and  debate 
The  disencumber'd  Atlas  of  the  state. 
I  Ask  not  the  boy,  who,  when  the  breeze  of  mom 
First  shakes  the  glitt'ring  drops  from  er*Tj  tbon^ 
Unfolds  his  flock,  then  under  bank  or  bu^ 
Sits  linking  cherry  stones,  or  platting  nisfa, 
How  fair  is  freedom  ?  — he  was  always  free : 
To  carve  his  rustic  name  upon  a  tree. 
To  snare  the  mole,  or  with  ill-fashion'd  hook 
To  draw  th'  incautious  minnow  from  the  favok. 
Are  life's  prime  pleasures  in  Ins  ample  view. 
His  flock  the  chief  concern  he  ever  kztew ; 
She  shines  but  little  in  his  heedless  eyes. 
The  good  we  never  miss  we  rarely  prise : 
But  ask  the  noble  drudge  in  state  affiurs, 
Escap'd  ham  office  and  it's  constant  carei^ 
What  charms  he  sees  in  Fineedom's  smQeexpress'd, 
In  Freedom  lost  so  long,  now  repossessed ; 
The  tongue,  whose  strains  were  exigent  m  ca^ 

mands, 
Revcr'd  at  home,  and  fielt  in  foreign  ]and% 
Shall  own  itself  a  stamm'rer  in  that  caase. 
Or  plead  it's  sOence  as  it's  best  appfamse. 
He  knows  indeed  that  whether  dress'd  or  rmde. 
Wild  without  art,  or  artfully  subdued. 
Nature  in  ev'ry  form  inspires  delist. 
But  never  maric'd  her  with  so  just  a  sigfaL 
Her  hedge-row  shrubs,  a  variegated  stoie. 
With  woodbine  and  vrild  roses  mantled  o'er. 
Green  balks  and  fxurow'd  lands,  the  stream  Ihtf 

spreads 
It's  cooling  vapour  o'er  the  dewy  meads, 
Downs,  tlwt  ahnost  escape  th'  inquiring  «^ 
That  melt  and  fade  into  the  distant  iky^ 
Beauties  he  lately  slighted  as  he  paas'd. 
Seem  all  created  since  he  tnmsll'd  last 
Master  of  all  th'  enjoyments  be  deaign'dl, 
No  rough  annoyance  nuikling  in  hia  Bind^ 
What  early  philosophic  boors  be  keeps, 
How  regiihur  his  meals,  how  aoand  be  ikiyt 
Not  sounder  he,  that  on  the  mainmast  huA, 
While  morning  kindles  friiha  wuMij rid. 
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Icgins  •  long  look-out  fbr  diftant  land, 
lor  quits  till  er'ning  watch  his  giddy  stand, 
ilien  swift  descending  with  a  seaman's  haste, 
Hips  to  his  hammock,  and  forgets  the  blast 
7e  chooses  company,  but  not  the  squire's, 
Vliose  wit  is  rudeness,  whose  good-breeding  tires ; 
*for  yet  the  parson's,  who  would  gladly  come, 
)bsequious  when  abroad,  though  proud  at  home ; 
«7or  can  he  much  affect  the  neighb*ring  peer, 
Vbose  toe  of  emulation  treads  too  near ; 
But  wisely  seeks  a  more  convenient  fHend, 
^th  whom,  dismissing  forms,  he  may  unbend ; 
k  man,  whom  marks  of  condescending  grace 
Teach,  while  they  flatter  him,  his  proper  place ; 
Vho  oomes  when  call'd,  and  at  a  word  withdraws, 
^>eaks  with  reserve,  and  listens  with  applause ; 
lome  plain  mechanic,  who,  without  pretence 
!*o  biith  or  wit,  nor  gives  nor  takes  uff*ence ; 
hi  whom  he  rests  well-pleas'd  his  weary  pow'rs, 
knd  talks  and  laughs  away  his  vacant  hours. 
rhe  tide  of  life,  swift  always  in  its  course, 
(fay  run  in  cities  with  a  brisker  force, 
)ut  no  where  with  a  current  so  serene, 
>r  half  so  clear,  as  in  the  rural  scene. 
Tet  how  falhidous  is  all  earthly  bliss, 
VhtA  obvious  truths  the  wisest  heads  may  miss; 
cnoe  pleasures  live  a  month,  and  some  a  year, 
tut  short  the  date  of  all  we  gather  here ; 
fo  happiness  is  felt  except  the  true, 
list  does  not  charm  the  more  for  being  new. 
Ilia  obaenration,  as  it  chanc'd,  not  made, 
h*,  if  the  thought  occurr'd,  not  duly  wdgh'd, 
le  sighs  ^-  for  after  all  by  slow  degrees 
lie  spot  he  lov'd  has  lost  the  pow'r  to  please ; 
!*o  cross  his  ambling  pony  day  by  day 
eons  at  the  best  but  dreaming  life  away ; 
lie  prospect,  such  as  might  enchant  despair, 
le  views  it  not,  or  sees  no  beauty  there ; 
(Tith  aching  heart,  and  discontemed  looks, 
teCums  at  noon  to  billiards  or  to  book^ 
kit  feds,  while  grasping  at  his  faded  joys, 
i  secret  thirst  of  his  renounc'd  emplojrs. 
[e  dudes  the  tardiness  of  ev'ry  post, 
^Bnts  to  be  tdd  of  battles  won  or  lost, 
llames  Us  own  indolence,  observes,  though  lata, 
r  is  crimind  to  leave  a  sinking  state, 
lies  to  the  levee,  and  receiv'd  with  erace, 
Ineels,  kisses  hands,  and  shines  agam  in  place. 
8isbitrban  villas,  highway-side  retreats, 
hat  dread  the  encroachment  of  our  growing  streets, 
l^ht  boxes,  neatly  sash'd,  and  in  a  blaze 
nth  all  a  July  sun's  collected  rays, 
flight  the  dtiaen,  who,  gasping  there, 
tvstfhes  clouds  of  dust,  and  cdls  it  country  dr. 
•  svrcet  retirement,  who  would  balk  the  thought, 
bet  could  affiml  retirement,  or  could  not  ? 
r  is  such  an  easy  walk,  so  smooth  and  straight 
he  second  milestone  fh>nts  the  garden  gate; 
step  if  fair,  and,  if  a  show'r  approach, 
ou  find  safe  shelter  in  the  next  stage-coach, 
here^  prison'd  in  a  parlour  snug  and  small, 
ike  bottled  wasps  upon  a  southern  wdl, 
he  tnan  of  business  and  his  friends  compress'd 
orget  their  labours,  and  yet  find  no  rest ; 
ot  still 't  is  rurd ^trecs  are  to  be  seen 
rom  er'iy  window,  and  the  Adds  are  green ; 
*ttcks  peddle  in  the  pond  before  the  door, 
nd  what  could  a  remoter  scene  show  more  ? 
sense  of  elegance  we  nurdy  find 
be  portion  of  a  mean  or  vulgar  mind, 


And  ignorance  of  better  things  makes  man, 
Who  cannot  much,  rdoice  in  what  he  can; 
And  he,  tfiat  deems  his  leisure  well  bestow'd 
In  contemplation  of  a  turnpike  road. 
Is  occupied  as  wdl,  employs  hb  hours 
As  wisely,  and  as  much  improves  hu  pow*n, 
As  he,  that  slumbers  in  pavilions  grac'd 
With  all  the  charms  of  an  accomplish'd  taste. 
Yet  hence,  alas !  insdvendes ;  and  hence 
Til'  unpitied  victim  of  ilUjudg'd  expense. 
From  dl  his  wearisome  engagements  freed, 
Shakes  hands  with  business,  and  retires  indeed. 

Your  prudent  gnmd-mammas,  ye  modem  belles, 
Content  with  Bristol,  Bath,  and  Tunbridge  Wdls, 
When  hedth  required  it  would  consent  to  roam. 
Else  more  attach'd  to  pleasures  found  at  home. 
But  now  dike,  gay  widow,  virgin,  wife. 
Ingenious  to  diversify  dull  life, 
In  coaches,  chdses,  caravans,  and  hoys. 
Fly  to  the  coast  for  daily,  nightly  jojrs, 
And  all,  impatient  of  dry  land,  agree 
With  one  consent  to  rush  into  the  sea.  — > 
Ocean  exhibits,  fathomless  and  broad. 
Much  of  the  pow'r  and  majesty  of  God. 
He  swathes  about  the  swelling  of  the  deep^ 
Hiat  shines  and  rests,  as  infants  smile  and  deep ; 
Vast  as  it  is,  it  answers  as  it  flows 
Hie  breathings  of  the  lightest  air  that  blows ; 
Curling  and  whit'ning  over  all  the  waste. 
The  rising  waves  obey  tfa'  increasing  blast, 
Abrupt  and  horrid  as  the  tempest  roars, 
Hiunder  and  flash  upon  the  stedfiut  shores, 
Till  he,  that  rides  the  whirlwind,  checks  the  rein, 
TTien  dl  the  world  of  waters  sleeps  again.  — 
Nerdds  or  Dryads,  as  the  fiudiion  leads, 
Now  in  the  floods,  now  panting  in  the  meads, 
Vot'iies  of  Heasure  still,  where'er  she  dwdls, 
Near  barren  rocks.  In  palaces,  or  cells, 
O  grant  a  poet  leave  to  reconomend 
(A  poet  fond  of  Nature,  and  your  friend) 
Her  slighted  works  to  your  a^bniring  view ; 
Her  works  must  needs  excel,  who  fashion'd  you. 
Would  ye,  when  rambling  in  your  momiuff  ride, 
With  some  unmeaning  coxcomb  at  your  side. 
Condemn  the  prattler  for  his  idle  pains. 
To  waste  unheud  the  music  of  his  strdns. 
And,  deaf  to  all  th'  impertinence  of  tongue, 
Tliat,  while  it  courts,  afiVonts  and  does  you  wrong, 
Mark  wdl  the  finish'd  plan  without  a  favlt, 
The  seas  globose  and  huge,  th'  o'er-arching  vault. 
Earth's  millions  daily  fed,  a  world  employ'd 
In  gath'ring  plenty  yet  to  be  enjoy'd. 
Till  gratitude  grew  vocd  in  the  praise 
Of  God,  benelcent  in  all  his  ways ; 
Grac'd  with  such  wisdom,  how  would  beauty  sliiiitr! 
Ye  want  but  that  to  seem  indeed  divine. 

Anticipated  rents,  and  bills  unpdd, 
Force  many  a  shining  youth  into  the  shade, 
Not  to  redeem  his  time,  but  his  estate. 
And  play  the  fool,  but  at  a  chetqMsr  rata 
Tliere,  lud  in  loath'd  obscurity,  remov'd 
From  pleasures  left,  but  never  more  belov'd, 
He  just  endures,  and  with  a  sickly  spleen 
Sighs  o'er  the  beuities  of  the  chaiming  scene 
Nature  indeed  looks  prettily  in  rhyme; 
Streams  tinkle  sweetly  in  poetic  chime : 
Tlie  warbHn^  of  the  blackbird,  clear  and  strong, 
Are  musicd  enough  in  Tliomson's  song ; 
And  Cobham^s  groves,  and  Windsor's  green  retreats, 
When  Pope  describes  them,  have  a  tbsiiand  sweets 
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H«  lOce^  the  country,  but  in  truth  nmst  own, 
Mott  likin  it,  when  he  itudiet  it  in  town. 

Poor  Jack  •» no  matter  wbo^  for  when  I  bbune, 
I  pity,  and  must  therefore  link  the  name, 
liv'd  in  his  saddle,  loT*d  the  chase,  the  course. 
And  always,  ere  he  mounted,  kiss'd  his  horse. 
The  estate,  liis  sires  had  own*d  in  ancient  years, 
.Was  quickly  distanc'd,  qiatch*d  against  a  peer's. 
Jack  vaniah'd,  was  regretted  and  forgot ; 
*T  is  wild  good-nature's  nerer-fiuling  lot. 
At  length,  when  all  had  long  suppos'd  him  dead. 
By  cold  submersion,  raxor,  rope,  or  lead, 
^ly  lord,  alighting  at  his  usual  place, 
"llie  Crown,  took  notice  of  an  ostler's  fiice. 
Jack  knew  his  friend,  but  hop'd  in  that  disguise 
He  might  escape  the  most  observing  eyes. 
And  whistling,  as  if  unooncem'd  and  gay, 
Curried  his  nag,  and  look'd  another  way. 
Convinc'd  at  last,  upon  a  nearer  view, 
'Twas  be,  the  same,  the  very  Jack  he  knew, 
O'erwhelm'd  at  once  with  wonder,  grief,  and  joy, 
I  le  press'd  him  much  to  quit  his  base  employ ; 
His  countenance,  his  purse,  his  heart,  his  hand. 
Influence  and  pow'r,  were  all  at  his  command : 
Peers  are  not  always  gen'rous  as  well  bred. 
But  Oranby  was,  meant  truly  what  he  said. 
Jack  bow'd,   and  was  oblig'd  •»  con&ss'd  *t  w 

strange. 
That  so  retir'd  be  should  not  wish  a  change. 
But  knew  no  medium  between  gussling  beer, 
And  his  old  stint— three  thousand  pounds  a  year. 

Tlius  some  retire  to  nourish  hopeless  woe  ^ 
Some  seeking  happiness  not  found  below ; 
Some  to  comply  with  humour,  and  a  mind 
To  social  scenes  by  nature  disiuclin'd ; 
Some  sway'd  by  fashion,  some  by  deep  disgust ; 
Some  self-impov'rish'd,  and  because  they  must ; 
But  few,  that  court  Retirement^  are  aware 
Of  half  the  toils  they  must  encounter  there. 

Lucrative  offices  are  seldom  lost 
For  want  of  pow'rs  proportion 'd  to  the  post : 
Give  ev'n  a  dunce  th'  employment  he  desires. 
And  he  soon  finds  the  talents  it  requires; 
A  business  with  an  income  at  it's  heels 
Furnishes  always  oil  for  it's  own  wlieela 
But  in  his  arduous  enterprise  to  close 
His  active  years  with  indolent  repose. 
He  finds  the  labours  of  that  state  exceed 
His  utmost  faculties,  severe  indeed. 
'T  is  easy  to  resign  a  toilsome  place. 
But  not  to  manage  leisure  with  a  grace ; 
Absence  of  occupation  is  not  rest, 
A  mind  quite  vacant  is  a  mind  distress'd. 
The  vet'ran  steed,  excus'd  his  task  at  lengtl^ 
In  kind  compassion  of  his  failing  strength. 
And  tum'd  into  the  park  or  mead  to  graxe, 
Exempt  from  future  service  all  his  days, 
Tliere  feels  a  pleasure  perfect  in  it's  kind. 
Ranges  at  liberty,  and  snuffs  the  wind : 
But  when  his  lord  would  quit  the  bu^  road. 
To  taste  a  joy  like  that  he  had  bestow'd, 
He  proves,  less  happy  than  his  favour'd  brute, 
A  life  of  ease  a  difficult  pursuit 
lliought,  to  the  man  that  never  thinks,  may  seem 
As  natural  as  when  asleep  to  dream ; 
But  reveries  (for  human  minds  will  act) 
Specious  in  show,  impossible  in  fact, 
Hiose  flimsy  wefa«,  tliat  break  as  soon  as  wrought. 
Attain  not  to  the  dignity  of  thought : 


Nor  yet  utt  swanus,  that  occupy  ne  bninij 
Where  dreams  of  dress,  intr^ue,   and 

reign; 

Nor  such  as  useless  conversation  breeds. 
Or  lust  engenders,  and  indulgence  finds. 
Whence,  and  what  are  we?  to  what  end  otiiBu'd ? 
What  means  the  drama  by  the  world  anstaia'd  ? 
Business  or  vain  amusement,  care  or  mifth, 
Divide  the  frail  mhabitants  of  Earth. 
Is  duty  a  mere  sport,  or  an  employ  ? 
Life  an  intrusted  talent,  or  a  toy  ? 
Is  there,  as  reason,  conscience,  Scripctue,  say« 
Cause  to  provide  for  a  great  future  day. 
When,  Earth's  assign'd  duradon  at  an  end, 
Man  shall  be  summon 'd  and  the  dead  attend  ? 
The  trumpet^ will  it  sound?  the  curtain  rise ? 
And  show  th'  august  tribunal  of  the  skies^ 
Where  no  prevarication  shall  avail. 
Where  eloquence  and  artifice  shall  fiul. 
The  pride  of  arrogant  distinctions  &1], 
And  conscience  and  our  conduct  judge  us  all? 
Pardon  me,  ye  that  give  the  midnight  oil 
To  learned  cares  or  philosophic  toil. 
Though  I  revere  your  honourable  names^ 
Your  useful  labours  and  important  aims. 
And  hold  the  world  indebted  to  your  aid, 
Enrich'd  with  the  discov'ries  ye  have  made  ; 
Yet  let  me  stand  excus'd,  if  I  esteem 
A  mind  employ 'd  on  so  sublime  a  I 
Pushing  her  bold  inquiry  to  the  date 
And  outline  of  the  present  transient  states 
And,  afrer  poising  her  advent'rous  wings^ 
Settling  at  last  upon  eternal  things. 
Far  more  intelligent  and  better  taught 
The  strenuous  use  of  profitable  thought. 
Hum  ye,  when  happiest  and  enligliten'd  i 
And  highest  in  renown,  can  justly  boasL 

A  mind  unnerv'd,  or  indi^ios'd  to  bear 
The  weight  of  subjects  worthiest  of  her  caie^ 
Whatever  hopes  a  change  of  scene  inspires. 
Must  change  her  nature,  or  in  vain  retirea. 
An  idler  is  a  watch,  that  wants  both  handa; 
As  useless  if  it  goes,  as  vrhen  it  standi 
Books  therefore,  not  the  scandal  of  the  sbdvcs. 
In  which  lewd  sensualisU  print  out  themselves; 
Nor  tliose,  in  which  the  stage  gives  vice  a  blew. 
With  what  success  let  modem  manners  show ; 
Nor  his,  who,  for  the  bane  of  thousands  bora. 
Built  God  a  church,  and  laugh'd  his  word  t»  a 
Skilful  alike  to  seem  devout  and  just. 
And  stab  religion  vrith  a  aly  side-thrust ; 
Nor  those  of  leam'd  philologists,  who  < 
A  panting  syllable  through  time  and  i 
Start  it  at  home,  and  hunt  it  in  the  dark 
To  Gaul,  to  Greece,  and  into  Noah's  aik ; 
But  such  as  leanung  without  fidse  pretence. 
The  friend  of  trutli,  th*  associate  of  sound  sen 
And  such  as  in  the  seal  of  good  design. 
Strong  judgment  lab'ring  in  the  Scripture  i 
All  such  as  manly  and  great  souk  produce, 
Worthv  to  live,  and  of  eternal  use : 
Behold  in  these  what  leisure  hours  demand. 
Amusement  and  true  knowledge  hand  in  1 
Luxury  gives  the  mind  a  childish  cast. 
And,  whUe  she  polishes,  perverts  the  taste; 
Habits  of  close  attention,  thinking  beads. 
Become  more  rare  as  dissipation  spreads 
Till  authors  hear  at  length  one  gen'ral  cry, 
Tickle  and  entertain  us,  or  w^  dic^ 
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tlie  Joud  demand,  ftom  year  to  rear  the  same, 
SegMTs  rnvention,  and  makes  Fancy  lame ; 
[lUfarce  itself,  most  mournfully  jejune, 
^Is  lor  the  kind  assistance  of  a  tune ; 
ind  novels  (witness  every  montli*s  review) 
Mie  their  name,  and  offer  nothing  new. 
rbe  mind,  relaxing  into  needful  sport, 
Uxmld  turn  to  writers  of  an  abler  sort, 
Vbose  wit  well  managed,  and  whose  classic  style, 
rive  truth  a  lustre,  and  make  wisdom  smile, 
^riends,  (for  I  cannot  stint,  as  some  have  done, 
7oo  rigid  in  my  view,  that  name  to  one  ; 
liough  one,  I  grant  it,  in  the  gen*rous  breast 
V^ill  stand  advanc'd  a  step  above  tlie  rest : 
now*rs  by  that  name  promiscuously  we  call, 
lut  one,  the  rose,  the  regent  of  them  all,)— 
riends,  not  adopted  with  a  schoolboy's  haste, 
lut  chosen  with  a  nice  discerning  taste, 
VeU4x>rn,  welUdisciplin'd,  who,  placed  apart 
^rora  vulgar  minds,  have  honour  much  at  heart, 
Lnd,  though  the  world  may  think  th*  ingredients  odd, 
Ise  love  <?  virtue,  and  the  fear  of  God ! 
«ich  friends  prevent  what  else  would  soon  succeed* 
L  temper  rustic  as  the  life  we  lead, 
Lnd  keep  the  polish  of  the  manners  clean, 
Ls  theirs  who  bustle  in  the  busiest  scene ; 
^or  solitude,  however  some  may  rave^ 
Iceming  a  sanctuary,  proves  a  grave, 
I  sepulchre,  in  which  the  living  lie, 
Vliere  all  good  qualities  grow  sick  and  die. 
praise  the  Frenchman*,  nis  remark  was  shrewd  — 
low  sweet,  how  passing  sweet,  is  solitude] 
)ut  grant  me  still  a  friend  in  my  retreat, 
V1x>m  I  may  whisper  —  solitude  is  sweet. 
fet  neither  these  delights,  nor  aught  beside, 
[liat  appetite  can  ask,  or  wealth  provide, 
^n  save  us  always  f^om  a  tedious  day, 
)r  shine  the  dulness  of  still  life  away ; 
>ivine  communion,  carefully  enjoy'd, 
>r  sought  with  energy,  must  fill  the  void. 
>  sacred  art,  to  which  alone  life  owes 
t's  happiest  seasons,  and  a  peaceful  dose, 
icom*d  in  a  world,  indebted  to  that  scorn 
*or  evils  daily  felt  and  hardly  borne, 
^ot  knowing  thee,  we  reap  with  bleeding  hands 
How'rs  of  rank  odour  upon  thorny  lands, 
Vnd,  while  experience  cautions  us  in  vain, 
jtagp  seeming  happiness,  and  find  it  pain, 
despondence,  self-deserted  in  her  grief, 
joat  by  abandoning  her  own  relief, 
llurmuring  and  ungrateful  Discontent, 
rhat  scorns  afflictions  mercifully  mean^ 
Phose  humours  tart  as  wines  upon  the  fret, 
¥hich  idleness  and  weariness  beget ; 
rhese,  and  a  thousand  plagues,  that  haunt  the  breast, 
?ood  of  the  phantom  <rf  an  earthly  rest, 
Oivine  communion  chases,  as  the  day 
Drives  to  their  dens  th'  obedient  beasts  of  prey. 
See  Jiidsh's  promised  king  bereft  of  all, 
Oiv'n  out  an  exile  from  the  face  of  Saul, 
To  distant  caves  the  lonely  wand'rer  flies. 
To  seek  that  peace  a  tyrant's  fitmn  denieii 
Bear  the  sweet  accents  of  his  tuneful  voice, 
Hear  him,  o'erwbelmM  with  sorrow,  yet  rqoice ; 
So  womanish  or  wailing  grief  has  part, 
N^o^  not  a  moment,  in  bis  royal  heart ; 
T  ia  manly  music,  such  as  martyrs  make, 
SuiF'ring  whh  gladness  for  a  Saviour's  si^ ; 

♦  Bruyere. 


His  soul  exults,  lx>pe  animates  his  lays, 
The  sense  of  mercy  kindles  into  praise, 
And  wilds,  familiar  with  a  lion's  roar. 
Ring  with  ecstatic  sounds  unheard  before : 
'T  is  love  like  his,  that  can  alone  defeat 
llie  foes  of  man,  or  make  a  desert  sweet 
Religion  does  not  censure  or  exclude 
Unnumbcr'd  pleasures  harmlessly  pursued ; 
To  study  culture,  and  with  artful  toil 
To  meliorate  and  tame  the  stubborn  soil ; 
To  give  dissimilar  yet  fruitful  lands 
'Hie  grain,  or  herb,  or  plant,  that  each  demands ; 
To  cherish  virtue  in  an  humble  state. 
And  share  the  joys  your  bounty  may  create ; 
To  nuu-k  the  matchless  workings  of  lim  pow'r, 
Tliat  sliuts  within  it's  seed  the  future  flow'r. 
Bids  these  in  elegance  of  form  excel, 
In  colour  these,  and  those  delight  the  smell. 
Sends  Nature  forth  tlie  daughter  of  the  skies. 
To  dance  on  Earth,  and  charm  all  human  eyes ; 
To  teach  the  canvass  innocent  deceit. 
Or  lay  the  landscape  on  the  snowy  sheet — 
These,  these  are  arts  pursu'd  without  a  crimen 
That  Ifeave  no  stain  upon  the  wfai^  of  Time. 

Me  poetry  ^or  rather  notes  that  aim 
Feebly  and  vainly  at  poetic  fame) 
Employs,  shut  out  from  more  important  views. 
Fast  by  the  banks  of  the  slow.winding  Ouse ; 
Content  if  thus  sequester'd  I  may  raise 
A  monitor's,  though  not  a  poet's  praise. 
And  while  I  teadi  an  art  too  little  known. 
To  close  life  wisely,  may  not  waste  my  own. 


THE  TASK. 
AdvertuemenL 

The  history  of  the  following  production  is  briefly 
this :  A  lady,  fond  of  blank  verse,  demanded  a 
poem  of  that  kind  from  the  author,  and  gave  hhn 
the  Sofa  for  a  subject.  He  obeyed ;  and,  having 
much  leisure,  connected  another  subject  with  it : 
and,  pursuing  the  train  of  thought  to  which  hia 
situation  and  turn  of  mind  ImI  him,  brought 
forth  at  length,  instead  of  the  trifle  which  he  at 
first  intend^  a  serious  affair  —  a  volume. 

In  the  poem  on  the  subject  of  Education,  he  would 
be  very  sorry  to  stand  suspected  of  having  aimed 
his  censure  at  any  particular  schooL  His  ob- 
jections are  such  as  naturally  apply  themselves 
to  schools  in  general.  If  there  were  not,  as  for 
the  most  part  there  is,  wilful  n^Iect  in  those 
who  manage  them,  and  an  omission  even  of 
such  discipline  as  they  are  susceptible  of,  the 
objects  are  yet  too  numerous  for  minute  at- 
tention ;  and  the  aching  hearts  of  ten  thousand 
parents,  mourning  under  the  bitterest  of  all  dis- 
appmntments,  attest  the  truth  of  the  allegation. 
His  quarrel;  therefore,  is  with  the  mischief  at 
large,  and  not  with  any  particular  instance  of  it 

Book  I. 

THE  SOFA 

ArguimefU* 
Historical  deduction  of  seats,  firom  the  stool  to  the 
Sofa.     A  school-boy's  ramble.      A  walk   in  the 
country.     The  scene  described.     Rural  ^' 
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as  well  iA  sigliU  <lclighlful.  Anotlier  w«Ik. 
Mistake  concerning  the  dianns  of  solttudc  cor- 
rected. Colonnades  commended.  Alcove,  and 
.  the  view  from  it.  The  wilderness.  Tlie  grove. 
Tlie  thresher.  The  necessity  and  the  bene-^ 
fits  of  esercise.  The  works  of  nature  superior 
to,  and,  in  some  instances,  inimitable  by,  art. 
Tlic  wearisomeness  of  what  is  commonly  called  a 
life  of  pleasure.  Change  of  scene  somettmes 
expedient.  A  common  described,  and  the  cha- 
racter of  Crasy  Kate  introduced.  Gipsies. 
The  btessings  of  ciTiUsed  life.  That  state  most 
favourable  to  virtue.  The  South-Sea  islanders 
compassionated,  but  chiefly  Omai.  '  His  present 
state  of  mind  supposed.  Civilized  life  friendly 
to  virtue,  but  not  great  cities.  Great  cities,  and 
London  in  particular,  allowed  their  due  praises, 
but  censurad.  Fete-champetre.  Tlic  book 
concludes  with  a  reflection  on  the  fatal  eflects  of 
dissipation  and  effeminacy  upon  our  public 
measures. 

I  SING  the  Sofii.     I,  who  lately  sang 

Truth,  Hope,  and  Charity,  and  touch'd  with  awe 

The  solemn  chords,  and  with  a  trembling  hand. 

Escaped  with  pain  from  that  advent*rous  flight, 

Now  seek  repose  upon  an  humbler  theme ; 

The  theme  though  humble,  yet  august  and  proud 

Th*  occasion  — >  for  the  Fair  commands  the  song. 

Time  was,  when  clotliing  sumptuous  or  for  use, 
Save  their  own  painted  skins,  our  sires  had  none. 
As  yet  black  breeches  were  not ;  satin  smooth. 
Or  velvet  soft,  or  plush  with  shaggy  pile : 
The  hardy  chief  upon  the  rugged  rock 
Wash*d  by  the  sea,  or  on  the  grav'lly  bank 
Thrown  up  by  wintry  torrents  roaring  loud. 
Fearless  of  wrong,  repos'd  his  weary  strengtli. 
Those  barb*rous  ages  past,  succeeded  next 
The  birth-day  of  Invention  ;  weak  at  first. 
Dull  in  design,  and  clumsy  to  perform. 
Joint  stools  were  then  created ;  on  three  legs 
Upborne  they  stood.     Three  legs  upholding  firm 
A  massy  slab,  in  fashion  square  or  round. 
On  such  a  stool  immortal  Alfred  sat. 
And  sway*d  the  sceptre  of  his  infimt  realms : 
And  such  in  ancient  halls  and  mansions  drear, 
May  sflll  be  seen  ;  but  perforated  sore. 
And  driird  in  holes,  tlic  solid  oak  is  found. 
By  worms  voracious  eating  through  and  through. 

At  length  a  gcMicration  more  refin*d 
Improv'd  the  simple  plan ;  made  three  legs  four. 
Gave  them  a  twisted  form  vermicular. 
And  o*er  the  seat,  with  plenteous  wadding  stufTd, 
Induc*d  a  splendid  cover,  green  and  blue. 
Yellow  and  red,  of  tap*stry  richly  wrought 
And  woven  dose,  or  needle-work  sublime. 
There  might  ye  see  the  piony  spread  wide, 
The  full-blown  rose,  tlie  shepherd  and  his  lass, 
Lapdog  and  lambkin  with  bhick  staring  eyes. 
And  parrots  with  twin  cherries  in  their  beak. 

Now  came  the  cane  from  India  smooth  and  bright 
With  Nature's  varnish;  severed  into  stripes. 
That  interlaced  each  other,  these  supplied 
Of  texture  firm  a  lattice-work,  that  brac'd 
"Hie  new  machine,  and  it  became  a  chair. 
But  restless  was  the  chair;  the  back  erect 
Distressed  the  weary  loins,  that  felt  no  ease ; 
The  sUpp'ry  seat  betrayed  the  sliding  part, 
Thtt  pressed  it,  and  the  feet  Ining  dangUng  down, 
An«u>us  m  vain  to  find  Uie  distant  floor. 


TbflK  for  the  rich ;  the  rest  whom  Fate  had  plac*d 

In  modest  mediocrity,  content 

With  base  materials,  sat  on  well-tan*d  hides. 

Obdurate  and  unyielding,  glassy  smooth. 

With  here  and  there  a  tuft  of  crimson  yam. 

Or  scarlet  crewel,  in  die  cushion  fix*d. 

If  cushion  might  be  caU*d,  what  harder  seexn'd 

Than  the  firm  oak,  of  which  the  firame  was  form'd. 

No  want  of  timber  then  vras  felt  or  fear'd 

In  Albion*s  happy  isle.     The  lumber  stood 

Pond*rous  and  fix*d  by  its  own  massy  wdgbt. 

But  elbows  still  were  wanting ;  these,  some  say. 

An  alderman  of  Cripplegate  contriv*d ; 

And  some  ascribe  th*  invention  to  a  priest. 

Burly,  and  big,  and  studious  of  his  ease. 

But  rude  at  first,  and  not  with  easy  slope 

Receding  wide,  they  press*d  against  the  ribs. 

And  bnm'd  the  side ;  and,  elevated  higlv 

Taught  the  rais'd  shoulders  to  invade  the  can. 

Long  time  elaps'd  or  e*er  our  rugged  sires 

Complain*d,  though  incommodiously  pent  in. 

And  ill  at  ease  b&nd.     The  ladies  first 

'Gan  murmur,  as  became  the  softer  sex. 

Ingem'ous  Fancy,  never  better  pleas*d, 

Hian  when  employ*d  t'  accommodate  the  fair. 

Heard  tlie  sweet  moan  with  pity,  and  dwisM 

The  soft  settee ;  one  elbow  at  eadi  end. 

And  in  the  midst  an  elbow  it  received. 

United  yet  divided,  twain  at  once. 

So  sit  two  kings  of  Brentford  on  one  throne ; 

And  so  two  citizens,  who  take  tlie  air. 

Close  pack*d,  and  smiling,  in  a  chaise  and  one. 

But  relaxation  of  tlie  languid  frame. 

By  soft  recumbency  of  outstretch*d  limbs 

Was  bliss  reserv*d  for  happier  days.     So  slc»w 

The  growth  of  what  is  excellent ;  so  hard 

T*  attain  perfection  in  this  nether  world. 

Thus  first  Necessity  invented  stools, 

Convenience  next  suggested  elbow-chairs. 

And  Luxury  th*  accomplisird  Sofa  last 

TTie  nurse  sleeps  sweetly,  hir*d  to  watcli  the  sick. 
Whom  snoring  she  disturbs.     As  sweetly  he. 
Who  quits  the  coach-box  at  the  midnight  hour. 
To  sleep  within  the  carriage  more  secure ; 
His  legs  depending  at  the  open  door. 
Sweet  sleep  enjoys  tlie  curate  in  liis  desk, 
Tlie  tedious  rector  drawling  o*er  his  head ; 
And  sweet  the  clerk  below.     But  neither  sloep 
Of  lazy  nurse,  who  snores  the  sick  man  dead ; 
Nor  his,  who  quits  the  box  at  midnight  Imhit, 
To  slumber  in  the  carriage  more  secure ; 
Nor  sleep  eii}oy*d  by  curate  in  his  desk  ; 
Nor  yet  the  dozings  of  tlie  clerk,  as  sweet, 
Compar*d  with  the  repose  tlie  Sofa  yields 

O  may  I  live  exempted  (while  I  live 
Guiltless  of  pamper*d  appetite  obscene) 
From  pangs  arthritic,  that  infest  the  toe 
Of  libertine  Excess.     Tlie  So&  suits 
The  gouty  limb,  *t  is  true ;  but  gouty  limb^ 
Though  on  a  Sofa,  may  I  never  feel : 
For  I  have  lov*d  the  rural  walk  through  lanes, 
Of  ffrassy  swarth,  close-cropp*d  by  nibbling  sfarc^ 
And  skirted  thick  with  intertexture  firm 
Of  thorny  boughs ;  have  lov*d  the  rural  walk 
0*er  hills,  through  valleys,  and  by  rivers*  brink, 
£*er  since  a  truant  boy  I  passM  my  bounds, 
T  enjoy  a  ramble  on  the  banks  of  Thames ; 
And  still  remember,  nor  without  regret. 
Of  hours,  that  sorrow  since  has  modi  endcar'dy 
How  ofk,  my  slica  of  pockcjt-flort  coywn'd. 
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kUI  hung'ringy  pennyleM,  and  fiu*  from  home, 

fed  on  scarlet  hips  and  stony  haws, 
>r  blushing  crabs,  or  berries,  that  emboss 
rbe  bramble,  black  as  jet,  or  sloes  austere. 
-lard  fore !  but  such  as  boyish  appetite 
[>isdains  not;  nor  the  palate,  undeprav'd 
3y  culinary  arts,  unsav'ry  deems, 
^o  Sofo  then  awaited  my  return  ! 
>for  Sofo  then  I  needed.     Youth  repairs 
His  wasted  spirits  quickly,  by  long  toil 
[ncurring  short  fotigue ;  am^  though  our  years, 
\s  life  declines,  speed  rapidly  away, 
Ind  not  a  year  but  pilfers  as  he  goes 
Some  youthful  grace,  that  age  would  gladly  keep ; 
%.  tooth,  or  auburn  lock,  and  by  degrees 
rbdr  length  and  colour  from  the  locks  they  spare  ; 
t\jc  elastic  spring  of  an  unwearied  foot, 
fhat  mounts  the  stile  with  ease,  or  leaps  the  fence, 
rbat  play  of  lungs,  inhaling  and  again 
Respiring  freely  the  fresh  air,  that  makes 
;wifl  pace  or  steep  ascent  no  toil  to  me, 
hline  have  not  pilfer'd  yet;  nor  yet  impair'd 
Vly  relish  of  foUr  prospect ;  scenes  that  sooth*d 
>r  charmed  me  young,  no  longer  young,  I  find 
kill  soothing,  and  of  powV  to  charm  me  still. 
\nd  witness,  dear  companion  of  my  walks, 
yhose  arm  this  twentieth  winter  I  perceive 
^ast  lock'd  in  mine,  with  pleasure  such  as  love, 
:onlirm*d  by  long  experience  of  thy  worth 
Vnd  well-tried  virtues,  could  alone  inspire  •« 
Vitnesa  a  joy  that  thou  hast  doubted  long, 
riiou  know'st  my  praise  of  nature  most  sincere, 
Vnd  that  my  raptures  are  not  conjur'd  up 
Vo  serre  occasions  of  poetic  pomp, 
iut  genuine,  and  art  partner  of  them  all 
iow  oft  upon  yon  eminence  our  pace 
-las  slackened  to  a  pause,  and  we  have  borne 
rbe  ruffling  wind,  scarce  conscious  that  it  blew, 
Vhile  Admiration,  feeding  at  the  eye, 
ind  still  unsated,  dwelt  upon  the  scene. 
rhencc  with  what  pleasure  have  we  just  discem'd 
lie  distant  plough  slow  moving,  and  beside 
lis  lab'ring  team,  that  swerv'd  not  from  the  track, 
?he  sturdy  swain  diminished  to  a  boy ! 
fere  Ouse,  slow  winding  through  a  level  plain 
>f  ^Mcious  meads  with  cattle  sprinkled  o*er, 
Conducts  the  eye  along  his  sinuous  course 
>eliffhted.     Tliere,  fost  rooted  in  their  bank, 
tandL  never  overlook'd,  our  fav*rite  elmi^ 
liat  screen  the  herdsman's  solitary  but ; 
Virile  for  beyond,  and  overthwart  the  stream, 
liat,  as  with  molten  glass,  inlays  the  vale, 
lie  sloping  land  recedes  into  the  clouds ; 
>iaplinriiig  on  it*s  varied  side  the  grace 
H  hedge-row  beauties  numberless,  square  tow'r, 
"all  spire*  from  which  the  sound  of  cheerful  bells 
ust  trndulates  upon  the  listening  ear, 
Proves,  heaths,  and  smoking  villages,  remote. 
cenes  must  be  beautiful,  which  daily  view*d 
lease  daily,  and  whose  novelty  survives 
«ofi^  knowledge  and  the  scrutiny  of  years. 
•raise  justly  due  to  those  that  I  describe. 

Nor  rural  sights  alone,  but  rural  sounds, 
Exhilarate  the  spurit,  and  restore 
lie  tone  of  languid  Nature.     Mighty  winds, 
iMft  sweep  the  skirt  of  some  ftur-spreading  wood 
If  ancieiBt  growth,  make  music  not  unlike 
lie  dash  of  Ocean  on  his  vrinding  shore, 
,jm1  lull  Cbe  spirit  while  they  fill  the  mind  ; 
rasHiinher*d  branches  waving  in  the  blast, 


And  all  their  leaves  fost  flatt'ring,  all  at  onca 
Nor  less  composure  waits  upon  the  roar 
Of  distant  floods,  or  on  the  softer  voice 
Of  neighb*ring  fountain,  or  of  rills  that  slip 
Through  the  cleft  rock,  and,  chuning  as  they  foil 
Upon  loose  pebbles,  lose  themselves  at  kragth 
In  matted  grass,  that  with  a  livelier  graen 
Betiays  the  secret  of  their  silent  ooutm. 
Nature  inanimatft  employs  sweet  sounds. 
But  animated  nature  sweeter  still. 
To  soothe  and  satisfy  the  human  ear. 
Ten  thousand  vrarblers  cheer  the  day,  and  one 
The  live-long  night :  nor  these  alone,  whoae  notes 
Nice.finger*a  Art  must  emulate  in  vain,    - 
But  cawing  rooks,  and  kites  that  swim  sublime 
In  still  repeated  drdes,  screaming  loud, 
The  jay,  the  pie,  and  ev*n  the  boding  owl, 
That  hails  the  rising  moon,  have  chwms  for  me. 
Sounds  inharmonious  in  themselves  and  harsh. 
Yet  heard  in  scenes  where  peace  for  ever  reigns^ 
And  only  there,  please  highly  for  their  sake. 

Peace  to  the  artist,  whose  ingenious  thought 
Devised  the  weather-house,  that  useftil  toy ! 
Fearless  of  humid  air  and  gathering  rains. 
Forth  steps  the  man  — >  an  emblem  of  mysdf ! 
More  delicate  his  timorous  mate  retires. 
When  Winter  soaks  the  fields,  and  female  foet. 
Too  weak  to  struggle  with  tenacious  clay, 
Or  ford  the  rivulets,  are  best  at  home. 
The  task  of  new  discoveries  falls  on  me. 
At  such  a  season,  and  with  such  a  charge^ 
Once  went  I  forth ;  and  found,  till  then  unknown, 
A  cottage,  whither  oft  we  since  repair : 
*T  is  p^ch'd  upon  the  green  hill  top,  but  dose 
Environ'd  with  a  ring  <J  branching  elms, 
Tluit  overhang  the  tfaatch,  itself  unseen 
Peeps  at  the  vale  below ;  so  thick  beset 
With  foliage  of  such  dark  redundant  growth, 
I  caird  the  low-rooTd  lodge  the  Peasant's  Nest. 
And,  hidden  as  it  is,  and  for  remote 
From  such  unpleasing  sounds,  as  haunt  the  ear 
In  village  or  in  town,  the  bay  of  curs 
Incessant,  clinking  hammers,  grinding  wheels. 
And  infonts  clamorous  whether  pleas'd  or  pain'd» 
Oft  have  I  wish*d  the  peaceftil  covert  mine. 
«  Here,**  I  have  said,  «  at  least  I  should  possesi 
Hie  poet's  treasure,  silence,  and  indulge 
The  dreams  of  foncy,  tranquil  and  secure.** 
Vain  thought!  the  dweller  m  that  still  retreat 
Dearly  obtains  the  refuge  it  affords. 
Its  elevated  site  forbids  the  wretch 
To  drink  sweet  waters  of  the  crystal  well : 
He  dips  his  bowl  into  the  weedy  ditch, 
And,  heavy  laden,  brings  his  bev*rage  home. 
Far  fetch'd  and  little  worth  ;  nor  seldom  waits, 
Dependant  on  the  baker*s  punctual  call. 
To  hear  his  creaking  panniers  at  the  door, 
Angry,  and  sad,  and  his  last  crust  consum*d. 
So  forewell  envy  of  the  Peasant*s  Nest ! 
If  solitude  make  scant  the  means  of  Ufe, 
Society  for  me ! — thou  seeming  sweet, 
Be  still  a  pleasing  object  in  my  view ; 
My  visit  still,  but  never  mine  abode. 

Not  distant  for  a  length  of  colonnade 
Invites  us.     Monument  of  ancient  taste. 
Now  scom'd,  but  worthy  of  a  better  fote. 
Our  fothers  knew  the  value  of  a  screen 
From  suluy  suns;  and  in  their  shaded  walks 
And  long  protracted  bow*r8,  enjo5r*d  st  noon 
The  gloom  and  coohiess  of  declming  day. 
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W«  bear  our  tfaadet  about  us :  lelf-^leprivM 
Of  other  Kraen,  the  thin  umbrella  spread. 
And  range  an  Indian  waste  without  a  tree. 
Thanks  to  Benerolus  *  —  he  spares  me  yet 
Hiese  chcsnuts  rang'd  in  corresponding  lines ; 
And,  though  himself  so  polish'd,  still  reprieves 
The  obsolMe  prolizity  of  shade. 

Descending  now  (but  cautious,  lest  too  fast) 
A  sudden  steep  upon  a  rustic  bridge, 
We  pass  a  gulf,  in  which  the  willows  dip 
Their  pendent  boughs,,8toopinff  as  if  to  drink. 
Hence,  ancle-deep  in  moss  and  flow*  ry  thyme 
We  mount  again,  and  feel  at  er'ry  step 
Our  foot  half  sunk  in  hillocks  green  and  soft, 
Rais*d  by  the  mole,  the  miner  of  the  soil. 
He,  not  unlike  the  great  ones  of  mankind. 
Disfigures  Earth ;  and,  plotting  in  tlie  dark. 
Toils  much  to  earn  a  monumental  pile. 
That  may  record  the  mischiefi»  he  has  done. 

11m  flununit  gain*d,  behold  the  proud  alcove 
That  crowns  it !  yet  not  all  its  pride  secures 
The  grand  retreat  from  injuries  impress'd 
By  rural  canren,  who  with  knives  deface 
The  pannels,  leaving  an  obscure,  rude  name. 
In  characters  uncouth,  and  spelt  amiss. 
So  strong  the  leal  t'  immortalise  himself 
Beats  in  the  breast  of  man,  that  ev*n  a  few. 
Few  transient  years,  won  from  th*  abyss  abhorr*d 
Of  blank  oblivion,  seem  a  glorious  prize. 
And  even  to  a  down.     Now  roves  the  eye ; 
And,  posted  on  this  qieculative  height. 
Exults  in  it's  command.     The  sheep-fold  here 
Pours  out  it's  fleecy  tenants  o'er  the  glebe. 
At  first  progressive  as  a  stream,  tli^y  seek 
Tlie  middle  field ;  but,  scatter'd  by  degrees,     ' 
Each  to  his  choice,  soon  whiten  all  the  land. 
There  from  the  sun-bumt  hay-field  homeward  creeps 
The  loaded  wain ;  while,  lighten'd  of  its  charge. 
The  wain  that  meets  it  passes  swifUy  by ; 
The  boorish  driver  leaning  o'er  his  team 
Vocif 'rous,  and  impatient  of  delay. 
Nor  leas  attractive  is  the  woodUnd  scene, 
Diversified  with  trees  of  ev'ry  growtli, 
Alike,  yet  various.     Here  the  gray  smooth  trunks 
Of  ash,  or  lime,  or  beech,  distinctly  shine. 
Within  the  twilight  of  dieir  distant  sliades ; 
There,  lost  behind  a  rising  ground,  the  wood 
Seems  sunk,  and  shorten'd  to  its  topmost  boughs. 
No  tree  in  all  the  grove  but  has  it's  charms, 
Though  each  it's  hue  peculiar ;  paler  some, 
And  of  a  wannish  gray;  the  willow  such. 
And  poplar,  that  with  sUver  lines  his  leaf. 
And  ash,  fiir-stretching  his  umbrageous  arm ; 
Of  deeper  green  the  elm;  and  deeper  still, 
Lord  of  the  woods,  the  long-surviring  oak. 
Some  glossy-leav'd,  and  shining  in  the  sun, 
The  maple,  and  the  beech  of  oily  nuts 
Fh>lific,  and  the  lime  at  dewy  eve 
DiAinng  odours :  nor  unnoted  pass 
Hie  sycamore,  capricious  in  attire, 
Now  green,  now  tawny,  and,  ere  autumn  yet 
Have  chang'd  the  woods,  in  scarlet  honours  bright 
O'er  these,  but  far  beyond  (a  spacious  map 
Of  hill  and  valley  interpos'd  between), 
Hie  Ouse,  dividing  the  well-water'd  land. 
Now  glitters  in  the  sun,^  and  now  retires, 
As  badiful,  yet  impatient  to  be  seen. 

•  John  Courtney  Tlirockmorton,  Esq.  of  Weston 
Underwood. 


Hence  the  declivity  is  sharp  and  short. 
And  such  the  re-ascent ;  between  them  weeps 
A  little  naiad  her  impov'rish'd  urn 
All  summer  long,  which  winter  fiUs  again. 
The  folded  gates  would  bar  my  progrcas  now, 
~  "  s'd  deme 


But  that  the  lord  f  of  this  endosV 
Communicative  of  the  good  he  owns. 
Admits  me  to  a  share ;  the  guiltless  eye 
Commits  no  wrong,  nor  wastes  what  it  enjoys 
Refreshing  change !  where  now  the  blazing  Sun  ? 
By  short  transition  we  have  lost  his  glare. 
And  stepp'd  jat  once  into  a  cooler  clime. 
Ye  fallen  avenues !  once  more  I  mourn 
Your  fate  unmerited,  once  more  rejoice, 
Tliat  yet  a  remnant  of  your  race  survives. 
How  airy  and  how  liglit  the  graceful  arch. 
Yet  aweful  as  the  consecrated  roof 
I  Re-edioing  pious  anthems !  while  beneath 
TI)e  checker*d  earth  seems  restless  as  a  flood 
Brush'd  by  the  wind.     So  sportive  is  the  light 
Shot  through  the  boughs,  it  dances  as  they  dancr. 
Shadow  and  sunshine  intermingling  quick. 
And  dark'ning  and  enlight'ning,  as  tbe  leaves 
Play  wanton,  ev'ry  moment,  ev'ry  spot.      [che«T*d, 

And   now,  with  nerves  new.4>rac*d   and  spirits 
We  tread  the  wilderness,  whose  welUroird  walki, 
With  curvature  of  slow  and  easy  twerp  -» 
Deception  innocent  ^^  give  ample  space 
To  narrow  bounds.     The  grove  receives  us  next ; 
Between  the  upright  shafb  of  whose  tall  efans 
We  may  discern  the  thresher  at  his  task. 
Hiump  afbr  thump  resounds  the  constant  flail, 
Hiat  seems  to  swing  uncertain,  and  yet  fidls 
Full  on  the  destin'd  ear.     Wide  flies  tbe  chaff. 
The  rusding  straw  sends  up  a  frequent  mist 
Of  atoms,  sparkling  in  the  noon-day  beam. 
Come  hither,  ye  that  press  jrour  beds  of  down. 
And  sleep  not ;  see  him  sweating  o'er  hb  bread 
Before  he  eats  it.  — >  *T  is  the  prunal  curse. 
But  soften'd  into  mercy ;  made  the  pledge 
Of  cheofbl  days,  and  nights  without  a  groaiv 

By  ceaseless  action  all  that  is  subsists. 
Constant  rotation  of  th'  unwearied  wheel. 
That  Nature  rides  upon,  maintains  her  health, 
Her  beauty,  her  fertility.     She  dreads 
An  instant*s  pause,  and  lives  but  while  Att  moiei. 
Its  own  revolvency  upholds  the  World. 
Winds  from  all  quarters  agitate  the  air, 
And  fit  the  limpid  element  for  use, 
Else  noxious ;  oceans,  rivers,  lakes,  and  streaim. 
All  feel  the  fi«sh'ning  impulse,  and  mn  ckaas'd 
By  restless  undulation :  ev'n  the  oak 
Thrives  by  the  rude  concussion  of  the  storm : 
He  seems  indeed  indignant,  and  to  feel 
Th*  impression  of  the  blast  with  pnmd  disdain, 
Fh>wning,  as  if  in  his  unconscious  arm 
He  held  the  thunder :  but  the  monarch  owes 
His  firm  stability  to  what  he  scorns. 
More  fix'd  below,  the  more  disturb'd  above. 
The  law,  by  whidi  all  creatures  else  are  bounds 
Binds  man,  the  lord  of  alL     Himself  derives 
No  mean  advantage  firom  a  kindred  cause, 
From  strenuous  toil  his  hours  of  sweetest  taat. 
The  sedentary  stretch  their  la^  length 
When  Custom  bids,  but  no  renesfament  find. 
For  none  they  need :  the  languid  eyc^  tbe  check 
Deserted  of  its  bloom,  tbe  fbodd,  sfaraak. 
And  wither'd  muscle,  and  the  vapid  aoul» 

f  See  tbe  fiMregoiog  nole^ 
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leproacli  their  owner  whfa  tiMt  loT«  of  rate, 
*o  which  be  forfeits  ev'n  the  rett  be  loves, 
fot  such  the  alert  and  actiTe.     Measure  life 
tj  it*s  true  worth,  the  comforts  it  affords, 
ind  theirs  alone  seems  worthy  of  the  name. 
rood  health,  and,  it*s  associate  in  the  roost, 
rood  temper ;  spirits  prompt  to  undertake, 
Lnd  not  soon  spent,  though  in  an  arduous  task ; 
lie  pow*rB  of  &ncy  and  strong  thought  are  theirs ; 
Wn  mge  itself  seems  privileg'd  in  tbem 
Vith  clear  exemption  from  it's  own  defects. 
L  sparkling  eye  beneath  a  wrinkled  front 
lie  Tet'ran  shows,  and,  grscing  a  grav  beard 
Viih  youthftil  smiles,  descends  toward  the  grave 
IMTigfatly,  and  old  almost  iirithout  decay. 

Like  a  coy  maiden,  E^ase,  when  courted  most, 
farthest  retires  —  an  idol,  at  whose  shrine 
Vlio  oft'nest  sacrifice  are  iavour'd  least 
lie  lore  of  Nature,  and  the  scenes  she  draws, 
s  Nature's  dictate.  Strsnge!  there  should  be  found, 
Vho,  aelf-imprison'd  in  thieir  proud  salons, 
lenounoe  the  odours  of  the  open  field 
'or  the  unsoented  fictions  of  the  loom ; 
Vho,  satisfied  with  only  pendll'd  scenes, 
Vefer  to  the  performance  of  a  God 
V  inferior  wonders  of  an  artist's  hand ! 
«ovely  indeed  the  mimic  works  of  Art ; 
(ut  Nature's  works  fiur  lovelier.     I  admire, 
fone  more  admires,  the  painter's  magic  skill, 
Hio  shows  me  that  whidi  I  shall  never  see, 
kmveys  a  distant  country  into  mine, 
ind  throws  Italian  light  on  English  walls : 
Utt  imitative  strokes  can  do  no  more 
lum  please  the  eye — sweet  Nature's,  ev'ry  sense. 
lie  air  salubrious  of  her  lofty  hills, 
lie  cheering  fragrance  of  her  dewy  vales, 
ind  music  of  her  woods  —  no  works  of  man 
fay  rival  these,  these  all  bespeak  a  pow'r 
Peculiar,  and  «ulusively  her  own. 
teneatfa  the  open  sky  she  spreads  the  feast ;        ^ 
r  is  free  to  all-^'t  is  ev'ry  day  renew'd ; 
Vbo  aoonis  it  starves  deservedly  at  home. 
le  does  not  scorn  it,  who,  imprison'd  long 
n  aome  unwholesome  dungeon,  and  a  prey 
"o  aaQow  sickness,  which  £e  vapours,  daid^ 
Lnd  clammy,  of  his  dark  abode  have  bred, 
Escapes  at  last  to  liberty  and  light : 
lit  cheek  recovers  soon  it's  healthful  hue ; 
lis  eye  rdumines  it's  eztinguish'd  fires ; 
le  walks,  he  leaps,  he  runs— is  wing'd  with  joy, 
.nd  riou  in  the  sweets  of  ev'ry  breeze, 
le  does  not  scorn  it,  who  has  long  endur'd 
i  fever's  agonies,  and  fed  on  drugs, 
^or  yet  the  mariner,  his  blood  inflam'd 
Vitfa  acrid  salts ;  his  very  heart  athirst, 
To  gaze  at  Nature  in  her  green  array, 
Jpon  the  ship's  tall  side  be  stands,  possess'd 
Vith  visions  prompted  by  intense  desire : 
'ahr  fields  appear  below,  such  as  he  left 
''ar  distant,  such  as  he  would  die  to  find  — 
le  seeks  them  headlong,  and  is  seen  no  more. 

The  spleen  is  seldom  felt  where  Flora  reigns ; 
lie  low'ring  eye,  the  petulance,  the  frown, 
ind  suUen  sadness,  that  o'ershade,  distort, 
ind  mar,  the  fine  of  Beauty,  when  no  cause 
'or  soch  immeasurable  woe  appears, 
fhcse  Flora  banisbes,  and  gives  the  frir 
hreet  smDes,  and  bloom  less  transient  than  her  own. 
t  is  the  constant  revolution,  stale 
ind  tasteksB,  of  the  mme  repeated  joys, 


That  palls  and  satiates,  and  makes  languid  life 
A  pedlar's  pack,  that  bows  the  bearer  down. 
Health  suffers,  and  the  spirits  ebb,  the  heart 
Recoils  from  it's  own  choice  —  at  the  ftdl  feast 
Is  famish'd  -» finds  no  music  in  the  song. 
No  smartness  in  the  jest ;  and  wonders  why. 
Yet  thousands  still  desire  to  journey  on, 
llKHigh  halt,  and  weary  of  the  path  they  tread. 
The  paralytic,  who  can  hold  her  cards. 
But  cannot  play  them,  borrows  a  friend's  hand^ 
To  deal  and  shufRe,  tP  diride  and  sort 
Her  mingled  suits  and  sequences ;  and  sits. 
Spectatress  both  and  specUde,  a  sad 
And  silent  cipher,  while  her  proxy  plays. 
Others  are  dragg'd  into  the  crowded  room 
Between  supporters ;  and,  once  seated,  sit, 
Through  downright  inability  to  rise. 
Till  the  stout  bearers  lift  the  corpse  again. 
These  speak  a  loud  memento.     Yet  ev'n  these 
Themselves  love  Hfe,  and  cling  to  it,  as  he, 
That  overhangs  a  torrent,  to  a  twig. 
They  love  it,  and  yet  loath  it ;  fear  to  die. 
Yet  scorn  the  purposes  for  wlUch  they  live. 
Then  wherefore  not  renounce  them?  No— thedrea^ 
The  slavish  dread  of  solitude,  that  breeds 
Reflection  and  remorK,  the  fear  of  shame^ 
And  their  invet'rate  habits,  all  forbid. 

Whom  call  we  gay  ?  That  honour  has  been  long 
The  boast  of  mere  pretenders  to  the  name. 
The  innocent  are  gay  —  the  lark  is  gay, 
That  drys  his  feathiers,  saturate  with  dew. 
Beneath  the  rosy  cloud,  while  yet  the  beams 
Of  day-spring  over-shoot  bis  humble  nest. 
The  peasant  too^  a  witness  of  his  song, 
Himself  a  songster,  is  as  gay  as  be. 
But  save  me  firom  the  gaiety  of  those. 
Whose  headaches  nail  them  to  a  noonday  bed ; 
And  save  me  too  frvMn  theirs,  whose  haggard  eyet 
Flash  deqierstion,  and  betray  their  pangs 
For  property  stripp'd  off  by  cruel  chance ; 
Fhnn  gaiety,  that  fills  the  bones  with  puiv 
The  mouth  with  blasphemy,  the  heart  with  woe. 

Hie  Earth  was  made  so  various,  that  the  mind 
Of  desultorr  man,  studious  of  change. 
And  pleas'd  with  novelty,  might  be  indulg'd. 
IVospects,  however  lovely,  may  be  seen 
Till  half  their  beauties  fade ;  the  weary  sight, 
Too  well  acquainted  with  their  smile,  slides  off 
Fastidious,  seeking  less  &miliar  scenes. 
Hien  snug  enclosures  in  the  shelter'd  vale, 
Where  frequent  hedges  intercept  the  eye^ 
Delight  us ;  happy  to  renounce  awhile. 
Not  senseless  of  its  charms,  what  still  we  love. 
That  such  short  absence  may  endear  it  more. 
Then  forests,  or  the  savage  rock  may  please, 
Tliat  hides  the  searoew  in  his  hollow  clefts 
Above  the  reach  of  man.     His  hoary  head. 
Conspicuous  many  a  league,  the  mariner. 
Bound  homeward,  and  in  hope  already  there. 
Greets  with  three  cheers  exulting.     At  his  waist 
A  girdle  of  half-wither'd  shrubs  he  shows, 
And  at  his  feet  the  bafiled  billows  die. 
The  common,  overgrown  with  fern,  and  rough 
With  prickly  gorse,  that,  shapeless  and  deform'd* 
And  dang'rous  to  the  touch,  has  yet  it's  bloom. 
And  decks  itself  widi  ornaments  of  gold. 
Yields  no  unpleasing  ramble ;  there  the  turf 
Smells  fresh,  and,  rich  in  odorif 'rous  herbs 
And  fungous  fruits  of  earth,  regales  the  sense 
With  luxury  of  unexperte^igref^QQg[^ 
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Hiere  often  wtmAen  one,  whom  better  deyt 
Saw  better  cbd,  in  cloak  of  Mtin  trimm'd 
With  lace,  and  hat  with  ^lendid  riband  bound. 
A  serving  maid  was  she,  and  fell  in  love 
With  one  who  left  her,  went  to  sea,  and  died. 
Her  fancy  fbUow*d  him  through  foaming  waves 
To  distant  shores  ^  and  she  would  sit  and  weep 
At  what  a  sailor  suflf^ ;  hncy  too^ 
Delusive  moat  where  warmest  wishes  are^ 
Would  oft  anticipate  his  glad  return. 
And  dream  of  transports  she  was  not  to  know. 
She  heard  the  ddeftil  tidings  of  his  death  — 
And  never  srail'd  again !  and  now  she  roams 
The  dreary  waste ;  there  spends  the  livelong  day. 
And  there,  unless  when  disrity  foibids. 
The  livelong  night     A  tatterM  apron  hides, 
Worn  as  a  cloak,  and  hardly  hides,  a  gown 
More  tatter*d  still ;  and  both  but  ill  conceal 
A  bosom  heav*d  with  never-ceasing  sighs. 
She  begs  an  idle  pin  of  all  she  meets, 
And  houdt  them  in  ber  sleeve ;  but  needful  food, 
Tliough  press'd  with  hunger  oft,  or  comelier  clothes, 
Though  pnich*d  with  cold,  asks  never.  —  Kate  is 
crai*d. 
I  see  a  column  of  slow-rising  smoke 
0*ertop  the  lofty  wood,  that  skirts  the  wild. 
A  vagabond  and  useless  tribe  there  eat 
Tlieir  miserable  meal.     A  kettle,  slung 
Between  two  poles  upon  a  stick  transverse. 
Receives  the  morsel  —  flesh  obscene  of  dog. 
Or  vermin,  or  at  best  of  cock  parloin*d 
From  his  accustom*d  perch.     Hard-faring  race ! 
They  pick  tbdr  ftiel  out  of  ev*ry  hedge. 
Which,  kindled   with  dry  leaves,  just  saves  un- 

quench*d 
Hie  spark  of  life.     The  sportive  wind  blows  wide 
Tlieir  flu(t*ring  rags,  and  shows  a  tawny  skin, 
The  velfum  of  the  pedigree  they  claim. 
Great  skill  have  they  in  palmistry,  and  nHnre 
To  conjure  clean  away  the  gold  they  touch, 
Conveying  worthless  dross  into  its  place ; 
Loud  when  they  beg,  dumb  only  when  they  steal. 
Strange !  that  a  creature  rational,  and  cast 
In  human  mould,  should  brutaliae  by  choice 
Hit  nature ;  and,  though  capable  of  arts. 
By  which  the  world  might  profit,  and  himself, 
Self-banish*d  from  society,  prefer 
Such  squalid  doth  to  honourable  toil ! 
Tet  even  these,  though  feigning  sickness  oft 
They  swathe  the  fbr^iead,  drag  the  limping  limb. 
And  vex  thdr  flesh  with  artifiaal  sores, 
Can  change  their  whine  into  a  mirthful  note, 
When  safe  occasion  offers ;  and  with  dance, 
And  music  of  the  bladder  and  the  bag, 
Beguile  their  woes,  and  make  the  woods  resound. 
Such  health  and  gaiety  of  heart  enjoy 
The  houseless  rovers  of  the  sylvan  world ; 
And,  breathing  wholesome  air,  and  wandering  much. 
Need  other  physic  none  to  heal  th'  effects 
Of  loathsome  diet,  penury,  and  cold. 

Blest  he,  though  undistinguiah'd  from  the  crowd 
By  wealth  or  dignity,  who  dwells  secure. 
Where  man,  by  nature  fierce,  has  laid  aside 
His  fierceness,  having  learnt,  though  slow  to  learn. 
The  manners  and  the  arts  of  civil  IBTe. 
His  wanu  indeed  are  many ;  but  supply 
Is  obvious,  plac*d  within  the  easy  reach 
Of  temp*rate  wishes  and  industrious  bands. 
Here  virtue  thrives  as  in  her  proper  soil ; 
Not  rude  and  suriy,  and  beset  with  thorns, 


And  taniUe  to  sig^  aa  wIwb  she  springs 

(If  e'er  she  spring  spontaneous)  in  renoie 

And  barb*rous  dnnes,  where  violence  prevails. 

And  streugih  is  lord  of  all ;  but  gentle,  kiad. 

By  culture  tam*d,  by  liberty  reficsh'd. 

And  all  her  fhiits  by  radiant  truth  matur'd. 

War  and  the  chase  engroaa  the  savage  whole ; 

War  fbllow'd  for  revenge,  or  to  supplant 

The  envied  tenanta  of  some  happier  spot : 

The  chase  for  sustenance,  precarious  trust ! 

His  hard  condition  with  severe  conatraint 

Binds  all  his  fiKulties,  forbids  all  growth 

Of  wisdom,  proves  a  school,  in  vrlScfa  he  learns 

Sly  circumvention,  unrelenting  hate. 

Mean  self-attachment,  and  scarce  aught  bcaidcw 

Thus  fare  the  shiv'ring  natives  of  the  north. 

And  thus  the  rsngers  of  the  westciu  world. 

Where  it  advances  far  into  the  deep, 

Tow'rds  the  antarctic.     £v*n  the  frvour*d  isles 

So  lately  found,  although  the  constant  Sun 

Cheer  all  their  seasons  with  a  grateful  smile. 

Can  boast  but  little  vbrtue ;  aikl,  inert 

llirough  plenty,  lose  in  morals  what  they  gain 

In  manners  -^  rictims  of  luxurious  ease. 

These  therefore  I  can  pity,  plac*d  remote 

From  all  that  science  traces,  art  invents^ 

Or  inspiration  teadies ;  and  endos'd 

In  boundless  oceans  never  to  be  paas'd 

By  nariffators  iminform*d  as  tbey. 

Or  plowed  perhaps  by  British  bark  again : 

But  far  beyond  M  rest,  and  with  most  cansi^ 

Thee,  gentle  savage!  *  whom  no  love  of  thee 

Or  thine,  but  curiosity  perhaps. 

Or  else  vain-glory,  prompted  us  to  draw 

Forth  from  thy  native  bow'rs,  to  show  tfaee  bciv 

With  what  superior  skill  we  can  abuse 

The  gifb  of  Fkvvidence,  and  squander  life. 

The  dream  is  past ;  and  thou  hast  found  ^gain 

Thy  cocoas  and  bananas,  palms  and  yams, 

Aiid  homestall  thatch'd  widi  leaves.    But  haat  tfaon 

found 
Tlieir  former  charms?  And,  having  seen  our  aMs^ 
Our  palaces,  our  ladies,  and  our  pomp 
Of  equipage,  our  gardens,  and  our  sports, 
And  heard  our  music ;  are  thy  simple  frieMK 
Thy  sunple  fare,  and  all  thy  plain  deligfato. 
As  dear  to  thee  as  once  ?  And  have  thy  joys 
Lost  nothing  by  comparison  with  oun? 
Rude  as  thmi  art,  (for  we  retumM  thee  nide 
And  ignorant,  except  of  outward  show,) 
I  cannot  think  thee  yet  so  dull  of  henrt 
And  spiritless,  as  never  to  regret 
Sweets  tasted  here,  and  left  as  soon  as  knowik 
Methinks  I  see  thee  straying  on  the  beach. 
And  asking  of  the  surge,  that  bathes  thy  fbol^ 
If  ever  it  luis  vrash*d  our  distant  sfaoiew 
I  see  thee  vreep,  and  thine  are  honest  tean^ 
A  patriot's  for  his  country :  thou  art  sad 
At  thought  of  her  foriom  and  abject  state. 
From  which  no  pow'r  of  thine  can  raise  ber  ofu 
Tlius  Fancy  paints  thee,  and,  though  apt  to  cn^ 
Perhaps  errs  little,  when  she  paints  thee  thus. 
She  tells  me  too,  that  duly  cv'iy  mom 
Thou  climb'st  the  roooniain-top,  with  eager  eye 
Exploring  &r  and  wide  the  w«t*ry  waste 
For  sight  of  ship  firom  Kngland,     £v*ry  speck 
Seen  in  the  dim  horiion  turns  thee  pale 
With  conflict  of  contending  hopes  and  fbai^ 
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tut  comes  at  last  tlie  dull  and  dusky  ere, 
Lnd  sends  tbee  to  thy  cabin,  weU.prepar'd 
*o  dream  all  night  of  what  the  day  denied. 
Lias!  expect  it  not.     We  found  no  bait 
*o  tempt  us  in  diy  country.     Doing  good, 
Hsinterested  good,  is  not  our  trade. 
Ve  travel  &r,  *t  h  true,  but  not  tar  nought ; 
Lnd  must  be  brib'd  to  compass  Earth  a^dn 
ly  other  hopes  and  richer  fruits  than  yours. 

But  though  true  worth  and  virtue  in  the  mild 
Lnd  genial  soil  of  cultivated  lift 
lirive  most,  and  may  perhaps  thrive  only  there, 
^et  not  in  cities  oft :  in  proud,  and  gay, 
Lnd  gain-devoted  cities.     Thither  flow, 
Ls  to  a  common  and  most  noisome  sewer, 
lie  dregs  and  feculence  of  ev*ry  land, 
n  cities  foul  example  on  most  minds 
legets  it's  likeness.     Rank  abundance  breeds, 
n  sross  and  pamper*d  cities,  sloth,  and  lust, 
Lnd  wantonness,  and  gluttonous  excess, 
n  cities  vice  b  hidden  with  most  ease, 
hr  seen  with  least  reproach ;  and  virtue,  taught 
\j  frequent  lapse,  can  hope  no  triumph  there 
tcyond  th'  achiemnent  of  suocessftil  flight. 

do  ooniiess  them  nurs*ries  of  the  arts, 
n  which  they  flourish  most ;  where  in  the  beams 
H  warm  encoumgement,  and  in  the  eye 
>f  public  noCe^  they  reach  their  perfect  siae. 
^ch  London  is,  by  taste  and  wealth  proclaim*d 
lie  fairest  capild  of  all  the  world, 
ty  riot  and  incontinence  the  worst 
liere,  toncfa'd  by  Reynolds,  a  dull  blank  becomes 
L  ludd  mirrdr,  in  whoch  Nature  sees 
l11  her  reflected  features.     Bacon  there 
rives  more  than  female  beauty  to  a  stone, 
kud  Chatham's  eloquence  to  marble  lips. 
Tor  does  the  chisd  occupy  alone 
Ite  pow'rs  of  sculpture,  but  the  style  as  much ; 
lach  province  of  her  art  her  equal  care, 
nth  nice  incision  of  her  guided  steel 
be  plows  a  brasen  field,  and  clothes  a  soil 
o  s^rile  with  what  charms  so'er  she  will, 
"be  richest  soen'ry  and  the  loveliest  forms, 
^here  finds  Philosophy  her  eagle  eye, 
nth  which  she  saxes  at  yon  burning  disk 
fndaxsled,  and  detects  and  counts  his  spots? 
ti  London.    Where  her  implements  exact, 
nth  which  she  calculates,  computes,  and  scans, 
lU  distance,  motion,  magnitude,  and  now 
leasures  an  atom,  and  now  girds  a  world  ? 
D  London.     Where  has  commerce  such  armart^ 
o  rich,  so  throng'd,  so  drain'd,  and  so  sup|)lied, 
LS  London— opulent,  enlarg'd,  and  still 
ncreasing,  London  ?  Babylon  of  old 
Tot  more  the  glory  of  the  Earth  than  she, 
L  more  aooomplish'd  world's  cliief  glory  now. 

She  has  her  praise.     Now  mark  a  qpot  or  two^ 
liat  so  much  beauty  would  do  well  to  purge ; 
Lnd  show  this  queen  of  cities,  that  so  fidr 
lay  yet  be  fbul ;  so  witty,  yet  not  wise, 
t  is  not  seemly,  nor  of  good  repast, 
list  she  is  slack  in  disc^ne ;  more  prompt 
"*  avenge  than  to  prevent  the  breach  of  law : 
liat  she  tt  rigid  in  denouncing  death 
>n  petty  robtov,  and  indulges  Ufe 
lnd  liberty,  and  oft-times  honour  too, 
?o  peculators  of  the  public  gold ; 
Phat  thieves  at  home  must  bans ;  but  he,  that  puts 
nto  his  ovcrcorg'd  and  bloated  purse 
die  wealth  of  Indian  provinces,  escapes. 


Nor  is  it  vrell,  nor  can  it  come  to  good, 
Tliat,  through  profime  and  infidel  contempt 
Of  Holy  Writ,  she  has  presum'd  t'  annul 
And  abrogate,  as  roundly  as  she  may. 
The  total  ordinance  and  will  of  God ; 
Advancing  Fsshion  to  the  post  of  IVnth, 
And  oent'ring  all  authority  in  modes 
And  customs  of  her  own,  till  ssbbatlMites 
Have  dwindled  into  unrespected  fbrms, 
And  knees  and  hissockw  are  well  nigh  divorc'd. 

God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town. 
What  wonder  then  that  hcfdth  and  virtue,  gifts, 
That  can  alone  make  sweet  the  bitter  draught. 
That  life  holds  out  to  all,  should  most  abound 
And  least  be  tfareaten'd  in  the  fields  and  groves  ? 
Possess  ye  therefore,  ye  who,  home  about 
In  duuriots  and  sedans,  know  no  fatigue 
But  that  of  idleness,  and  taste  no  scenes 
But  such  as  art  contrives,  possess  ye  still 
Your  element ;  there  only  can  ye  shine ) 
Hiere  only  minds  like  yours  can  do  no  harm. 
Our  groves  were  planted  to  console  at  noon 
The  pensive  vrand'rer  in  their  shades.     At  eve 
The  moon4>eam,  sliding  softly  in  between 
The  sleeping  leaves,  b  all  the  li^  they  wish. 
Birds  warblmg  all  the  music.     We  can  spare 
The  splendour  of  your  lamps ;  they  but  eclipae 
Our  softer  satdlite.     Tour  sonss  confbund 
Our  more  harmonious  notes ;  the  thrush  depariB 
Scar'd,  and  th'  ofibnded  nightingale  is  mutOi 
Hiere  is  a  public  mischief  m  your  mirth ; 
It  plaffues  your  country.     Folly  such  as  yours, 
Gracxl  with  a  sword,  and  woitfaier  of  a  fkn. 
Has  made  what  enemies  could  ne'er  have  dona^ 
Our  arch  of  empire,  stedfkst  but  fbr  yon, 
A  mutilated  structure,  soon  to  fUL 


BookIL 

THE  TIME^PIECE. 
Argument, 

Reflections  suggested  by  the  conclusion  of  the 
former  book.  Peace  among  the  nations  recoow 
men^  on  the  ground  of  their  common  fioUow. 
ship  in  sorrow.  Prodigies  enumerated.  &- 
dlian  earthquakes.  Man  rendered  obnoadousta 
these  calamities  by  sin.  God  the  agent  in  tham. 
The  phOoeophy  that  stops  at  secondaiy  oausea 
reproved.  Oiu*  own  late  miscarriages  aocpunled 
for.  Satirical  notice  taken  of  our  trips  to  Foo- 
taine-Bleau.  But  the  pu^it,  not  satufe,  the 
proper  engine  of  reformation.  The  reverend 
advertiser  of  engraved  sermons.  Petit-nidtra 
parson.  The  good  preacher.  Picture  of  a 
thw>f^>  clerical  coxcomk  Stoiy<4eUers  and 
jesters  in  the  pulpit  reproved.  Apostrophe  to 
popular  apphmse.  Retailers  of  ancient  phi- 
losophy expostalatffd  with.  Sum  of  the  whole 
matter.  Eflbcts  of  sacerdotal  mismanagement 
on  the  laity.  Their  folly  and  extravai^uMe. 
The  mischiefs  of  prof^ision.  Profrision  itaeU; 
with  an  it's  consequent  evils,  ascribed,  as  to  It's 
principal  cause,  to  the  want  of  discipline  in  te 


O  roK  a  lo4ge  in  soma  vast  wilderness, 

Some  boundless  contiguity  of  shade. 

Where  rumour  of  oppression  •"^^fTKoIp 
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Of  unsucceMAil  or  fuooettlbl  w«r. 
Might  never  reech  me  more.     My  ear  is  pain'd. 
My  MMil  u  sick,  with  ev*ry  day's  report 
Of  wrong  and  outrage^  with  which  Earth  is  fillU 
There  is  no  flesh  in  man's  obdurate  heart, 
It  does  not  feel  fbr  man ;  the  nat'ral  bond 
Of  brotherhood  is  serer'd  as  the  flax. 
That  fiUls  asunder  at  the  touch  of  fireu 
He  finds  his  fellow  guilty  of  a  skin 
Not  oolour'd  like  his  own ;  and  having  powV 
T*  enforce  the  wrong,  far  such  a  worthy  cause 
Dooms  and  devotes  him  as  his  lawful  prey. 
Lands  intersected  by  a  nairow  frith 
Abhor  each  other.     Mountains  tnleipos*d 
Make  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  eke 
Like  kindred  drops  been  mingled  into  one. 
Tims  man  devotes  his  brother,  and  destroys ; 
And,  worse  than  all,  and  most  to  be  deplored 
As  human  nature's  broadest,  foulest  blot. 
Chains  him,  and  tasks  him,  and  exacts  his  sweat 
With  stripes,  that  Mercy  with  a  bleeding  heart 
Weeps,  when  she  sees  inflicted  on  a  beast. 
Hien  what  is  man  ?  And  what  noan,  seeing  this. 
And  having  human  feelings,  does  not  blush. 
And  hang  his  kSead,  10  think  Umself  a  man? 
I  would  not  have  a  slave  to  till  my  ground. 
To  cany  me^  to  ftn  me  while  I  sleep. 
And  tremble  when  I  wake,  for  all  the  wealUi, 
That  sinewi  bought 'and  sold  have  «ver  eam'd. 
No :  dear  as  freedom  is,  and  in  my  heait*s 
Just  estimation  priz*d  above  all  price, 
I  had  much  rather  be  myself  the  slave. 
And  wear  the  bonds,  than  fiuten  them  on  him. 
We  have  no  slaves  at  home  —  Then  why  abroad? 
And  they  themselves,  once  ferried  o*er  the  wave 
Hiat  parts  us,  are  emancipate  and  lous'd. 
Slaves  cannot  breathe  in  England ;  if  their  lungs 
Receive  our  air,  that  moment  they  are  free ; 
They  touch  our  countij,  and  their  shackles  falL 
Hiat  *s  noble,  and  bespodcs  a  nation  proud 
And  jealous  of  the  blessing.     Spread  it  then. 
And  let  it  circulate  through  ev*ry  vein 
Of  all  your  empire ;  that,  where  Briuun's  powV 
Is  felt,  mankind  may  feel  her  mercy  too^ 
Sure- there  is  need  of  social  intercourse. 
Benevolence,  and  pei^,  and  mutual  aid, 
Between  the  nations  m  a  world,  that  seems 
To  «all  the  death4>eU  of  if  s  own  decease, 
And  ^^the^voice  of  all  it's  elements 
To  preach  the  gen'ral  doom.*   When -were  the  winds 
Let  slip  with  such  a  warrant  to  destroy  ? 
Wben^id  the  waves  so  haughtily  o'erleap 
Their  aacient  barriers,  deluging  the  dry  ? 
Fires  from  beneath,  and  meteors  f  from  above^ 
Fbrtentous,  unexampled,  unexplained. 
Have  kindled  beacons  in  the  skies ;  and  tfa*  old 
And  orasy  Garth  has  had  her  shaking  flu 
Move  frequent,  and&vegone  her  ^ual  rest. 
Is  it  a  time  ta  wrangle,  when  the  props 
And  piHars  4}f  our  planet  seem  to  frttl. 
And  Nature  ^  with  a  dim  and  sickly  eye 
To  wait  the  close  of  all  ?  But  grant  her  end 
Mora  distant,  and  that  prophecy  demands 
A  longer  respite,  unaccomplish'd  yet ; 

*  Alluding  to  the  calamities  in  Jamaica, 
t  August  18.  1783. 

t  Alluding  to  the  fogi,  that  covered  both  Europe 
and  Asia  during  the  whole  summer  of  ^783. 


Stfll  they  are  finowning  signals,  and  bespeak 
Displeasure  in  His  braast,  who  smites  the  Earth 
Or  heals  it,  makes  it  languish  or  rejoice. 
And  *t  is  but  seemly,  th^  where  all  deserve 
And  stand  expos'd  l^  common  peccancy 
To  what  no  few  have  fek,  there  should  be  peacc^ 
And  brethren  in  calamity  should  love. 

Alas  for  Sicily  !  rude  fragments  now 
Lie  scattered,  where  the  shapely  column  stood. 
Her  palaces  are  dust.     In  all  her  streets 
The  voice  of  singing  and  the  sprightly  cfaonl 
Are  silent.     Revelry,  and  dance,  and  shosv 
Sufler  a  syncope  and  solemn  pause ; 
While  God  performs  upon  the  trembling  stage 
Of  his  own  works  his  dreadf\il  part  alone. 
How  does  the  Earth  receive  him?^  with  what 
Of  gratulation  and  deb'gfat  her  king  ? 
Ptours  she  not  all  her  choicest  fruits  abroad. 
Her  sweetest  flowers,  her  aromatic  gums. 
Disclosing  Paradise  where'er  he  treads  ? 
She  quakes  at  his  approach.     Her  hollow  womh, 
Conceiving  thunders  through  a  thousand  deeys 
And  fiery  caverns,  roars  beneath  hb  foot. 
The  hills  move  li{^y,  and  the  mountains  smoke, 
For  he  has  touch'd  them.     FVom  th*  extrenn 
Of  «levation  down  into  the  abyss 
His  wrath  is  busy,  and  his  frown  is  felt. 
The  rocks  &11  headlong,  and  the  valleys  riae» 
Hie  rivers  die  into  offbnsi?e  pool% 
And  charg'd  with  putrid  verdure,  breathe  a  gnas 
And  mortal  nuisance  into  all  the  air. 
What  solid  wa^  by  tmnsfbnnation  strange. 
Grows  fluid;  and  the  fix'd  and  rooted  eaidi. 
Tormented  into  biUowi^  heaves  and  aweUsi 
Or  with  vertiginous  and  hideous  whirl 
Sucks  down  it*s  prey  insatiable.     ImmrnM 
The  tumult  and  the  overthrow,  iht  pangs 
And  agonies  of  human  and  of  hmte 
Multitudes,  fiigitive  on  ev'ry  side. 
And  fugitive  in  vain.     The  ^han  scene 
Bfigrates  uplifted ;  and  with  all  its  soil 
Alighting  in  frr  distant  fidds,  finds  out 
A  new  possessor,  and  survives  the  change. 
Ocean  has  caught  the  phrenzy,  and,  upwraogjbt 
To  an  enormous  and  o'erbearing  height. 
Not  by  a  mighty  wind,  but  by  thst  voice. 
Which  winds  and  waves  obey,  invades  the  sfaon 
Resistless.     Never  such  a  sudden  flood, 
Upridg'd  so  high,  and  sent  on  such  a  charge. 
Possessed  an  inland  scene.     Where  now  the  tfanaig^ 
That  press'd  the  beach,  and,  hasty  to  depart, 
Lock'd  to  the  sea  for  safety  ?  They  are  gooe^ 
Gone  with  the  refluent  wave  into  the  deep 
A  prince  with  half  his  people!  Ancient  tow'n^ 
And  roofs  embattled  high,  the  gloomy  scenes. 
Where  lieauty  ati  and  letter'd  worth  conanma 
lale  in  the  unproductive  shades  of  death. 
Fall  prone :  diie  pale  inhabitants  come  forth. 
And,  happy  in  their  unforeseen  release 
From  all  the  rigours  of  restrsint,  enjoy 
The  terrours  of  the  day,  that  sets  them  fltab 
Who  then,  that  has  thee,  would  not  hold  thee  fii^ 
Freedom!  whom  they  that  lose  thee  so  regret. 
That  ev*n  a  judgment,  nuddng  way  for  dx^ 
Seems  in  thor  eyes  a  mercy  for  thy  sake? 

Such  evil  Sin  hath  wrought ;  and  such  a  flame 
Kindled  in^  Heav'n,  that  it  bums  down  to  Earth, 
And  in  the  fbrious  inquest,  that  it  makes 
On  God's  behalf,  kys  waste  his  fiurest  works. 


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


)ookIL 


THE  TASK. 


741 


rhe  ftry  ekoMoli,  though  endi  be  metnt 
rhe  minister  of  muif  to  senre  hii  wants, 
l^oospiie  against  hnn.     With  his  breath  be  dimwi 
k  plague  into  his  blood ;  and  cannot  use 
Jfe's  necessary  means,  but  lie  must  die 
itonns  rise  t'  o'erwh^  him :  or  if  stormy  winds 
Use  not,  the  waters  of  the  deep  shall  rise, 
knd,  needing  none  Msistance  of  the  storm, 
ball  roll  themsdves  ashore,  and  reach  hun  there, 
[lie  eardi  shaU  shake  hun  out  of  all  his  holds, 
>r  make  his  house  his  grave :  nor  so  content, 
haU  counterfeit  the  motions  of  the  flood, 
Lnd  drown  him  in  her  dry  and  dusty  gulft. 
Vhatthen!  were  they  the  wicked  above  all, 
Lnd  we  the  righteous,  whose  fiKt-anchor'd  isle 
lov*d  not,  while  theirs  was  rock'd,  like  a  light  skiff*, 
"he  sport  of  ev'fy  wave?  No:  none  are  dear, 
Lnd  none  than  we  more  suilty.     But,  where  all 
itand  chargeable  with  guilt,  and  to  the  shafts 
>f  wrath  obnoxious,  God  may  choose  his  mark : 
lay  punish,  if  he  please,  the  less,  to  warn 
"he  more  malignant.     If  he  spar'd  not  them, 
Vamble  and  be  amas'd  at  thine  escape, 
^ar  guStier  EngUnd,  lest  he  spare  not  thee ! 
Happy  the  man,  who  sees  a  Ood  employ'd 
n  all  the  good  and  ill,  that  chequer  life  j 
tesolving  all  events  widi  their  effects 
Lnd  mantfald  results,  into  the  will 
Ind  aibitnrtion  wise  of  the  Supreme. 
)id  not  his  eye  rule  all  things^  and  intend 
lie  least  of  our  concerns  (since  from  the  least 
lie  greatest  oft  originate) ;  could  chance 
Ind  place  in  his  dominion,  or  dispose 
hie  lawless  particle  to  thwart  his  phm ; 
lien  Ood  might  be  surpris'd,  and  unforeseen 
^ootingenoe  misht  alarm  him,  and  disturb 
lie  smooth  andequal  course  of  his  aBm 
Ins  truth  Fhflosophy,  though  eagle-ey'd 
n  nature's  tendeodes,  oft  overkx^ ; 
Lnd,  having  found  his  instrument,  forgets^ 
hr  disregards,  or,  more  presumptuous  still, 
lenies  £e  pow'r  that  wields  it.     Ood 
lb  hot  displeasure  affainst  foolish  men, 
liat  live  an  atheist  life :  involves  the  Heav'ns 
n  tempests ;  quits  his  grup  upon  the  winds, 
Lnd  gives  them  all  thehr  fury ;  bids  a  pbgue 
Lindle  a  fiery'boil  upon  the  ddn, 
Lnd  putrefy  the  breath  of  blooming  Heahlk 
le  calls  for  Famine,  and  the  meagre  fiend 
Uowt  mildew  ftom  between  his  s£rivell*d  lips, 
Lnd  taints  the  golden  ear.     He  springs  his  mines, 
Lnd  desobtes  a  nation  at  a  bbtft. 
^ortfa  steps  the  spruce  philoaopber,  and  tdls 
If  homogeneal  and  disooidant  springs 
Lnd  principles :  of  causes,  how  they  work 
ly  ntceasary  laws  their  sure  effects ; 
If  action  and  re-action:  he  has  found 
lie  aouroe  of  the  disease,  that  nature  feels, 
Lnd  bids  the  worid  take  heart  and  banish  fear, 
lioa  Ibol !  wiU  thy  discov*ry  of  the  cause 
«ispend  th*  effiKt,  or  heal  it?  Has  not  Ood 
till  wrought  by  means  since  first  he  made  the  world  ? 
Lnd  did  be  not  of  old  employ  his  means, 
?o  drawn  it?  What  is  his  creation  lew 
[lian  a  aqMcioos  reservoir  of  means 
Vinn'd  fer  his  use,  and  ready  at  his  will  ? 
ro,  dress  thine  eyes  with  eye-salve;  ask  of  him, 
Irask  of  whomsoever  he  has  taught ; 
Lnd  kvn,  though  late,  the  genuine  cause  of  aU. 


Eogland,  with  all  tinr  feiilts,  I  feve  thee  stiU — 
My  country !  and,  while  yet  a  nook  ii  1^ 
Where  English  minds  and  manners  may  be  found. 
Shall  be  constrsin'd  to  love  thee.     Though  thy  dime 
Be  fickle,  and  thy  year  moat  part  deform'd 
With  dripping  rains,  or  wither'd  by  a  frost, 
I  would  not  yet  exchange' thy  sullen  skies. 
And  fidds  without  a  flow*r,  for  warmer  Franca 
With  all  her  rines :  nor  for  Ausonia's  groves 
Of  golden  fruitage^  and  her  myrtle  bow'rs. 
To  shake  tinr  senate,  and  ftxxn  heights  subliiiM 
Of  patriot  doquence  to  flash  down  fire 
Upon  thy  foes,  was  never  meant  my  task  t 
But  I  can  fed  thy  fortunes,  and  polake 
Thy  joys  and  sorrows,  with  as  true  a  heart 
As  any  thund'rer  there.     And  I  can  fied 
Hiy  follies  too,  and  with  a  just  disdain 
FVown  at  effbninates,  whose  very  looks 
i  Reflect  dishonour  on  the  hmd  I  love. 
'  How,  in  the  name  of  soldiership  and  sense^  [smooth 
I  Should  England  prosper,   wfaien  such  things,  aa 
:  And  tender  as  a  girl,  all  essencM  o*er 
I  With  odours,  and  as  profligate  as  sweet; 
Who  sell  their  laurd  for  a  myrtle  wreath. 
And  love  when  they  should  fight ;  when  such  as  these 
Presume  to  lay  their  hand  upon  the  ark 
Of  her  magnificent  and  aweftil  cause  ? 
Tfame  was  when  it  was  praise  and  boast  enough 
In  ev'ry  dune,  and  travel  where  we  might, 
That  we  were  bom  her  cfaildreii.     Fkaise  enough 
To  fill  th'  ambition  of  a  private  man. 
That  Chatham's  language  was  his  mother's  tongue^ 
And  Wolfe's  great  name  compatriot  with  his  own. 
Farewell  those  honours,  and  ferewell  with  them 
The  hope  of  such  hereafter;  thejr  have  feU'n 
Each  in  his  field  of  glory ;  one  m  arms. 
And  one  in  council —>  Wolfe  upon  the  lap 
Of  smiling  Victory  that  moment  won. 
And  Chatham  heart-sick  of  his  country's  shame ! 
They  made  us  many  soldiers.     Chatham,  still 
Consulting  England's  happiness  at  home, 
Secur'd  it  by  an  unforgiving  frown, 
Ifany  wrong'dher.    Wolfe,  where'er  he  fought. 
Put  so  much  of  his  heart  into  bis  act. 
That  his  example  had  a  magnet's  force, 
And  all  were  swift  to  follow  whom  all  lov'd. 
Those  suns  are  set.     O  rise  some  other  such! 
Or  all  that  we  have  left  ia  empty  talk 
Of  old  achievements,  and  de^air  of  new. 

Now  hoist  the  sdl,  and  let  the  streamen  float 
Upon  the  wanton  breeses.     Strew  the  deck 
With  lavender,  and  sprinkle  liquid  sweets,. 
That  no  rude  savour  maritime  invade 
The  nose  of  nice  nobility  !  Breathe  soft,^ 
Ye  clarionets ;  and  softer  sdll,  ye  flutes  ; 
That  winds  and  waters,  lull'd  by  magic  sounds 
May  bear  us  smoothly  to  the  Odlic  shore! 
True,  we  have  lost  an  empnre — let  it  pass. 
Thie ;  we  may  thank  the  perfidy  of  Fhmce, 
That  pick'd  the  jewd  out  of  England's  crown. 
With  all  the  cunning  of  an  envious  shrew. 
And  let  that  pass  —  't  was  but  a  trick  of  state ! 
A  brave  man  knows  no  malice,  but  at  once 
Forvets  in  peace  the  injuries  of  war, 
And  gives  his  direst  foe  a  friend's  embrace. 
And,  sham'd  as  we  have  been,  to  th*  very  beard 
Brev'd  and  defied,  and  in  our  own  sea  prov'd 
Too  weak  for  those  decisive  blows,  that  once 
Ensur'd  us  roast'ry  there,  we  yet  retain 
3B  3 
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Some  amall  pfe-emfaMDoe ;  wajwdy  boiH 
At  letftt  superior  jockejrahipy  and  daim 
TbelMmounofthetiirfuall  our  own! 

00  then,  well  worthy  of  the  pruse  ye  leek. 
And  ihow  the  ahame,  ye  nu^  oonceel  at  home, 
In  Ibrcigaeyet!  —  be  grooms  and  win  the  plate, 
Wboe  once  your  nobler  fiitheri  won  a  crown !  — 
'T  it  gen'rous  to  communicate  your  ikill 

To  those  that  need  it.    FoUy  is  soon  Icam'd: 
And  under  such  preceptors  who  can  fiul ! 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  poetic  pains. 
Which  only  poets  know.     The  shifts  and  turns, 
Hi'  expedients  and  inTentioos  muhtlbnn, 
To  which  the  mind  resorts,  in  chase  of  terms 
Hiough  1^  yet  coy,  and  difficult  to  win  — 
T*  arrest  the  fleeting  images,  that  fill 
The  mirror  of  the  mind,  and  hold  them  last. 
And  force  thekn  sit,  till  he  has  pendird  off 
A  ftithful  likeness  of  the  forms  he  Tiews ; 
Hien  to  dispose  his  copies  with  such  art, 
Hiat  each  may  find  it*s  most  propitious  light. 
And  shine  by  situation,  hardly  less 
Than  by  the  labour  and  the  skill  it  cost ; 
Are  occupations  of  the  poet's  mind 
So  pleasing,  and  that  steal  away  the  thought 
Witfi  such  address  from  themes  of  sad  import. 
That,  lost  in  his  own  musings,  happy  man .' 
He  ftels  th*  anxieties  of  life,  denied 
Hieir  wonted  entertainment,  all  retire. 
Such  joys  has  he  that  sings.     But  ah !  not  such, 
Or  seldom  such,  the  hearers  of  his  song. 
Fastidious,  or  else  listless,  or  perhaps 
Aware  of  nothing  arduous  in  a  task 
They  never  undmook,  they  little  note 
His  dangers  or  escapes,  and  haply  find 
Their  least  amusement  where  be  found  the  most 
But  is  amusement  all  ?  Studious  of  song, 
And  yet  ambitious  not  to  sing  in  Tain, 

1  would  not  trifle  merely,  thcmgh  the  world 
Be  loudest  in  their  praise,  who  do  no  more. 
Tet  what  can  satire,  whether  grave  Or  gay  ? 
It  may  correct  a  foible,  may  chastise 

The  freaks  of  ftshion,  regulate  the  dress, 
Retrench  a  sword-blade,  or  displace  a  patch ; 
But  where  are  it*s  sublimer  treses  found  ? 
What  vice  has  it  subdued?  whose  heart  rcclatm*d 
By  rigour,  or  whom  laugh'd  into  refonn  ? 
Alas !  Leviathan  is  not  so  tam'd : 
Laugh*d  at,  he  laughs  again;  and  stricken  hard 
Turns  to  the  stroke  his  adamantine  scales. 
That  fear  no  discipline  of  human  hands. 

The  pulpit,  therefore,  (and  I  name  it  fill*d 
With  solemn  awe,  that  bids  me  wdl  beware 
With  what  intent  I  touch  that  holy  thing,)  — 
The  pulpit,  (when  the  sat*rist  has  at  last, 
Strutting  and  vap*ring  in  an  empty  school, 
Spent  all  his  force,  sad  made  no  proselyte,)  — 
I  say  the  pulpit  (in  the  sober  use 
Of  It's  legitimate,  peculiar  pow'rs,)  [« 

Must  stand  acknowledc'd,  whfle  the  world 
The  most  important  and  eflfectual  guard. 
Support,  and  ornament,  of  virtue's  cause. 
"Diere  stands  the  messenger  of  truth :  there  stands 
The  legate  of  the  skies !  —  His  theme  divine, 
His  office  sacred,  his  credentials  dear. 
By  him  the  violated  law  speaks  out 
It's  thunders,  and  by  him,  in  strains  as  sweet 
As  angels  use,  the  Gospel  whispers  peace. 
He  'stablishcs  the  strong,  restores  the  weak, 
Reclaims  the  wand'rer,  binds  the  broken  heart, 


Uk 


And,  ann'd  himself  in  panoply  fwnpWir 

Of  heav'nly  temper,  ftirniahes  with  arms 

Bright  as  his  own,  and  trains,  by  ev'ry  rule 

Of  holy  discipline,  to  glorious  war 

The  sacramental  host  of  God's  dect ! 

Are  all  such  teachers  ?— Would  to  Heaven  all 

But  hark— the  doctor'a  voice !  fiMtwedg'd 

Two  empirics  he  stands,  and  with  swoln  rtiesfci 

Inspires  the  news,  his  trumpet.     Keener  Ar 

Than  all  inrectiye  is  his  bokl  harangue, 

WfaOe  through  that  pubBc  organ  of  report 

He  hails  the  clergy ;  and,  drying  shame. 

Announces  to  the  world  hb  own  and  diebv  1 

He  teaches  those  to  read,  whom  scfaoob  iliiimiss'd. 

And  colleges,  untaught ;  sells  accent,  tone, 

And  emp^Mis  in  score,  and  gives  to  pmy'r 

Th'  adagio  and  andante  it  demands. 

He  grinds  divinity  of  other  days 

Down  into  modern  use ;  transforms  old  print 

To  sig-sag  manuscript,  and  cheats  the  eye* 

Of  gairry  critics  by  athousand  arts. 

Are  there  who  purchase  of  the  doctor's  ware? 

0  name  it  not  in  Oath !— it  cannot  be, 

That  grave  and  learned  clerks  should  need  such  aid, 
He  doubtless  is  in  spoft,  and  does  but  droll. 
Assuming  thus  a  rank  unknown  befiarc 
Grand  caterer  and  diy-nurse  of  the  drarcfa ! 

I  Tenerate  the  man,  whose  heart  is  vrarm. 
Whose  hands  are  pure,  whose  doctrine  and 
Coinddent,  exhibit  ludd  proof. 
That  he  b  honest  in  the  sacred  cause. 
To  such  I  render  more  than  mere  respect. 
Whose  actions  say,  that  they  respect  themsdves 
But  loose  in  morals,  and  in  manners  vain. 
In  conversation  frivolous,  in  dress 
Extreme,  at  once  rspadous  and  profrise ; 
Frequent  in  park  with  lady  at  his  side^ 
Ambling  and  prattling  scandal  as  he  goes ; 
But  rare,  at  home,  and  never  at  his  books, 
Or  with  his  pen,  save  when  he  scrawls  a  card; 
Constant  at  routs,  fiuniliar  with  a  round 
Of  ladyships,  a  stranger  to  the  poor ; 
Ambitious  of  preferment  for  its  gold. 
And  well  prepar'd,  by  ignorance  and  sloth. 
By  infidelity  and  love  of  vrorid. 
To  make  God's  vrork  a  sinecure ;  a  slave 
To  his  own  pleasures  and  his  patron's  pri<le. 
FVom  such  apostles,  O  ye  mitred  heads, 
Preserve  tlie  church !  and  lay  not  careles  I 
On  sculls,  that  cannot  teach,  and  vrlU  not  1 

Would  I  describe  a  preadier,  such  as  BhiI, 
Were  he  on  Earth,  would  hear,  approve,  and  ow% 
Paul  should  himself  direct  me.     I  would  trace 
His  master-strokes,  and  draw  from  his  desigp. 

1  would  express  him  sinqila,  grave,  sincere  ; 
In  doctrine  uncorrupt ;  in  language  pbda. 
And  plain  in  manner ;  decent,  solemn,  diasle^ 
And  natural  in  gesture ;  much  impms'd 
ICmself,  as  conscious  of  his  awdul  dbmtgt. 
And  anxious  mainly  that  the  flock  he  feeds 
May  fisd  It  too;  aflbctionate  in  look. 

And  tender  in  address,  as  wdl  lieiiiaiMm 
A  messenger  of  grace  to  guilty  men. 
Behold  the  picture !  — Is  it  like  ?  — Like  whom  ? 
The  things  that  DMMnt  the  rostrum  with  a  skip^ 
And  then  skip  down  again;  pramunce  a  text ; 
Ciy  —  Hem ;  and  reamnc  what  they  never  wrsle 
Just  fifteen  minutes,  huddle  up  their  work. 
And  with  a  wdl-bred  whisper  doae  the  sceoe  I 
In  man  or  wonum,  but  farnyost  in  nsan. 
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Ind  most  of  tU  in  man  that  mintfltfln 

ind  tenres  the  altar,  in  my  soul  I  loathe 

Ul  affectation.     *T  is  my  periect  scorn ! 

Object  of  my  implacable  discnut 

^Tbat !  -7-  will  a  man  play  tncks,  will  he  indulge 

i  silly  fond  conceit  of  his  fair  form, 

ind  just  proportion,  ftshionable  mien, 

ind  pretty  face,  in  presence  of  his  Goid? 

>r  mil  he  seek  to  dazsle  me  with  tropes, 

U  with  the  diamond  on  his  lily  hand, 

knd  play  his  brilliant  parts  before  my  eyes, 

¥hen  I  am  hungry  for  the  bread  of  life? 

le  mocks  his  S&ker,  prostitutes  and  shames 

lis  noble  office,  and,  instead  of  truth, 

displaying  his  own  beauty,  starves  his  flock. 

nierefore  avaunt  all  attitude,  and  stare, 

Ind  start  theatric,  practis'd  at  the  glass ! 

seek  divine  simplicity  in  him, 
¥ho  handles  thin^  divine ;  and  all  besides,  [mir*d 
rhough  leam*d  with  labour,  and  though  much  ad- 
)y  curious  eyes  and  judgments  ill-infonn'd, 
To  me  b  odious  as  the  nasal  twang 
leard  at  conventicle,  where  worthy  men, 
iisled  by  custom,  strain  celestial  themes 
Inrough  the  press'd  nostril,  spectade-bestrid. 
tome  decent  in  demeanour  while  they  preach, 
liat  task  perform'd,  relapse  into  themselves ; 
Lnd  having  spoken  wisely,  at  the  close 
rnw  wanton,  and  give  proof  to  ev'ry  eye, 
^loe'cr  was  edifie£  themselves  were  not! 
^orth  comes  the  podcet  nurror.  —  First  we  stroke 
in  eyebrow ;  next  compose  a  straggling  lock ; 
lien  with  an  air  most  gracefully  perform'd 
''all  back  into  our  seat,  extend  an  arm, 
Lnd  lay  it  at  its  ease  with  gentle  care, 
Vhh  handkerchief  in  hand  depending  low: 
The  better  hand  more  busy  gives  the  nose 
ts  beigamot,  or  aids  th'  indebted  eye 
Vitfa  op'»  ghns,  to  watch  the  moving  scene, 
Lnd  recognue  the  slow  retiring  fair.  — 
fow  this  is  f^ilsome ;  and  offtods  me  more 
lian  in  a  churchman  slovenly  neglect 
Lnd  rustic  ooamness  would.     A  heav'nly  mind 
lay  be  mdiff'rent  to  her  bouse  of  clay, 
Lnd  slight  the  hovel  as  beneath  her  care; 
)ut  how  a  body  so  fantastic,  trim, 
Lnd  quaint,  in  it's  deportment  and  attire, 
Un  lodge  a  heav'nly  mind  —  demands  a  doubt 

He,  ttiat  negotiates  between  God  and  man, 
Ls  God's  ambassador,  the  grand  concerns 
K  judgment  and  of  mercy,  should  beware 
K  ligtoesi  in  his  speech.     'T  is  pitifbl 
To  court  a  grin,  when  you  should  woo  a  soul; 
[*o  break  a  jest,  when  pity  would  inspire 
'athetic  eihortetion ;  and  t'  address 
rbe  skittish  fancy  with  facetious  tales, 
^^hen  sent  with  God's  commission  to  the  heart! 
b  did  not  PtuL     Direct  me  to  a  quip 
>r  merry  turn  in  all  he  ever  wrote, 
ind  I  consent  you  take  it  for  your  text, 
four  only  one,  till  sides  and  benches  fidL 
4o:  he  wsa  serious  in  a  serious  cause, 
Uid  understood  too  wdl  the  weighty  terms, 
rhat  he  had  tak'n  in  charge.    He  would  not  stoop 
To  conquer  those  by  jocukr  exploits, 
^^hom  truth  and  soberness  asaail'd  in  vain. 

O  Popular  Applause !  what  heart  of  man 
a  proof  against  thy  sweet  seducing  charms? 
die  vrisest  and  the  best  feel  uroent  need 
X  all  their  caution  in  thy  genUest  gales ; 


But  swell'd  into  a  gust — who  then,  aUu! 

With  all  his  canvass  set,  and  inexpert. 

And  tberefore  heedless,  can  withstand  thy  pow'r  ? 

Phase  fVom  the  rivell'd  lipa  of  toothless  bald 

Decrepitude,  and  in  the  looks  of  lean 

And  craving  Poverty,  and  in  the  bow 

Respectful  of  the  smutch'd  artificer. 

Is  oft  too  welcome^  and  may  much  disturb 

The  bias  of  the  purpose.     How  much  more, 

Pour'd  forth  by  beauty  splendid  and  polite. 

In  languid  soft  as  Adoration  breathes? 

Ah  spare  your  idol !  think  him  human  stilL 

Charms  he  may  have,  but  be  has  frailties  too ! 

Dote  not  too  much,  nor  spoil  what  ye  admire. 

All  truth  is  f\cam  the  sempttemial  source 
Of  light  divine.     But  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Rome, 
Drew  fhmi  the  stresm  bSow,    More  fiivour'd  we 
Drink,  when  we  choose  it,  at  the  fountain  head. 
To  them  it  flow'd  much  mingled  and  defil'd 
With  hurtful  errour,  prejudice,  and  dreams 
Illusive  of  philosophy,  so  call'd, 
But  ftlsely.     Sages  after  sages  strove 
In  vain  to  filter  off  a  crystal  druigfat 
Pure  from  the  lees,  'which  often  more  enhanc'd 
The  thirst  than  slak'd  it,  and  not  seldom  bred 
Intoxication  and  delirium  vrild. 
In  vain  they  push'd  inquiry  to  the  birth         [man  ? 
And  spring-time  of  die  world ;  ask'd.  Whence  is 
Why  form'd  at  all  ?  and  wherefore  as  he  is? 
Where  must  he  find  his  ^daker  ?  with  what  rites 
Adore  him  ?  Will  be  hear,  accept,  and  bless  ? 
Or  does  he  sit  regardless  of  his  works  ? 
Has  man  irithin  him  an  immortal  seed  ? 
Or  does  the  tomb  take  all?  If  be  surrive 
His  ashes,  where  ?  and  in  what  weal  or  woe  ? 
Knots  worthy  of  solution,  which  alone 
A  Dei^  could  solve.     Their  answers,  vague 
And  all  at  random,  ftd>ulou8  and  dark. 
Left  them  as  dark  themselves.     Hieir  rules  of  life. 
Defective  and  unsanction'd,  prov'd  too  weak, 
To  bind  the  roving  appetite,  and  lead 
Blind  nature  to  a  God  not  yet  revcal'd. 
'T  is  Revelation  satisfies  all  doubts. 
Explains  all  mysteries,  except  her  own. 
And  so  illuminates  the  path  of  life. 
That  fools  discover  it,  and  stray  no  more. 
Now  tell  me,  dignified  and  sapient  sv. 
My  man  of  morals,  nurtur'd  in  the  shades 
Of  Acadonus  —is  this  false  or  true  ? 
Is  Christ  the  aUer  teacher,  or  the  schools  ? 
If  Christ,  then  why  resort  at  ev'ry  turn 
To  Athens  or  to  Rome,  for  wisdom  short 
Of  man's  occasions,  when  in  him  reside 
Grace,  knowledge,  comfort  —an  unfathom'd  store  ? 
How  oft,  when  Paul  has  serv'd  us  with  a  text. 
Has  Epictetus,  Plato»  TuUy,  preach'd ! 
Men  thit,  if  now  alive^  would  sit  content 
And  humble  kamen  of  a  Saviour's  worth, 
breach  it  vriio  might.    Such  was  their  love  of  trudk 
Their  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  their  candour  too  i 

And  thus  it  is-  The  pastor,  either  vain 
By  nature,  or  by  flatt'ry  made  so^  taught 
To  gase  at  hb  own  qilendour,  and  t*  exalt 
AbMudly,  not  his  office,  but  himself; 
Or  uneidighten'd,  and  too  proud  to  learn ; 
Or  vicious,  and  not  therefore  apt  to  teach ; 
Perverting  often  by  the  stress  of  lewd 
And  loose  example,  whom  he  should  instruct ; 
Exposes,  and  holds  up  to  broad  disgrace. 
The  noblest  function,  and  discredits  micfa 
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The  MgfatMl  tnitiM»  liat  man  has  ever  twn. 

For  giMMCly  couniel ;  if  it  either  fall 

Below  the  exicence^  or  be  not  back*d 

"With  ihow  of  lore,  at  leaat  with  hopeftil  proof 

Of  tome  sincerity  on  the  giver's  port ; 

Or  be  dishonoured  in  th'  exterior  form 

And  mode  of  it's  conveyance  by  such  tricks, 

As  more  derision,  or  by  foppish  «irs 

And  histrionic  mumm'ry,  that  let  down 

The  pulpit  to  the  level  of  the  stace ; 

Drops  firom  the  lips  a  disregarded  thing. 

The  mtk  perhaps  are  mov'd,  but  are  not  taught, 

While  pr^udice  in  men  of  stronger  minds 

Takes  deeper  root,  confirm'd  by  what  they  see. 

A  relaxation  of  religion's  hold 

Upon  the  roving  and  untutor'd  heart 

Soon  follows,  and,  the  curb  of  conscience  snapp'd, 

The  kity  run  wild.  —  But  do  they  now  ? 

Note  thor  extravagance,  and  be  convinc'd. 

As  nations,  ignorant  of  God,  contrive 
A  wooden  one ;  so  we,  no  longer  tauglit 
By  monitors,  that  mother-diurdi  supplies, , 
Now  make  our  own.     Posterity  will  ask 
(If  e'er  posterity  see  verse  of  mine) 
Some  fiffy  or  a  hundred  lustrums  hence, 
What  was  a  monitor  in  George's  days? 
My  very  gentle  reader,  yet  unborn, 
or  whom  I  needs  must  augur  better  things. 
Since  Heav'n  would  sure  grow  weary  of  a  world 
Productive  only  of  a  race  like  ours, 
A  monitor  is  wood  —  plank  shaven  thin. 
We  wear  it  at  our  backs.     There,  closely  brac'd 
And  neatly  fitted,  it  compresses  hard 
The  prominent  and  most  unsightly  bones. 
And  binds  the  shoulders  flat.     We  prove  it's  use 
Sov'reign  and  most  efibctual  to  secure 
A  form,  not  now  gymnastic  as  of  yore. 
From  rickets  and  distortion,  else  our  lot. 
But  thus  admonish'd,  we  can  walk  erect  ^ 
One  proof  at  least  of  manhood !  while  the  friend 
Sticks  dose,  a  Mentor  worthy  of  his  charge. 
Our  habits,  costlier  than  LucuUus  wore, 
And  by  caprice  as  multiplied  as  his. 
Just  please  us  while  the  fashion  is  at  full. 
But  change  with  ev'ry  moon.     The  sycophant, 
Who  waits  to  dress  us,  art>itrates  their  date; 
Surveys  his  ftir  reversion  with  keen  eye; 
Finds  one  ill  made,  another  obsolete ; 
Hiis  fits  not  nicely,  that  is  iU-conceiv*d ; 
And,  making  prise  of  all  that  he  condemns. 
With  our  expenditure  defrays  his  own. 
Variety  's  the  very  spice  of  life, 
That  gives  it  all  it's  flavour.     We  have  run 
Hmnigfa  ev'iy  change,  that  Fancy,  at  the  loom 
Exhausted,  has  had  genius  to  supply ; 
And,  studious  of  mutation  still,  discard 
A  real  elegance,  a  little  us'd. 
For  monstrous  novelty  and  strange  disguise. 
We  sacrifice  to  dress,  till  household  joys 
And  comforts  cease.     Dress  drains  our  cellar  dry. 
And  keeps  our  larder  lean ;  puts  out  our  fires; 
And  introduces  hunger,  frost,  and  woe, 
Where  peace  and  ho^itality  might  reign. 
What  man  that  lives,  and  that  knows  how  to  live, 
Would  fittl  t'  exhibit  at  the  public  shows 
A  form  as  splendid  as  the  proudest  there, 
T1>ough  appetite  raise  outcries  at  the  cost  ? 
A  man  o*  die  town  dines  late,  but  soon  enough, 
With  reasonable  forecast  and  dispatch, 
T*  ensure  a  side-box  station  at  Iialf-price. 


Tou  think,  periiaps,  so  deiieaie  his  dress 

His  daily  hn  aa  delicate.     Alas ! 

He  picks  clean  teeth,  and,  busy  as  he  seems 

With  an  old  tavern  quill,  b  hungiy  yet ! 

The  rout  b  Folly's  drde,  wfaidi  she  draws 

With  magic  wand.     So  potent  is  the  spell. 

That  none,  deooy'd  into  that  fiital  rin^ 

Unless  by  Heav'n's  peculiar  grace,  escape. 

There  we  grow  eariy  gnj,  but  never  wise ; 

There  form  connections  but  acquire  no  friend  ; 

Solidt  pleasure,  hopeless  of  success ; 

Waste  youth  in  occupations  only  fit 

For  second  childhood,  and  devote  old  age 

To  sports,  which  only  duldhood  could  excuse. 

There  thc^  are  happiest,  who  diisemble  best 

Their  weariness ;  and  they  the  moat  polite. 

Who  squander  time  and  treasure  with  a  smik, 

HkNigh  at  their  own  destruction.     She  that  soks 

Her  dear  five  hundred  friends,  contemns  than  all. 

And  bates  thdr  coming.  Tbey  (what  can  they  lea?) 

Make  just  reprisals ;  and  with  cringe  and  shrug. 

And  bow  obsequious,  hide  their  hate  of  her. 

All  catch  the  phrenzy,  downward  firom  her  grace. 

Whose  flambeaux  flash  a^inst  the  morning  skies 

And  gild  our  chamber  cdlings  as  they  pass 

To  her,  who^  frugal  only  diat  her  thrift 

May  foed  excesses  she  can  ill  afford. 

Is  hsckney'd  home  unlackey'd ;  who,  in  haste 

Alighting,  turns  the  key  in  her  own  door. 

And,  at  the  watchman's  lantern  borT*wing  light. 

Finds  a  ookl  bed  her  only  comfort  left. 

l^ves  beggar  husbands  husbands  starve  tbcirwire^ 

On  Fortune's  velvet  altar  off 'ring  up 

Their  last  poor  pittance  —  Fortune,  most  seircse 

Of  goddesses  yet  known,  and  costlier  for 

Than  all,  that  held  thehr  routs  in  Juno's  Ifoav'iL  — 

So  fore  we  in  this  prison-house  the  World  ; 

And  't  is  a  fearfrd  spectacle  to  see 

So  many  maniacs  dancing  in  their  chains. 

They  gase  upon  the  links  that  hold  them  fost. 

With  eyes  of  anguish,  execrate  their  lot. 

Then  shake  them  in  despair,  and  dance  again  ! 

Now  basket  up  the  fiunily  of  plagues, 
That  waste  our  vitals ;  peculation,  sale 
Of  honour,  perjury,  corruption,  frauds 
By  formry,  by  subterftige  of  law. 
By  tnoLB  and  lies  as  num'rous  and  as  keen 
As  the  necessities  foeir  authors  feel ; 
Then  cast  them,  closely  bundled,  ev'ry  brat 
At  the  right  door.     Profusion  is  the  sire. 
Profrision,  unrestrain'd  with  all  that  's  base 
In  character,  has  litter'd  all  the  land. 
And  bred,  within  the  mem'iy  of  no  fow, 
A  priesthood,  such  as  Baal's  was  of  old, 
A  people^  such  as  never  was  till  now. 
It  is  a  hungry  vice :  it  eats  up  all. 
That  gives  society  it's  beauty,  strength. 
Convenience,  and  security,  and  use  s 
Makes  men  mere  vermin,  worthy  to  be  trapp'd 
And  gibbeted,  as  fost  as  catchpole  claws 
Can  seise  the  slipp'ry  prey :  unties  the  knot 
Of  union,  and  converts  the  sacred  band. 
That  holds  mankind  together,  to  a  scourgcw 
Profusion,  deluging  a  state  with  luats 
Of  grossest  nature  and  of  worst  effects 
Pr^ares  it  for  its  ruin  :  hardens  blinds 
And  warps  ^  consciences  of  public  men, 
TUl  they  can  lau^  at  Virtue;  mock  the  fods 
That  trust  them ;  and  in  th'  end  disclose  a  £k«v 
That  would  have  sbock'd  Credulity  her^elC, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


k>OKlL 


THE  TASK. 


745 


k*d»  fouohMiiiig  llife  tfKir  lole  acmt— 
inoe  all  alike  art  MUbh,  wlijr  not  tbej  ? 
rhb  doea  BnoAnioii,  and  tb'  aocuned  cause 
>f  aucfa  deep  miscfaief  hat  ilMif  a  came. 
In  colkgei  and  baUs  in  mdent  dayi. 
When  learaing»  iFirtuc^  pietj,  and  tnitli, 
Wwn  pracioDs,  and  ineolcatad  with  care, 
riieredwelta«gecaU*dDlaelpUne.     Hisbead, 
lot  yet  bj  time  completdy  tiher'd  o*er, 
><y)kc  bim  past  tbe  bounds  of  fteakisb  youtb, 
lut  atroog  Ibr  senrice  still,  and  unimpair'd. 
lis  «je  was  meek  and  gentle,  and  a  smile 
1iqr*a  on  bis  IqM ;  and  in  bis  sneech  was  beard 
*  y,  and  love. 


J  dignity, 
lie  occupation  dearest  to  Us  bsart 
ITas  to  encountfe  goodness.     He  would  stroke 
[lie  bead  of  modest  and  ingenuous  wortb, 
liat  blusb'datit'sown  prsise ;  and  press  theyoutb 
3ose  to  bis  side,  that  pleasM  bim.    Tifaming  grew 
leneslb  bis  csre  a  tbriving  Tig'rous  plant ; 
[lie  mind  was  well  inform'd,  the  passions  bdd 
lubordinate,  and  diligence  was  cbdce. 
f  e*er  it  chanc*d,  as  sometimes  dianoe  it  must, 
[iMt  one  among  so  many  orerlcap'd 
lie  limits  of  controul,  his  gentle  eye 
rrew  stem,  and  darted  a  severe  rebuke : 
lis  ftown  was  full  of  terrour,  and  his  voice 
hook  the  delinquent  with  such  fits  of  awe, 
La  left  bim  not,  till  penitence  had  won 
xm  lafour  back  anin,  and  dos*d  tbe  breach. 
lot  Discipline,  a  mithftil  servant  long, 
)ecltn'd  at  length  into  tbe  vale  of  years: 
i  palsy  struck  his  arm ;  his  sparkKng  eye 
Fas  qucncb'd  in  rheums  of  age ;  his  votoe,  unstrung, 
ifew  tremulous,  and  mov'd  derision  more 
lian  rev'renoe  in  perverse  rebdlious  youth. 
o  colleges  and  baUs  ne^ected  much 
lieir  gwNl  old  friend ;  and  Discipline  at  length, 
>*criook'd  and  unemploy'd,  fdl  sick  and  died, 
lien  Study  langwish'd,  Emulation  slept, 
Lnd  l^rtue  fle£    Tbe  schools  became  a  scene 
H  solemn  ftrce,  where  Ignorance  in  stilt^ 
lis  cap  well  lin*d  with  k^c  not  his  own, 
nth  parrot  tongue  perlbrm*d  tbe  scholar's  part, 
"roceedmg  soon  a  grkhiated  dunce, 
lien  Compromise  bad  place,  and  Scrutiny 
lecame  stone  Uind ;  PKcedence  went  in  truck, 
Lnd  be  was  competent  whose  purse  was  so. 
i  dissolution  of  all  bonds  ensued; 
lie  cufbe  invented  for  the  mulish  mouth 
H  headstrong  youth  were  broken ;  bars  and  bohs 
}rew  rusty  1^  disuse;  and  massy  gates 
^orgot  tfa^  office,  op'ning  with  a  touch ; 
in  gowns  at  length  are  found  mere  mas^ 
lie  taasel'd  cap  uid  tbe  spruce  band  a  jest, 
L  mock'ry  of  the  world!  What  need  of  these 
Vv  gamesters,  jockeys,  brothdlers  impure, 
pendtiirifts,  and  booted  sportsmen,  oft'ner  seen 
lOtli  behed  waist  and  pointers  at  their  heels, 
Imn  in  the  bounds  of  duty?  What  was  leam*d, 
f  angfat  was  leam*d  in  childhood,  is  forgot; 
Lnd  such  expense,  as  pinches  parents  blue, 
ind  mortifies  the  lib'ral  band  of  love, 
s  squander'd  in  pursuit  of  idle  sports 
Lnd  viduus  pleasures ;  buys  tbe  boy  a  name^ 
Iwt  sita  a  stigma  on  hb  firther^s  house, 
Lnd  cleaves  through  life  inseparably  close 
"o  bim  that  wears  it.    What  can  after-games 
>f  riper  joys,  and  commerce  with  the  world, 
lie  lewd  vain  world,  that  must  receive  him  soon, 


Add  to  iocb  emdllkMi,  thus  acquired, 

Where  science  and  where  virtue  are  profess'd  ? 

Hiey  may  confirm  his  habits,  rivet  fivt 

Hb  foUy;  but  to  spoO  him  is  a  task. 

That  bids  defiance  toth'  united  pow'rs 

Of  fiMhion,  dissipation,  taverns,  stews. 

Now  bbme  we  most  the  nurslings  or  the  nune  ? 

Tbe  chOdran  crook'd,  and  twisted,  and  deform'd, 

Hirough  want  of  care;  or  her,  whose  winking  ejre 

And  slumb*ring  osdtancy  mars  the  brood  ? 

Tbe  nurse,  no  doubt     Regardless  of  her  charge 

She  needs  herself  ootrection;  needs  to  learn. 

That  it  is  dang'rous  sporting  with  the  worid, 

With  things  so  sacred  as  a  nation's  trust. 

The  nurture  of  her  youth,  her  dearest  pledge. 

All  are  not  such.     I  had  a  brother  once  — 
Peace  to  tbe  mem'ry  of  a  man  of  worth, 
A  man  of  letters,  and  of  manners  too! 
Of  manners  sweet  as  Virtue  always  wears, 
When  gay  Ctood-nature  dresses  her  in  smiles. 
He  gnic'd  a  coUege  *,  in  which  order  jret 
Was  sacred ;  and  was  bonour'd,  lov'd,  and  wept. 
By  more  than  one,  themselves  conspicuous  there. 
Some  minds  are  temper'd  happily,  and  miz'd 
With  such  ingredients  of  good  senses  and  taste 
Of  what  is  excellent  in  man,  they  thirst 
With  such  a  seal  to  be  what  they  approve, 
That  no  restraints  can  circumscribe  them  more 
Than  they  themselves  by  choice,  for  wisdom's  sake. 
Nor  can  example  hurt  them  t  what  they  see 
Of  vice  in  others  but  enhancing  more 
The  charms  of  virtue  in  their  just  esteem. 
If  such  escape  contagion,  and  emerge 
Pure  ftom  so  foul  a  pool  to  shine  abroad, 
And  give  the  world  thenr  talents  and  tbenselvei^ 
Small  thanks  to  those^  whose  negligence  or  sloth 
Expos'd  thebr  inexperience  to  the  snare. 
And  left  them  to  an  undirected  dioioe. 

See  then  the  quiver  broken  and  decay'd, 
In  which  are  kept  our  arrows !  Rusting  there 
In  wild  disorder,  and  unfit  for  use, 
What  wonder,  if,  dischaig'd  into  the  worid. 
They  shame  their  shooters  with  a  rsndom  flight, 
Hieir  points  obtuse,  and  feathers  drunk  with  wine ! 
Wen  may  the  church  wage  unsuccessftil  war 
WiUi  such  artill'ry  arm'd.     Vice  parries  wide 
Th'  undreaded  volley  with  a  sword  of  stiaw. 
And  stands  an  impudent  and  fearless  mark. 

Have  we  not  tnick'd  the  felon  home,  and  found 
Hisbirtb.iplaoeandhisdam?  The  country  mourns^ 
Mourns  because  cv'ry  phgue,  that  can  infest 
Sode^,  and  that  saps  and  worms  the  base 
Of  til'  edifice,  that  policy  has  rais'd. 
Swarms  in  all  quarters :  meets  the  eye,  tbe  ear^ 
And  suflTocates  the  breath  at  ev'ry  turn. 
Fniamm  breeds  them;  and  the  cause  itself 
Of  that  calamitous  mischief  has  been  found: 
Found  too  where  most  offensive,  in  the  skirts 
Of  the  rob'd  pedagogue  I  Else  let  th' anaign'd 
Stand  up  unconscious,  and  reftite  the  charge. 
So  when  the  Jewish  leader  stretch'd  his  arm. 
And  wav'd  bis  rod  divine,  a  race  obscene, 
Spawn'd  fai  the  muddy  beds  of  Nile,  came  forth, 
Polluting  Egypt:  gardens,  fields,  and  plains. 
Were  cover'd  witii  tiie  pest ;  tiie  streets  were  fill*d; 
The  croaking  nuisance  lurk'd  in  every  nook ; 
Nor  palaces,  nor  even  chambers,  'scap'd ; 
And  tiie  knd  stank  — so  num'rous  was  tiie  fry. 

♦  Bcne't  College  Cambridge. 
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Book  III. 

THE  OARDBN. 

Argument. 

Self-noolloclioii  and  raptDof.  Addrev  to  do- 
nmlic  haiipiiNH.  Some  aoteunt  of  vajwOf. 
Thit  tsnity  of  vamay  of  tbdr  ptinuits,  who  are  re- 
puted  wiie.  Juadficadon  of  my  ceimires. 
Diyine  iUumioatioii  nncanaiy  to  the  moat  expert 
pUIoaopher.  The  queetion,  Wbatb  truth?  an- 
swered  bj  otlMr  qucaciooa.  Domestic  happineas 
addreiaed  again.  Few  lovers  of  the  country. 
My  tame  bare.  Occupations  of  a  retired  gen- 
tlonan  in  his  garden.  Pruning.  Fkaming. 
Green-house.  Sowing  of  flower-seeds.  The 
country  preferable  to  the  town  even  in  the  win- 
ter. Reasons  why  it  is  deserted  at  that  sea- 
son. Ruinous  eflfects  of  gaming,  and  of  expen- 
sive improvement  Bode  concludes  with  an 
apostrophe  to  the  metropolis. 

As  one,  who  long  in  tfaidceta  and  in  brakes 

Entangled  winds  now  this  way  and  now  that 

His  d^ous  course  uncertain,  seeking  home ; 

Or,  having  long  in  miry  ways  been  foil*d 

And  sore  discomfited,  from  slough  to  slough 

Plunging  and  half-despairing  of  escape ; 

If  chance  at  length  he  find  a  green  swanl  smooth 

And  iaithful  to  the  foot,  liis  spirits  rise. 

He  cherups  brisk  his  ear-erecting  steed. 

And  winds  his  way  with  pleasure  and  with  ease ; 

So  I,  designing  other  themes,  and  call'd 

T  adorn  the  Sofa  with  eulogium  due. 

To  tell  it*8  slumbers,  and  to  paint  it's  dreams. 

Have  rambled  wide.     In  oountiy,  dty,  seat 

Ofacademicfeme  (bowe*erdeserv'd). 

Long  held,  and  scarcely  disengag'd  at  last 

But  now  with  pleasant  pace  a  cleuilier  rood 

I  mean  to  tread.     I  fitel  myself  at  large, 

Coungeotts^  and  refreshed  for  future  toil, 

If  coil  await  me,  or  if  dangers  new. 

Since  pulpits  fiul,  and  sounding  boards  reflect 
Host  part  an  emp^  ineffectual  sound. 
What  chance  that  I,  to  ftme  so  little  known. 
Nor  conversant  with  men  or  manners  much, 
Should  speak  to  purpose,  or  with  better  hope 
Oraok  the  satiric  thonff?  'Twere  wiser  far 
For  me,  enamour'd  of  sequester'd  scenes. 
And  charm*d  with  rund  beauty,  to  repose, 
"Where  chance  may  throw  me,  beneath  elm  or  vine. 
My  languid  limbs,  when  summer  scars  the  pbins  ; 
Or,  when  rough  winter  rages,  on  the  soft 
And  shdter*d  Qofk,  while  the  nitrous  air 
Feeds  a  blue  flame,  and  makes  a  cheerful  hearth ; 
There,  undisturbed  by  folly,  and  appris*d 
How  great  the  danger  of  disturbing  her, 
To  muse  in  silence,  or  at  least  confine 
Bemarks,  that  gall  so  many,  to  the  few 
My  partneiB  in  retreat.     Disgust  concealed 
Is  ofUimes  proof  of  wisdom,  when  the  feult 
Is  obstinate,  and  cure  beyond  our  reach. 

Domestic  Happiness,  thou  only  bliss 
Of  Paradise,  that  hast  surviv'd  the  fall ! 
*n>ough  few  now  taste  thee  unimpah>*d  and  pure. 
Or  tatrting  long  enjoy  thee !  too  infirm, 
^  too  incautiousy  to  preserve  thy  sweets 
Unmix*d  with  drops  of  bitter,  which  neglect 


Or  temper  shads  into  thy  CfyHftl  cap  ; 
lliou  art  the  nurse  of  Virtue,  in  thine  anna 
She  smiks,  appearing,  as  in  truth  she  i% 
Hcav'nJwrn,  and  destin'd  to  the  skies  a^aia. 
Thou  art  not  known  where  Pleasure  is  ador'd» 
That  reeling  goddess  with  the  looelesa  waiat 
And  wand*ring  eyes,  still  leaning  on  the  ana 
Of  Novelty,  her  fickle,  fraU  support; 
For  thou  art  meek  and  constant,  hathag  t 
I  And  finding  in  the  cahn  of  truth-tried  love 
Joys,  that  her  stormy  raptures  never  yield. 
Fornking  thee,  what  shipwreck  have  we  maiW 
Of  honour,  dignity,  and  fair  renown ! 
Till  prostitution  elbows  us  aside 
In  all  our  crowded  streets ;  and  aenatea  aeeai 
Conven*d  for  purposes  of  empire  less, 
Tlian  to  release  th'  adul*tress  from  her  bond. 
Th*  adul*tress !  what  a  theme  for  angry  verse ! 
What  provocation  to  th*  indignant  heart. 
That  feels  for  injur'd  love !  but  I  disdain 
The  nauseous  task,  to  paint  her  as  she  is. 
Cruel,  abandon'd,  glorying  in  her  shame ! 
No;  — let  her  pass,  and,  chariotted  akmg 
In  guilty  ^lendour,  shake  the  public  ways ; 
The  frequency  of  crimes  has  wash'd  them  white^ 
And  verse  of  mine  shall  never  brand  the  wretd^ 
Whom  matrons  now  of  character  unsmircfa'd. 
And  chaste  themselves,  are  not  asliam*d  to  owil 
Virtue  and  vice  had  bound*ries  in  old  time^ 
Not  to  be  pass'd :  and  she,  that  had  renounc'd 
Her  sex's  honour,  was  renounc*d  heiself 
By  all  that  prii*d  it ;  not  fiar  pnid*ry*s  aakc^ 
But  dignity's,  resentful  of  the  wrosig.  • 
'T  wm  hard  perhaps  on  hero  and  there  n  waif. 
Desirous  to  return,  and  not  reoeiv'd : 
But  was  a  wholesome  rigour  in  the  nuun. 
And  taught  th*  unblemudi'd  to  preserve  with  care 
That  purity,  whose  loss  was  loss  of  alL 
Men  too  wero  nice  in  honour  in  those  days. 
And  judg'd  ofiVnders  well.     Then  he  that  Amp'4, 
And  pocketted  a  prise  by  fraud  obtain*d« 
Was  mark*d  and  shunn'd  as  odious.     He  that  sold 
His  countij,  or  was  slack  when  she  required 
His  ev'ry  nerve  in  action  and  at  stretchy 
Pkid  with  the  blood,  that  he  had  basely  spar'd. 
The  price  of  his  defiuilL     But  now      yes,  now 
We  aro  become  so  candid  and  so  fiur. 
So  lib'ral  in  construction,  and  so  rich 
In  Christian  charity,  (good-natured  age !) 
That  they  are  safe,  nnnen  of  either  sex,  [fared, 

TVanigrcss  what  laws  they  may.  WelUdreas'd,  waiU 
Wdl-equipag'd,  is  ticket  good  enough. 
To  pass  us  readily  through  ev'ry  door. 
Hypocrisy,  detest  her  as  we  may, 
(And  no  man's  hatred  ever  wrong'd  her  yet,) 
May  daim  this  merit  still— that  she  admits 
The  vrorth  of  what  she  mimics  with  such  car^ 
And  thus  gives  virtue  indirect  applause ; 
But  she  has  burnt  her  mask  not  needed  her^ 
Where  vice  has  such  allowance,  that  her  shifb 
And  specious  semblances  have  lost  tbeir  use. 

I  was  a  stricken  deer,  that  left  the  head 
Long  since.     With  many  an  arrow  deep  infix'd 
My  panting  side  was  charg'd,  when  I  vrithdrew. 
To  seek  a  trsnquil  death  in  distant  shades. 
There  was  I  found  by  one,  who  had  himself 
Been  hurt  by  th'  archers.     In  his  ride  he  bcfc^ 
And  in  his  hands  and  feel,  the  cruel  scars. 
With  gentle  force  solidtiqg  the  darts. 
He  drew  th^m  forth,  and  hcal'd,  and  bade  ne  lire. 
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Lnd  sUent  woods  I  waoder,  hr  hoai  tbote 
fj  former  parttien  of  the  peopled  »eB4»;  . 
Vith  ftw  anodateR,  and  not  wiahiag  moreb 
lere  much  I  rmmnate,  aa  much  I  maj, 
Viak  ether  Tiewa  of  men  and  manners  now 
!lian  onoe,  and  olhas  of  a  life  to  come, 
see  that  all  are  wand'rers,  gone  astray 
Saek  in  his  own  dehnions ;  thejarelort 
D  chaae  of  fimeied  happiness,  still  woo'd 
knd  never  won.     Dream  after  dnam  ensues ; 
Lud  aliU  they  dream,  that  they  shall  still  succeed, 
Lnd  atin  are  disappointed.     Rings  the  world 
nth  the  Tain  stir.     I  sum  up  half  mankind, 
Lnd  add  two-thirds  of  tlie  remaining  half, 
Lnd  find  the  total  of  their  hopes  and  fears 
Iresma,  empty  dreams.     The  million  flit  as  gay, 
Ls  a  created  only  like  the  fly, 
Int  spreads  his  motley  wings  in  th*  eye  of  noon, 
>>  sport  their  season,  and  be  seen  no  more. 
1m  rest  are  sober  dreamers,  grave  and  wise, 
Lnd  pregnant  with  disoov'ries  new  and  nure. 
tome  write  a  narrative  of  war%  and  feats 
>f  heroes  little  known ;  and  adl  the  rant 
L  history :  describe  the  man,  of  whom 
lis  own  coSrals  took  but  Ixttie  note, 
Lnd  paint  his  person,  character,  and  views, 
Ls  thc^  had  known  hhn  feom  hb  mother's  womb. 
[Iiey  i&sentangle  from  the  pusded  skein, 
n  wfaicfa  obscurity  has  wrapp'd  them  up, 
[lie  threads  of  poBtic  and  shrewd  design, 
[Imt  ran  tfffough  all  hb  purposes,  and  charge 
lis  ndnd  with  meanings  that  he  never  had, 
>r»  having,  kept  oonoeal'd.     Some  drill  and  bore 
Ike  solid  earth,  and  from  the  strata  there 
Extract  a  register,  by  which  we  learn, 
iMt  he  who  made  i^  and  reveal'd  it*s  date 
To  Moses,  was  mistaken  in  it*s  age. 
<mie^  more  acute^  and  more  industrious  still, 
yonoive  creation^  travel  nature  up 
^o  the  sharp  peak  of  her  subllmest  height, 
Lnd  tell  us  whence  the  stsrs;  why  some  are  fiz'd, 
Lnd  planetary  some;  what  gave  them  first 
iotmkm,  from  what  feuntaiu  flow*d  their  l^t 
^reat  contest  follows,  and  much  learned  dust 
nvohres  the  combatants ;  each  claiming  truth, 
lnd  truth  disclaiming  both.     And  thus  they  spend 
rhe  little  wick  of  life's  poor  shallow  lamp 
n  plsying  tricks  with  nature,  giving  laws 
To  distant  worlds,  and  trifling  in  their  own. 
a 't  not  s  pity  now,  that  ticung  rheums 
ihould  ever  tease  the  lungs,  and  blear  the  sight 
>fondes  like  these?  Great  pity  too, 
nwt  havinc  wielded  th'  dements,  and  built 
L  thousand  systems,  each  in  his  own  way, 
[liey  should  go  out  in  fume,  and  be  forgot ! 
Lh !  What  is  life  thus  spent?  and  what  are  they 
kit  Ibmtic,  who  thus  spend  it?  all  for  smoke-^ 
Stemity  for  bubbles  proves  at  last 
L  eensflfss  bargain.     When  I  see  such  games 
^Isy'd  by  the  creatures  of  a  pow'r,  who  sweats 
rbat  be  will  judge  the  Earth,  and  call  the  fool 
To  s  shsvp  reck'ning,  that  has  liv'd  in  'vain ; 
Lnd  when  I  weigh  tfab  seeming  wisdom  wdl^ 
Uid  prove  it  in  tiie  infellible  result 
k>  hoUow  and  so  felse—  I  feel  my  heart 
dissolve  in  pity,  and  account  the  leam'd, 
f  this  be  learning,  most  of  all  decdvU 
Itgmt  crimes  alann  the  conscience,  but  it  sleeps, 
^liilc  thoughtful  man  is  plausibly  amiw*d. 


Defend  me  thiirfpH,cflom¥iii  iense,  si^  I; 
FVom  raveries  so  siiy,  from  the  toil 
Of  dropping  buckets  into  empty  wells. 
And  growing  old  in  drawing  nothing  up ! 

**  *T  were  well,**  mys  one  sage  erudite,  profound. 
Terribly  arcfa'd,  and  aquiline  Us  nose. 
And  overbuilt  with  most  irapraiding  brows, 
«  'T  were  well,  could  you  pennit  the  World  to  live 
As  die  World  pleases:  what 's  the  World  to  you !" 
Much.    I  was  bom  of  woman,  and  drew  milk 
As  sweet  as  charity  from  human  breasts. 
I  think,  articulate,  I  laugh  and  weep» 
And  exercise  all  ftmctions  of  a  man. 
How  then  should  I  and  any  man  that  live 
Be  strangers  to  each  other?  Pierce  my  vein, 
Take  of  the  crimson  stream  meand'ring  tbeie^ 
And  catechise  it  well :  apply  thy  gkns. 
Search  it,  and  prove  now  if  it  be  not  blood 
Congenial  with  thine  own ;  and,  if  it  be^ 
What  edge  of  subtlety  canst  thou  suppose 
Keen  enouch,  wise  and  skilful  as  thou  art. 
To  cut  thelink  of  brotherhood,  by  which 
One  common  Maker  bound  me  to  the  kind? 
Thie,  I  am  no  proficient,  I  confess, 
In  arts  like  yours.     I  cannot  call  the  swift 
And  perilous  lightnings  from  the  angry  clouds, 
And  bid  them  hadfr  themselves  in  eartii  beneath ; 
I  cannot  analyse  the  air,  nor  catch 
The  parallax  of  yonder  lum'nous  point. 
That  seems  half  quench'd  in  the  immense  abyss : 
Such  pow'n  I  boast  not<-« neither  can  I  rest 
A  silent  witness  of  the  headlong  rage^ 
Or  heedless  foUy,  by  which  thousands  die. 
Bone  of  my  bone,  and  kindred  soub  to  mine. 

God  never  meant,  that  roan  should  scale  the 
Hesv'ns 
By  strides  of  human  wisdom,  in  his  woriu^ 
Though  wondrous :  he  commands  us  in  his  word 
To  seek  him  rather,  where  his  mercy  shines. 
The  mind,  indeed,  enligfaten'd  from  above. 
Views  him  in  all;  ascribes  to  the  grand  cause 
The  grand  effect ;  acknowledges  with  joy 
His  manner,  and  with  rapture  tastes  his  style. 
But  never  yet  did  philosophic  tube. 
That  brings  the  planets  home  into  the  eye 
Of  Observation,  and  discovers,  else 
Not  visible,  his  femily  of  worlds. 
Discover  hhn,  that  rules  them ;  such  a  veil 
Hangs  orer  mortal  eyes,  blind  from  the  birth^ 
And  dark  in  things  divine.     Fiill  often  too 
Our  wiqrward  intellect,  the  more  we  learn 
Of  nature,  overlooks  her  author  more ; 
From  instrumental  causes  proud  to  draw 
Conclusions  retrograde,  and  mad  nustakew 
But  if  his  word  once  teach  us,  shoot  a  ray 
Through  all  the  heart's  dark  chambers,  uid  reveal 
Thiths  undiacem'd  but  by  that  holy  light. 
Then  all  is  plain.     Philosophy,  baptis'd 
In  the  pure  fountain  of  eternal  love. 
Has  eyes  indeed ;  and  viewing  all  she  sees 
As  meant  to  indicate  a  God  to  man. 
Gives  iUes  his  prsise^  and  ferfeita  not  her  own. 
Tifaming  has  borne  such  fruit  m  other  days 
On  all  her  brsncbes :  piety  has  found 
Friends  in  the  friends  of  soienoe>  and  tqie  pny'r 
Has  flow'd  from  lips  wet  witii  Castalian  dews. 
Such  was  thy  wisdom,  Newton,  childlike  sage! 
Sagacious  reader  of  the  woriu  of  God, 
And  in  his  word  sagacious.     Such  too  thins^ 
Mihon,  whose  gentus  had  angelic  wiqgs, 
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And  fed  oa  bmuumi  !  A«d  such  thine,  In  whom 
Our  Britiflh  Tbemii  gloried  with  jint  cauee. 
Immortal  Hale !  for  deep  dieceniment  pnb'd. 
And  lound  integrity,  not  more  than  £un'd 
For  mnctity  of  manners  undefird. 

All  ileah  it  mes,  and  all  it's  glory  fades 
Like  the  fidr  £»w'r  diflhevell*d  in  the  wind ; 
Riches  have  wings,  and  grandeur  is  a  dream. 
The  man  we  celebrate  must  find  a  tomb. 
And  we  that  wordiip  him  ignoble  graves. 
Nothing  is  proof  against  the  gen*rid  cune 
Of  vantty,  that  seises  all  below. 
The  only  amaranthine  fiowV  on  Earth 
Is  rirtue ;  tfa*  only  lasting  treasure,  truth. 
But  what  b  truth?  'T  was  Pilate's  question  put 
To  TVuth  itsdf,  that  deign'd  him  no  reply. 
And  wherefore?  will  not  God  impart  his  light 
To  them  that  ask  it?— Freely—  'tis  his  joy, 
His  glory,  and  his  nature  to  impart. 
But  to  the  proud,  uncandid,  insincere, 
Or  nee  ligent  inquirer,  not  a  spaik. 
What  ^1  that,  which  brings  contempt  upon  a  book, 
And  him  who  writes  it,  though  the  style  be  neat, 
The  method  dear,  and  argument  exact? 
Hiat  makes  a  minister  in  holy  things 
The  joy  of  many,  and  the  drnd  of  more  ; 
His  name  a  theme  for  praise  and  for  reproach  ?— 
That,  while  it  gives  us  worth  in  God's  account, 
Depredates  and  undoes  us  in  our  own  ? 
Whst  peari  is  it,  that  rich  men  cannot  buy, 
Hiat  learning  b  too  proud  to  gather  up ; 
But  which  the  poor,  and  the  despu'd  of  all, 
Seek  and  obtain,  anid  often  find  unsought? 
Tell  me— and  I  vrill  tdl  thee  what  is  truth. 

O  friendly  to  the  best  pursuits  of  man. 
Friendly  to  thought,  to  virtue,  and  to  peace. 
Domestic  lifo  in  runl  pleasure  past ! 
Few  know  thy  value,  and  few  taste  thy  svreets;     . 
Hwugh  many  boast  thy  favours,  and  afiect 
To  understand  and  choose  thee  for  their  own. 
But  foolish  man  foregoes  his  proper  bliss, 
Ev'n  as  his  first  progenitor,  and  quits, 
Hiough  plac'd  in  Paradise,  (ibr  Earth  has  still 
Some  traces  of  her  youthful  beauty  lef^) 
Substantial  happiness  for  transient  joy. 
Scenes  form'd  for  contemplation,  and  to  nurse 
The  growing  seeds  of  wisdom ;  that  suggest. 
By  ev'ry  pleasing  image  they  present, 
lleflfctions  such  as  mdiorate  the  heart, 
Coinpose  the  passions,  and  exalt  the  mind; 
Scenes  sudi  as  these,  *t  is  his  supreme  ddight 
To  fill  with  riot,  and  defile  with  blood. 
Should  some  contagion,  kind  to  the  poor  brutes 
We  persecute,  annuulate  the  tribes. 
That  draw  the  sportsman  over  hill  and  dale 
Fearless  and  rapt  away  thm  all  his  cares ; 
Should  never  game-fowl  hatch  her  eggs  again. 
Nor  baited  hook  deodve  the  fish's  eye ; 
Could  pageantry  and  dance,  and  foast  and  song. 
Be  qudl'd  in  all  our  summer-months'  retreats ; 
How  many  self-deluded  nymphs  and  swains. 
Who  dream  they  have  a  taste  for  fields  and  groves, 
Would  find  them  hideous  nurs'ries  of  the  s^een. 
And  crowd  the  roads,  impatient  fbr  the  town ! 
They  love  the  country,  and  none  else,  who  seek 
For  their  own  sake  it's  sileacc,  and  it's  shade, 
Delights  wfaidi  who  would  leave,  that  has  a  heart 
Suscq>tible  of  pity,  or  a  mind 
Cultur*d  and  capable  of  sober  thought, 
For  all  the  savage  din  of  the  swift  pack. 


And  damom  of  Iha Md?  —  Deiarted  I 

That  owes  it's  pleasures  to  another's  pain  ; 

That  feeds  upon  the  sobs  and  dying  ilrit^^e 

Of  harmleai  nature,  dumb  but  yet  andocd 

With  doqoenoe,  that  agonies  inspire, 

Of  silent  tears  and  hesart-distending  s%bB  ? 

Vain  tears,  alas !  and  sighs  that  never  find 

A  correspondiiw  tone  in  jovial  soula ! 

Well— one  at  toast  is  safe.     One  didter^a  fan 

Has  never  heard  the  sanguinary  yell 

Of  crud  man,  exulting  m  her  woea. 

Innocent  partner  of  my  peaceful  home. 

Whom  ten  long  years'  experience  of  my  eve 

Has  made  at  lot  fhmiliar ;  she  has  loat 

Much  of  her  vigilant  instinctive  dread. 

Not  needfU  here,  beneath  a  roof  like  min^ 

Yes —i  thou  may'st  eat  thy  bread,  and  Uck  Ifae  hand 

That  feeds  thee ;  thou  may's!  finolic  cm  the  Amt 

At  ev'ning,  and  at  night  retire  secure 

To  thy  straw  couch,  and  slumber  una]arm*d ; 

For  I  have  gain'd  thy  confidence,  hsee  pledg'd 

All  that  is  human  in  me,  to  protect 

Thine  unsuspecting  graritude  and  lovew 

If  I  survive  thee,  I  will  dig  thy  gmc; 

And,  when  I  place  thee  in  it,  sighing  aay, 

I  knew  at  least  one  hare  that  had  a  friend. 

How  various  his  employments^  vrhont  the  wurid 
Calb  idle ;  and  vriio  justly  in  return 
Esteems  that  busy  worid  an  idler  too  J 
Friends,  books,  a  garden,  and  perfa^ta  hb  fm. 
Delightful  industry  enioy'd  at  hosne^ 
And  Nature  in  her  cultivated  trim 
Dress'd  to  hb  taste^  inviting  Imn  abrond— - 
Can  he  want  occupation,  vrfao  hsa  these  ? 
Will  he  be  idle,  who  has  much  t'  enjof  ? 
Me  therefore  studious  of  laborious  eaae^ 
Not  slothfbl,  happy  to  decdve  the  tanc^ 
Not  waste  it,  aiMl  aware  that  human  life 
Is  but  a  loan  to  he  rqieid  with  uae^ 
When  He  shall  caU  hb  debtors  to  i 
FVom  whom  are  all  our  blessings,  I 
Ev'n  here !  while  seduhyus  I  seek  t' 
At  least  neglect  not,  or  leave  uncsnpkiy'd. 
The  mind  he  gave  me ;  driving  it,  though  slack 
Too  oft,  and  much  impeded  in  its  week 
By  causes  not  to  be  divulg'd  in  vain. 
To  it's  just  point — the  service  of  -MHrbni 
He,  that  attends  to  hb  interior  ad^ 
That  has  a  heirt, and  keeps  it;  iMsaniaid 
That  hungers,  and  supplies  it;  and  who  i 
A  social,  not  a  dissipated  lift^ 
Has  business;  fods hunself  engag'd  t*  i 
No  unimportant,  thou^  a  silent,  tadc 
A  lifo  all  tmhulenoe  rad  noise  may  1 
To  him  that  leads  it,  vrfae,  and  to  be  praia'd; 
But  wisdom  b  a  pewl  vritfa  most  success 
Sought  in  still  vrater,  and  beneath  dear  sidm: 
He  that  b  ever  occupied  in  storms. 
Or  dives  not  for  it,  or  brings  up  instead. 
Vainly  industrious,  a  dfa^^mceftil  priae. 

The  morning  finds  thp  setf-aeqnestcr'd  nan 
FnA  for  hb  taik,  intend  whattadi  be  magp. 
Whether  indemant  semoBs  vecoBunend 
Hb  vrann  but  simple  home,  where  be  etnogis 
With  her,  who  shucs  Us  pleasures  and  htt  hesrt. 
Sweet  converse,  sipping  calm  the  fragrant  ^nph^ 
Which  neatly  she  prepares;  then  to  hb  book 
Well  chosen,  and  not  sullenly  pems'd 
In  sdfish  sUence,  but  irapansd  oft. 
As  aught  occurs,  that  she  may  snaik  to  heas^ 
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mm  to  nourialiineiit»  dBgesled  well. 
r  the  garden  with  it's  many  cares, 
nrell  repaid,  demand  him,  he  attends 
welcome  call,  conscious  how  much  the  hand 
.ubbard  IL«bour  needs  his  watchful  eye^ 
Lott*ring  lasily,  if  not  o*erseen, 
Diaappl  jing  liis  unskilful  strength. 
doea  he  gorem  only  or  direct, 
much  perlbrms  himself.     No  works,  indeed, 
t  ask  robust,  tough  sinews,  bred  to  toil, 
ile  employ ;  but  such  as  may  amuse, 
tire,  demanding  rather  skill  than  force. 
od  of  his  well-spread  walls,  be  views  hu  trees, 
t  meet,  no  barren  interval  between, 
h  pleaMtre  more  thanev*n  their  fhiits  affbrd ; 
kh,  save  himself  who  trains  them,  none  can  feet 
se  therefore  are  his  own  peculiar  chaige ; 
mfaner  hand  may  discipline  the  shoots, 
le  but  hia  steel  approach  them.    What  is  weak, 
bemper'd,  or  has  lost  prolific  pow'rs, 
Mdr*d  by  age,  his  unrelenting  hand 
xns  to  the  knife :  nor  does  he  spare  the  soft 
1  succulent,  that  feeds  it*8  giant  growth, 
:  barren,  at  th*  eipense  of  neiffhb*ring  twigs 
a  ostentatious,  and  yet  studded  thick 
th  hopefbl  gems.     The  rest,  no  portion  left 
It  may  disgrace  his  ar^  or  duappoint 
-ge  ezpecta^on,  he  disposes  neat 
measur'd  distances,  that  air  and  sun, 
mitted  freely,  nmy  afford  then*  aid, 
d  ventilate  and  warm  the  swelling  buds. 
nee  Summer  has  her  riches.  Autumn  hence, 
d  hence  ev'n  Winter  fills  his  wither*d  hand 
th  Mnshhig  fruits,  and  plenty  not  his  own. 
r  recompense  of  bbour  well  bestowed, 
d  wiae  precaution ;  which  a  dime  so  rude 
^  needful  still,  whose  Spring  is  but  die  duld 
dnuiish  Winter,  in  her  frowaid  moods 
ioov*ring  much  the  temper  of  her  sire, 
r  oft,  as  if  in  her  the  stream  of  mild 
itemal  nature  had  revers*d  it's  course, 
s  brings  her  infants  forth  with  many  smiles ; 
tt  once  deliver'd  kills  them  with  a  frown. 
i  therefore,  timely  wam'd  himself,  supplies 
sr  want  of  care,  screening  and  keeping  warm 
le  plenteous  bloom,  that  no  rough  bkst  may  sweep 
»  garlands  from  the  boughs.     Again,  as  oft 
;  the  dun  peeps  and  vernal  airs  breathe  mild, 
le  fence  withdrawn,  he  gives  them  ev*ry  beam, 
id  spreads  his  hopes  before  the  blase  of  day. 
To  raise  the  prickl  v  and  greenncoated  gourd, 
grateful  to  the  palate,  a^  when  rare 
coveted,  else  base  and  disesteem'd  — 
lod  Ibr  the  vulgar  merely— > is  an  art 
lat  toiKog  sges  have  but  just  matur'd, 
od  at  this  moment  unassay'd  in  song. 
!t  gnats  hsfe  had,  and  fnigs  and  mice,  lone  since, 
leir  eulogv;  those  sang  the  Mantuan  bar^ 
od  these  the  Grecian,  in  ennobling  strains ; 
nd  in  thy  numbers,  Phillips,  shines  for  aye 
tke  solitny  shilling.     Furdon  then, 
e  sage  dupemers  of  poetic  fame, 
li'  ambitioD  of  one  meaner  fiur,  whose  pow'rs 
resomini  an  attempt  not  less  sublime, 
■nt  for  &  prsise  of  dressing  to  the  taste 
f  critic  sppMite,  no  sordid  frre, 
cocumbo',  while  costly  yet  and  scarce. 
Tbe  stable  yields  a  stercoraceous  heap» 
npregnsted  with  quick  fiermenting  sahs, 
jid  potent  to  resist  the  freezing  t&t; 


For,  ere  tlie  beech  and  ehn  have  cast  thair  leaf 

Deciduous,  when  now  November  dark 

Checks  vegetation  in  the  torpid  pUnt 

Eipos'd  to  Ins  cold  breath,  the  task  begins. 

Warily  therefore,  and  with  prudent  heed. 

He  seeks  a  frvour'd  spot ;  that  where  he  builds 

Th'  agglomerated  pile  his  frame  may  front 

The  Sun's  meridian  disk,  and  at  the  back 

Enjoy  dose  shdter,  wall,  or  reeds,  or  hedge 

Impervious  to  the  wind.     First  he  bids  spread 

Dry  fera  or  littered  hay,  that  may  imbibe 

Hi*  ascending  damps;  then  leisurely  impose^ 

And  lightly,  shaking  it  with  agile  hand 

Worn  tbe  full  fork,  the  saturated  straw. 

What  longest  binds  the  closest  forms  secure 

The  shapdy  side,  that  as  it  rises  takes. 

By  just  degrees,  an  overhanging  breadth, 

Shelt'ring  the  base  with  its  projected  eaves  ; 

Th'  uplifbd  flrame  compact  at  ev'ry  joint. 

And  overiaid  with  clear  translucent  glas% 

He  settles  next  upon  the  sloping  mount, 

Whose  sharp  declivity  shoots  off  secure 

From  the  dash'd  pane  the  deluge  as  it  fiiUs. 

He  shuts  it  dose,  and  the  first  Isbour  ends. 

Thrice  must  the  voluble  and  restless  Earth 

Spin  round  upon  her  axle,  ere  the  warmth. 

Slow  gath'ring  in  the  midst,  through  the  square  i 

Dimis'd,  attam  the  surface :  when,  behold  ! 

A  pestilent  and  most  corrosive  steam* 

Like  agross  fog  Boeotian,  rising  fiut. 

And  M  condens'd  upon  the  dewy  sash, 

Asks  egress ;  which  obtain'd,  the  overcfaaiv'd 

And  dmch'd  conservatory  breathes  abroad 

In  vdumes  wheeling  slow,  the  vapour  dank  ; 

And,  purified,  r^ces  to  have  lost 

Its  foul  inhabitant.    But  to  assuage 

lb'  impatient  finrvour,  which  it  fint  conceives 

Within  its  reeking  bosom,  threat'ning  death 

To  his  young  hopes,  requires  discreet  delay. 

Experience,  slow  preceptress,  teaching  oft 

The  way  to  glory  by  miscarriitfe  foul. 

Must  prompt  him,  and  admonish  how  to  catch 

Th'  auspidous  moment,  when  the  temper'd  heat^ 

FViendly  to  vital  motion,  may  afford 

Soft  fomentation,  and  invite  the  seed. 

The  seed,  sdectcd  wisely,  plump,  and  smooth. 

And  glossy,  he  commits  to  pots  of  sixe 

Diminutive,  well  filFd  with  well  prepar'd 

And  fruitful  soil,  that  has  been  treasur'd  long, 

And  drank  no  moisture  from  the  dripping  doudsi 

These  on  the  warm  and  genial  earth,  that  hides 

The  smoking  manure,  and  o'erspreads  it  all* 

He  places  lightly,  and,  as  time  subdues 

The  rsge  of  fermentadon,  plunges  deep 

In  tbe  soft  medium,  till  th^  stand  immers'd. 

Then  rise  the  tender  germs,  upstarting  quick. 

And  spreading  wide  their  spongy  lobes ;  at  first 

Fsle,  wan,  and  livid ;  but  assuming  soon. 

If  fknn'd  by  bahny  and  nutritious  air, 

Strain'd  through  the  friendly  mats,  a  vivid  green. 

Two  leaves  produc'd,  two  rough  indented  leaves. 

Cautious  he  pinches  from  the  second  stalk 

A  pimple,  that  portends  a  future  sprout, 

And  interdicts  it's  growth.  Thence  straight  succeed 

The  branches,  sturdy  to  his  utmost  wish ; 

Prolific  all,  and  harbingers  of  more. 

The  crowded  roots  denund  enlsrgement  now, 

And  transplantation  in  an  ampler  space. 

Indulg'd  in  what  they  wish,  they  soon  supply 

Large  fdiage,  overslud'wing  golden  flow'rs. 
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Bloffn  on  tlis  tmnniit  or  th  tpptfcnt  friiiCa 
Thete  have  their  sexes !  and,  when  Summer  shmet, 
Tbt  bee  transports  the  fertilixing  meal 
From  flowV  to  flow*r,  and  ev*n  the  breathing  air 
Wafts  the  ridi  prise  to  it's  appointed  use. 
Not  BO  when  Winter  scowls.     Assistant  Art 
Then  acts  in  Nature's  office,  brings  to  pass 
Hie  glad  espousals,  and  ensures  the  crop. 

Gnidge  not,  ye  rich,  (since  Luxury  must  hare 
His  dainties,  and  the  wonrld's  more  num'rous  half 
Lives  by  contriving  delicates  for  you,) 
Grudfle  not  the  cost.     Ye  little  know  the  cares, 
The  logilance,  the  UOmnit,  and  the  skill 
Tliat  day  and  night  are  exerds'd,  and  hang 
Upon  the  ticklish  balance  of  suspense, 
That  yo  may  garnish  your  proAise  regales 
With  summer  fruits  brought  forth  by  wint'ry  suns. 
Ten  thousand  dangers  lie  in  wait  to  thwart 
The  process.    Heat  and  cold,  and  wind,  and  steam. 
Moisture  and  drought,  mice,  worms,  and  swarming 

flies. 
Minute  as  dust,  and  numberless,  oft  work 
Dire  disappointment,  that  admits  no  cure. 
And  which  no  care  can  obviate.     It  were  long, 
Too  long,  to  tell  th'  expedients  and  the  shifts, 
Which  he  that  fi j^ti  a  season  so  severe 
Devises,  while  he  guards  his  tender  trust ; 
And  oft  at  last  in  vain.     Hie  leam'd  and  wise 
Sarcastic  would  exclaim,  and  judge  the  song 
Cold  as  it's  theme,  and  like  it's  theme  the  fruit 
Of  too  much  labour,  worthless  when  produc'd. 

Who  loves  a  garden,  loves  a  greenhouse  too. 
Unconscious  of  a  less  propitious  clime, 
Hicre  blooms  exotic  beauty,  waim  and  snug. 
While  the  winds  whistle,  and  the  snows  descend. 
The  spuy  myrtle  with  unwith'ring  leaf 
Shines  there,  and  flourishes.     The  golden  boast 
Of  Portu^  and  western  India  there. 
The  ruddier  orange,  and  the  paler  lime. 
Peep  through  th£  poUsh'd  foliage  at  the  storm, 
And  seem  to  smile  at  what  they  need  not  fear. 
Th'  amomum  tiiere  with  intermingling  flow'rs 
And  cherries  hangs  her  twigs.     Geranium  boasts 
Her  crimson  honours ;  and  the  spangled  beau, 
Ficoides,  glitters  brisht  the  winter  long. 
AU  plants,  of  ev'iy  kaf,  that  can  endure 
The  winter's  irown,  if  screen'd  from  his  shrewd  bite. 
Live  there,  and  prosper.     Those  Ausonia  claims, 
Levantine  regions  these ;  th'  Axores  send 
Theb  jessamine :  her  jessamine  remote 
CafiVsja :  foreigners  from  many  lands, 
They  form  one  social  Ishade,  as  if  conven'd 
By  magic  summons  of  th'  Orphean  lyre. 
Yet  just  arrangement,  rarely  brought  to  pass 
But  by  a  master's  hand  disposing  well 
The  gay  diversities  of  leaf  and  flow'r, 
Must  lend  it's  aid  t'  illustrate  all  their  charms. 
And  dress  the  regular  yet  various  scene. 
Plant  behind  pUmt  aspiring,  in  the  van 
The  dwarfish,  in  the  rear  retir'd,  but  still 
Sublime  above  the  rest,  the  statelier  stand. 
So  once  were  rang'd  the  sons  of  ancient  Rome, 
A  noble  show !  while  Rosdus  trod  the  stsge ; 
And  so^  while  Oarrick,  as  renown'd  as  he, 
The  sons  of  Albion ;  fearing  each  to  lose 
Some  note  of  Nature's  music  from  his  lips. 
And  covetous  of  Shakspeare's  beauty,  seen 
In  ev'ry  flash  of  his  fiir4>eaming  eye. 
Nor  taste  alone  and  well-contriv'd  display 
Suffice  to  give  the  marshall'd  ranks  the  grace 


Of  thev  complete  eiract*     Mocn  yet  i 
Unsung,  and  many  cares  are  yet  bdnnd. 
And  more  laborious ;  cares  on  wfaidi  depends 
Their  vigour,  i]ijnr*d  aoon,  not  soon  reator'd. 
The  soil  must  be  renew'd,  winch  often  wvahM 
Loses  its  treasure  of  salubrious  saks, 
And  disappoints  the  roots;  tihe  slender  roota 
Close  interwoven,  where  they  meet  die  vwe 
Must  smooth  be  shorn  awqr ;  the  sapleas  fanack 
Must  fly  before  tiie  knifo ;  tlie  wiifaer*d  leaf 
Must  be  detach'd,  and  where  it  strews  the  floor 
Swept  with  a  woman's  neatness,  brecdfa^  dee 
Contagion,  and  disseminating  death. 
Discharge  but  these  kind  oflices,  (and  who 
Would  spare,  that  loves  them,  oflka  like  these?) 
Well  they  reward  the  toiL     Tlie  sight  b  picsa'd. 
The  scent  regal'd,  each  odoriTroos  leaf, 
Eadi  op'ning  blossom,  ftedy  breadies  abroad 
It's  grttitude,  and  thanks  him  vrith  it's  tweets 

So  manifold,  all  pleasing  in  their  kmd. 
All  healthftil,  are  th'  employs  of  runl  fife. 
Reiterated  as  the  wheel  of  time 
Runs  round ;  still  ending,  and  beginning  stiB. 
Nor  are  these  alL     To  deck  die  sh^iely  kmA, 
That  softly  swelTd  and  gaily  dress'd  appean 
A  ilow'ry  isknd,  from  &  dark  green  lawn 
Emerging,  must  be  deem'd  a  laboor  due 
To  no  mean  hand,  and  asks  the  touch  of  tmt 
Here  also  mteftil  mixture  of  weil-aiiatchM 
And  sorted  hues  Teach  giring  each  rdicf^ 
And  by  contrasted  beau^  sluning  more) 
Is  needftd.      Strength  may  wield  the 

spade^ 

Biay  turn  the  dod,  and  whed  the  oompost  bosnt ; 
But  elegance,  chief  grKe  the  garden  sihows 
And  most  attractive,  is  the  foir  result 
Of  thought,  die  creature  of  a  polisfa'd  mind. 
Without  it,  all  is  Gothic  as  the  scene 
To  which  th'  insipid  dtisen  resorts 
Near  yonder  heath ;  where  Industry  mis,  spent, 
But  proud  of  his  uncouth  iU-dioaen  tadc. 
Has  made  a  Heav'n  on  Earth ;  with  suns  and  mooes 
Of  dose-ramm'd  stones  has  charged  th*  encnmbcr^ 

soil. 
And  fidrly  laid  the  zodiac  in  the  dust. 
He,  therefore,  wiio  would  see  hb  flow'rs  ifisposM 
Sightly  and  in  just  order,  ere  he  gives 
Tbie  beds  the  trusted  treasure  of  their  aeed% 
Forecasts  the  future  whole ;  that  when  ilie  eooe 
Shall  break  into  it's  preconceiv'd  <fisp]aj, 
EiU^  for  itself,  and  all  as  with  one  voice 
Conspiring,  may  attest  his  bright  design. 
Nor  even  then,  dignissing  as  perform'd 
His  pleasant  work,  may  he  suppose  it  c' 
Few  8elf.«upported  flow'rs  endure  the  ^ 
Uninjur'd,  but  expect  th'  upholding  aid 
Of  the  smooth-shaven  prop,  and,  neaJdj  tied^ 
Are  wedded  thus,  like  beauty  to  old  age^ 
For  int'rest  sake,  the  living  to  the  deao. 
Some  clothe  the  soil  that  feeds  them,  for  ^AsM 
And  lowly  creeping,  modest  and  yet  foir, 
like  Virtue,  thriving  most  where  little  aeea: 
Some  more  aspiring  catch  the  neighboor  afarvb 
With  claq;>ing  ten&ls,  and  invest  hb  bnuidi» 
Else  unadom'd,  with  many  a  gay  festoon 
And  fragrant  chalet,  reoompensiqg  wctt 
The  strragth  they  borrow  with  the  grace  tbej  \mL 
All  hate  the  rank  sodety  of  weeds. 
Noisome,  and  ever  greyly  to  exhaust 
Th'  impov'rish'd  earth ;  m  4>vcrbeariBg 
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"fa^  like  the  muhitiide  made  ftctton-nad, 
Ksturb  good  order,  and  degrade  true  wortk 

O  blMt  secliuion  from  a  jarring  world, 
Vhkh  he,  thus  occupied,  enjoys !  Retreat 
'juuMJt  indeed  to  guilty  man  restore 
XMt  innocence,  or  caned  follies  past ; 
lut  it  has  peace,  and  much  secures  the  mind 
iVom  all  assaults  of  evil ;  proving  still 
L  faithful  barrier,  not  o*erleap'd  with  ease 
Ij  vidous  Custom,  raging  uncontroll'd 
Abroad,  and  desolating  public  life. 
Vhen  fierce  Temptation,  seconded  within 
)y  traitor  Appetite,  and  arm*d  with  darts 
Pemper'd  in  Hell,  invades  the  throbbing  breast, 
To  combat  may  be  glorious,  and  success 
'erhaps  may  crown  us;  but  to  fly  is  safe, 
lad  I  the  choice  of  sublunary  good, 
Vhmt  could  I  wish,  that  I  possess  not  here  ?  [peace, 
iealth,  leisure,  means  t'  improve   it,  firiendship, 
4o  loose  or  wanton,  though  a  wand*ring.  Muse, 
knd  constant  occupation  without  care. 
Phus  blest,  I  draw  a  picture  of  that  bliss ; 
iopdess  indeed,  that  dissipated  nunds, 
Ind  profligate  abusers  of  a  world 
!!reated  hSr  so  much  in  vain  for  them, 
ibould  seek  the  guiltless  joys,  that  I  describe, 
iilur'd  by  my  report :  but  sure  no  less, 
rhat  self^iondemn'd  they  must  neglect  the  prise, 
Knd  what  they  will  not  taste  must  yet  approve. 
•Vhat  we  admire,  we  praise ;  and,  when  we  praise, 
idvance  it  into  notice,  that,  it*s  worth 
Icknowledg'd,  othen  may  admire  it  too. 

therefore  recommend,  though  at  the  risk 
>f  popular  disgust,  yet  boldly  still, 
rhe  cause  of  piety,  and  sacred  trutfi, 
^nd  rirtue,  and  those  scenes,  which  God  ordain'd 
aumld  best  secure  them,  and  promote  them  most ; 
kenes  that  I  love,  and  with  regret  perceive 
*'offsaken,  or  through  folly  not  enjoy*d. 
i^re  is  the  njrmph,  though  lib'ral  of  her  smiles, 
Vnd  chaste,  though  uncoiifin*d,  whom  I  extoL 
^ot  as  the  prince  in  Shushan,  when  he  call*d, 
/ain-glorious  of  her  charms,  his  Vashti  forth. 
To  grace  the  full  pavilion.     His  Resign 
kVss  but  to  boast  his  own  peculiar  good, 
^Hiicfa  all  might  riew  with  envy,  none  partake. 
tf  y  chsrmcr  is  not  mine  alone ;  my  sweets, 
Vnd  she,  that  sweetens  all  my  bitters  too, 
^^ature,  enchanting  Nature,  in  whose  form 
\nd  lineaments  divine  I  trace  a  hand, 
rhat  errs  not,  and  find  raptures  still  renew'd, 
s  free  to  all  men  —  universal  prixe. 
krsnge  that  so  fiur  a  creature  should  yet  want 
idmuers,  and  be  destin'd  to  diride 
With  meaner  objects  ev*n  the  few  she  finds ! 
kripp'd  of  her  ornaments,  her  leaves  and  flowers, 
aie  loses  all  her  influence.     Cities  then 
Attract  us,  and  neglected  Nature  pines 
ibandon'd,  as  unworthy  of  our  love. 
3ut  are  not  whdesome  aurs,  though  unperfum'd 
3y  roses ;  and  clear  suns,  though  scarcely  felt ; 
KJfd  groves,  if  unharmonious,  yet  secure 
?rom  clamour,  and  whose  very  silence  charms ; 
To  be  preferred  to  smoke,  to  the  eclipse, 
rhat  metropolitan  vdcanocs  make,  [long ; 

MThose  Stygian   throats  breathe  darkness  all  day 
\nd  to  the  stir  of  Commerce,  driving  slow, 
\nd  thund'iing  loud,  with  his  ten  thousand  wheels? 
rber  would  be,  were  not  madness  in  the  liead, 
Ind  folly  in  the  heart ;  were  England  now. 


What  England  was,  plain,  hoqiitabU,  kind, 

And  und&auch'd.     But  we  iMve  bid  ftrewell 

To  all  the  vhrtues  of  those  better  days, 

And  all  their  honest  pleasures.     Mansions  once 

Knew  their  own  masters ;  and  laborious  hinds. 

Who  had  sunriv'd  the  father,  serv*d  the  son. 

Now  the  legitimate  and  rightful  lord 

Is  but  a  transient  guest,  newly  arriv'd. 

As  soon  to  be  supplanted.     He,  that  saw 

His  patrimonial  timber  cast  it's  leaf. 

Sells  the  last  scantling,  and  transfen  the  price 

To  some  shrewd  sharper,  ere  it  buds  again. 

Estates  are  landscapes,  gax*d  upon  awhile^ 

Then  advertis'd  and  auctioneer^  away.       [charg*d 

The  country  starves,  and  they,  that  feed  th*  o*er- 

And  surfeited  lewd  town  with  her  fair  dues, 

By  a  just  judgment  strip  and  starve  themselves. 

The  wings,  tlut  waft  our  riches  out  of  sight, 

Grow  on  the  gamester*8  elbows,  and  th*  alert 

And  nimble  motion  of  those  restless  joints. 

That  never  tire,  soon  fims  them  all  away. 

Improvement,  too,  the  idol  of  the  age. 

Is  fed  with  many  a  victim.     Lo,  he  comes ! 

Th*  omnipotent  magician.  Brown,  appears  > 

Down  falls  the  venerable  pile,  th*  alxide 

Of  our  fore&thers — a  grave  whisker'd  race^ 

But  tasteless.     Springs  a  palace  in  it*s  stead. 

But  in  a  distant  spot ;  where  more  expos*d 

It  may  enjoy  th*  advantage  of  the  north. 

And  aguish  east,  till  time  shall  have  trsnsform*d 

Those  naked  acres  to  a  8helt*ring  grove. 

He  speaks.     Hie  lake  in  front  becomes  a  lawn ; 

Woods  vanish,  hills  subside,  and  valleys  rise ; 

And  streams,  as  if  created  for  his  use. 

Pursue  the  track  of  bis  directing  wand, 

Snuous  or  straight,  now  rapid  and  now  slow, 

Now  murm*ring  soft,  now  roaring  in  cascades  — 

£v*n  as  he  bids !  Th'  enraptur*d  owner  smiles. 

*T  is  finish*d,  and  yet,  finish'd  as  it  seems. 

Still  wants  a  mce,  the  loveliest  it  could  show, 

A  mine  to  satisfy  Ui*  enormous  cost 

Drain'd  to  the  last  poor  item  of  his  wealth. 

He  sighs,  departs,  and  leaves  th*  accomplish'd  plan. 

That  he  has  touch*d,  retouch*d,  many  a  long  day 

Labour*d,  and  many  a  night  pursu'd  in  dreams. 

Just  when  it  meets  his  hopes,  and  proves  the  Heav'n' 

He  wanted,  for  a  wealthier  to  enjoy ; 

And  now  perhaps  the  glorious  liour  is  come, 

When,  having  no  stake  left,  no  pledge  t*  endear 

Her  int*rests,  or  that  gives  her  sacred  cause 

A  moment's  operation  on  his  love. 

He  bums  with  most  mtense  and  flagrant  seal. 

To  serve  his  country.     Ministerial  grace 

Deals  him  out  money  finom  the  public  diest ; 

Or  if  that  mine  be  shut,  some  private  purse 

Supplies  his  need  with  a  usurious  loan, 

To  be  refunded  duly,  when  his  vote 

Well  manag'd  shall  have  eam'd  it's  worthy  price. 

O  innocent,  oompar'd  with  arts  like  these. 

Crape,  and  cock'd  pistol,  and  the  whistling  ball 

Sent  through  the  trav'Uer's  temples !  He  that  finds 

One  drop  of  Heav'n's  sweet  mercy  in  his  cup. 

Can  dig,  beg,  rot,  and  periih,  well  content ; 

So  he  may  wrap  himself  in  honest  rags 

At  his  last  gasp ;  but  could  not  for  a  world 

Fish  up  his  dii^  and  dependent  bread 

Frata  pools  and  ditches  of  the  commonwealth, 

Sordid  and  sick'ning  at  his  own  success. 

Ambition,  aViice,  penury  incuir'd 
By  endless  riot,  vanity,  the  lust 
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or  pkMUM  and  farielj,  dnpirtch, 

As  duly  M*tlie  fwallowi  disappear, 

Tbe  world  of  wand*iiog  knights  aod  squires  to  town. 

London  ingulfs  them  all !  The  shark  is  there, 

And  the  slwrk's  prey ;  the  spendthrift,  and  the  leech 

That  sucks  him :  there  the  sycophant,  and  he 

Who,  with  bareheaded  and  obsequious  bows, 

Begs  a  warm  office,  doom'd  to  a  cold  gaol 

And  groat  per  diem,  if  his  patron  froinu 

The  levee  swarms  as  if  in  golden  pomp 

Were  character*d  on  ev*ry  statesman's  door, 

*'  BATna*D   AND    BAKKaurr    roaTOins 


These  are  the  charms,  that  sully  and  eclipse 
The  charms  of  nature.     *T  is  dhe  cruel  gripe. 
That  lean,  hard-handed  Poverty  inflicts. 
The  hope  of  better  things,  the  chance  to  win, 
Hie  wish  to  shine,  the  thirst  to  be  amus'd. 
That  at  the  sound  of  Winter's  hoary  wing 
Unpeople  all  our  counties  of  such  herds 
Of  flutt'ring,  loitering,  cringing,  begsing,  loose, 
And  wanton  vagrants,  as  nuike  Loi^m,  vast 
And  boundless  as  it  is,  a  crowded  coop. 

O  thou,  resort  and  mart  of  all  the  Earth, 
Chequer*d  with  all  complexions  of  mankind. 
And  spotted  with  all  crimes ;  in  whom  I  see 
Much  that  I  love,  and  more  that  I  admire. 
And  all  that  I  abhor;  thou  freckled  fiur, 
Hiat  pleasest  and  yet  shock'st  me,  I  can  laugh, 
And  I  can  weep,  can  hope,  and  can  despond. 
Feel  wrath  and  pity,  when  I  think  on  thee ! 
Ten  righteous  would  have  sav*d  a  city  once. 
And  thou  hast  many  righteous.  —  Well  for  thee  — 
Hiat  salt  preserves  thee ;  more  corrupted  else. 
And  therefore  more  obnoxious,  at  this  hour. 
Than  Sodom  in  her  day  had  pow*r  to  be. 
For  whom  God  heard  his  Abraham  plead  in  vain. 

BooxIV. 

THE  WINTER  EVENING. 

ArguwunL 

T1m»  post  comes  in.  Hie  ne%rspaper  is  read. 
Tbe  World  contemplated  at  a  distance.  Address 
to  Winter.  The  rural  amusements  of  a  winter 
evening  compared  with  the  fiuhionable  ones. 
AddrMS  to  evening.  A  brown  study.  Fall 
of  snow  in  the  evening.  The  waggoner.  A 
poor  fiunily-piece.  "Die  rural  thief.  Public 
houses.  The  multitude  of  them  censured. 
Hie  farmer's  daughter:  what  she  was  —  what 
she  is.  Hie  simplicity  of  country  manners 
ahnost  kst  Causes  of  the  change.  Desertion 
of  the  country  l>y  the  rich.  Neglect  of  magis- 
trates. The  militia  principally  in  fault  The 
new  recruit  and  his  transformation.  Reflection 
on  bodies  corporate.  The  love  of  rural  objects 
natural  to  all  and  never  to  be  totally  extinguished. 

Ha  ax !  *t  is  the  twanging  horn  o*cr  yonder  bridge, 
Hiat  with  it*s  wearisome  but  needful  length 
Bestrides  the  wintery  flood,  in  which  tbe  Moon 
Sees  her  unwrinkled  face  reflected  bright ;  — 
He  comes,  the  hendd  of  a  noisy  world. 
With  spatter*d  boots,  strapp'd  waist,  and  frosen  Idcks ; 
News  fhmi  all  nations  lumb*ring  at  his  back. 
Thie  to  hb  charge,  the  c1ose-pack*d  load  behind, 
Yet  cardess  what  be  brings,  his  one  concern 


Is  to  ooodMt  il  to  lilt  doliii'd  nui ; 
And,  having  dropp'd  tfa*  cxpecUti  bag,  paaa  oo. 
He  wfaistka  as  he  goes,  ligfat4iearted  wretch. 
Cold  and  yet  cfaeetfbl :  messenger  of  grief 
Perhaps  to  thousands,  and  of  joy  to  aonae  ; 
To  him  indiff"rent  whether  grief  or  joy. 
Houses  in  ashes,  and  the  fall  of  slodu. 
Births,  deaths,  and  marriages,  eptsdes  wet 
With  tears,  that  trickled  down  die  writer's  daeeka 
Fast  as  the  periods  ftom  his  fluent  quill. 
Or  charg'd  with  am'rous  sighs  of  absent  swainii 
Or  nymphs  responsive,  equally  aflfect 
His  horse  and  him,  unconscious  of  them  alL 
But  O  th'  important  budget!  usber'd  in 
With  such  heart-shaking  music,  vrho  can  say 
What  are  its  tidings  ?  haveour  troops  awak*d? 
Or  do  they  still,  as  if  with  opium  dnigg'd. 
Snore  to  the  murmura  of  the  Atlantic  ware? 
Is  India  free?  and  does  she  wear  her  plum'd 
And  jeweird  turtian  with  a  smile  of  pcMc^ 
Or  do  we  grind  her  still?  The  giand  debate^ 
The  popular  harangue,  the  tart  reply, 
The  logic,  and  the  wisdom,  and  the  vrit. 
And  the  loud  kugh— - 1  long  to  know  them  ali ; 
I  burn  to  set  th*  imprison'd  wrangkra  free, 
And  give  them  voice  and  utt*ranoe  osioe  again. 
Now  stir  the  iire^  and  dose  the  afantteri  Urn, 
Let  fall  the  curtains,  wheel  the  so&  rouMd, 
And  while  the  bubbling  and  loud  htaaing  ura 
Throws  up  a  steamy  column,  and  the  capm 
That  cheer  but  not  inebriate,  wait  oo  eftch. 
So  let  us  welcome  peaceful  ev'ning  in. 
Not  such  his  ev'ning,  who  with  shinii^  face 
Sweats  in  tlie  crow£d  theatre^  and,  aquc«s*d 
And  bor'd  with  elbow.points  through  both  bis  ■d•^ 
Outscolds  the  ranting  actor  on  the  stage : 
Nor  his,  who  patient  stands  till  his  feet  ttvob^ 
And  his  head  thumps,  to  feed  upon  tite  Iwiih 
Of  patriots,  bursting  with  heroic  rage. 
Or  placemen,  all  tranquillity  and  imiias. 
This  folio  of  four  pages,  happy  vrork ! 
Which  not  ev'n  critics  criticise ;  that  holds 
Inquisitive  Attention,  while  I  read. 
Fast  bound  in  chains  of  silence,  wUcfa  tlit  ftir, 
Hiough  eloquent  themselves,  yet  fear  to  hitiak  ; 
What  is  it,  but  a  map  of  busy  life. 
It's  fluctuations,  and  it's  vast  cooccma  ? 
Here  runs  the  mountainous  and  craggy  ridge^ 
That  tempts  Ambition.     On  the  summit  see 
The  seals  of  office  glitter  in  his  eyes ; 
He  dimbs,  he  pants,  he  grasps  than  !     At  fata  hoek^ 
Close  at  hk  heels,  a  demagogue  ascends^ 
And  with  a  dext'rous  jerk  soon  twists  hi 
And  wins  them,  but  to  lose  them  in  his  turn. 
Here  rills  of  oily  eloquence  in  soft 
Meanders  lubrioste  the  course  they  take ; 
Hie  modest  speaker  is  asham'd  and  grier'd 
T*  engross  a  moment's  notice ;  and  yet  begs, 
Begs  a  propitious  ear  for  his  poor  tlxNights, 
However  trivial  all  that  he  conceives. 
Sweet  baahfulness !  it  claims  at  least  tfaia  pnist; 
The  dearth  of  information  and  good  senae, 
Hiat  it  foretells  us,  always  comes  to  paaa. 
Cat'racts  of  declamation  thunder  here : 
There  foresU  of  no  meaning  spread  the  p^g^ 
In  which  all  comprehension  wanders  lose ; 
While  Adds  of  pleasantry  amuse  us  there 
With  menry  descants  on  anatioo's  woea. 
The  rest  appears  a  wilderness  of  Strang* 
But  gay  confusion ;  rosas  for  the  die^a, 
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knd  lilies  for  the  brows  of  fiklod  §§§, 

Tcetfa  for  the  toothlessy  ringlets  for  the  bftld, 

IeftT*n,  earthy  and  ocean,  plunder*d  of  their  sweets, 

Jectareous  essences,  Olympian  dews, 

^rmons,  and  city  feasts,  and  fov'rite  airs, 

Btbereal  joumies,  submarine  exploits, 

Lnd  KaterfdtOy  with  his  hair  on  end 

Lt  his  own  wonders,  wond'ring  for  his  bread* 

'T  is  pleasant  through  the  loop-holes  of  retreat, 
1*0  peep  at  such  a  world ;  to  see  the  stir 
>f  the  great  Babel,  and  not  feel  the  crowd ; 
*o  hear  the  roar  she  sends  through  all  her  gates 
Lt  a  safe  distance,  where  the  dying  sound 
Uls  a  soft  murmur  on  th*  uninjur'd  ear. 
lius  sitting,  and  surveying  thus  at  ease 
lie  globe  and  it's  concerns,  I  seem  advanc'd 
To  some  secure  and  more  than  mortal  height, 
!1iat  lib*rates  and  exempts  me  from  them  all. 
t  turns  submitted  to  my  view,  turns  round 
Vith  all  it's  generations ;  I  behold 
lie  tumult,  and  am  still.     The  sound  of  war 
las  lost  it's  terrours  ere  it  reaches  me ; 
brieves,  but  alarms  me  not     I  mourn  the  pride 
Lnd  av'rice,  that  make  man  a  wolf  to  man ; 
lear  the  faint  echo  of  those  brarcn  throats, 
Ij  whidi  he  speaks  the  language  of  his  heart, 
Lnd  sigh,  but  never  tremble  at  the  sound. 
le  travels  and  expatiates,  as  the  bee 
^mm  flow'r  to  flow'r,  so  he  from  land  to  land ; 
lie  manners,  customs,  policy,  of  all 
^y  contribution  to  the  store  he  gleans ; 
le  sucks  intelligence  in  ev'ry  dime, 
kjid  spreads  the  honey  of  his  deep  research 
kt  has  return — a  rich  repast  for  me. 
le  travels,  and  I  too.     I  tread  his  deck, 
Lscend  his  topmast,  through  his  peering  eyes 
>iscover  countries,  with  a  kindred  heart 
kifier  his  woes,  and  share  in  his  escapes  ; 
Vhile  fancy,  like  the  finger  of  a  clock, 
luns  the  great  circuit,  and  is  still  at  home. 

O  Winter,  ruler  of  th*  inverted  year, 
liy  scatter'd  hair  with  sleet  like  ashes  fill'd, 
liy  breath  congeal'd  upon  thy  lips,  thy  cheeks 
^ring'd  with  a  beard  made  white  with  other  snows 
lian  those  of  age,  thy  forehead  wrapp'd  in  clouds, 
L  leafless  branch  thy  sceptre,  and  thy  throne 
L  sliding  car,  indebted  to  no  wheels, 
lut  urg'd  by  storms  along  it's  sUpp'ry  way, 

love  thee,  all  unlovely  as  thou  seem'st. 
Lad  dreaded  as  thou  art !  Thou  hold'st  the  Sun 
L  pris'ner  in  the  yet  undawning  east, 
hort'nipg  his  journey  between  mom  and  noon, 
Lnd  hurrying  him,  impatient  of  his  stay, 
Xvwn  to  the  rosy  west ;  but  kindly  still 
Compensating  his  loss  with  added  hours 
H  soda!  converse  and  instructive  ease, 
Lod  gath'ring,  at  short  notice,  in  one  group, 
rbe  fomily  dispers'd,  and  fixing  thought, 
foft  less  dispers'd  by  daylight  and  it's  cares. 

crown  thee  king  of  intimate  delights, 
fire-side  enjoyments,  home-bom  happiness^ 
bid  all  the  comforts  that  the  bwly  roof 
X  undisturb'd  Retirement,  and  the  hours 
K  kng  uninterrupted  ev'ning,  know. 
4o  racing  wfaeeb  stop  short  before  these  gates ; 
^o  powder'd  pert,  proficient  in  the  art 
>f  fmt^M^"g  an  alarm,  assaults  these  doors 
nil  the  stieet  rings ;  no  stationary  steeds 
;oagh  their  own  kneU^  while,  heedless  of  the  sound, 
rbe  «leut  cirde  fan  themsdvesy  and  quake : 


But  here  the  needle  plies  it's  busy  task. 

Hie  pattern  grows,  the  well-depicted  flow'r, 

Wrought  patiently  into  the  snowy  lawn. 

Unfolds  it's  bosom  ;  buds,  and  leaves,  and  sprigs, 

And  curling  tendrils,  gracefully  dispos'd. 

Follow  the  nimble  finger  of  the  fiur ; 

A  wreath,  that  cannot  fade,  of  flow'm,  that  blow 

With  most  success  when  all  besides  decay.     . 

The  poet's  or  historian's  page  by  one 

Made  vocd  for  th'  amusement  of  the  rest ; 

The  sprightly  lyre,  whose  treasure  of  sweet  sotuids 

The  touch  from  many  a  trembling  chord  shakes  out ; 

And  the  dear  voice  sympbonious,  yet  distinct, 

And  in  the  charming  stnfo  triumphant  still ; 

Beguile  the  night,  and  set  a  keener  edge 

On  femde  industry :  the  threaded  steel 

Flies  swiftly,  and  unfelt  tlie  task  proceeds. 

The  volume  clos'd,  the  customary  rites 

Of  the  last  meal  commence.     A  Roman  raed  ; 

Such  as  the  mistress  of  the  world  once  found 

Delidous,  when  her  patriots  of  high  note. 

Perhaps  by  moonlight,  at  their  humble  doors, 

And  under  an  old  oak's  domestic  shade, 

Enjoy'd,  spare  feast !  a  radish  and  an  egff. 

Discourse  ensues,  not  trivial,  yet  not  dull. 

Nor  such  as  with  a  frown  forbids  the  play 

Of  foncy,  or  proscribes  the  sound  of  mirtli : 

Nor  do  we  madly,  like  an  impious  world. 

Who  deem  religion  phrenzy,  and  the  God, 

That  made  them,  an  intmaer  on  their  joys. 

Start  at  his  aweful  name,  or  deem  his  praiM 

A  jarring  note.     Themes  of  a  sraver  tone. 

Exdting  oft  our  gratitude  and  love, 

While  we  retrace  with  Mem'ry's  pointing  wand. 

That  cdls  the  pest  to  our  exact  review. 

The  dangers  we  have  'scaped,  the  broken  snare. 

The  dissippointed  foe,  deli v 'ranee  found 

Unlook'd  for,  life  preserv'd,  and  peace  restor'd. 

Fruits  of  omnipotent  eternal  love. 

«  O  ev'nings  worthy  of  the  gods !"  exclalm'd 

Hie  Sabine  bard.     O  ev'nings,  I  reply, 

More  to  be  pris'd  and  coveted  than  yours. 

As  more  illumin'd,  and  with  nobler  truths. 

That  I,  and  mine,  and  those  we  love,  enjoy. 

Is  Winter  hideous  in  a  garb  like  this  ? 
Needs  he  the  tragic  fur,  the  smoke  of  lamps, 
The  pent-up  breath  of  an  unsav'ry  throng, 
To  thaw  him  into  feeling ;  or  the  snuurt 
And  sn^pish  dialogue,  that  flippant  wits 
Call  comedy,  to  prompt  him  with  a  smile  ? 
Hie  self-complaoent  actor,  when  he  views 
(Stealing  a  sidelong  glance  at  a  full  house] 
The  dope  of  faces,  from  the  floor  to  th*  roof 
(As  if  one  master-sprinff  controll'd  them  dl) 
Relax'd  into  a  universal  grin. 
Sees  not  a  count'nance  tl^re,  that  speaks  of  jay 
Hdf  so  refin'd  or  so  sincere  as  ours, 
i  Cards  were  superfluous  here,  with  all  the  tricks. 
That  idleness  has  ever  yet  contriv'd 
To  fill  the  void  of  an  unfumish'd  brdn. 
To  palliate  Dulness  and  give  Time  a  shove. 
Time,  as  he  passes  us,  has  a  dove's  wing 
UnsoO'd,  and  swift,  and  of  a  silken  sound  ; 
But  the  World's  Time  is  Time  m  mas^cradc ! 
Thebs,  should  I  pdnt  him,  has  his  pinions  fledg'd 
With  motley  plumes ;  and,  where  the  peacock  ^liows 
His  axure  eyes,  is  tinctur'd  black  and  red 
With  spots  quadrangular  of  diamond  form, 
Ensanguin'd  hearts,  clubs  typicd  of  strife, 
And  spades,  the  emblem  of  untimely  graves. 
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What  ihoukl  be,  and  what  wm  an  hoor-glafls  once, 
Becomci  a  dice-box,  and  a  billiard  mace 
Well  does  the  work  of  his  destructiTe  sitbe. 
Thus  deck*d,  he  charms.a  world  whom  fiuhion  blinds 
To  his  true  worth,  roost  pleasM  when  idle  most ; 
Whose  only  happy  are  their  wasted  hours. 
Ev'n  misses,  at  ^pHiose  age  their  mothers  wore 
The  backstring  and  the  bib,  assume  the  dress 
Of  womanhood,  fit  pupils  in  the  sdiool 
Of  card^evoted  Time,  and  night  by  night 
Plac'd  at  some  Tacant  comer  of  the  board. 
Learn  ev*ry  trick,  and  soon  play  all  the  game. 
But  truce  with  censure.     Roving  as  I  rore, 
Where  shall  I  find  an  end,  or  how  proceed  ? 
As  he  that  travels  lar  oft  turns  aside. 
To  view  some  rugged  rock  or  moukl*ring  tow'r, 
Which  seen  delights  him  not ;  then  coming  home 
Describes  and  prints  it,  that  the  world  may  know 
How  ftur  he  went  for  what  was  nothing  worth ; 
So  I,  with  brush  in  hand  and  pallet  sfvead. 
With  colours  mix*d  for  a  far  diflTrent  use, 
Funt  cards  and  dolls,  and  ev*ry  idle  thing. 
That  Fancy  finds  in  her  excursive  flights. 

Come,  £v*ning,  once  again,  season  of  peace ; 
Return,  sweet  Ev'ning,  and  continue  long ! 
Methinks  I  see  thee  in  the  streaky  west. 
With  matron  step  slow  moving,  while  the  Night 
IVeads  on  thy  sweeping  train ;  one  hand  employ'd 
In  letting  fidl  the  curtain  of  repose 
On  bird  and  beast,  the  other  chaig*d  for  man 
With  sweet  oblivion  of  the  cares  St  day : 
Not  sumptnoudy  adom'd,  not  needing  aid. 
Like  homcly-featur'd  Night,  of  chist'ring  gems; 
A  star  or  two»  just  twinkling  on  thy  brow. 
Suffices  thee ;  save  that  the  Moon  is  thine 
No  less  than  hers,  not  worn  indeed  on  high 
With  ostentatious  pageantry,  but  set 
With  modest  grandeur  in  thy  purple  zone, 
Resplendent  less,  but  of  an  ampler  round. 
Come  then,  and  thou  shalt  find  thy  vot'ry  calm, 
Or  make  me  so.     Composure  is  thy  gift : 
And,  whether  I  devote  thy  gentle  hours 
To  books,  tomusic,  or  the  poet's  toil ; 
To  weaving  kiets  for  bird-alluring  fruit ; 
Or  twining  nlken  threads  round  iv'ry  reds. 
When  they  command  whom   man  was  born    to 

please; 
I  slight  thee  not,  but  make  thee  welcome  sUll. 

Just  when  our  drawing-rooms  begin  to  blare 
With  lights,  by  dear  refiection  multiplied 
Tnm  many  a  mirror>  in  which  he  of  Gath, 
Goliah,  might  have  seen  his  giant  bulk 
Whole  without  stooping,  tow*ring  crest  and  all. 
My  pleasures,  too,  begm.     But  me  perhaps 
The  glowing  hearth  may  satisfy  awhile 
With  (Sunt  Ulumination,  that  uplifts 
The  diadows  to  the  ceiling,  there  by  fits 
DandniP  uncouthly  to  the  quiv*ring  flame. 
Not  undelightful  is  an  hour  to  me 
So  spent  in  parlour  twilight :  such  a  gloom 
Suits  well  the  thoughtful  or  unthinking  mind. 
The  mind  oontemptative,  with  some  new  theme 
IVegnant,  or  indisposM  alike  to  alL 
Laugh,  ye  who  boast  your  more  mercurial  pow'rs. 
That  never  fdt  a  stupor,  know  no  pause, 
Kor  need  one ;  I  am  consdous,  and  confess 
Fearless  a  soul,  that  does  not  always  think. 
Me  oft  has  Fancy  ludicrous  and  wild 
Sooth'd  with  a  waking  dream  of  houses,  tow'rs, 
"I^^Ma*  churches,  and  stnmge  visages,  expressed 


In  the  red  dtdtn,  while  wiili  pMig  eye 

I  gas*d,  myself  creating  what  I  saw. 

Nor  less  amus*d  have  I  quiescent  watdi'd 

The  sooty  films,  that  play  upon  the  bars 

Pendulous,  and  foreboding  in  the  T 

Of  superstition,  prophesying  stiU, 

Hxnigh  still  decerv*d,  some  stranger's  i 

'T  is  thus  the  undertfanding  takes  repose 

In  indolent  vacuity  of  thougirt. 

And  sleeps  and  is  refinesh'd.     Meanwhile  the  fice 

Conceals  the  mood  lethargic  with  a  mask 

Of  deep  delibctBtion,  as  the  man 

Were  task*d  to  his  ftill  strength,  absoibM  and  lost. 

Thus  oft  redin*d  at  ease,  I  loae  an  hour 

At  ev'ning,  till  at  length  the  freesing  blast. 

That  sweeps  the  bolted  shutter,  summoos  faome 

The  recollected  pow*rs,  and  snapping  short 

Tlie  glassy  threads,  with  whicfa  the  Fancy  weaves 

Her  brittle  toili^  restores  me  to  myseU. 

How  calm  is  my  recess ;  and  how  the  Irast, 

Raginff  abroad,  and  the  rough  wind  endear 

Tlie  si&nce  and  the  warmth  enjoy'd  within  ! 

I  saw  the  woods  and  fidds  at  dose  of  dey 

A  variegated  show ;  the  meadows  green. 

Though  fiuled ;  and  the  lands,  where  latdy  wmv'd 

The  golden  harvest,  of  a  mellow  brown, 

Uptum'd  so  lately  by  the  forceful  share. 

I  saw  far  off*  the  weedy  fallows  smile 

With  verdure  not  unprofitable^  gns*d 

By  flocks,  fast  feeding,  and  selecting  each 

His  fiiv*rite  herb ;  while  all  the  lealesa  grotc^ 

That  skirt  th*  horison,  wore  a  sable  hue. 

Scarce  notic*d  in  the  kindred  dusk  of  eve. 

To-morrow  brings  a  change,  a  total  diange  I 

Which  even  now,  though  silently  perfonn*d. 

And  slowly,  and  by  most  unfdt,  tiie  fiioe 

Of  univerni  nature  undergoes. 

Fast  foils  a  fleecy  shower :  the  downy  fidue 

Descending,  and  with  never-ceasing  Is^ise^ 

Softly  alighting  upon  all  bdow. 

Assimilate  dl  objects.     Earth  reodves 

Gladly  the  thick'ning  mantle ;  and  the  green 

And  tender  blade,  that  fear*d  the  dulfing  Ues^ 

Escapes  unhurt  beneath  so  warm  a  veiL 

In  such  a  world,  so  thorny,  and  where  none 
Finds  happiness  imblighted,  or,  if  found. 
Without  some  thistly  sorrow  at  it*8  side ; 
It  seems  the  part  of  wisdom,  and  no  sin 
Agdnst  the  law  of  love,  to  measure  lots 
Widi  less  distinguish'd  than  ouradves ;  that  tfm 
We  may  with  patience  hear  our  mod'rate  10% 
And  sympathise  with  others  snflTring  man, 
III  fares  the  trav*ller  now,  and  he  tiiat  staUcs 
In  pond'rous  boots  beside  his  reeking  tesoBu 
The  wain  goes  heavily,  impeded  sore 
By  congn^^ated  loads  adhering  doae 
To  the  dogg'd  wheels ;  and  in  it's  sluggish  pace 
Noiseless  appears  a  moving  hill  of  snow. 
The  toiling  steeds  expand  the  nostril  wide. 
While  ev*ry  breath,  by  respiration  strong 
Forc*d  downward,  is  consolidated  soon 
Upon  their  jutting  diests.     He^  fbrm*d  to  bew 
The  pelting  brunt  of  the  tempestuous  m^t. 
With  half^hut  eye^  and  pucker'd  chedcs,  and  fiecdi 
Pivsented  bare  agdnst  the  storm,  plodb  on. 
One  hand  secures  his  hat,  save  whoi  wHh  boA 
He  brandudm  his  pliant  length  of  whip. 
Resounding  oft,  and  never  heard  in  vaia. 
O  happy ;  and  in  my  acooont  denied 
That  sens^MUty  of  pda,  with  wWch 
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itefincment  ts  eodiiM,  thrice  happj  thou  ! 
\!hj  frame,  robust  and  hardy,  feels  indeed 
[lie  piercing  cold,  but  feels  it  uoirapeir'd. 
rbe  learned  finger  neirer  need  eipTore 
rhy  ▼ig'rous  pulse ;  and  the  unhealthful  east, 
rhat  breathes  the  spleen,  and  searches  er'ry  bone 
H  the  infirm,  is  wholesome  air  to  thee, 
rhy  days  roll  on  exempt  from  household  care ; 
rhy  waggon  is  thy  wife ;  and  the  poor  b^sts, 
Phat  draff  the  duU  companion  to  and  fVo, 
Phine  heiplesB  chaige,  dependent  on  thy  care, 
ih  treat  them  kindly !  rude  as  thou  appear'st^ 
fet  show  that  thou  hast  meror !  which  the  great, 
^ith  needless  hurry  whirlM  nrom  place  to  place, 
lumane  as  they  would  seem,  not  always  show. 

Poor,  yet  industrious,  modest,  quiet,  neat, 
kxch  claim  compassion  in  a  night  like  this, 
ind  hare  a  friend  in  er'ry  feeung  heart. 
I^arm*d,  while  it  lasts,  by  labour,  all  day  long 
Phey  brave  the  season,  and  yet  find  at  ere, 
11  dad,  and  fed  but  sparely,  time  to  cool, 
fhe  frugal  housewife  trembles  when  she  lights 
ler  scanty  stock  of  brushwood,  blazing  clear, 
{ut  dying  soon,  like  all  terrestrial  joys, 
rbe  few  small  embers  left  she  nurses  well ; 
Ind,  while  her  infant  race,  with  outspread  hands, 
Ind  crowded  knees,  sit  cow*ring  o*er  the  sparks, 
teCires,  content  to  quake,  so  th^  be  warm*d. 
[lie  man  feels  least,  as  more  inur*d  than  she 
To  winter,  and  the  current  in  his  veins 
(lore  briskly  mor'd  by  his  severer  toil ; 
I'et  be  too  finds  his  own  distress  in  theirs. 
"be  taper  soon  extinguished,  which  I  saw 
)angled  along  at  the  cold  fii)ger*8  end 
ust  when  the  day  declin*d ;  and  the  brown  loaf 
»dg*d  on  the  shelf,  half  eaten  without  sauce 
>f  sav'ry  cheese,  or  butter,  costh'er  still ; 
leep  seems  their  only  refuge :  for,  alas ! 
Vliere  penury  is  felt  the  thought  is  chain*d, 
Lnd  sweet  colloquial  pleasures  are  but  few ! 
¥lth  all  this  thrift  they  thrive  not.     All  the  care, 
ngenious  Parsimony  takes,  but  just 
«ves  the  small  inventory,  bed,  and  stool, 
IciUet,  and  old  carv*d  chest,  from  public  sale. 
Pbey  live,  and  live  vrithout  extorted  alms 
iVom  grudging  hands ;  but  other  boast  have  none, 
''o  sootfie  tibeir  honest  pride,  that  scorns  to  beg, 
for  comfort  else,  but  in  their  mutual  love. 

praise  you  much,  ye  meek  and  patient  pair, 
^M"  ye  are  worthy ;  choosing  rather  far 
i  dry  but  independent  crust,  hard  eam'd, 
Lnd  eaten  with  a  sigh,  than  to  endure 
lie  rugged  frowns  and  insolent  rebuffs 
>f  knaves  in  office,  partial  in  the  work 
>f  distribution ;  lib'ral  of  their  aid 
"o  clam*rous  Importunity  in  rags, 
(ut  oft-times  deaf  to  suppliants,  who  would  blush 
!*o  wear  a  tatter'd  garb  however  coarse, 
Vbom  fiunine  cannot  reconcile  to  filth  : 
iMse  ask  vrith  painful  shyness,  and,  refus*d 
{ecauae  deserving,  silently  retire ! 
)ut  be  ye  of  good  courage !  Time  itself 
audi  much  bdOriend  you.  Time  shall  give  increase ; 
Ind  all  your  num*rous  progeny,  welUtrain*d 
)ut  helpless,  in  few  years  shall  find  their  hands, 
Uid  labour  too.     Meanwhile  ye  shall  not  want 
Nlmt,  conscious  of  your  virtues,  we  can  spare, 
^or  what  a  wealthier  than  ourselves  may  send 
:  mean  the  man,  who,  wlien  the  distant  poor 
^aed  help,  denies  them  nothing  but  hit  name. 


755 


But  poverty  with  moftt,  who  whimper  forth 
Their  long  complaints,  is  selfonflicted  woe ; 
The  effect  of  laxiness  or  sottish  waste. 
Now  goes  the  nightly  thief  prowling  abroad 
For  plunder ;  much  solicitous  how  best 
He  may  compensate  for  a  day  of  sloth. 
By  works  of  darkness  and  nocturnal  wrong. 
Woe  to  the  gard'ner's  pale,  the  farmer^s  hedge, 
Plash*d  neatly,  and  secur*d  with  driven  stakes 
Deep  in  the  loamy  bank.     Uptom  by  strength. 
Resistless  in  so  bad  a  cause,  but  lame 
To  better  deeds,  he  bundles  up  the  spoil. 
An  ass*s  burden,  and,  when  laden  most 
And  heaviest,  light  of  foot  steals  fast  away. 
Nor  does  the  boarded  hovel  better  guard 
The  well-stack*d  pile  of  riven  logs  and  roots 
From  his  pernicious  force.     Nor  will  he  leave 
Unvrrench'd  the  door,  however  weH  secur*d. 
Where  Chanticleer  amidst  his  haram  sleeps 
In  unsuspecting  pomp.    'Twitch'd  IVom  the  perch. 
He  gives  the  princely  bbd,  with  all  his  wives, 
To  his  voracious  bag,  struggling  in  vain. 
And  loudly  wond*rmg  at  the  sudden  change. 
Nor  this  to  feed  his  own.     *T  were  some  excuse, 
Did  pi^  of  their  suff'rings  warp  aside 
His  principle,  and  tempt  him  into  sin 
For  then-  support,  so  destitute.     But  they 
Neglected  pine  at  home ;  themselves,  as  more 
Expos'd  tlun  others,  with  less  scruple  made 
His  victhns,  robb*d  of  their  defenceless  alL 
Cruel  is  all  he  does.     *T  is  quenchless  thu^ 
Of  ruinous  ebriety,  that  prompts 
His  evW  action,  and  imbrutes  the  man. 
O  for  a  law  to  noose  the  villain's  neck. 
Who  starves  his  own ;  who  persecutes  the  blood 
He  gave  them  in  his  children's  veins,  and  hates 
And  wrongs  the  woman,  he  has  sworn  to  love ! 

Pbss  wb^  we  may,  through  city  or  through  town. 
Village,  or  hamlet,  of  this  merry  land. 
Though  lean  and  b^gar'd,  ev*ry  twentieth  pace 
Conducts  th*  unguarded  nose  to  such  a  whiff 
Of  stale  debauch,  forth-issuing  fVom  the  styes. 
That  law  has  licens'd,  as  makes  Temp'rance  recL 
There  sit,  involv'd  and  lost  in  curling  clouds 
Of  Indian  fume,  and  guxzling  deep,  the  boor. 
The  lackey,  and  the  groom :  the  craftsman  there 
Takes  a  Lethean  leave  of  all  his  toil ; 
Smith,  cobbler,  joiner,  he  that  plies  the  shears. 
And  he  that  kneads  the  dough ;  all  loud  alike. 
All  learned,  and  all  drunk !  The  fiddle  screams 
Plaintive  and  piteous,  as  it  wept  and  wail*d 
It's  wasted  tones  and  harmony  unheard : 
Fierce  the  dispute  wbate'er  the  theme ;  while  she. 
Fell  Discord,  arbitress  of  such  debate, 
Perch'd  on  the  sign-post,  holds  with  even  hand 
Her  undecisive  scales.     In  this  she  lays 
A  weight  of  ignorance ;  in  that,  of  pride ; 
And  smiles  delighted  with  the  eternal  poise. 
Dire  is  the  frequent  curse,  and  it's  twin  sound. 
The  cheeludistending  oath,  not  to  be  prais'd 
As  ornamental,  musical,  polite. 
Like  those  which  modem  senaton  employ. 
Whose  oath  is  rhet'ric,  and  who  swear  for  fame ! 
Behold  the  schools,  in  which  plebeian  minds 
Once  simple  are  initiated  in  arts. 
Which  some  may  practise  with  politer  grace. 
But  none  with  readier  skill !  —  T  is  here  they  learn 
The  road,  that  leads  from  competence  and  peace 
To  indigence  and  rapine;  till  at  last 
Society,  grown  weary  <Jt^^JcgMt(^QQg[^ 
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Shakes  her  inaimber'd  kp,  and  cMts  them  out. 

But  censure  ]>ro6ts  little :  Tain  th*  attempt 

To  advertise  in  verse  a  pubBc  pest. 

That,  like  the  filth  with  which  the  peasant  feeds 

His  hungry  acres,  sdnks,  and  is  of  use. 

Th*  Excise  is  fattenM  with  the  rich  result 

Of  all  this  riot ;  and  ten  thousand  casks, 

For  erer  dribbling  out  their  base  contents, 

TouchM  br  the  Midas  finger  of  the  state, 

Bleed  gold  for  ministers  to  sport  away. 

Drink,  and  be  mad  then ;  *t  is  your  country  bids! 

Gloriously  drunk,  obey  th*  important  call ! 

Her  cause  demands  th*  assistance  of  your  throats ; — 

Ye  all  can  swallow,  and  she  asks  no  more. 

Would  I  had  fidl'n  upon  those  happier  days, 
That  poets  celebrate ;  tluMC  golden  times. 
And  those  Arcadian  scenes,  that  Maro  sings, 
And  Sidney,  wari>ler  of  poetic  prose. 
Nymphs  were  Dianas  then,  and  swains  had  hearts, 
Tliat  felt  their  rirtues :  Innocence,  it  seems. 
From  courts  dismiss'd,  found  shelter  in  the  groves; 
Hie  footsteps  of  Simplicity,  impressed 
Upon  the  yielding  herbage,  (so  they  sing,) 
Then  were  not  all  effac*a :  then  speech  profane, 
And  manners  profligate,  were  rarely  found, 
Obsenr*d  as  prodigies,  and  soon  reclaim*d. 
Vain  wish !  those  days  were  never:  airy  dreams 
Sat  for  the  picture :  and  the  poet's  hand. 
Imparting  substance  to  an  empty  shade, 
Impos'd  a  gay  delirium  for  a  truth. 
Grant  it :  I  still  must  envy  them  an  age. 
That  favour*d  such  a  dream ;  in  days  Uke  these 
Impossible,  when  Virtue  is  so  scarce, 
Hiat  to  suppose  a  scene  where  she  presides, 
It  tramontane,  and  stumbles  all  belief. 
No :  we  are  polish*d  now.     The  rural  lass, 
Whom  once  her  virgin  modesty  and  grace. 
Her  artless  manners,  and  her  neat  attu-e. 
So  dignified,  that  she  was  hardly  less 
Hian  the  fair  shepherdess  of  old  romance. 
Is  seen  no  more.     The  character  is  lost ! 
Her  head,  adom*d  with  lappets  pinn*d  aloft. 
And  ribands  streaming  gay,  superbly  rais*d. 
And  magnified  beyond  all  human  size. 
Indebted  to  some  smart  wig.weaver*s  hand 
For  more  than  half  the  tresses  it  sustains ; 
Her  elbows  ruffled,  and  her  tott*ring  form 
Ill-propp*d  upon  French  heels ;  she  might  be  deem*d 

iBut  that  the  basket  dangling  on  her  arm 
nterprets  her  more  truly)  of  a  rank 
Too  proud  for  dairy  work,  or  sale  of  eggs. 
Expect  her  soon  with  footboy  at  her  heels. 
No  longer  blushing  for  her  awkward  load. 
Her  train  and  her  umbrella  all  her  care ! 

The  town  has  ting*d  the  country ;  and  the  stain 
Appears  a  spot  upon  a  vestal*s  robe, 
The  worse  for  what  it  soils.     The  fashion  run 
Down  into  scenes  still  rural ;  but,  alas ! 
Scenes  rarely  grac*d  with  rural  manners  now ! 
Time  was  when  in  the  pastoral  retreat 
Th*  unguarded  door  was  safe  ;  men  did  not  watch 
T*  invade  another's  right,  or  guard  their  own. 
Then  sleep  was  undistorb*d  by  fear,  unscar'd 
By  drunken  bowlings ;  and  the  chiUing  tale 
Of  midnight  murder  was  a  wonder  lieard 
With  doubtful  credit,  told  to  frighten  babes. 
But  farewell  now  to  unsuspicious  nights, 
And  slumbem  unalarm'd !     Now,  ere  you  sleep, 
See  that  your  polish*d  arms  be  prim*d  with  care. 
And  drop  the  m'ghtbolt ;  —  rufllans  are  abroad ; 


And  the  firrt  brum  of  the  cock*a  shriU  throat 

May  prove  a  trumpet,  summoning  your  cur 

To  horrid  sounds  of  hostile  leet  wkbin. 

Ev'n  daylight  has  ito  dangcn;  and  the  wa£k    [ouoe 

TYirough  pathless  wastes  and  woods,  uacooacioui 

Of  other  tenants  than  melodious  birda. 

Or  harmless  flocks,  is  hazardous  and  bold. 

Lamented  chanse !  to  which  full  maay  a  caose 

Invet'rate,  bopdeas  of  a  cure,  conapirea. 

The  course  of  human  things  from  good  to  ill. 

From  ill  to  worse,  is  fatal,  never  fiuls. 

Increase  of  pow*r  begets  increase  of  vreahfa  ; 

Wealth,  luxury ;  and  luxury,  excess  ; 

Excess,  the  scrofulous  and  itchy  plague, 

Tliat  seizes  first  the  opulent,  descends 

To  the  next  rank  contagious,  and  in  time 

Taints  downwards  all  the  graduated  scale 

Of  order,  from  the  chariot  to  the  plough. 

Hie  rich,  and  they,  that  have  an  arm  to  dieck 

The  licence  of  the  lowest  in  degree. 

Desert  their  otRce ;  and  themselves,  intent 

On  pleasure,  haunt  the  capital,  and  tbua 

To  all  the  violence  of  lawless  hands 

Resign  the  scenes  their  presence  might  ptocect. 

Authority  herself  not  seldom  sleeps. 

Though  resident,  and  witness  of  the  wrong. 

The  plump  convivial  parson  ofien  bears 

Hie  magisterial  sword  in  vain,  and  lajrs 

His  rev*rence  and  his  worship  both  to  rest 

On  the  same  cushion  of  habitual  sloth. 

Perhaps  timidity  restrains  his  arm  ; 

When  he  should  strike  he  trembles,  and  sets  Ifree^ 

Himself  ens]av*d  by  tcrrour  of  the  band. 

Hi*  audacious  conrict,  whom  he  dares  not  biniL 

Perhaps,  though  by  profession  ghostly  pure. 

He,  too,  niay  have  his  vice,  and  sometimes  prove 

Less  dainty  than  becomes  his  grave  outside 

In  lucrative  concerns.     Examine  well 

His  milk-white  hand ;  the  palm  is  hardly  dean*- 

But  here  and  thf  re  an  ugly  smutch  appears. 

Fob  !  *t  was  a  bribe  that  left  it :  he  has  toucfa'd 

Corrupdon.     Whoso  seeks  an  audit  here 

Propitious,  pays  his  tribute,  game  or  fish. 

Wild-fowl  or  ven'son ;  and  his  errand  speeds. 

But  faster  far,  aiid  more  than  all  the  rest, 
A  noble  cause,  which  none,  who  bears  a  ^ark 
Of  public  rirtue,  ever  wish*d  reroov'd. 
Works  the  deplor*d  and  mischievous  eJSect. 
*T  is  universal  soldiership  has  stabb*d 
The  heart  of  merit  in  the  meaner  class. 
Arms,  through  the  vanity  and  brainless  rage 
Of  tlmse  that  bear  them,  in  whatever  cause. 
Seem  most  at  variance  with  all  moral  good. 
And  incompatible  with  serious  thought. 
The  clown,  the  child  of  Nature,  without  gw^ 
Blest  with  an  infimt's  ignorance  of  all 
But  hb  own  simple  pleasures ;  now  and  then 
A  wrestlinff  match,  a  (bounce,  or  a  &ir ; 
Is  ballotte^  and  trembles  at  the  news : 
SheefHsh  he  doflls  his  hat,  and  mumbling  swears 
A  Bible-oath  to  be  whate*er  they  please^ 
To  do  he  knows  not  what     The  task  pcr4brm'4 
That  instant  he  becomes  the  sergeant's  care. 
His  pupil,  and.his  torment,  and  his  jest 
Hb  awkward  gait,  his  introverted  toes. 
Bent  knees,  round  shoulders,  tad  dejected  looks» 
Ftocure  him  many  a  curse.     By  slow  dcgiees, 
Unapt  to  learn,  and  form*d  of  stubborn  stufl; 
He  3ret  by  slow  degrees  puts  off  himself. 
Grows  consrious  <?  a  change^  and  hkes  it  veH : 
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le  stands  erect ;  his  skxich*  becomes  a  walk ; 
le  steps  right  onward,  martial  in  his  air, 
lis  fopOf  and  movement ;  is  as  smart  above 
i%  meal  and  larded  locks  can  make  him ;  wean 
lis  hat,  or  his  plum'd  helmet,  with  a  grace ; 
Lnd,  his  three  years  of  heroship  expired, 
letums  indignant  to  the  slighted  plough* 
f  e  hates  the  field,  in  which  no  fife  or  drum 
kttends  him ;  drives  his  cattle  to  a  march ; 
ind  sighs  for  the  smart  comrades  he  has  left, 
r  were  well  if  his  exterior  change  were  all— 
(ut  with  his  clumsy  port  the  wretch  has  lost 
lis  ignorance  and  harmless  manners  too. 
''o  swear,  to  game,  to  drink  ;  to  show  at  home 
ly  lewdness,  idleness,  and  Sabbath-breach, 
lie  great  proficiency  he  made  abroad ; 
[^  astonish  and  to  grieve  his  gazing  friends ; 
To  break  some  maiden*8  and  his  mother's  heart ; 
^o  be  a  pest  where  he  was  useful  once ; 
Lre  his  sole  aim,  and  all  his  glory,  now. 

Man  in  society  is  like  a  flow*r 
Uown  in  it's  native  bed :  't  is  there  alone 
lis  faculties,  expanded  in  full  bloom, 
hine  out ;  there  only  reach  their  proper  use. 
Uit  man,  associated  and  leagu*d  with  man 
(y  regal  warrant,  or  self.join*d  by  bond 
^or  int*rest-sake^  or  swarming  into  clans 
leneath  one  head  for  purposes  of  war, 
Jke  flow*rs  selected  fhim  the  rest,  and  bound 
Lnd  bundled  close  to  fill  some  crowded  vase, 
'ades  rapidly,  and,  by  compression  marr'd^ 
k>ntracts  defilement  not  to  be  endur*d. 
lence  charter'd  boroughs  are  such  public  plagues ; 
Lnd  burghers,  men  immaculate  perhaps 
n  all  thor  private  functions,  once  combin*d, 
tecome  a  loadisome  body,  only  fit 
''or  dissolution,  hurtful  to  the  main, 
lence  merchants,  unimpeachable  of  sin 
Lgainst  the  charities  of  domestic  life, 
ncorporated  seem  at  once  to  lose 
"heir  nature ;  and,  disclaiming  all  regard 
^or  mercy  and  the  common  rights  of  man, 
)uild  factories  with  blood,  conducting  trade 
Lt  the  sword*s  point,  and  dyeing  the  white  robo 
H  innocent  commercial  Justice  red. 
lence  too  the  field  of  glory,  as  the  world 
fisdeems  it,  dazxled  by  it*s  briglit  array, 
Vith  all  it's  majesty  of  thund'ring  pomp, 
inchanting  music  and  immortal  wreaths, 
I  but  a  school,  where  thoughtlessness  is  taught 
hi  principle,  where  foppery  atones 
'or  folly,  gallantry  for  ev*ry  vice. 

But  slighted  as  it  is,  and  by  the  great 
ibandon'd,  and,  which  still  I  more  regret, 
nfected  with  the  manners  and  the  modes, 
t  knew  not  once,  the  country  wins  me  still. 
never  fram'd  a  wish,  or  form'd  a  plan, 
liat  flatter'd  me  with  hopes  of  eavthly  bliss, 
(ut  there  I  laid  the  scene.     There  early  stray'd 
f  y  fancy,  ere  yet  liberty  of  choice 
ItA  found  me,  or  the  hope  of  being  free. 
ly  very  dreams  were  rural ;  rural  too 
lie  first-born  efforts  of  my  youthful  Muse, 
portive  and  jingling  her  poetic  bells, 
<re  yet  her  ear  was  mistress  of  their  pow'is. 
Jo  bard  could  please  me  but  whose  lyre  was  tun'd 
\>  Nature's  praises.     Heroes  and  their  feats 
'stigu'd  me,  never  weary  of  the  pipe 
H  Titynis,  assembling,  as  he  sang, 
1m  rustic  throng  bennth  his  fiiv'rite  beedi. 


Then  Milton  had  faidead  a  poet's  charms : 

New  to  my  taste  his  Pisradise  surpass'd 

The  struggling  efforts  of  my  boyish  tongue 

To  speak  it's  excellence.     I  danc'd  for  joy. 

I  marvell'd  much  that  at  so  ripe  an  age 

As  twice  seven  years,  his  beauties  had  then  first 

Engag'd  my  wonder ;  and  admiring  still, 

And  still  admiring,  with  r^;ret  suppos'd 

The  joy  half  lost,  because  not  sooner  found. 

There,  too,  enamour'd  of  the  life  I  lov'd. 

Pathetic  in  it's  praise,  in  it's  pursuit 

Determin'd,  and  possessing  it  at  last 

With  transports,  such  as  favour'd  lovers  feel, 

I  studied,  prix'd,  and  wish'd  that  I  had  known, 

Ingenious  Cowley !  and,  though  now  reclaim'd 

By  modem  lights  from  an  erroneous  taste, 

I  cannot  but  lament  thy  splendid  wit 

Entangled  in  the  cobwebs  of  the  schools. 

I  still  revere  thee,  courtly  though  retir'd  ; 

Though  stretched  at  ease  in  Cfa^tsey's  silent  bow'rs^ 

Not  unemploy'd ;  and  finding  rich  amends 

For  a  lost  world  in  solitude  and  verse. 

*T  is  bom  with  all :  the  love  of  Nature's  works 

Is  an  ingredient  in  the  compound  man, 

Infus'd  at  the  creation  of  the  kind. 

And,  though  th'  Almighty  Maker  has  througliout 

Discriminated  each  from  each,  by  strokes 

And  toudies  of  bis  hand,  with  so  much  art 

Diversified,  that  two  were  never  found 

Twins  at  all  points  —  yet  this  obtains  in  all. 

That  all  discem  a  beauty  in  his  works,  [form'd 

And  all  can  taste  them:  minds,  that  have  been 

And  tutor'd,  with  a  relish  more  exact. 

But  none  without  some  relish,  none  unmov'd. 

It  is  a  flame,  that  dies  not  even  there, 

Where  nothing  feeds  it :  neither  business,  crowds, 

Nor  habits  of  luxurious  city  life. 

Whatever  else  they  smother  of  true  worth 

In  human  bosoms,  quench  it  or  abate. 

Hie  villas,  with  which  London  stands  begirt. 

Like  a  swarth  Indian  with  his  belt  of  be«ls. 

Prove  it     A  breath  of  unadult'rate  air, 

The  glimpee  of  a  green  pasture,  how  they  cheer 

The  dtisen,  and  brace  his  languid  frame ! 

Ev'n  in  the  stifling  bosom  of  the  town 

A  garden,  in  which  nothing  thrives,  has  charms, 

That  soothe  the  rich  possessor ;  much  consol'd. 

That  here  and  there  some  sprigs  of  mournful  mint, 

Of  nightshade,  or  valerian,  grace  the  well 

He  cultivates.     Tliese  serve  him  with  a  hint. 

That  Nature  lives ;  that  sight-refreshing  green 

Is  sdll  the  liv'ry  she  delights  to  wear, 

I  Though  sickly  samples  of  th*  exub'rant  whole. 

I  What  are  the  casements  lin'd  with  creeping  heibs, 
The  prouder  sashes  fronted  with  a  range 
Of  orange,  myrtle,  or  the  fragrant  weed. 
The  frenchman's  darling?  *  are  they  not  all  proofs. 
That  man,  immur'd  in  ddes,  still  retains 
His  inborn  inextinguishable  tlurst 
Of  rural  scenes,  compensating  his  loss 
By  supplemental  shifts,  the  best  he  may  ? 
The  most  unfumish'd  with  the  means  of  life, 
And  they,  that  never  pass  their  brick-wall  bounds. 
To  range  the  fidds,  and  treat  thdr  lunss  with  air, 
Yet  fed  the  burning  instinct:  over  head 
Suspend  their  orazy  boxes,  planted  thick, 
And  water'd  duly.     There  the  pitcher  stands 
A  IVagment,  and  the  spoutless  tea-pot  there ; 
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Sad  witntswt  bow  clote  pent  man  regret 
The  country,  with  whtt  ardour  he  oontrivet 
A  peep  at  Nature,  when  he  can  no  more. 

HaU,  therefore,  patroness  of  health  and  eate, 
And  contemplation,  heart-consoling  joys, 
And  harmless  pleasures,  in  the  throng*d  abode 
Of  multitudes  unknown ;  hail,  rural  life ! 
Address  himself  who  will  to  the  pursuit 
Of  honours  or  emolument,  or  fame ; 
I  shall  not  add  myself  to  such  a  chsse, 
Hiwart  his  attempts,  or  envy  his  success. 
Some  must  be  great     Great  offices  will  have 
Great  talents.     And  God  gives  to  er^ry  man 
"Hie  virtue,  temper,  understending,  taste, 
That  lifts  him  into  life,  and  lets  him  fidl 
Just  in  the  niche  he  was  ordain'd  to  filL 
To  the  deliv'rer  of  an  injur'd  land 
He  gives  a  tongue  t*  enlarge  upon,  a  heart 
To  feel,  and  courage  to  recess  her  wrongs ; 
To  monarchs  dignity ;  to  judges  sense ; 
To  artists  ingenuity  and  skill ; 
To  me  an  unambitious  mind,  content 
In  the  low  vale  of  life,  that  early  felt 
A  wish  for  ease  and  leisure,  and  ere  long 
Found  here  that  leisure  and  that  ease  I  wish*d. 


Book  V. 
THE  WINTER^MORNING  WALK, 

ArgitmenU 

A  fh)sty  morning.  The  foddering  of  cattle.  The 
woodman  and  his  dog.  The  poultry.  Whim- 
sical  effects  of  frost  at  a  waterfall  Hie  Em- 
press of  Russia's  palace  of  ice.  Amusements 
of  monarchs.  War,  one  of  them.  Wars,  whence; 
and  whence  monarchy.  The  evils  of  it.  Eng- 
lish and  French  loyalty  contrasted.  The  Bastille, 
and  a  prisoner  there.  Liberty  the  chief  recom- 
mendation  of  this  country.  Modem  patriotism 
questionable,  and  why.  The  perishable  nature 
of  the  best  human  institutions.  %)iritual  liberty 
not  perishable.  The  slavish  state  of  man  by 
nature.  Deliver  him.  Deist,  if  you  can.  Grace 
must  do  it.  The  respective  merits  of  patriots 
and  martyrs  stated.  Their  different  treatment 
Happy  fraedom  of  the  man  whom  grsce  makes 
firee.  His  relish  of  the  works  of  God.  Address 
to  the  Creator. 

*T  IS  morning ;  and  the  Sun,  with  ruddy  orb 
Ascending,  fires  th*  horison ;  while  the  clouds. 
That  crowd  away  before  the  driving  wind. 
More  ardent  as  the  disk  emerges  more. 
Resemble  most  some  city  in  a  blase. 
Seen  through  the  leafless  wood.     His  sbnting  ray 
Slides  ineffectual  down  the  snowy  vale. 
And,  tinging  all  with  his  own  rosy  hue, 
From  ev*ry  herb  and  ev*ry  spiry  blade 
Stretches  a  length  of  shadow  o*er  the  field. 
Mine,  spindling  into  longitude  imnM>nff>^ 
In  spite  of  gravity,  and  sage  remark 
That  I  mysdf  am  but  a  fleeting  shade, 
^twokes  me  to  a  smfle.     Wi£  eye  askance 
1  view  the  muscular  proportion'd  limb 
Transformed  to  a  lean  shank.     The  shapeless  pair. 
As  they  designed  to  mock  me,  at  my  side 
Take  rtep  for  step ;  and,  as  I  near  approach 
The  cottage.  Walk  along  the  piast<r*d  wall, 


Prepost'rous  sight!  the  legs  without  tbe  man. 
The  verdure  of  the  plain  lies  buried  deep 
Beneath  the  dasiling  dduge ;  and  the  benta. 
And  coarser  grass,  upspearing  o*er  the  rest. 
Of  late  unsightly  and  unseen,  now  shine 
Conspicuous,  and  in  bright  apparel  dad. 
And,  fledg'd  with  icy  fieathers,  nod  supeib. 
Hie  cattle  mourn  in  comers,  where  the  fence 
Screens  them,  and  seem  half  petrified  to  sleep 
In  unrecumbent  sadness.     Tliere  tbey  wait 
Their  wonted  fodder ;  not  like  hung'ring  man. 
Fretful  if  imsupplied ;  but  silent,  med^ 
And  patient  of  the  slow-pac*d  swain'a  delay.  • 
He  from  the  stack  carves  out  th'  accttfltomM  load. 
Deep  plunging,  and  again  deep  plunging  oft. 
His  broad  keen  knife  into  the  solid  mass : 
Smooth  as  a  wall  the  upright  remnant  ataiid% 
With  such  undeviating  and  even  fiorcc 
He  severs  it  away  :  no  heedless  care. 
Lest  storms  should  overset  the  leaning  pile 
Deciduous,  or  it's  own  unbalanc*d  weight 
Forth  goes  the  woodman,  leaving  uaooocem'd 
The  cheerful  haunts  of  man;  to  wield  the  axe^ 
And  drive  the  wedge,  in  yonder  forest  drear. 
From  mom.  to  eve  his  solitary  task. 
Shaggy,  and  lean,  and  shrewd,  with  pointed  ean^ 
And  taU  cropp'd  short,  half  lurcher  and  half  cnr. 
His  dog  attends  him.     Close  behind  his  bed 
Now  creeps  he  slow ;  and  now,  with  many  a  fiiik 
Wide-scamp'ring,  snatches  up  die  drifted  snow 
With  iv'ry  teeth,  or  plows  it  with  his  anont ; 
Then  shakes  his  powder'd  coat,  and  baorks  fat  joj. 
Heedless  of  all  his  pranks,  the  sturdy  dmri 
Moves  right  toward  the  marie ;  nor  stops  fin-  a^gfa^ 
But  now  and  then  with  pressure  of  his  thumb 
T*  adjust  the  fragrant  charge  of  a  short  tube^ 
That  fumes  bennth  his  nose ;  the  trailing  dond 
Streams  far  behind  him,  scenting  all  the  air. 
Now  from  the  roost,  or  from  the  neigfab'ring  pak^ 
Where,  diligent  to  catch  the  first  faint  skam 
Of  smiling  day,  they  gossip'd  side  by  sade^ 
Come  trooping  at  the  housewife's  wdl-known  caQ 
Hie  feather'd  tribes  domestic.     Half  on  win^ 
And  half  on  foot,  they  brush  the  fleecy  flood, 
Consdous  and  fearful  of  too  deep  a  phmge. 
The  sparrows  peep,  and  quit  the  dielt'ring  tanm. 
To  seise  the  fidr  occasion ;  well  they  eye 
Hie  scatter'd  grain,  and  thievishly  resolv'd 
T*  escape  th'  impending  famine,  often  acar*d 
As  vA  return,  a  pert  voracious  kind. 
Clean  riddance  quickly  made^  one  oidj  cate 
Remains  to  each,  the  search  of  sunny  nook. 
Or  shed  impervious  to  the  bhttt     B«Bgn*d 
To  sad  necessity,  the  cock  foregoes 
His  wonted  strut ;  and,  wading  at  their  hand 
With  welL4x>nsidor*d  steps,  seems  to  resent 
His  alter'd  gait  and  statdiness  retrendi*d. 
How  find  the  mjviads,  that  in  summer  cheer 
The  hills  and  valleys  with  their  ceaadeas  waogt. 
Due  sustenance,  or  where  subsist  they  now  ?    [sdb 
Earth  yields  them  nought ;  th'  imprison'd  wens  k 
Beneath  the  fhnen  clod ;  aU  seeds  ofbeifae 
Lie  cover'd  dose ;  and  beiry-bearing  tbom% 
Hiat  feed  the  thrush,  (whatever  some  suppoae^) 
Afford  the  smaller  minstrels  no  supply. 
The  long  protracted  rigour  of  the  year. 
Thins  all  their  num'rous  flocks.  In  ddnks  u 
Ten  thousand  seek  an  unmoleated  end. 
As  instinct  prompca ;  setfJxniad  ere  they  dib 
The  very  rooks  and  daws  fonake  the  fiekl% 
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Then  neither  gnib,  nor  rodt,  nor  Mrtb-auf,  now 

>pii]rs  their  labour  more ;  mnd  percb'U  aloft 

\j  the  wayside,  or  ttalking  in  the  path, 

«ean  pensioners  upon  the  trav*Uer*8  tnck, 

'kk  up  their  nauseous  dole,  tliough  sweet  to  them, 

H  voided  pulse  or  half-digested  grain. 

"he  streams  are  lost  amid  the  splendid  blank, 

>*erwhelming  all  distinction.     On  the  flood, 

ndurated  and  fiz*d,  the  snowy  weight 

«ies  undissolved ;  while  silently  beneath, 

Lnd  unperceivM,  the  current  steals  away. 

iot  so  where,  scomlul  of  a  check,  it  leaps 

lie  raill-dam,  dashes  on  the  restless  wheel, 

^nd  wantons  in  the  pebbly  gulf  below  : 

io  frost  can  bind  it  there ;  it*s  utmost  force 

^  but  arrest  the  light  anid  snx>ky  mist, 

"Yiat  in  it's  fall  the  liquid  sheet  throws  wide. 

iiid  see  where  it  has  hung  th*  erobroider*d  banks 

^ith  forms  so  various,  that  no  pow*rs  of  art, 

lie  peiMu'l  or  the  pen,  may  trace  the  scene ! 

lere  glitt'ring  turrets  rise,  upbearing  high 

Fantastic  mis-arrangement !)  on  the  roof 

Am  growth  of  what  nuiy  seem  the  sparkling  trees 

ind  shrubs  of  fiury  land.     The  crystal  drops, 

liat  trickle  down  the  branches,  fast  congeal'd, 

hoot  into  pillars  of  petludd  length, 

Lnd  prop  the  pile,  they  but  adom*d  before. 

lere  grotto  within  grotto  safe  defies 

lie  sun.beam  ;  there,  emboss*d  and  fretted  wild, 

lie  prowin^  wonder  takes  a  thousand  shapes 

lapndous  ui  which  fiucy  seeks  in  vain 

lie  likeness  of  some  object  seen  before. 

lius  Nature  works  as  if  to  mock  at  Art, 

ind  in  defiance  of  her  rival  pow*rs ; 

ty  these  fortuitous  and  random  strokes 

Performing  such  inimitable  f^ts, 

Ls  she  with  all  her  rules  can  never  reach. 

^ess  worthy  of  apphuise,  though  more  admir*d, 

lecause  a  novel^,  the  work  of  man, 

roperial  mistress  of  the  fur-clad  Russ, 

liy  most  magnificent  and  mighty  freak, 

lie  wonder  of  the  North.     No  forest  fell. 

Hien  thou  would*st  build;  no  quarry  sent  it*s  stores 

V  enrich  thy  walls :  but  thou  didst  hew  the  floods, 

knd  make  thy  nuuiile  of  the  gUssy  wave. 

n  such  a  palace  AristsDUS  found 

!!yrene,  when  he  bore  the  plaintive  talc 

)f  his  lost  bees  to  her  maternal  ear : 

n  sifch  a  pahu:e  Poetry  might  place 

lie  armory  of  Winter ;  where  his  troops, 

lie  gloomy  clouds,  find  weapons,  arrowy  sleet, 

Ikin-pierdng  volley,  blossom-bruising  hail, 

knd  snow,  £at  oflen  blinds  the  tnivMler*s  course, 

knd  wraps  him  in  an  unexpected  tomb. 

Ulently  as  a  dream  the  ttbric  rose ; 

<Jo  sound  of  hammer  or  oi  saw  was  there : 

ce  upon  ice,  the  weU-ai^usted  parts 

Vcre  soon  conjoined,  nor  other  cement  ask*d 

fhan  water  interfus*d  to  make  them  one. 

.Amps  gracefullydispoe'd,  and  of  all  hues, 

UuminVl  ev*ry  side :  a  wat*ry  light 

jrleam*d  through  the  clear  transparency,  that  seem*d 

\nother  moon  new  ris*n,  or  meteor  faU'n 

F'rom  Heav*n  to  Earth,  of  lambent  flame  serene. 

k>  stood  the  brittle  prodigy ;  though  smooth 

Ind  shpp'ry  the  materJah^  yet  frost-bound 

Pirmasarock.     Nor  wanted  aught  within, 

rhat  royal  residence  might  well  befit, 

i^or  gruideur  or  for  use.     Long  wavy  wreaths 

If  flow'rs,  that  fcar'd  no  enemy  but  warmth, 


Bhish'd  on  tiM  (Sannels.     Mirror  needed  none 

Where  all  was  vitreous ;  but  hi  order  due 

Convivial  table  and  commodious  seat 

(What  seem*d  at  Inst  commodious  seat)  were  there ; 

Sofa,  and  couch,  and  high-built  throne  august. 

The  same  lubricity  was  found  in  all. 

And  all  was  moist  to  the  warm  touch ;  a  scene 

Of  evanescent  glory,  once  a  stream. 

And  soon  to  slide  into  a  stream  again. 

Alas !  't  was  but  a  mortifying  stroke 

Of  undesign*d  severity,  that  glanc'd 

(Made  by  a  monarch)  on  her  own  estate. 

Of  human  grandeur  and  the  courts  of  kings. 

'T  was  transient  in  it's  nature,  as  in  show 

'T  was  durable ;  as  worthless,  as  it  scem*d 

Intrinsically  precious ;  to  the  foot 

Treach*rous  and  false ;  it  smil'd,  and  it  was  cold. 

Great  princes  have  great  pUythings.     Some  have 
play'd 
At  hewing  mountains  into  men,  and  some 
At  building  human  wonders  mountain-high. 
Some  have  amus*d  the  dull,  sad  years  of  life, 
(Life  spent  in  indolence,  and  therefore  sad,) 
With  schemes  of  monumental  fame ;  and  sought 
By  pyramids  and  mausolean  pomp, 
Short-liv'd  themselves,  t*  immortalise  their  boncft. 
Some  seek  diversion  in  the  tented  field. 
And  make  the  sorrows  of  mankind  thc^  sport. 
But  war  *s  a  game,  which,  were  their  subjects  wise. 
Kings  would  not  play  at     Nations  wouM  do  well, 
T*  extort  their  truncheons  fVom  the  puny  hands 
Of  heroes,  whose  infirm  and  baby  minds 
Are  gratified  with  mischief;  and  who  spoiJ« 
Because  men  suffer  it,  their  toy  the  World. 

When  Babel  was  confounded,  and  the  great 
Confed'racy  of  projectors  wild  and  vain 
Was  split  into  diversity  of  tongues. 
Then,  as  a  shepherd  separates  hb  flock. 
These  to  the  upbind,  to  the  valley  tboae, 
God  dnve  asunder,  and  assign'd  their  lot 
To  all  the  nations.     Ample  was  the  boon 
He  gave  them,  in  it's  distribution  fair 
And  equal  $  and  he  bade  them  dwell  in  peace. 
Peace  was  awhile  their  care:  they  plow'd  and 

sow*d. 
And  reap'd  their  plenty  without  grudge  or  strifik 
But  violence  can  never  longer  sleep 
Than  human  passions  please.     In  ev'ry  heart 
Are  sown  the  sparks  that  kindle  fiery  war ; 
Occasion  needs  but  fan  them,  and  they  bkse. 
Cain  had  ah-eady  shed  a  brother's  Mood: 
The  deluge  wash'd  it  out ;  but  lefl  unquench'd 
The  seeds  of  murder  in  the  breast  of  man. 
Soon  by  a  righteous  judgment  in  the  line 
Oi  ills  descending  progeny  was  found 
The  first  artificer  of  death ;  the  shrewd 
Contriver,  who  first  sweated  at  the  foqje. 
And  forc'd  the  blunt  and  yet  unbloodied  s^el 
To  a  keen  edge,  and  made  it  bright  for  war. 
Him,  Tubal  nam'd,  the  Vulcan  of  old  times. 
The  sword  and  falchion  their  inventor  claim  ; 
And  the  first  smith  was  the  first  murd'rcr's  son. 
His  art  surviv'd  the  waters;  and  ere  long. 
When  num  was  multiplied  and  spread  abroad 
In  tribes  and  dans,  and  had  begun  to  call 
These  meadows  and  that  range  of  bills  bis  own. 
The  tasted  sweets  of  property  b^t 
Desire  of  more ;  and  wdusdy  m  some, 
T*  improve  and  cultivate  their  just  demesne 
Made  others  covet  what  ^^^'%^^l^q\^ 
3  C  4  3 
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Thns  war  began  ob  Earth :  tfaeie  fbagfat  for  tpoil, 

And  those  in  self-defence.   '  Savage  at  first 

The  onset,  and  irregular.     At  length 

One  eminent  above  the  rest  for  strength, 

For  stratagem,  or  courage,  or  for  all. 

Was  chosen  leader ;  him  they  served  in  war. 

And  him  in  peace,  for  sake  of  warlike  deeds 

Rev*renc'd  no  less.  Who  could  with  him  compare? 

Or  who  so  worthy  to  control  themselves, 

As  he,  whose  prowess  had  subdu'd  their  foes? 

Thus  war,  affording  field  for  the  display 

Of  virtue,  made  one  chief,  whom  times  of  peace. 

Which  have  their  exigencies  too,  and  call 

For  skill  in  government,  at  length  made  king. 

King  was  a  name  too  proud  for  man  to  wear 

l^th  modesty  and  meekness;  and  the  crown 

So  dazzling  in  their  eyes,  who  set  it  on, 

Was  sure  t*  intoxicate  the  brows  it  bound. 

It  is  the  abject  property  of  most. 

That,  bdng  parcel  of  the  conmion  mass, 

And  destitute  of  means  to  raise  themselves. 

They  sink,  and  settle  lower  than  they  need. 

They  know  not  what  it  is  to  feel  within 

A  comprehensive  faculty,  that  grasps 

Great  purposes  with  ease,  that  turns  and  wields, 

Almost  without  an  effort,  plans  too  vast 

For  their  conception,  which  they  cannot  move. 

Conscious  of  impotence  they  soon  grow  drunk 

With  gazing,  when  they  see  an  able  man 

Step  forth  to  notice ;  and,  besotted  thus. 

Build  him  a  pedestal,  and  say,  **  Stand  there, 

And  be  our  admiration  and  our  praise." 

They  roll  themselves  before  him  in  the  dust, 

Then  most  deserving  in  their  own  account, 

When  most  extravagant  in  hia  apphuise. 

As  if  exalting  him  tliey  rais*d  themselves. 

Thus  by  degrees,  self-cheated  of  their  sound 

And  sober  judgment,  that  he  is  but  nian, 

Hiey  demi-deify  and  fume  him  so, 

That  in  due  season  he  forgets  it  too. 

Inflated  and  astrut  with  self-conceit, 

He  gidps  the  windy  diet;  and  ere  lonff, 

Adopting  their  mistake,  profoundly  dunks 

The  World  was  made  in  vain,  if  not  for  him. 

Thenceforth  they  are  his  cattle ;  drudges,  born 

To  bear  his  burdens,  drawing  in  his  gears. 

And  sweating  in  his  service,  his  caprice 

Becomes  the  soul,  that  animates  them  all. 

He  deems  a  thousand,  or  ten  thousand  lives. 

Spent  in  the  purchase  of  renown  for  him. 

An  easy  reckoning ;  and  they  think  the  same. 

Thus  kings  were  first  invented,  thus  kings 

Were  burnished  into  heroes,  and  became 

The  arbiters  of  this  terraqueous  swamp ; 

Storks  among  frogs,  that  have  but  croak*d  and  died. 

Strange,  that  such  folly,  as  lifts  bloated  man 

To  eminence  fit  only  for  a  god, 

Should  ever  drivel  out  of  human  lips, 

Ev*n  in  the  cradled  weakness  of  the  World ! 

Still  stranger  much,  that  when  at  length  mankind 

Had  reach'd  the  sinewy  firmness  of  theur  youth. 

And  could  discriminate  and  argue  well 

On  subjects  more  mysterious,  they  were  yet 

Babes  in  the  cause  of  freedom,  and  should  fear 

And  quake  before  the  gods  themselves  had  made ; 

But  above  measure  strange,  that  neither  proof 

Of  sad  experience,  nor  example  set 

By  some,  whose  patriot  virtue  has  prevailed, 

Can  even  now,  when  they  are  grown  mature 

In  wisdom,  and  with  philosophic  deads 


Familiar,  serve  t*  cmaocqiate  the  rest! 

Such  dupes  are  men  to  custom,  and  so  prooe 

To  rev*rence  what  is  andent,  and  can  plead 

A  course  of  long  observance  for  its  use, 

That  even  servitude,  the  wont  of  ills, 

Because  deliver*d  down  from  sire  to  son. 

Is  kept  and  guarded  as  a  sacred  thing. 

But  is  it  fit,  or  can  it  bear  the  shock 

Of  rational  discussion,  that  a  man. 

Compounded  and  made  up  like  otlier  men 

Of  elements  tumultuous,  in  whom  lust 

And  folly  in  as  ample  measure  meet. 

As  in  the  bosoms  of  the  slaves  he  nile% 

Should  be  a  despot  absolute,  and  boast 

Himself  the  only  freeman  of  his  land  ? 

Should,  when  be  pleases,  and  on  whom  be  wHl, 

Wage  war,  with  any  or  with  no  pretence 

Of  provocation  giv*n,  or  wrong  sustain*d. 

And  force  the  lyeggarly  last  doit,  by  means 

That  his  own  humour  dictates,  from  the  clntcfa 

Of  Poverty,  that  thus  he  may  procure 

His  thousands,  weary  of  penurious  life, 

A  splendid  opportunity  to  die  ? 

Say  ye,  who  (with  less  prudence  than  of  old 

Ji^hain  ascrib*d  to  his  assembled  trees 

In  politic  convention)  put  your  trust 

r  th*  shadow  of  a  bramble,  and  reclined 

In  fancied  peace  beneath  liis  dang*rous  branchy 

Rejoice  in  him,  and  celebrate  his  sway. 

Where  find  ye  passive  fortitude?  \Vlience  sprii^ 

Your  self-denying  seid,  that  holds  it  good. 

To  stroke  the  priddy  grievance,  and  to  hang 

His  thorns  with  streamers  of  continual  praise  ? 

We,  too,  are  friends  to  loyalty.     We  love 

Hie  king  who  loves  the  law,  respects  bis  bounds. 

And  reigns  content  within  them  :  him  we  sesre 

Freely  and  with  delight,  who  leaves  us  free ; 

But  recollecting  still,  that  he  is  man. 

We  trust  him  not  too  far.     King  tliough  he  be. 

And  king  in  England  too,  he  may  be  weak. 

And  vain  enou^  to  be  ambitious  still ; 

May  exercise  amiss  his  proper  pow'rs. 

Or  covet  more  than  freemen  choose  to  grant : 

Beyond  that  mark  is  treason.     He  is  oun, 

T*  administer,  to  guard,  t*  adorn  the  state. 

But  not  to  warp  or  change  it     We  are  his, 

To  serve  liim  nobly  in  tlie  conmxm  cause. 

True  to  the  death,  but  not  to  be  his  slaves. 

Mark  now  the  diflbrence,  ye  tliat  boast  your  love 

Of  kings,  between  your  loyalty  and  ours. 

We  love  the  man,  the  paltry  pageant  you  : 

We  die  chief  patron  of  the  commonvrealthp 

You  the  regardless  author  of  it*s  woes: 

We  for  the  sake  of  liberty  a  king. 

You  chains  and  bondage  for  a  tyrant's  sake. 

Our  love  is  principle,  and  has  it*s  root 

In  reason,  is  judicious,  manly,  fVee ; 

Yours,  a  blind  instinct,  crouches  to  the  rod. 

And  licks  the  foot  that  treads  it  in  the  dust. 

Were  kingship  as  true  treasure  as  it  seems. 

Sterling,  and  worthy  of  a  wise  man's  wish, 

I  would  not  be  a  king  to  be  bdov*d 

Causeless,  and  daub*d  with  undiaceming  ptaiaey 

Where  love  is  mere  attachment  to  the  throoe. 

Not  to  the  man  who  fills  it  as  be  ought. 

Whose  fl^edom  is  by  suff  *rance,  and  at  will 
Of  a  superior,  he  is  never  finee. 
Who  lives,  and  is  not  weary  of  a  life 
ExposM  to  manacles,  deserves  them  well. 
Tlie  &ute  that  strives  for  liberty,^  |)^^<|^(^l*d. 
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^nd  forcM  to  abandon  wliat  she  bravely  suuglit, 

ksaerwcs  at  leaU  applause  for  her  attempt, 

Lnd  pity  for  her  loss.     But  that  'a  a  cause 

lot  often  unsuccessTut :  pow*r  usurp*cl, 

«  weakness  when  opposM ;  conscious  of  wrong, 

r  is  pusillanimous  and  prone  to  fliglit. 

tut  slaves,  that  once  conceive  the  glowing  thought 

>r  freedom,  in  that  hope  itself  possess 

111  that  the  contest  calls  for;  spirit,  strength, 

rhe  scorn  of  danger,  and  united  hearts ; 

rhc  surest  presage  of  the  good  they  seek. 

Tlien  shame  to  manhood,  and  opprobrious  more 
^o  France  than  all  her  losses  and  defeats, 
>ld  or  of  later  date,  by  sea  or  land, 
ler  liouse  of  bondfl^,  worse  than  that  of  old 
Hiich  God  aveng*d  on  Pharaoh— > the  Bastille, 
'e  horrid  tow'rs,  th'  abode  of  broken  hearts ; 
'e  dungeons  and  ye  cages  of  despair, 
luU  monardis  have  supplied  from  age  to  age 
^ith  music,  such  as  suits  their  sov'reign  ears, 
*he  sighs  and  groans  of  miserable  men  ! 
liere  s  not  an  English  heart,  that  would  not  leap, 
*o  hear  that  ye  were  hdVn  at  last ;  to  know 
Imt  ev*n  our  enemies,  so  oft  employed 
n  forging  chains  for  us,  themselves  were  free; 
W  he,  who  values  Liberty,  confines 
lis  seal  for  her  predominance  within 
lo  narrow  bounds;  her  cause  engages  him 
Vlierever  pleaded.     'T  is  the  cause  of  man. 
liere  dwell  the  most  forlorn  of  human.kind, 
mmur'd,  though  unaccus'd,  condemn *d  untried, 
!ruelly  spftr'd,  and  hopeless  of  escape, 
liere,  like  the  visionary  emblem  seen 
\y  him  of  Babylon,  life  stands  a  stump, 
Lnd,  fiiletted  about  with  hoops  of  brass, 
till  lives,  though  aU  his  pleasant  boughs  are  gone. 
*o  count  the  hour-bell  and  expect  no  change ; 
Lnd  ever,  as  the  sullen  sound  is  heard, 
till  to  reflect,  that,  though  a  joyless  note 
*o  him,  whose  moments  all  have  one  dull  pace, 
>n  thousand  rovers  in  the  World  at  large 
account  it  music ;  that  it  summons  some 
*o  theatre,  or  iocund  feast,  or  ball : 
lie  wearied  hireling  finds  it  a  release 
Vom  labour ;  and  the  lover,  who  has  chid 
t's  long  delay,  feels  ev'ry  welcome  stroke 
Ipon  his  heartstrings,  trembling  with  delight—- 
*o  fly  for  refuge  from  distracting  thought 
*o  such  amusements,  as  ingenious  woe 
k>ntrives,  hard-sIiifUng,  and  without  her  tools  — 
'o  read  engraven  on  the  mouldy  walls, 
n  staggMng  types,  his  predecessor's  tale, 
i  sad  memorial,  and  subjoin  his  own  — 
'o  turn  purveyor  to  an  overgorg*d 
Lnd  bloated  spider,  till  the  pamperM  pest 
s  made  familiar,  watches  his  approach, 
Ernies  at  his  call,  and  serves  him  for  a  friend  «- 
'o  wear  out  time  in  numb*ring  to  and  fro 
lie  studs,  that  thick  emboss  his  iron  door ; 
lien  downward  and  then  upward,  then  aslant, 
knd  then  alternate ;  witli  a  sickly  hope 
ij  dint  of  change  to  give  his  tasteless  task 
lome  relish :  till  the  sum,  exactly  found 
n  all  directions,  he  begins  again.  — 
)h  comfortless  existence  !  hemm'd  around 
Vlth  woes,  which  who  tliat  suflcrs  would  not  kneel 
knd  beg  for  exile,  or  the  pangs  of  death  ? 
liat  man  should  thus  encroach  on  fellow.man, 
Abridge  him  of  his  just  and  native  rights, 


Eradicate  him,  tear  liim  from  hit  hold 
Upon  th'  endearments  of  domettic  life 
And  social,  nip  his  fhiitfulness  and  usc^ 
And  doom  him  for  perhaps  a  heedless  word 
To  barrenness,  and  solitude,  and  tears. 
Moves  indignation,  makes  the  name  of  king 
(Of  king  whom  such  prerogative  can  please) 
As  dreadful  as  the  Manich^  god, 
Ador'd  through  fear,  strong  only  to  destroy. 

*T  is  liberty  alone,  that  gives  tlie  flow'r 
Of  fleeting  life  it's  lustre  and  perfume ; 
And  we  are  weeds  without  it.     All  constraint, 
Except  what  wisdom  lays  on  evil  men, 
Is  evil :  hurts  the  faculties,  impedes 
Their  progress  in  the  road  of  science ;  blinds 
Hie  eyesight  of  Disc9v'ry ;  and  begets. 
In  those  diat  saWer  it^  a  sordid  mind, 
Bestial,  a  meagre  intellect,  unfit 
To  be  the  tenant  of  man's  noble  form. 
Hiee  therefore  still,  blameworthy  as  thou  art, 
With  all  thy  loss  of  empire,  and  though  squees'd 
By  public  exigence,  till  annual  food 
Fails  for  the  cravine  hunger  of  the  state. 
Thee  I  account  still  happy,  and  the  chief 
Among  the  nations,  seeing  thou  art  free. 
My  native  nook  of  earth !     Thy  chme  is  rude^ 
Replete  with  vapours,  and  diqioses  much 
All  hearts  to  sadness,  and  none  more  than  mine  t 
Thine  unadult'rate  manners  are  less  soft 
And  plausible  tlian  social  life  requires. 
And  thou  liast  need  of  discipline  and  art. 
To  give  thee  what  politer  France  receives 
From  nature's  bounty— that  humane  address 
And  sweetness,  without  whicli  no  pleasure  is 
In  converse,  either  starv'd  by  cold  reserve. 
Or  flusli'd  with  fierce  dispute,  a  senseless  brawL 
Yet  being  free  I  love  thee :  for  the  sake 
Of  that  one  feature  can  be  well  content, 
Disgrac'd  as  thou  liast  been,  poor  as  thou  art, 
To  seek  no  sublunary  rest  beside. 
But  once  enslav'd,  farewell !     I  could  endure 
Chains  no-where  patiently ;  and  chains  at  home. 
Where  I  am  free  by  birthright,  not  at  all. 
Then  what  were  left  of  roughness  in  the  grain 
Of  British  natures,  wanting  it's  excuse 
That  it  belongs  to  fVeemen,  ivould  disgust 
And  shock  me.     I  should  then  with  double  pain 
Feel  all  the  rigour  of  thy  fickle  clime ; 
And,  if  I  must  bewail  the  blessing  lost. 
For  which  our  Hampdens  and  our  Sidneys  bled, 
I  would  at  least  bewail  it  under  skies 
Milder,  among  a  people  less  austere  ; 
In  scenes,  which  having  never  known  me  free, 
Would  not  reproach  me  with  the  loss  I  felt 
Do  I  forbode  impossible  events, 
And  tremble  at  vain  dreams  ?  Heav'n  grant  I  may ! 
But  th*  age  of  rirtuous  politics  is  past. 
And  we  are  deep  in  that  of  cold  pretence, 
j^itriots  are  grown  too  shrewd  to  be  sincere. 
And  we  too  wise  to  trust  them.     He  that  takes 
Deep  in  his  soft  credulity  the  stamp 
Des^pi'd  by  loud  declaimers  on  the  part 
Of  liberty,  themselves  the  slaves  of  lust, 
Incurs  derision  for  his  easy  faith. 
And  lack  of  knowledge,  and  with  cause  enough : 
For  when  was  public  virtue  to  be  found. 
Where  private  was  not?  Can  he  love  the  whole. 
Who  loves  no  part  ?  He  be  a  nation's  friend. 
Who  if  in  truth  the  friend  of  no  man  there  ? 
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Can  be  be  itrHiuous  in  his  country's 

Who  slights  the  charities,  for  whose  desr  nke 

That  country,  if  at  all,  must  be  beIoT*d  ? 

'T  is  therefore  sober  and  good  men  are  sad 
For  England's  glory,  seeing  it  wax  pale 
And  sicUy,  while  her  champions  wear  their  hearts 
So  loose  to  private  duty,  that  no  brain. 
Healthful  and  undisturb'd  by  fiu:tious  fumes. 
Can  dream  them  trusty  to  the  gen'ral  weal. 
Such  were  they  not  of  old,  whose  temper'd  blades 
Dispersed  the  shackles  of  usurp'd  control. 
And  hew'd  them  link  firom  link ;  then  Albion's  sons 
Were  sous  indeed ;  they  felt  a  filial  heart 
Beat  high  within  them  at  a  mother's  wrongs ; 
And,  smning  each  in  his  domestic  sphere. 
Shone  bright  still,  once  call'd  to  public  view. 
'T  is  ther^ore  many,  whose  sequester'd  lot 
Forbids  their  interference,  looking  on, 
Anticipate  perforce  some  dire  event ; 
And,  seeing  the  old  castle  of  the  state. 
That  promis'd  once  more  firmness,  so  assail'd. 
That  all  it's  tempest-beaten  turrets  shake, 
Stand  motionless  expectants  of  it's  ML 
All  has  it's  date  below ;  the  fatal  hour 
Was  register'd  in  Heav'n  ere  time  began 
We  turn  to  dust,  and  all  our  mightiest  works 
Die  too :  the  deep  foundations  that  we  lay. 
Time  plows  them  up,  and  not  a  trace  remainst 
We  build  with  what  we  deem  eternal  rock : 
A  distant  age  asks  where  the  fabric  stood ; 
And  in  the  dust,  sifted  and  search'd  in  vain, 
The  undiscoverable  secret  sleeps. 

But  there  is  yet  a  liberty  unsung 
By  poets,  and  by  senators  unprais'd, 
Whidi  monarchs  cannot  grant,  nor  all  the  pow'rs 
Of  Earth  and  Hell  oonfed'rate  take  away  ; 
A  liberty,  which  persecution,  fraud. 
Oppression,  prisons,  have  no  powV  to  bind  ; 
Which  whoso  tastes  can  be  enslav'd  no  more. 
'T  is  liberty  of  heart  deriv'd  from  Heav'n, 
Bought  with  BIS  blood,  who  gave  it  to  mankind. 
And  seal'd  with  the  same  token.     It  is  held 
By  charter,  and  that  charter  sanction'd  sure 
By  th*  unimpeachable  and  aweful  oath 
And  promise  of  a  God.     His  other  gifb 
All  bear  the  royal  stamp,  that  speaks  them  his. 
And  are  august ;  but  this  transcends  them  all. 
His  other  works,  the  visible  display 
Of  all-creating  energy  and  might. 
Are  grand  no  doubt,  and  wortliy  of  the  word, 
Hiat,  finding  an  interminable  space 
Unoccupied,  has  fill'd  the  void  so  well, 
And  made  so  sparkling  what  was  dark  before. 
But  these  are  not  his  glory.     Man,  't  is  true, 
Smit  vrith  the  beauty  of  so  fiur  a  scene. 
Might  well  suppose  th'  artificer  divine 
Meant  it  eternal,  had  he  not  himself 
JPronounc'd  it  transient,  glorious  as  it  is, 
And,  sdll  designing  a  more  glorious  far, 
Doom'd  it  as  insufficient  for  his  praise. 
These,  therefore,  are  occasional,  and  pass ; 
Form'd  for  the  confutation  of  the  fool, 
Whose  lying  heart  disputes  against  a  God ; 
Hiat  office  serv'd,  they  must  be  swept  away. 
Not  so  the  labours  of  hb  love :  they  shine 
In  other  heav'ns  than  these  that  we  behold. 
And  ftde  not.     There  is  Paradise  that  fears 
No  forfeiture,  and  of  it's  fruits  he  sends 
Large  prelibation  oft  to  saints  below. 
Of  these  the  first  in  order,  and  the  pledge. 


And  confident  assurance  of  the  rest, 
Is  liberty ;  a  flight  into  bis  arms, 
Ere  yet  mortality's  fine  threads  give  way, 
A  clear  escape  from  tyrannising  lust, 
And  fill!  immunity  from  penal  woe. 

Chains  are  the  portion  of  revolted  man. 
Stripes,  and  a  dungeon ;  and  his  body  semi 
"Die  triple  purpose.     In  that  sickly,  foul, 
Opprobrious  residence  he  $nds  them  slL 
Propense  Iiis  heart  to  idols,  he  is  held 
In  silly  dotage  on  created  things, 
Careless  of  their  Creator.     And  that  low 
And  sordid  gravitation  of  his  pow'rs 
To  a  vile  cl<xl  so  draws  him,  with  such  force 
Resistless  fhim  the  centre  be  should  seek, 
That  he  at  kst  forgets  it.     All  his  hopa 
Tend  downward  ;  his  ambition  is  to  ank« 
To  reach  a  depth  profbunder  still,  sod  slill 
Profoundcr,  in  the  fisthomless  abyss 
Of  folly,  plunging  in  pursuit  of  dcsth. 
But  ere  he  gain  the  comfortless  repose 
He  seeks,  and  acquiescence  of  bis  soul 
In  Heav'n-renoundng  exile,  he  endures— 
What  does  he  not,  from  lusto  opposed  in  vain, 
And  self.reproaching  conscience  ?  He  foieiecs 
The  htal  issue  to  his  health,  fame,  peace, 
Fortune,  and  dignity  ;  the  loss  of  all, 
That  can  ennoble  man,  and  make  fbil  Uk^ 
Short  as  it  is,  supportable.     Still  wone, 
Far  worse  than  all  the  plagues,  with  which  his  so 
Infect  his  happiest  moments,  be  forebodes 
Ages  of  hopeless  mis'ry.     Future  destb. 
And  death  still  future.     Not  a  hasty  stroke, 
Like  that  which  sends  him  to  the  dusty  gnn; 
But  unrepealable  enduring  death. 
Scripture  is  still  a  trumpet  to  his  fesrs : 
What  none  can  prove  a  fbrg'ry  may  be  true ; 
What  none  but  bad  men  wish  exploded  muA 
That  scruple  checks  him.     Riot  is  not  kud 
Nor  drunk  enough  to  drown  it    In  the  midst 
Of  laughter  his  compunctions  are  siocere ; 
And  he  abhors  the  j^st,  by  which  be  shioefc 
Remorse  begets  reform*     His  masterJust 
Falls  first  before  his  resolute  rebuke, 
And  seems  dethron'd  and  vanqoidi'd.  Pescejswa 
But  spurious  and  short-Iiv'd ;  the  puny  child 
Of  8elf..congratu1ating  Pride,  begot 
On  fancied  Iniuxxnce.     Again  he  fidk, 
And  fights  again ;  but  finds  his  best  esMy 
A  presage  ominous,  portending  still 
It's  own  dishonour  1^  a  worse  relapsei 
Till  Nature,  unavaOmg  Nature,  finl'd 
So  oft,  and  wearied  in  the  vain  attempt, 
Scofls  at  her  own  performance.    R««»  «^ 
Takes  part  vrith  appetite,  and  pleads  the  c«« 
Perversely,  which  of  late  she  so  condemn  d; 
With  shallow  shifts  and  old  devices,  won 
And  tatter'd  in  the  service  of  debauch, 
Cov'ring  his  shame  from  his  oflRanded  sghL 

«  Hath  God,  indeed,  giv'n  appetites  to  n^ 
And  stOT'd  the  Earth  so  plentefxisly  with  metf^ 
To  gratify  the  hunger  of  his  wish ; 
And  doth  he  reprobate,  and  wiU  be  damn 

The  use  of  his  own  bounty?  making  M 
So  frail  a  kind,  and  then  enacting  laws 
So  strict,  that  less  than  perfect  muMdsyr^ 
Falsehood!  which  vHwso  but  suspects  of  tri» 
Dishonours  God,  and  makes  a  slave  of  «•>• 
I>o  they  themselvea,  w4io  undertake  fbr  hfl« 

The  teacher's  office,  ancLdispense  atjltfr 
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rheir  weekfy  dole  of  edifying  itnuiis, 

Attend  to  tlMBir  own  music  ?  have  they  ftith 

n  what  with  such  solemnity  of  tone 

knd  gesture  they  propound  to  our  belief? 

i^ay  —conduct  hath  the  loudest  tongue.    The  voice 

s  but  an  instrument,  on  which  the  priest 

Aay  play  what  tune  lie  pleases.     In  the  deed, 

rhe  unequivocal,  authentic  deed, 

^e  find  sound  argument,  we  read  the  heart" 

Such  reasonings  (if  that  name  must  needs  belong 
r  excuses  in  wUch  reason  has  no  part) 
lerve  to  compose  a  spirit  welUindin'd, 
[*o  live  on  terms  of  amity  with  vice, 
ind  sin  without  disturbance.     Often  urg*d, 
As  often  as  libidinous  discourse 
'Exhausted,  he  resorts  to  solemn  themes 
>f  theological  and  grave  import,) 
liey  gain  at  last  his  unreserv*d  assent ; 
!111,  harden'd  his  heart's  temper  in  the  forge 
>f  lust,  and  on  the  anvil  of  dequur, 
le  slights  the  strokes  of  conscience.  Nothing  moves, 
h-  nothing  much,  his  constancy  in  ill ; 
Tain  tamp'ring  has  but  foster*d  his  disease ; 
r  is  desperate,  and  he  sleeps  the  sleep  of  death, 
laste  now,  philosopher,  and  set  him  free, 
^harrn  the  deaf  serpent  wisely.     Make  liim  hear 
>f  rectitude  and  fitness,  moral  truth 
low  lovely,  and  the  moral  sense  how  sure, 
Consulted  and  obey'd,  to  guide  his  steps 
Mrectly  to  the  nasr  ako  oitlt  faik. 
>pare  not  in  such  a  cause.     Spend  all  the  powOrs 
>f  rant  and  rhapsody  in  virtue's  praise : 
ie  moat  sublimely  good,  verbosely  grand, 
ind  with  poetic  trappings  grace  thy  prose, 
Till  it  outmantle  all  the  pride  of  verse.  — 
kh,  tinkling  cymbal,  and  high-sounding  brass, 
imitten  in  vain !  sudi  music  cannot  charm 
rhe  ecHpse,  that  intercepts  truth's  heav*nly  beam, 
Ind  chills  and  darkens  a  wide-wand*ring  soul. 
rhe  STILL  SMALL  wQicR  is  Wanted.    He  must  speak, 
Vhose  word  leaps  forth  at  once  to  it's  effect ; 
¥ho  calls  for  things  that  are  not,  and  they  come. 

Grace  makes  the  slave  a  freeman.  'T  is  a  change, 
rhat  turns  to  ridicule  the  turgid  speech 
ind  stately  tone  of  moralists,  who  boast, 
U  if,  like  him  of  fabulous  renown, 
rhey  had,  indeed,  ability  to  smooth 
rhe  shag  of  savage  nature,  and  were  each 
in  Orpheusj  and  omnipotent  in  song : 
3ut  transformation  of  apostate  man 
^rom  fool  to  wise,  from  earthly  to  divine, 
s  work  for  Him  that  made  him.     He  alone, 
ind  he  by  means  in  philosophic  eyes 
Trivial  and  worthy  of  disdain,  achieves 
[he  wonder ;  humanizing  what  is  brute 
n  the  lost  kind,  extracting  from  the  lips 
)f  asps  their  venom,  overpow'ring  strength 
3y  weakness,  and  hostility  by  love. 

Patriots  have  toU'd,  and  in  their  country's  cause 
31ed  nobly ;  and  their  deeds,  as  they  deserve, 
ileceive  proud  recompense.     Wegive  in  charge  - 
rheir  names  to  the  sweet  lyre.     1%'  histeric  Muae, 
Proud  of  the  treasure,  mardies  with  it  down 
To  latest  times ;  and  Sculpture,  in  her  turn, 
3ives  bond  in  stone  and  ever-during  brass 
To  guard  them,  and  t*  immortalize  her  trust: 
9ut  fiurer  wreaths  are  due,  though  never  paid, 
To  those,  who,  posted  at  tihe  shrine  of  Truth, 
Flave  fall'n  in  her  defence.     A  patriot's  blood, 
fi¥ell  spent  in  such  a  strife,  may  earn  indeed, 


And  for  a  tiuM  enaure,  to  Ids  lov'd  land 

The  sweets  of  liberty  and  equal  laws ; 

But  martyrs  struggle  for  a  brighter  priae. 

And  win  it  with  more  pain.     Their  blood  is  shed 

In  confirmation  of  the  noblest  daim. 

Our  chum  to  fieed  upon  immortal  truth. 

To  walk  with  God,  to  be  divinely  fVee^ 

To  soar,  and  to  anticipate  the  skies. 

Yet  few  remember  them.     They  liv'd  unknown, 

Till  Persecution  dragg'd  them  into  fame, 

And  chas'd  them  up  to  Heav'n.     Hieir  ashes  flew 

— >  No  marble  tells  us  whither.     With  their  names 

No  bard  embalms  and  sanctifies  his  song : 

And  History,  so  warm  on  meaner  themes. 

Is  cold  on  this.     She  execrates,  indeed. 

The  tyranny,  that  doom'd  them  to  the  fire, 

But  gives  the  glorious  suff 'rers  little  praise. 

He  is  the  freeman,  whom  the  truth  makes  fi«e. 
And  all  are  slaves  beside.     There  's  not  a  chain. 
That  hellish  foes,  confed'rate  foar  his  harm. 
Can  wind  around  him,  but  he  casts  it  off, 
IVith  as  much  ease  as  Samson  his  green  withes. 
He  looks  abroad  into  the  varied  fidd 
Of  nature,  and  though  poor,  perhaps,  compar'd 
With  those  whose  mansions  glitter  in  hu  sight, 
Calls  the  delightful  scen'ry  ul  his  own. 
His  are  the  mountains,  and  the  valleys  his, 
And  the  resplendent  rivers.     Hu  t*  ei^joy 
With  a  propriety  that  none  can  feel. 
But  who,  widi  filial  confidence  inqi^d. 
Can  lift  to  Heaven  an  unpresumptuous  eye, 
And  smiling  say — "  My  father  made  thou  all !" 
Are  they  not  his  by  a  peculiar  righ^ 
And  by  an  emphasis  of  int'rest  his. 
Whose  eye  they  fill  with  tears  of  holy  joy. 
Whose  heart  with  praise,  and  whose  exatted  mind 
With  worthy  thoughts  of  that  unwearied  love 
That  plann'd,  and  built,  and  still  upholds,  a  world 
So  clotfa'd  with  beauty  for  rebellious  man  ? 
Yes — ye  may  fill  your  garments,  ye  that  reap 
The  loaded  soU,  and  ye  may  waste  much  good 
In  senseless  riot ;  but  ye  ^fnll  not  find 
In  feast,  or  in  the  chase,  in  song  or  dance^ 
A  liberty  like  his,  who,  unimpeach'd 
Of  usurpation,  and  to  no  man's  wrong. 
Appropriates  nature  as  his  Father's  work, 
And  has  a  richer  use  of  yours  than  you. 
He  is  indeed  a  freeman.     FVee  by  birth 
Of  no  mean  city ;  plann'd  or  ere  the  lulls 
Were  built,  the  fountains  open'd,  en*  the  sea 
With  all  his  roaring  multitude  of  waves. 
His  freedom  is  the  same  in  ev'ry  state ; 
And  no  condition  of  this  changeful  life. 
So  manifold  in  cares,  whose  ev'ry  day 
Brings  it's  own  evil  with  it,  makes  it  less : 
For  he  has  wings,  that  neither  aickneas,  pain. 
Nor  penury,  can  cripple  or  confine. 
No  nook  so  narrow  but  be  spreads  them  there 
With  ease,  and  is  at  large.     Tb'  oppressor  holds 
His  body  bound ;  but  knows  not  what  a  range 
His  spirit  takes  unconscious  of  a  chain  ; 
And  that  to  bind  him  is  a  vain  attempt, 
Whom  God  delights  i%  and  in  whom  be  dwdls. 

Acquamt  thyself  with  God,  if  thou  would'sttarte 
His  works.     Admitted  once  to  Ins  embraoe, 
Tbou  Shalt  perceive  that  tfaou  wast  blind  before : 
Thine  eye  ^all  be  instructed,  and  thine  heart 
Made  pure  sindl  relish  with  ^vine  deligbt 
'Till  then  unfelt,  what  hands  divine  hare  wrought. 
Brutes  gnae  the  momUain-iopk  J^i|h  Ckcs  pno^ 
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And  eyes  latent  upon  the  scanty  herb 

It  yields  them ;  or,  recumbent  on  it*s  brow, 

Ruminate  heedless  of  the  scene  outspread 

Beneath,  beyond,  and  stretching  far  away 

From  inland  regions  to  the  distant  main. 

Man  views  it,  and  admires ;  but  rests  content 

With  what  he  views.     Tie  landscape  has  his  praise. 

But  not  it's  author.     Unconcerned  who  form'd 

Hie  Fsradise  he  sees,  he  finds  it  such. 

And,  such  well  pleas*d  to  find  it,  asks  no  more. 

Not  so  the  mind,  that  has  been  touch'd  from  Heav*n, 

And  in  the  school  of  sacred  wisdom  taught. 

To  read  his  wonders,  in  whose  thought  the  World, 

Fair  as  it  is,  existed  ere  it  was. 

Not  for  it's  own  sake  merely,  but  for  his 

Much  more,  who  fikshion'd  it,  he  gives  it  praise ; 

Praise  that  from  Earth  resulting,  as  it  ought. 

To  Earth's  acknowledged  sovereign  finds  at  once 

It's  only  just  proprietor  in  Him. 

The  soul  that  sees  him  or  receives  sublim'd 

New  faculties,  or  learns  at  least  t'  employ 

More  worthily  the  pow'rs  she  own'd  before, 

Discerns  in  all  things  what,  with  stupid  gaae 

Of  ignorance,  till  then  she  overlook'd, 

A  ray  of  heavenly  light,  gilding  all  forms 

Terrestrial  in  the  vast  and  the  minute; 

Hie  unambiguous  footsteps  of  the  God, 

Who  gives  it's  lustre  to  an  insect's  wing. 

And  wheels  his  throne  upon  the  rolling  worlds. 

Much  conversant  with  Heav'n,  she  often  holds 

With  those  fair  ministers  of  lij^t  to  man. 

That  fill  the  skies  nightly  wi£  silent  pomp. 

Sweet  conference.     Inquires  what  strains  were  tlicy 

With  which  Heav'n  rang,  when  ev'ry  star  in  haste 

To  gratuUte  the  new.^*reated  Earth, 

Sent  forth  a  voice,  and  all  the  sons  of  God 

Shouted  for  joy.  — ««  Tell  me,  ye  shining  hosts, 

That  navigate  a  sea  that  knows  no  storms. 

Beneath  a  vault  unsullied  with  a  cloud. 

If  from  your  elevation,  whence  ye  view 

Distinctly  scenes  invisible  to  man, 

And  systems,  of  whose  birth  no  tidings  yet 

Have  reach'd  this  netlier  world,  ye  spy  a  race 

Favour'd  as  ours ;  transgressors  firom  the  womb. 

And  hasting  to  a  grave,  yet  doom'd  to  rise, 

And  to  possess  a  brighter  Heav'n  than  yours? 

As  one,  who,  long  detain'd  on  foreign  shores. 

Pants  to  return,  and  when  he  sees  afar 

His  country's  weather*bleach'd  and  batter'd  rocks, 

FVom  the  green  wave  emerging,  darts  an  eye 

Radiant  with  joy  towards  the  happy  land ; 

So  I  with  animated  hopes  behold. 

And  many  an  aching  wish,  your  beamy  fires, 

That  show  like  beacons  in  die  blue  abyss, 

Ordain'd  to  guide  th*  embodied  spirit  home 

IVom  toilsome  life  to  never-ending  rest. 

Love  Idndles  as  I  gaze.     I  feel  desires. 

That  give  assurance  of  their  own  success, 

And  tnat,  infiis'd  from  Heav'n,  must  thither  tend." 

So  reads  he  nature,  whom  the  lamp  of  truth 
Illuminates.     Thy  hunp,  mysterious  Word/ 
Which  whoso  sees  no  longer  wanders  lost. 
With  intellects  bemaz'd  in  endless  doubt* 
But  runs  the  road  of  wisdom.     Tliou  hast  built 
With  means,  that  were  not  till  by  thee  employ'd, 
Worlds,  that  had  never  been  hadst  thou  in  strength 
Been  less,  or  loss  benevolent  than  strong. 
Th^  are  thy  witnesses,  who  speak  thy  pow'r 
And  goodness  infinite,  but  speak  in  ears, 
That  hear  not,  or  receive  not  their  report 


In  vain  thy  creatures  testify  of  thee, 

TUl  thou  proclaim  thyselC     Hieurs  b  indeed 

A  teaching  voice ;  but 't  b  the  praise  of  tfaine^ 

Hiat  whom  it  teaches  it  makes  prompt  U>  Yeam, 

And  with  the  boon  gives  talents  for  it's  use. 

Till  thou  art  heard,  imaginations  vain 

Possess  the  heart,  and  fables  false  as  Hdl; 

Yet  deem'd  oracular,  lure  down  to  dealii 

The  uninform'd  and  heedkas  souls  of  men. 

We  give  to  chance,  blind  chance,  ourselves  as  bKad^ 

Tlie  glory  of  thy  work ;  which  yet  appears 

Perfect  and  unimpeachable  of  blame. 

Challenging  human  scrutiny,  and  proved 

Then  skilful  most  when  most  severely  judg'd. 

But  chance  is  not ;  or  b  not  where  thou  reign'st : 

Thy  providence  forbids  that  fidcle  pow'r 

(If  pow'r  she  be,  that  works  but  to  confound) 

To  mix  her  wild  vagaries  with  thy  laws. 

Yet  thus  we  dote,  rdFusing  while  we  can 

Instruction,  and  inventing  to  ourselves 

Gods  such  as  guilt  makes  welcome;  gods  thaft  skefv 

Or  disregard  our  fdlies,  or  that  sit 

Amus'd  spectators  of  this  bustling  stage. 

Thee  we  reject,  unable  to  abide 

Thy  purity,  till  pure  as  thou  art  pure. 

Made  such  by  thee,  we  love  thee  for  that  caase^ 

For  which  we  shunn'd  and  hated  thee  before. 

Then  we  are  free.     Then  liberty,  like  day. 

Breaks  on  the  soul,  and  by  a  flaish  from  Ucav'n 

Fires  all  the  faculties  with  glorious  joy. 

A  voice  b  beard,  that  mortal  ears  h^  not, 

nil  thou  hast  touch'd  them  ;  't  is  the  voice  of  son^ 

A  loud  Hosanna  sent  from  all  thy  works; 

Which  he  that  hears  it  with  a  shout  repeat^ 

And  adds  his  rapture  to  the  gen'ral  praise. 

In  that  blest  moment  Nature^  throwing  wide 

Her  veil  opaque,  discloses  with  a  smile 

The  author  of  her  beauties,  who,  retir'd 

Behind  his  own  creation,  works  unseen 

By  the  impure,  and  hears  hb  pow'r  denied. 

Thou  art  the  source  and  centre  of  all  Diind^ 

Their  only  point  of  rest,  eternal  Word ! 

From  thee  departing  they  are  lost,  and  rove 

At  random  without  honour,  hope,  or  peace. 

From  thee  b  all,  that  soothes  the  life  of  man, 

Hb  liigh  endeavour,  and  hb  glad  success. 

His  strength  to  suffer,  and  hb  will  to  serve 

But  O  thou  bounteous  giver  of  all  good. 

Thou  art  of  all  thy  gifts  thyself  the  crown ! 

Give  what  thou  canst,  without  thee  we  are  poor; 

And  with  thee  rich,  take  what  thou  wilt  away. 


Book  VI. 
THE  WINTER  WALIC  AT  NOON. 

Argutnent. 

BeUs  at  a  distance.  Their  effecL  A  fine  noon  in 
winter.  A  sheltered  walk.  Mediti^oa  better 
than  books.  Our  familiarity  with  the  coorae  of 
nature  makes  it  appear  less  wonderful  than  it  is. 
The  transformation  that  Spring  effects  in  a  shrub, 
bery  described.  A  mistake  conceming  the  course 
of  nature  corrected.  God  maintains  b  by  sb 
unremitted  act.  The  amusements  fiKbionabile  at 
thb  hoiur  of  the  day  n^roved.  Annuals  hap^, 
a  delightild  sight  Origin  of  cruelty  to  animalik 
That  it  b  a  great  crime  pimped  firom^Scnpturch 
That  proof  illustrated  by  a  tale.     A  line  drawa 
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between  the  lawful  ond  unlawftil  destruction  of 
tliem.  Tlivir  good  and  useful  properties  insistml 
on.  Apology  for  the  encomiums  bestowed  by 
tlie  autltor  on  animals.  Instances  of  ni«n*H  ex- 
traragant  praise  of  num.  Tlie  groans. of  the 
creaticn  sImII  have  an  end.  A  y'lcvr  taken  of  the 
restoration  of  all  tilings.  An  invocation  and  an 
invitation  of  Him,  who  sltall  bring  it  to  pass. 
Hie  retired  man  vindicated  from  tlic  charge  of 
uaelessness.     Conclusion. 

rHERK  is  in  souls  a  sympathy  ivitli  sounds, 

\nd  as  the  mind  is  pitcird  tlie  car  is  pleas'd 

kVith  melting  airs  or  martial,  brisk  or  grave ; 

Some  cliord  in  unison  with  what  we  hear 

s  toudiM  within  us,  and  tlie  heart  replies; 

^ow  soft  the  music  of  tliose  village  bells, 

-ailing  at  intervals  upon  tlie  car 

n  cadence  sweet,  now  dying  all  away, 

<ow  pealing  loud  again,  and  louder  still, 

^Icar  and  sonorous,  as  tlie  gale  comes  on ! 

kVitli  easy  force  it  opens  all  tlic  cells 

iVliere  MemVy  slept.     Wlicrcver  I  have  heard 

\  kindred  melody,  the  scene  recurs, 

\nd  with  it  all  it*s  pleasures  and  it*8  pains. 

Such  comprehensive  views  tlie  spirit  takes, 

riiat  in  a  few  sliort  moments  I  retrace 

As  in  a  map  the  voyager  his  course) 

riie  windings  of  my  way  tlirough  many  years. 

$liort  as  in  retrospect  the  journey  seems, , 

it  seem*d  not  always  sliort ;  tlie  rugged  path, 

\nd  prosiiect  o(i  so  dreary  and  forlorn, 

ilovM  many  a  sigli  at  it's  disheart*ning  length. 

h'et  feeling  present  evils,  while  the  past 

Faintly  impress  the  mind,  or  not  at  all, 

riow  readily  we  wish  time  spent  revok*d, 

riiat  we  miglit  try  the  ground  again,  where  once 

Tlirough  inexperience,  as  we  now  perceive) 

iVe  mtss'd  tliat  happiness  we  might  have  found  ! 

k>me  friend  is  gone,  ])erhai>s  his  son*s  best  friend, 

K  fatlier,  whose  autliority,  in  sliow 

A'hen  most  severe,  and  must*ring  all  it's  force, 

^Vas  but  tlie  graver  countenance  of  love ; 

^hosc  favour,  like  the  clouds  of  Spring,  might  low'r, 

\nd  utter  now  and  then  an  aweful  voice, 

But  iiad  a  blessing  in  it's  darkest  frown, 

rhrvat'ning  at  once  and  nourisliing  tlie  pkint. 

iVe  lov'd,  but  not  enough,  tlie  gentle  hand, 

rbat  rear'd  us.     At  a  tlioughtless  age,  allur'd 

By  ev'ry  gilded  folly,  we  renounc'd 

fiis  shelt'ring  side,  and  wilfully  forewent 

Riat  converse,  which  we  now  in  vain  regret 

flow  gladly  would  the  man  recall  to  life 

rhe  boy's  neglected  sire !  a  mother  too, 

Riat  softer  friend,  perhaps  more  gladly  sUU, 

Vlight  he  demand  tliem  at  tlie  gaU-s  of  death. 

Sorrow  has,  since  they  went,  subdu'd  and  tam'd 

rhe  playful  humour ;  he  could  now  endure, 

Himself  grown  sober  in  tlie  yule  of  tears,) 

^nd  feel  a  parent's  presence  no  restraint. 

But  not  to  understand  a  treasure's  wortli, 

nil  time  has  stolen  away  tlic  slighted  good, 

[s  cause  of  half  the  poverty  we  fSel, 

^nd  makes  tlie  world  the  wilderness  it  is. 

ni«  few  tliat  pray  at  all  pray  oft  amiss, 

^nd,  seeking  grace  t'  improve  the  prize  they  hold, 

IVould  urge  a  wiser  suit  than  asking  more. 

The  nijj^t  was  Winter  in  his  roughest  mood ; 
riie  morning  sharp  and  clear.     But  now  at  noon 
Upon  the  soutliem  side  of  the  slant  hills, 


And  wliere  die  woods  fence  off*  xUe  northern  bUut, 
Tlie  season  smiles,  resigning  all  iVs  rage. 
And  lias  the  warmtli  of  Alay.     Tlie  vault  is  blue 
Without  a  cloud,  and  white  witliout  a  speck 
Hie  daxzling  splendour  of  tlie  scene  Mow. 
Again  the  liarmony  comes  o'er  the  \'ale; 
And  tlirough  tlic  trees  I  view  tli'  embattled  tow'r, 
Wlience  all  the  music.     I  again  perceive 
Tlie  sootliing  influence  of  tlie  wafted  stmins, 
And  settle  in  soft  musings  as  I  tread 
Tlie  walk,  still  verdant,  under  oaks  and  elms. 
Whose  outspread  branches  orcr-arch  tlie  glade. 
Hie  roof,  tliough  moveable  through  all  it's  length 
As  the  wind  sways  it,  1ms  yet  well  sufKc'd, 
And,  intercepting  in  tlieir  silent  fall 
Tlie  frequent  flakes,  lias  kept  a  patli  for  me. 
No  noise  is  here,  or  none  tliat  hinders  tliought 
Hie  red-breast  warbles  still,  but  is  content 
With  slender  notes,  and  more  than  half  suppress'd  i 
rieas'd  with  his  solitude,  and  flitting  light 
From  spray  to  spray,  where'er  he  rests  he  shakes 
From  many  a  twig  tlie  pendant  drops  of  ice. 
That  tinkle  in  the  wither'd  leaves  below. 
Stillness,  accompanied  with  sounds  so  soft. 
Charms  more  tlian  silence.     Meditation  here 
May  think  down  hours  to  moments.     Here  the  heart 
May  give  a  useful  lesson  to  the  head. 
And  Learning  wiser  grow  without  his  books. 
Knowledge  and  Wisdom,  far  from  being  one. 
Have  oft-times  no  connection.     Knowledge  dwells 
In  heads  replete  with  thoughts  of  other  men  ; 
Wisdom  in  minds  attentive  to  theur  own. 
Knowledge,  a  rude  unprofitable  mass. 
The  mere  materials  with  which  Wisdom  builds, 
Hll  smootli'd,  and  squar'd,  and  fitted  to  it's  place. 
Does  but  encumber  whom  it  seems  t*  enrich. 
Knowledge  is  proud  tliat  he  has  leam'd  so  much  ; 
\\^sdom  is  humble  tliat  he  knows  no  more. 
Books  arc  not  seldom  talismans  and  spells. 
By  wliidi  tlie  magic  art  of  shrewder  wits 
Holds  an  unthinking  multitude  enthrall'd. 
Some  to  tlie  fascination  of  a  name 
Surrender  judgment  liood-wink'd.     Some  the  style 
Infatuates,  and  tlirough  labyrinths  and  wilds 
Of  errour  leads  them,  by  a  tune  entranc'd. 
Wliilc  sloth  seduces  more,  too  weak  to  bear 
Hie  insupportable  fatigue  of  thouglit ; 
And  swallowing  therefore  witliout  pause  or  cTioioe 
Hie  total  grist  unsifted,  husks  and  all. 
But  trees  and  rivulets,  whoso  rapid  course 
Defies  the  check  of  Winter,  haunts  of  deer, 
And  sheep-walks  populous  with  bleating  lambs, 
And  lanes,  in  which  the  primrose  ere  her  time  [root. 
Peeps  through  tlic  moss,  that  clothes  the  hawtliora 
Deceive  no  student.     Wisdom  there,  and  truth, 
Not  shy,  as  in  tlie  world,  and  to  be  won 
By  slow  solicitation,  seise  at  once 
The  roving  tliought,  and  fix  it  on  diemselves. 
Wliat  prodigies  can  pow'r  divine  perform 
More  grand  tlian  it  produces  year  by  year, 
And  all  in  sight  of  inattentive  man  ? 
Familiar  with  the  effect  we  slight  the  cause. 
And  in  tlie  constancy  of  nature's  course. 
And  reguUur  return  of  genial  months. 
And  renovation  of  a  faded  .worid. 
See  nought  to  wonder  at.     Should  God  again, 
As  once  in  Gibeon,  interrupt  the  race 
Of  the  undeviating  and  punctual  sun, 
How  would  the  world  admire  !  but  speaks  it  lets 
An  agency  divine,  to  make  him  know 

Digitized  by  V^OOQIC 


766 


COWPER. 


Book  VI. 


Hk  BOOMiiC  y^mm  to  link  and  wiieii  to  riie» 

Age  after  age,  thaa  to  arrest  his  course? 

All  we  behold  if  mirade ;  but,  seen 

So  duly,  all  is  miracle  in  rtm. 

Where  now  the  yital  energy,  that  moT*d, 

While  Summer  was,  die  pure  and  subtle  lymph 

Through  th'  imperceptible  meand'ring  Tdns 

Of  leaf  and  flow'r  ?     It  sleeps ;  and  th*  icy  touch 

Of  unprolific  Winter  has  impress'd 

A  cold  stagnation  on  th*  intestine  tide. 

But  let  the  months  go  round,  a  few  short  months, 

And  all  shall  be  rester'd.     These  naked  shoots, 

Barren  as  lances,  among  which  the  wind 

Makes  wintry  music,  sighing  as  it  goes. 

Shall  put  their  grraceful  foliage  on  again. 

And  more  aspiring,  and  with  ampler  spread,    post 

Shall  boast  new  charms,  and  more  than  they  have 

Hien  each,  in  it's  peculiar  honours  dad. 

Shall  publish  even  to  the  distant  eye 

It*s  family  and  tribe.     Laburnum,  rich 

In  streaming  gdd ;  syringe,  iv*ry  pure ; 

The  scentless  and  the  scented  rose ;  this  red. 

And  of  an  humbler  growth,  the  other  *  tall. 

And  throwing  up  into  the  darkest  gloom 

Of  neighb*ring  cypress,  or  more  sable  yew. 

Her  silver  globes,  light  as  the  foamy  surf, 

That  the  wind  severs  firom  the  broken  wave ; 

The  lilac,  various  in  array,  now  white. 

Now  sanguine,  and  her  beMiteous  head  now  set 

With  pu^>le  spikes  pyramidal,  as  if 

Studious  of  ornament,  yet  unre8olv*d 

Which  hue  she  most  i^rov*d,  she  chose  them  all ; 

Copious  of  flow'rs  the  woodbine,  pale  and  wan, 

But  wdl  compensating  her  sickly  looks 

With  never-cloying  oiSmrs,  early  and  late ; 

Hypericum,  all  bloom,  so  thick  a  swarm 

Of  flow*n,  like  flies  dothing  her  slender  rods, 

That  scarce  a  leaf  iqppears ;  mezereon,  too, 

Though  leafless,  well  attir*d,  and  thick  beset 

With  blushing  wreaths,  investing  ev*ry  spray ; 

Alth«a  with  the  purple  eye ;  tlw  broom 

Yellow  and  bright,  as  bullion  unalloy*d. 

Her  blossoms ;  and  luxuriant  above  all 

Hie  jasmine,  throwing  wide  her  degant  sweets, 

llie  deep  dark  green  of  whose  unvamish*d  leaf 

Makes  more  conspicuous,  and  illumines  more 

The  bright  profusion  of  her  scatter*d  stars.  — 

These  luive  been,  and  diese  shall  be  in  their  day ; 

And  all  this  uniform  uncolour*d  scene 

Shall  be  dismantled  of  it's  fleecy  load, 

And  flush  into  variety  again. 

From  dearth  to  plenty,  and  from  death  to  life. 

Is  Nature's  progress  when  she  lectures  man 

In  heav'nly  truUi ;  erindng  as  she  makes 

The  grand  transition,  that  there  lives  and  works 

A  soul  in  all  things,  and  that  soul  is  God. 

The  beauties  of  the  wilderness  are  his, 

That  makes  so  gay  the  solitary  place. 

Where  no  eye  sees  them.     And  the  fairer  forms, 

Hiat  cultivation  glories  in,  are  his. 

He  sets  the  bright  prooemon  on  it's  way> 

And  marrfiah  all  the  <»rder  of  the  year ; 

He  marks  the  bounds,  which  Winter  may  not  pass, 

And  blunts  his  pmnted  fury ;  in  it's  case. 

Russet  and  rude,  folds  up  the  tender  germ, 

Uninjur'd,  with  inimitable  art ; 

And  ere  one  flow'ry  season  fades  and  dies. 

Designs  the  blooming  wonders  of  the  next 

•  The  Guelder-rose. 


Some  say,  that  in  the  origin  of  things. 
When  dl  creation  started  into  birtli. 
The  in&nt  dements  reodv'd  a  law. 
From  which  they  swarve  not  sinee.   That  ODder  force 
Of  that  controlling  ordinance  they  mote. 
And  need  not  his  immediati^  hand,  who  first 
Ftescrib'd  their  course,  to  r^rulate  it  now. 
Thus  dream  they,  and  contrive  to  save  a  God 
Th'  incumbrance  of  his  own  concerns,  and  i 
The  great  Artificer  of  all  that  moves 
The  stress  of  a  continnd  act,  the  pain 
Of  unremitted  vigilance  and  care. 
As  too  laborious  and  severe  a  task. 
So  man,  the  moth,  is  not  afraid,  it  i 
To  span  omnipotence,  and  measure  BoigfaC, 
lliat  knows  no  measure,  by  the  scanty  rule 
And  standard  of  his  own,  that  is  to-day. 
And  is  not  ere  to-morrow's  sun  go  down. 
But  how  should  matter  occupy  a  charge. 
Dull  as  it  is,  and  satisfy  a  law 
So  vast  in  it's  demands,  unless  impell'd 
To  ceaseless  senrice  by  a  ceasdess  fanst. 
And  under  pressure  of  some  conscious  caase? 
Tlie  Lord  of  all,  himself  through  aO  difius'd, 
Sustdns,  and  is  the  life  of  dl  that  lives. 
Nature  is  but  a  name  for  an  efl^ct. 
Whose  cause  is  God.     He  feeds  the  secieC  fue 
By  which  the  mighty  process  is  maintain'dy 
Who  sleeps  not,  is  not  weary ;  in  whose  s%fat 
Slow-circUng  ages  are  as  transient  dajs ; 
Whose  work  is  without  labour ;  whose  design 
No  flaw  deforms,  no  difficulty  thwarts ; 
And  whose  beneficence  no  charge  exhausts. 
Him  blind  antiquity  profan'd,  not  serv'd, 
With  self-taught  rites,  and  under  various  nnme^ 
Femde  and  mde,  Ftanona,  Fdes,  Fut, 
And  Flora,  and  Vertumnus ;  peopling  Earth 
With  tutelary  goddesses  and  goda^ 
Hiat  were  not ;  and  commending  as  they  would 
To  each  some  province,  garden,  field,  or  grove. 
But  dl  are  under  one.     One  spirit  -»  His» 
Who  wore  the  platted  thorns  with  bleeding  browi^ 
Rules  universd  nature.     Not  a  flow'r 
But  shows  some  touch,  in  freckle,  streak,  or  stain, 
Of  his  unrivdl'd  pencil.     He  inspires 
Their  bdmy  odours,  and  imparts  their  bnea^ 
And  bathes  their  eyes  with  nectar,  and  indodes, 
In  grains  as  countless  as  the  sea-dde  sands, 
The  forms,  with  whidi  he  sprinkles  aU  the  Earth. 
Happy  who  walks  with  him  !  whom  what  be  finds 
Of  flavour  or  of  scent  in  fhiit  or  flow'r. 
Or  what  he  views  of  beautiful  or  grand 
In  nature,  from  the  broad  majestic  oak 
To  the  green  blade,  that  twinkles  in  the  aun. 
Prompts  with  remembrance  of  a  preecnt  God 
His  presence,  who  made  all  so  fiur,  pereesv*d 
Makes  all  still  fiurer.     As  with  him  no  scene 
Is  dreary,  so  with  him  dl  seasons  pleasew 
Though  winter  had  been  none,  had  man  been  tnl^ 
And  Earth  be  punish'd  for  it's  tenants'  sake, 
Tet  not  in  vengeance ;  as  this  smiling  sky. 
So  soon  succeeding  such  an  angry  niglit, 
And  these  dissolving  snows,  and  this  dear  streans 
Recov'ring  fast  it's  liquid  music,  provteu 

Who  thai,  that  has  andnd  well  stnii^  and  tan*d 
To  contemplation,  and  within  his  reach 
A  scene  so  friendly  to  Us  &v'rite  task. 
Would  waste  attention  at  the  chequer*d  board. 
His  host  of  wooden  warriors  to  and  fro 
Marching  and  countermarchii^  with  an  ayv  , 
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ift  fix*d  as  umrble,  with  m  tbrthemi  ridg'd 

Ind  fkirrowM  into  stonns,  and  with. a  hand 

trembling,  as  if  eternity  were  hang 

n  balance  on  his  conduct  of  a  pin  ? 

^or  envies  he  aught  more  their  idle  qMrt, 

¥bo  pant  with  application  misapplied 

To  triTial  toys,  and,  pushing  it'ry  balls 

icrois  a  velvet  level,  feel  a  joy 

llun  to  rapture,  when  the  bauble  finds 

t*s  destin'd  goal,  of  difficult  access. 

i^or  deems  he  wiser  him,  who  gives  hb  noon 

To  Miss,  the  mercer's  plague,  from  shop  to  sliop 

^and'ring  and  litt*ring  with  unfolded  ^s 

Hie  polish'd  counter,  and  approving  none, 

>r  promising  with  smiles  to  call  again. 

«for  him,  who  by  his  vanity  seduc*d, 

Lnd  sooth*d  into  a  dream  that  he  discerns 

ilie  difiTrence  of  a  Guldo  from  a  daub, 

•Vequents  die  crowded  auction  :  stationed  there 

Ls  duly  as  the  Langford  of  the  show, 

Vith  glass  at  eye,  and  catalogue  in  hand, 

Lnd  tongue  accomplish*d  in  the  fulsome  cant 

ind  pedantry,  that  coxcombs  learn  with  ease ; 

)fV  as  the  pnce-dedding  hammer  ftlls, 

le  notes  it  in  his  book,  then  raps  his  box, 

Iwears  *t  is  a  baigain,  rails  at  his  hard  fate, 

rhat  he  has  let  it  pass  —  but  never  bids. 

Here  unmolested,  through  whatever  sign 
Cbe  Sun  proceeds,  I  wander.     Neither  mist, 
^or  freezing  sky  nor  sultry,  checking  me, 
^or  stranger  intermeddling  with  my  joy. 
>*n  in  the  spring  and  play-time  of  the  year, 
That  calls  t^*  unwonted  villager  abroad 
Vith  all  her  little  ones,  a  sportive  train, 
To  gather  kingcups  in  the  yellow  mead, 
ind  prink  their  hsir  with  daisies,  or  to  pick 
I  cheap  but  wholesome  sallad  from  the  brook, 
liese  shades  are  all  my  own.     'llie  tim'rous  hare, 
wrown  so  familiar  with  her  frequent  guest, 
Icarce  shuns  roe ;  and  the  stockdove  unalarm*d 
tits  cooing  in  the  piiuvtree,  nor  suspends 
iis  long  love-ditty  for  my  near  approach. 
>rawn  from  his  refuge  in  some  lonely  elm, 
liat  age  or  injury  has  hollow*d  deep, 
Vhere,  on  his  bed  of  wool  and  matted  leaves, 
le  has  outslept  the  Winter,  ventures  forth, 
?o  frisk  awhile,  and  bask  in  the  warm  sun, 
lie  squirrel,  flippant,  pert,  and  full  of  play : 
ie  sees  me,  and  at  once,  swift  as  a  bird,       [brush, 
Ascends  the  neighb'ring  beech;  there  whisks  his 
Lnd  perks  his  ears,  and  stamps,  and  cries  aloud, 
Vith  all  the  prettiness  of  feign*d  alarm, 
knd  anger  insignificantly  fierce. 

Tie  heart  is  hard  in  nature,  and  unfit 
''or  human  fellowship,  as  being  void 
H  sympathy,  and  therefore  d^  alike 
To  love  and  friendship  both,  that  is  not  pleas'd 
Vith  sight  of  animals  enjoying  life, 
«for  feels  their  happiness  augment  his  own. 
Hie  bounding  &wii,  that  darts  across  the  glade 
Vhen  none  pursues,  through  mere  delight  of  heart, 
Ind  spirits  buoyant  with  excess  of  glee ; 
rhe  horse  as  wanton,  and  almost  as  fieet, 
rhat  skims  the  spacious  meadow  at  full  speed, 
fben  stops,  and  snorts,  and,  throwing  high  his  heelsy 
karts  to  the  voluntary  race  again ; 
rbe  very  kine,  that  gambol  at  high  noon, 
[ibe  total  herd  receiving  fint  from  one, 
Ihat  leads  the  dance,  a  summons  to  be  gay, 
rhoiigh  wild  their  strange  vagaries,  and  uncouth 


Their  C^lbrta,  ysl  rsaolv'd  #ith  OM  conaMit. 
To  give  such  act  and  utt'tance  aa  they  may 
To  ecstacy,  too  big  to  be  suppuns'd  — 
Hiese,  and  a  thousand  images  of  bliss. 
With  which  kind  Nature  graces  ev*ry  soeoe^ 
Where  cruel  man  defeats  not  her  design. 
Impart  to  the  benevolent,  who  wish 
All  that  are  capable  of  pleasure  pleas'd^ 
A  far  superior  ha]q;iinesB  to  theirs, 
The  comfort  of  a  reasonable  joy. 

Man  scarce  bad  ris*iv  obedient  to  his  call. 
Who  form*d  him  frvim  the  dust,  his  future  gnnre^ 
When  be  was  crown'd  as  never  king  was  since. 
God  set  die  diadem  upon  his  head. 
And  angel  choirs  attended.     Wond*ring  stood 
The  new-made  monarch,  while  before  him  pass*d. 
All  happy,  and  all  perfi»ct  in  their  kind, 
Tlie  creatures,  summon*d  from  their  various  haunts^ 
To  see  their  sovereign,  and  confess  his  sway. 
Vast  was  his  empire,  absolute  his  powV, 
Or  bounded  only  by  a  law,  whose  force 
*T  was  his  sublimest  privilege  to  feel 
And  own,  the  law  of  univoaal  love. 
He  TuVd  with  meekness,  they  obey'd  with  joy ; 
No  cruel  purpose  lurk*d  within  his  heart. 
And  no  distrust  of  his  intent  in  theirs. 
So  Eden  was  a  scene  of  harmless  qwrt. 
Where  kindness  on  hb  part,  who  rul*d  the  wholes 
Begat  a  tranquil  confidence  in  all. 
And  fear  as  yet  was  not,  nor  cause  for  fear. 
But  sin  marr'd  all ;  and  the  revolt  of  man. 
That  source  of  evils  not  exhausted  yet. 
Was  punishM  with  revolt  of  his  from  him. 
Garden  of  God,  how  terrible  the  change 
Thy  groves  and  lawns  then  witness'd  !  £v*ry  heart. 
Each  animal,  of  ev*ry  name,  conceiv*d 
A  jealousy  and  an  instinctive  fear. 
And,  conscious  of  some  danger,  either  fled 
Precipitate  the  loath*d  abode  of  man, 
Or  growl'd  defiance  in  such  angry  sort. 
As  taught  him  too  to  tremble  in  his  turn. 
Thus  harmony  and  family  accord 
Were  driv'n  fWnn  Paradise  ;  and  in  that  hour 
Tlie  seeds  of  cruelty,  that  since  have  sweU*d 
To  such  gigantic  and  enormous  growth. 
Were  sown  in  human  nature's  fhiitful  soil. 
Hence  date  the  persecution  and  the  pain. 
That  man  inflicts  on  all  inferior  kinds. 
Regardless  of  their  pUunts.     To  make  him  iport. 
To  gratify  the  phrensy  of  hb  wrath. 
Or  hb  base  gluttony,  are  causes  good 
And  just  in  hb  account,  why  biid  and  beast 
Should  sufier  torture,  and  the  streams  be  dyed 
With  blood  of  their  inhabitants  impaPd. 
Earth  groans  beneath  the  burden  oiF  a  war 
Wag'd  with  defenceless  innocence,  while  he. 
Not  satisfied  to  prey  on  all  around. 
Adds  tenfold  bitterness  of  death  by  pangs 
Needless,  and  first  torments  ere  he  devours. 
Now  happiest  they,  that  occupy  the  scenes 
Hie  most  remote  fhnn  hb  abhorr*d  resort. 
Whom  once,  as  delegate  of  God  on  Earth, 
'They  fear'd,  and  as  hb  perfect  image  lov'd. 
The  wilderness  b  theirs,  with  all  it*s  caves, 
It*s  hollow  glens,  it's  thickets,  and  it's  plains 
Unvisited  by  man.     There  they  are  free, 
And  howl  and  roar  as  likes  them,  uncontroll'd  ; 
Nor  ask  hb  leave  to  slumber  or  to  play. 
Woe  to  the  tyrant,  if  he  dare  intrude 
^  Within  the  confines  of  their  wild  doouin : 
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The  lion  ttUf  him— «<  I  «m  moMnch  here"  — 
And,  if  be  spare  him,  spares  him  on  the  terms 
Of  rogral  mercy,  and  through  gen'rous  scorn, 
To  rend  a  victim  trembling  at  his  fooL 
In  measure,  as  by  force  of  instinct  drawn, 
Or  by  necessity  constrain'd,  they  live 
Dependent  upon  man  ;  those  in  his  fields, 
These  at  his  crib,  and  some  beneath  his  roof. 
They  prore  too  often  at  how  dear  a  rate 
He  sells  protection.  —  Witness  at  his  foot 
The  spaniel,  dying  for  some  venial  fault 
Under  dissection  of  the  knotted  scourge ; 
Witness  the  patient  ox,  with  stripes  and  yells 
Driv*n  to  the  slaughter,  goaded,  as  he  runs. 
To  madness ;  whife  the  savage  at  his  heels 
Laughs  at  the  frantic  suflTrer's  fury,  spent 
Upon  the  guiltless  passenger  o*erthrown. 
He  too  is  witness,  noblest  of  the  train 
That  wait  on  man,  the  flight-performing  horse ; 
With  unsuspecting  readiness  he  takes 
His  murd'rcr  on  his  back,  and,  push*d  all  day 
With  bleeding  sides  and  flanks,  that  heave  for  life. 
To  the  fiur  distant  goal,  arrives  and  dies. 
So  little  mercy  shows  who  needs  so  much  ! 
Does  law,  so  jealous  in  the  cause  of  man. 
Denounce  no  doom  on  the  delinquent  ?  None. 
He  lives,  and  o'er  his  brimming  beaker  boasts 
(As  if  barbarity  were  high  desert) 
Ih*  inglorious  feat,  and  clamorous  in  praise 
Of  the  poor  brute,  seems  wisely  to  suppose 
Hie  honours  of  his  matchless  horse  his  own. 
But  many  a  crime,  deem*d  innocent  on  Earth, 
Is  register'd  in  Heav'n ;  and  these  no  doubt 
Have  each  their  record,  with  a  curse  annexM. 
Man  may  dismiss  compassion  from  his  heart. 
But  God  will  never.     When  he  charg*d  tlie  Jew  \ 
T*  assist  his  foe*s  down-fallen  beast  to  rise ; 
And  when  the  bush-exploring  boy,  that  seiz'd 
Hie  young,  to  let  the  parent  bird  go  free ; 
Frov*d  he  not  plainly,  that  his  meaner  works 
Are  yet  his  care,  and  have  an  int*rest  all, 
All,  in  the  universal  Father's  love  ? 
On  Noah,  and  in  him  on  all  mankind. 
The  charter  w&s  conferr*d,  by  which  we  hold 
The  flesh  of  animals  in  fee,  and  claim 
0*er  all  we  feed  on  pow*r  of  life  and  deatlu 
But  read  tlie  instrument,  and  mark  it  well : 
Th*  oppression  of  a  tyrannous  control 
Can  find  no  warrant  there.     Feed  tlien,  and  yield 
Thanks  for  thy  food.     Carnivorous,  through  sin. 
Feed  on  the  slain,  but  spare  the  living  brute  ! 

The  Governor  of  all,  himself  to  all 
So  bountiful,  in  whose  attentive  ear 
The  unfledg'd  raven,  and  the  lion*s  whelp, 
Plead  not  in  vain  for  pity  on  tlie  pangs 
Of  hunger  unassuag'd,  has  interposed, 
Not  seldom,  his  avenging  arm,  to  smite 
Th*  injurious  trampler  upon  Nature's  law. 
That  claims  forbearance  even  for  a  brute. 
He  bates  the  hardness  of  a  Balaam's  heart ; 
And,  prophet  as  he  was,  he  might  not  strike 
The  blameless  animal,  without  rebuke, 
On  which  he  rode.     Her  opportune  offence 
Sav'd  him,  or  th*  unrelenting  seer  liad  died. 
He  sees  that  human  equity  is  slack 
Tu  interfere,  though  in  so  just  a  cause  : 
And  makes  the  task  liis  own.     Inspiring  dumb 
And  helpless  victims  with  a  sense  so  keen 
Of  roj*ry,,wtth  sucli  knowledge  of  tJieir  strengtli. 
And  such  sagacity  to  take  revenge, 


That  oft  the  beast  has  scemM  to  jiu^  tbe  imo. 

An  ancient,  not  a  legendary  talc, 

By  one  of  sound  intelligence  rehcan'd, 

ilf  such  who  plead  for  Providence  may  seem 
n  modern  eyes,)  slwll  make  tlie  doctrine  dear. 

Where  England,  strctch*d  towards  the  setting  San, 
Narrow  and  long,  o'erlooks  the  «'estem  nrC) 
Dwelt  young  Misagatlms ;  a  sconier  be 
Of  God  and  goodness,  atheist  in  ostent, 
Vicious  in  act,  in  temper  savage-fierce. 
He  joumey'd ;  and  his  diance  was  as  he  vmt 
To  join  a  traveller,  of  fkr  different  note, 
Evander,  fam'd  for  piety,  for  years 
Deserving  honour,  but  for  wisdom  more. 
Fame  liad  not  left  the  venerable  man 
A  stranger  to  the  manners  of  the  youth, 
Wliose  face,  too,  was  familiar  to  his  view. 
Their  way  vras  on  the  margin  of  the  land, 
O'er  the  green  summit  of  the  rocks,  wbose  bate 
Beats  back  the  roaring  surge,  scarce  heaid  v>\d^ 
The  charity,  that  warm'd  his  heart,  was  mov'd 
At  sight  of  the  man-monster.     With  a  smile 
Gentle,  and  affable,  and  full  of  grsce, 
As  fearful  of  offending  whom  lie  wish'd 
Much  to  persuade,  he  plied  his  ear  with  trutfs 
Not  harshly  tliunder'd  fortli,  or  radcly  piess'ci, 
But,  like  his  purpose,  gracious,  kind,  and  ifwect 
"  And  dost  thou  dream,**  th'  impenetrable  nan 
Exclaim*d,  «  that  me  the  lullabies  of  i^, 
And  fantasies  of  dotards  such  as  thou, 
Can  clieat,  or  move  a  nnoment's  fear  in  me? 
Mark  now  tlie  proof  I  give  thee,  that  the  braw 
Need  no  such  aids,  as  superstition  Icnd^t, 
To  steel  their  hearts  against  the  dread  of  dcatk" 
He  spoke,  and  to  the  precipice  at  hand 
Pusird  witli  a  madman's  fury.     Fancy  shrinks, 
And  the  blood  thrills  and  curdles,  at  tbe  thought 
Of  such  a  gulf  as  lie  design'd  his  grave 
But,  though  the  felon  on  his  back  could  dare 
The  dreadful  leap,  more  rational,  his  steed 
Declin'd  the  deatli,  and  wheehng  swifUy  round, 
Or  e'er  his  hoof  had  press'd  tbe  crumbling  wge. 
Baflled  Ills  rider,  sav'd  against  liis  will 
The  phrenzy  of  the  brain  may  be  redress'd 
By  med'cinc  well  applied,  but  vrithout  grace 
llie  heart's  insanity  admits  no  cure. 
Enrag'd  the  more,  by  what  might  have  nrforo'd 
His  horrible  intent,  again  he  sought 
Destruction,  with  a  a«d  to  be  destroy'd, 
Witli  sounding  whip,  and  rowels  dyed  in  blooi 
But  still  in  vain.     The  Providence,  thst  meant 
A  longer  date  to  the  far  nobler  beast, 
Spor'd  yet  again  tli'  ignoble  for  bis  sake. 
And  now,  his  prowess  prov'd,  and  his  sincere 
Incurable  obduracy  evinc'd,  l""' 

His  rage  grew  cool ;  and  pleas'd,  perbaps  *  '■'* 
So  dieaply  tlie  renown  of  Uiat  attempt, 
With  looks  of  some  complacence  lie  resum'd 
His  road,  deriding  much  the  blank  aaiazc 
Of  good  Evander,  still  where  he  was  left 
Fix'd  motionless,  and  petrified  with  dread. 
So  on  they  far'd.     Discoune  on  odier  thanes 
Ensuing  seem*d  t*  obliterate  tbe  past ; 
And  tamer  far  for  so  much  fury  shown, 
(As  is  tlie  course  of  rash  and  fieiy  men,) 
The  rude  companion  smil'd,  as  if  ttansformd. 
But 't  was  a  transient  calm.     A  stonn  *s$  n^i 
An  unsu^iected  storm.     His  liour  was  c**"*'^. 
Tlic  impious  cliallengcr  of  Pow'r  divine     I»"*Jj 
Was  now  to  learn,  that  Heav'n,  thoafh  ■•^ 
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s  never  with  impunity  defied. 
lis  hone,  as  be  bad  cau^t  bis  master's  mood, 
Miorting,  and  starting  into  sudden  ragre, 
Jnbidden,  and  not  now  to  be  controU'd, 
luab*d  to  tbe  cliff,  and,  baving  reacb'd  it,  stood. 
Vt  once  the  shock  unseated  him :  he  flew 
»heer*d  o*er  the  craggy  barrier ;  and  immera*d 
^eep  in  tbe  flood,  found,  when  he  sought  it  not, 
rhe  death  be  had  deserv'd,  and  died  alone. 
to  God  wrought  double  jubtlce ;  made  tbe  fool 
Vhe  victim  of  his  own  tremendous  choice, 
knd  tauffbt  a  brute  tbe  way  to  safe  revenge. 

I  wotud  not  enter  on  my  list  of  friends     [sense, 
Though  grac'd  with  polisb'd  manners  and  fine 
fet  wanting  sensibility)  the  man, 
^o  needlessly  sets  foot  upon  a  worm, 
kn  inadvertent  step  may  crush  the  snail, 
Phat  cnwls  at  ev*ning  in  the  public  path ; 
)ut  he  that  has  humanity,  forewarn*d, 
l^ill  tread  aside  and  let  the  reptile  live. 
rhe  creeping  vermin,  loathsome  to  the  sight, 
Ind  chai^*d,  perhaps,  with  venom,  that  intrudes, 
I  visitor  unwelcome,  into  scenes 
«Kaed  to  neatness  and  repose,  th*  akove, 
[lie  chamber,  or  refectory,  may  die : 
L  necessary  act  incurs  no  blame. 
foC  so  vrben,  held  within  their  proper  bounds, 
Lnd  guiltless  of  offence,  they  range  tbe  air, 
>r  tale  their  pastime  in  the  spacious  field : 
liere  they  are  privileg'd ;  and  he  that  hunts 
>r  harms  them  there  u  guilty  of  a  wrong, 
)isturbs  tbe  economy  of  Nature's  realm, 
V1k>,  when  she  fonn'd,  designed  them  an  abode, 
lie  sum  is  this.     If  man's  convenience,  health 
>r  safety,  interfere,  his  rights  and  claims 
ire  paramount,  and  must  extinguish  theirs. 
:ise  they  are  all  —  tbe  meanest  things  that  are^ 
Ls  free  to  live,  and  to  enjoy  that  life, 
Ls  God  was  firee  to  form  them  at  tbe  first, 
Hio  in  his  sov'reign  wisdom  made  them  alL 
^e,  therefore,  who  love  mercy,  teach  your  sons 
*o  love  it  too.     Tbe  spring-time  of  our  years 
s  soon  dishonour'd  and  defil'd  in  most 
(y  budding  ills,  that  ask  a  prudent  hand 
1*0  check  them.     But,  alas !  none  sooner  shooCSy 
f  unrestndn'd,  into  luxuriant  growth, 
lian  cruelty,  most  dev'lish  of  them  aU. 
lercy  to  him  that  shows  it,  is  the  rule 
Lnd  righteous  Umitadon  of  it's  act, 
ty  which  Heav'n  moves  in  pard'ning  guilty  man ; 
Lnd  he  that  shows  none,  being  ripe  in  years, 
Lnd  conscious  of  tbe  outrage  be  commits, 
hall  mA  it,  and  not  find  it,  in  bis  turn. 

Distinguish'd  much  by  reason,  and  still  more 
ly  our  capacity  of  Grace  divine, 
^m  creatures,  that  exist  but  for  our  sake, 
ITbich,  having  serv'd  us,  perish,  we  are  held 
Lccountable ;  and  God  some  future  day 
^ill  reckon  with  us  roundly  for  th*  abuse 
)f  what  he  deems  no  mean  or  trivial  trust 
Superior  as  we  are,  they  yet  depend 
?oC  more  on  human  hdp  than  we  on  theirs, 
rheir  strength,  or  speed,  or  vigilance,  were  giv'n 
n  aid  of  our  defects.     In  some  are  found 
luch  teachable  and  apprehensive  parts, 
rhat  man's  attainments  in  bis  own  concerns, 
liatdi'd  with  th*  expertness  of  the  brutes  in  theirs, 
ire  oft-times  vanquisb'd  and  thrown  far  behind, 
kune  show  that  nice  sagacity  of  smell, 
ind  read  with  such  discermnent,  io  the  port 


And  figure  of  the  man,  his  secret  ann. 

That  oft  we  owe  our  safety  to  a  skill 

We  could  not  teach;  and  must  despair  to  learn. 

But  learn  we  might,  if  not  too  proud  to  stoop 

To  quadruped  instructors,  many  a  good 

And  useful  quality,  and  virtue  too, 

Rarely  exemplified  among  ourselves. 

Attachment,  never  to  be  wean'd,  or  chang'd 

By  any  cha^  of  fortune,  proof  alike 

Against  unkindness,  absence,  and  neglect ; 

Fidelity,  that  neither  bribe  nor  threat 

Can  move  or  warp ;  and  gratitude  for  small 

And  trivial  fiivours,  lasting  as.  the  life. 

And  glist'ning  even  in  the  dying  eye. 

Man  praises  man.     Desert  in  arts  or  arms 
Wins  public  honour ;  and  ten  thousand  sit 
Patiently  present  at  a  sacred  song. 
Commemoration  mad ;  content  to  bear 
(O  wonderful  effect  of  music's  power  >) 
Messiah's  eulogy  for  Handel's  sake. 
But  less,  metbinks,  than  sacrilege  might  serve — 
(For  was  it  less  ?  what  heathen  would  have  dar'd 
To  strip  Jove's  statue  of  his  oaken  wreath. 
And  hang  it  up  in  honour  of  a  man  ?) 
Much  less  might  serve,  when  all  that  we  design 
Is  but  to  gratify  an  itching  ear, 
And  give  the  day  to  a  musician's  prsise. 
Remember  Handel !  Who,  that  was  not  bom 
Deaf  as  the  dead  to  harmony,  forgets, 
Or  can,  the  more  than  Homer  of  his  age  ? 
^  Yes — we  remember  him ;  and  while  we  praise 
I  A  talent  so  divine,  remember  too 
I  Tliat  His  most  holy  book,  from  whence  it  came, 
j  Was  never  meant,  was  never  us'd  before, 
•  To  buckram  out  the  mem'ry  of  a  man. 
'  But  hush !  the  Muse  perhaps  is  too  severe ; 
And  with  a  gravity  beyond  the  size 
And  measure  of  th'  o&nce,  rvbukes  a  deed 
Less  impious  than  absurd,  and  owing  more 
To  want  of  judgment  than  to  wrong  design. 
So  in  the  dttpel  of  old  Ely  House, 
When  wand'ringCharles,  who  meant  to  be  the  ihird^ 
Had  fled  from  William,  and  the  news  was  fresh. 
The  simple  clerk,  but  loyal,  did  announce. 
And  eke  did  rear  right  merrily,  two  staves, 
Sung  to  the  praise  and  glory  of  King  George  ! 
— Man  praises  man ;  and  Garrick's  memr'y  next. 
When  time  bath  somewhat  mellow'd  it,  and  made 
The  idol  of  our  worship  while  he  liv'd 
Hie  God  of  our  idolatry  once  more. 
Shall  have  it's  altar ;  and  the  World  shall  go 
In  pilgrimage  to  bow  before  his  shrine. 
The  theatre,  too  small,  shall  suffocate 
It's  squees'd  contents,  and  more  than  it  admits 
Shall  sigh  at  their  exclusion,  and  return 
Ungratified  :  for  there  some  noble  lord 
Shall  stuff  his  shoulders  with  King  Richard's  bunchy 
Or  wrap  himself  in  Hamlet's  inky  cloak. 
And  strut,  and  storm,  and  straddle,  stamp  and  stare. 
To  show  tbe  world  how  Garrick  did  not  act. 
For  Garrick  was  a  worshipper  himself; 
He  drew  the  liturgy,  and  fhun'd  the  rites 
And  solenm  ceremonial  of  tbe  day. 
And  call'd  the  world  to  worship  on  tbe  banks 
Of  Avon,  fam'd  in  song.     Ah,  pleasant  proof 
That  piety  has  still  in  human  hearts 
Some  place,  a  spark  or  two  not  yet  extinct 
Tbe  mulb'rry-tree  was  hung  with  blooming  wreaths ; 
Th^  mulb'rry-tree  stood  centre  of  the  dance ; 
The  mulb'rry-tree  was  hymn'd  with  dulcti  airs; 
3  D 
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And  fttm  hit  toncbwood  trunk  the  muVb'rrj^trf 
Supplied  such  rdkt  u  derodon  boMs 
SdU  Mcred,  and  preterrM  with  pious  care. 
So  *t  was  a  hallow'd  time :  decorum  rcign'd, 
And  mirth  without  oliinice.     No  few  retum'd, 
Doubtkss  much  edified,  and  all  refreshed. 
—Man  praises  man.    llie  rabble  all  alive 
Fkvm  tippling  benchesy  oeUars,  stalls,  and  s^res, 
Swarm  in  the  streets.     Hie  statesman  of  the  diqr, 
A  pompous  and  slow-mofing  pageant,  oemes. 
Some  shout  him,  and  some  hang  upon  his  car, 
Tb  nie  in 's  cjres,  and  bless  him.     Maidens  wave 
Their  kerchieft,  and  old  women  weep  for  Joy : 
WhOe  others,  not  so  satisfied,  unhorse 
The  gilded  equipage,  and  turning  kwee 
His  steeds,  usurp  a  pbce  they  well  desene. 
Why?  what  has  charm*d  them?  Hath  he  sar'd  the 

state? 
Na    Doth  he  purpose  it's  salvation?    Now 
Enchanting  ncnrelQr,  that  moon  at  lull. 
That  finds  out  ev'ry  crerice  «f  the  head. 
That  a  not  sound  and  perfect,  hath  in  thein 
Wrought  this  disturbance.     But  the  wane  is  near. 
And  his  own  cattle  must  suffice  him  soon. 
Thus  idly  do  we  waste  the  breath  of  praise. 
And  dedicate  a  tribute,  in  it's  use 
And  just  direction  sacred,  to  a  thing 
Doom'd  to  the  dust,  or  lodg'd  already  there. 
Encomium  in  old  time  was  poet's  work ; 
But  poets,  having  lavishly  long  since 
JEihausted  all  materiab  of  the  art. 
The  task  now  fells  into  the  public  hand ; 
And  I,  contented  with  an  humble  theme. 
Have  pour*d  my  stream  of  panegyric  down 
The  vale  of  Nature^  where  it  creeps,  and  winds 
Among  her  lovely  works  with  a  secure 
And  unambitious  course,  reflecting  clear. 
If  not  the  virtues,  yet  the  worth,  of  brutes. 
And  I  am  reeompens'd,  and  deem  the  toils 
Of  poetry  not  lost,  if  verse  of  mine 
May  stand  between  an  animal  and  woe^ 
And  teach  one  mant  pily  for  his  drudge. 

The  fmoana  of  Nature  in  thb  nether  world. 
Which  Heav'n  haa  heard  for  ages,  have  an  end. 
Foretold  by  prophets,  and  by  poets  sung, 
Whuae  fire  was  kindkd  at  the  prophets*  lamp, 
Thetime  of  rest,  the  promis'd  sabbath,  comes. 
Six  thousand  years  of  sorrow  have  weU-nigh 
Fulfill'd  their  tardy  and  disastrous  course 
Over  A  sinful  worid ;  and  what  remains 
Of  this  tempestuous  stale  of  human  things 
Is  merely  as  the  working  of  a  sea 
Before  a  calm,  that  rocks  itself  to  rest  t 
For  He,  whose  car  the  winds  are,  and  the  doqds 
The  dust,  that  waits  upon  his  sultry  march. 
When  sin  hath  mov'd  hhn,  and  his  wrath  is  bot^ 
Shall  vi&it  Earth  in  mercy ;  shall  descend 
Phipitiotts  in  his  chariot  pav'd  with  lovt ; 
And  vrhat  his  storms  have  Uastad  and  ddbc'd 
For  man*8  revolt  shall  with  a  smile  repair. 

Sweet  is  the  harp  of  prophecy ;  too  sweet 
Not  to  be  wrong'd  by  a  mere  mortal  touch : 
Nor  can  the  wonders  it  records  be  sung 
To  meaner  music,  and  not  sufibr  loss. 
But  when  a  poet,  or  when  one  like  me^ 
Happy  to  rove  among  poetic  flow*rs. 
Though  poor  in  skill  to  rear  them,  lights  at  httt 
On  some  fiur  tfieme,  some  theme  divinely  feir, 
ftich  is  the  impulse  and  the  qpur  he  to^ 
To  gift  U  piabe  ptoportion'd  to  it's  wmi^ 


That  not  t*  attempt  it,  ardnoitt  m  he  dscma 
Hk  labour,  were  a  taik  more  arduous  stilL 

O  scenes  surpassing  fable,  and  ^et  true, 
Soooes  of  aooonplish'd  Miss !  whicfa  vrho  cam  asi^ 
Though  but  in  distant  prospect,  and  not  feel 
His  soul  refresh'd  with  foretaste  of  the  jogr  ? 
Rivers  of  gladness  water  all  the  Earth, 
And  clothe  all  climes  with  beauty ;  die  i 
Of  barrenness  is  past.     Hw  fruitlbl  field  ' 
Laughs  with  abundance;  and  the  land,  oskc  laa% 
Or  fertfle  only  in  it's  own  disgrace^ 
Exults  to  see  it's  thistly  curse  repeal'd. 
The  various  seasons  woven  into  one. 
And  that  one  season  an  eternal  spring. 
The  garden  fears  no  blight,  and  needs  no  fesKc^ 
For  there  is  none  to  covet,  all  are  full. 
The  lion,  and  the  libbard,  and  the  bear, 
Grase  with  the  fearless  flocks ;  all  bosk  at  noon, 
Together,  or  all  gambol  in  the  shade 
Of  the  same  grove,  and  drink  < 
Antipathies  are  none.     No  foe  to  man 
Lurks  in  the  serpent  now  :  the  mother  i 
And  smiles  to  see,  her  in&nt's  playful  haiul 
Stretch'd  forth  to  dally  with  the  crested  wonn. 
To  stroke  his  azure  neck,  or  to  receive 
The  lambent  homage  o€  his  arrowy  tongue. 
All  creatures  worship  man,  and  all  mankind 
One  Lord,  one  Father.    Elrrour  has  no  place : 
That  creeping  pestilence  is  driv'n  away : 
Tlie  br«ath  of  Heav'n  has  dias'd  it.     In  the  he«C 
No  passion  touches  a  discordant  string. 
But  all  is  harmony  and  lovCw     Disease 
Is  not :  the  pure  and  uncontaminate  blood 
Holds  it's  due  course,  nor  fears  the  fVost  of  i^ 
One  song  employs  all  ludoos ;  and  all  cry, 
<«  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  be  was  slain  feriis  !** 
Tlie  dwellers  in  the  vales  and  on  the  rocks 
Shout  to  each  other,  and  the  mountain  topa 
From  distant  mountains  calch  the  flying  joy  ; 
Till,  nation  after  nation  taught  the  strain. 
Earth  rolls  the  rapturous  Hoeanna  round. 
Behold  the  measure  of  the  promise  fill'd  ; 
See  Salem  built,  the  labour  of  a  God ! 
Bright  as  a  sun  the  sacred  dty  shines  ; 
All  kingdoms  and  all  princes  of  the  Earth 
Flock  to  that  light ;  the  glory  of  aU  lands 
Flows  into  her ;  unbounded  is  her  joy. 
And  endless  her  increase.     Thy  nnu  are  tbei% 
Nebaioth,  and  the  flocks  of  Kedar  there  •  : 
The  looms  of  Ormus,  and  the  vmnes  of  Ind^ 
And  Saba's  spicy  groves,  pay  trinote  these. 
Pniae  is  in  all  her  gates :  upon  her  vraQs^ 
And  in  her  streets,  and  in  her  sparions  comity 
Is  heard  salvation.     Eastern  Java  there 
Kneeb  with  die  native  of  die  fertfacet  west ; 
And  JEthiopia  qpreads  abroad  the  hand. 
And  wonfaips.     Her  report  has  trevelTd  forth 
Into  all  lands.     ¥taai  ev'ry  diaM  they  eamm 
To  see  thy  beauty,  and  to  diare  thy  joy, 
O  Sion !  an  assembly  such  m  Eardi 
Saw  never,  such  m  Heav'n  sloops  donwn  to  seew  [enos 

Thus  Heav'nward  all  things  toad.     For  aU  wen 
Perfect,  and  all  must  be  at  le^^  restored, 
So  God  has  greatly  purposed ;  who  would  else 
In  his  dishonour'd  works  lihnsslf  eskJuie 

•Nebaiodiand  Kedar,  die  sons  <^  Isfanasl,  s«l 
progenitors  of  the  Arabs,  in  the  prapheiac 
here  alluded  to,  may  be  reasonably 
rfpnatmistlnn  of  dM  Ge 
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Diihoiiour,  and  be  wiMig*d  wlthoiit  radreiB. 
Haste  then,  and  wheel  away  a  shatter'd  worid, 
Te  slow-revolving  seanns !  we  would  see 
(A  sight  to  which  our  eyes  are  strangers  Tet) 
A  world,  that  does  not  dread  and  hirte  hu  laws. 
And  suffer  for  it*s  crime ;  would  learn  how  fiur 
The  creature  is,  that  Ood  pronounces  good. 
How  pleasant  in  itself  what  pleases  him* 
Here  er'ry  drop  of  honey  hides  a  sting ; 
Worms  wind  themselTes  into  our  sweetest  flow*rs ; 
And  eT*n  the  joy,  that  haply  some  poor  heart 
Derives  from  Heav'n,  pure  as  the  fountain  is, 
Is  sullied  in  the  stream,  taking  a  taint 
FVom  touch  of  human  lips^  at  best  impure. 
O  for  a  world  in  principle  as  chaste 
As  this  is  gross  and  selfish!  over  which 
Custom  ami  prgudioe  shall  bear  no  sway. 
That  govern  all  things  here,  should*ring  aside 
The  meek  and  modest  Thitfi,  and  forcing  her 
To  seek  a  refuge  from  the  tongue  of  Strife 
In  nooks  obscure,  far  from  the  ways  of  men ; 
Where  Violence  shall  never  lift  the  sword. 
Nor  Cunning  justify  the  proud  man's  wrong. 
Leaving  the  poor  no  remedy  but  tears : 
Where  he,  that  fills  an  office,  shall  esteem 
Th*  occiiwon  it  presents  of  doing  good 
More  than  the  perquisite :  where  Law  shall  i^eak 
Seldom,  and  never  but  as  Wisdom  prompts 
And  Equity;  not  jealous  more  to  guard 
A  worthless  form,  than  to  dbdde  anght. 
Where  Fashion  shall  not  sanctify  abow, 
Sar  smooth  Good-breeding  (supplemental  grace) 
(rVith  lean  performance  ape  the  work  of  Love ! 
Come  then,  and,  added  to  thy  many  crowns, 
Receive  yet  onc^  the  crown  of  all  the  Earth, 
rbou  who  alone  art  worthy !  It  was  thine 
3y  ancient  covenant,  ere  Nature's  birth ; 
lud  thou  hast  made  it  thine  by  purchase  sinoe^ 
^nd  overpaid  it's  value  with  diy  blood, 
rby  saints  proclaim  thee  King ;  and  in  their  hearts 
fhy  title  is  engraven  with  a  pen 
>ipp*d  in  the  fountain  of  etomal  love, 
lliy  saints  proclaim  thee  King ;  and  thy  delay 
jrives  courage  to  their  foes,  idio^  could  they  see 
[*bo  dawn  of  thy  last  advent,  long  desir'd, 
Vould  creep  into  the  bowels  of  &  hills, 
Ind  flee  for  safety  to  the  fUling  rocks. 
Phe  very  spirit  of  the  world  is  tir*d 
H  it's  own  taunting  questkm,  ask'd  so  long. 
Where  is  the  promise  of  your  Lord's  approach  ?*' 
lie  infidel  has  shot  hu  bolta  away, 
ini,  his  exhausted  quiver  yielding  none, 
Ic  gleans  the  bhmted  shafts,  that  have  recoil'd^ 
Lnd  aims  tiiem  at  the  shield  of  Truth  again. 
lie  veil  is  rent^  rmt,  too,  by  priestly  hands, 
liat  hides  ffivinity  ^KKn  niortal  e]res; 
dod  all  the  nqrsteries  to  fittth  propos'd, 
Dsuhed  and  traduc'd,  are  cast  ande, 
ks  useless,  to  the  moles  and  to  the  bats. 
Iiey  now  are  deem*d  the  fUdiful,  and  are  pnds'd, 
Hip,  constant  only  in  rejecting  thee^ 
^ny  thy  Godhead  with  a  martyr's  seal, 
k.nd  quit  their  office  for  then*  errour's  sske. 
Ilind,  and  in  love  with  darkness !  yet  ev'n  these 
iTorthy,  compar'd  with  sycophants,  who  knee 
lijr  name  adoring,  and  then  preach  thee  man ! 
9  faras  tlnr  church.    Buthow  thycfaurdimay  fiue, 
fie  world  takes  little  thought    Who  will  may 
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To  wand'ring  sheep,  tesolv'd  to  follow  none. 
Two  gods  divide  them  all  —  Pleasure  and  Gam : 
For  these  they  live,  tiiey  sacrifice  to  tfacan. 
And  in  their  service  wage  peipetual  vrar 
With  Consdenoe  and  with  thee.  Lust  in  their  hearts^ 
And  mischief  in  their  hands,  they  roam  the  Eaitb, 
To  prey  upon  each  other :  stubborn,  fierce^ 
High-minded,  foaming  out  their  own  disgrace* 
Hiy  prophets  speak  of  such ;  and,  noting  down 
Tlie  features  of  the  last  degen'rate  times. 
Exhibit  ev'ry  lineament  of  these. 
Come  then,  and  added  to  thy  many  crowns, 
Receive  yet  one,  as  radiant  as  the  rest, 
Due  to  thy  last  and  most  cflfectual  work. 
Thy  word  fhlfiU'd,  the  conquest  of  a  world ! 
He  is  the  happy  man,  whose  life  e'en  now 
Shows  somewhat  of  that  happier  life  to  come ; 
Who,  doom'd  to  an  obscure  but  tranquil  state^ 
Is  pleas'd  with  it,  and,  were  he  f^  to  choose. 
Would  make  his  fate  his  choice ;  whom  peace,  the 

fruit 
Of  virtue,  and  whom  virtue,  fruit  of  faith. 
Prepare  fbr  happiness ;  bespeak  him  one 
Content  indeed  to  sojourn  whOe  he  must 
Below  the  skies,  but  having  there  his  home. 
The  World  o'erlooks  him  La  her  busy  search 
Of  objects,  more  illustrious  in  her  view; 
And,  occupied  as  earnestly  as  she, 
Though  more  sublimely,  he  o'erlooks  the  World. 
She  scorns  his  pleasures,  for  she  knows  tliem  not ; 
He  seeks  not  hers,  for  he  has  prov'd  them  vain ; 
He  cannot  skim  the  ground  like  summer  birds 
Pursuing  gilded  flies ;  and  such  he  deems 
Her  honours,  her  emoluments,  her  joys. 
Therefbre  in  contemplation  is  his  buss,  [Earth 

Whose  pow'r  is  such,  that  whom  she  lifts  tnm 
She  makes  familiar  with  a  Heav'n  unseen. 
And  shows  him  glories  yet  to  be  revealed. 
Not  slothful  he,  though  seeming  unemploy'd. 
And  censnr'd  oft  as  useless.     Stillest  streams 
Oft  water  foirest  meadows,  and  the  bird 
That  flutters  least,  u  longest  on  the  wing. 
Ask  him,  indeed,  what  trophies  he  has  rais'd. 
Or  vrhat  achievements  of  immortal  fame 
He  purposes,  and  he  shall  answer—  None. 
His  warfore  is  within.     There,  unfotigu'd. 
His  fervent  spirit  labours.     There  he  fighte. 
And  there  obtains  fresh  triumphs  o'er  bimsdf. 
And  neverowith'ring  wreaths,  compar'd  with  which 
'Hie  laurels  that  a  Cssar  reaps  are  weeds. 
Perhaps  the  self-approving  haughty  World, 
That  as  she  sweeps  him  mth  her  whistling  silks 
Scarce  deigns  to  notice  Urn,  or,  if  she  see, 
Deems  him  a  cipher  in  the  works  of  God, 
Receives  advantage  fWmi  his  noiseless  hours. 
Of  what  she  little  dreams.     Perhaps  she  owes 
Her  sunshine  and  her  rain,  her  blooming  spring 
And  plenteous  harvest,  to  the  pray'r  he  nukes, 
When,  Isaaclike,  the  solitary  saint 
Walks  fordi  to  meditate  at  even-cide, 
And  think  on  her,  who  thinks  not  for  hersd^ 
Forffive  him  then,  thou  bustler  in  concerns 
Of  uttle  w(Hrth,  an  idler  in  the  best. 
If,  author  of  no  mischief  and  some  good. 
He  seek  his  proper  hairiness  by  means,  ^ 
That  may  advance,  but  cannot  liinder,  thine. 
Nor,  though  he  tread  the  secret  path  of  lifo^ 
Engage  no  notice,  and  enjoy  much  eas^ 
Account  him  an  encumbrance  on  the  stat^ 
Receiving  benefits,  and  rend'ring  non^Qgle 
aDS  o 
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Hb  iphem  tlioiigh  humble,  if  that  humble  sphere 

Shhie  with  his  fiur  example  and  though  small 

His  influence,  if  that  influence  all  be  spent 

In  soothing  sorrow,  and  in  quenching  strife. 

In  aiding  helpless  indigence,  in  works. 

From  which  at  least  a  grateful  few  derive 

Some  taste  of  comfort  in  a  world  of  woe ; 

Then  let  the  supercilious  great  confess 

He  serves  hb  country,  recompenses  well 

The  state,  beneath  the  shadow  of  whose  vine 

He  sits  secure,  and  in  the  scale  of  life 

Holds  no  ignoble,  though  a  slighted,  place. 

The  man,  whose  virtues  are  more  felt  than  seen. 

Must  drop  indeed  the  hope  of  public  praise ; 

But,  he  may  boast,  what  few  that  win  it  can, 

That,  if  his  country  stand  not  by  his  skiU, 

At  least  his  follies  have  not  wrought  her  fidL 

Polite  Refinement  offers  him  in  vain 

Her  golden  tube,  through  which  a  sensual  World 

Draws  gross  impurity,  and  likes  it  well. 

Hie  neat  conveyance  hiding  all  the  offence. 

Not  that  he  peevishly  rejects  a  mode. 

Because  that  World  adopts  it     If  it  bear 

The  stamp  and  clear  unpression  of  good  sense. 

And  be  not  costly  more  than  of  true  worth. 

He  puts  it  on,  and  for  decorum  sake 

Can  wear  it  e*en  as  gracefully  as  she. 

She  judges  of  refinement  by  the  eye, 

He^  by  the  test  of  conscience,  and  a  heart 

Not  soon  deceived ;  aware,  that  what  is  base 

No  polish  can  make  sterling ;  and  that  vice. 

Though  well  perfum*d  and  elegantly  dressed. 

Like  an  unburied  carcase  trick'd  widi  flow'rsy 

Is  but  a  gamish'd  nuisance,  fitter  fiur 

For  cleanly  riddance,  than  for  fair  attire. 

So  life  glides  smoothly  and  by  stealdi  away, 

More  golden  than  that  age  of  fabled  gold 

Renown'd  in  ancient  song  •  not  vex'd  with  care 

Or  stain*d  with  guilt,  beneficent,  approved 

Of  God  and  man,  and  peaceful  in  it*s  end. 

So  glide  my  life  away !  and  so  at  last, 

My  share  of  duties  decently  fulfill'd. 

May  some  disease,  not  tardy  to  perform 

It's  destin*d  ofllce,  yet  with  gentle  stroke. 

Dismiss  me  weary  to  a  safe  retreat, 

Beneath  the  turf, /that  I  have  often  trod. 

It  shall  not  grieve  me  then,  that  once  when  alVd 

To  dress  a  Sofa  with  the  flow*r8  of  verse, 

I  play'd  awhile,  obedient  to  the  fair. 

With  that  light  tssk;  but  soon,  to  please  her  more. 

Whom  flow'rs  alone  I  knew  would  little  please, 

Let  M\4h*  unfinish*d  wreath,  and  tov'd  for  fruit ; 

Rov'd  fat,  and  gather'd  much :  some  harsh,  *t  is  true, 

FSck*d  from  the  thorns  and  briers  of  reproof. 

But  wholesome,  well-digested ;   grateAd  some 

To  palates,  that^am  taste  immortal  truth; 

Insipid  else,  «nd  sure  to  be  despis'd. 

But  all  is  in  his  hand,  whose  praise  I  seek. 

In  vain  the  poet  sings,  and  the  world  hearsi 

If  he  regard  not,  though  divine  the  theme. 

'T  is  not  in  artful  measures,  in  the  chime 

And  idle  tinkling  of  a  minstrel's  lyre. 

To  charm  his  ear,  whose  eye  is  on  the  heart; 

Whose  frown  can  disappcunt  the  proudest  stnin, 

Whose  approbation— prosper  even  mine. 


TIROCINIUM: 

OR, 

A  REVIEW  OF  SCHOOLS, 

KifcX«MV  hi  wmikimt  tfin  «'f«^ — Plato. 

A^^  it§Xirumf  atitm^nf  nmt  rf§pti.       Piog.  L^ert 

It  is  not  from  hb  form,  in  which  we  trace 

Strength  join*d  with  bMuty,  dignity  with  grace, 

Hiat  man,  tlie  master  of  this  globe,  derives 

His  right  of  empire  over  all  thit  lives. 

That  form,  indeed,  th'  associate  of  a  mind 

Vast  in  it*s  powers,  ethereal  in  it's  kind. 

That  form,  the  labour  of  Almighty  skill, 

Fram'd  for  the  service  of  a  free-born  will. 

Asserts  precedence,  and  bespeaks  control. 

But  borrows  all  it's  grandeur  from  the  souL 

Hers  is  die  state,  the  ^lendour,  and  the  tfarone 

An  intellectual  kingdom,  all  her  own* 

For  her  the  Mem'ry  fills  her  ample  page 

With  truths  pour'd  down  from  ev*ry  distant  ^e; 

For  her  amasses  an  unbounded  store, 

Tlie  wisdom  of  great  nations,  now  no  more ; 

Though  laden,  not  encumbcr'd  with  her  spoil ; 

Laborious,  yet  unconscious  of  her  toil ; 

When  coi^ously  supplied,  then  most  enlaig*d ; 

Still  to  be  fed,  and  not  to  be  surcbarg*d. 

For  her  the  Fancy,  living  uncoofin'd, 

Tlie  present  muse  of  ev'iy  pensive  mind. 

Works  magic  wopders,  adds  a  brighter  hoe 

To  Nature's  scenes  than  Nature  ever  knew. 

At  her  command  winds  rise,  and  waters  row. 

Again  she  lays  them  slumb'riBg  on  the  shore; 

With  flow'r  and  ihiit  the  wilderness  supfOies, 

Or  bids  the  rocks  in  ruder  pomp  arise. 

For  her  the  Judgment,  umpire  in  the  strife^ 

That  Grace  and  Nature  have  to  vrage  throogh  fift^ 

Quick^ghted  arbiter  of  good  and  ill. 

Appoint^  sage  preceptor  to  the  Will, 

Condemns,  approves,  and  with  a  fiutbful  vosoa 

Guides  the  decision  of  a  doubtful  choice. 

Why  cli(i  the  fiat  of  a  God  give  birth 

To  yon  fair,  Sun,  and  his  attendant  Earth  ? 

And,  when  descending  he  resigns  the  skiei, 

Why  takes  the  gentler  Moon  her  turn  to  rise^ 

Whom  Ocean  .feels  through  all  his  countless  waiei^ 

And  owns  her  pow'r  on  er*ry  shore  he  laves? 

Why  do  the  seasons  still  enrich  the  year. 

Fruitful  and  young  as  in  their  first  career? 

Spring  hangs  her  infant  blossoms  on  the  trees, 

Rock'd  in  the  cradle  of  the  western  breese; 

Summer  in  haste  the  thriving  charge  receives 

Beneath  the  shade  of  her  expanded  leevo. 

Till  Autumn's  fiercer  heats  and  plenteous  dews 

Dye  them  at  last  in  all  their  glowing  hues.  — 

'T  were  wild  profusion  all,  and  bootless  waata^ 

Pdw'r  misemploy'd,  munificence  nuspUc'd, 

Had  not  it's  author  dignified  the  plan. 

And  crown'd  it  with  the  majesty  of  man. 

Urns  form'd,  thus  plac'd,  intd%ent,  and  tangte. 

Look  where  be  will,  the  wooders  God  has  wnxig^ 

Hie  wildest  scomer  of  his  Maker's  laws 

Finds  in  a  sober  moment  time  to  pause. 

To  press  th*  important  question  on  his  heart, 

**  Why  fbrm'd  at  all,  and  wherefore  as  thou  m^ 

If  man  be  what  he  seems,  this  hour  a  slavey 

The  next  mere  dust  and  asKtf  iaj^grave ; 
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EnduM  with  reiMD  onlj  to  docrj 
His  crimes  and  follies  with  an  aching  eye ; 
With  paasiona,  just  that  he  may  proTe,  with  pain. 
The  force  he  spends  against  tiieir  tarj  vain  ; 
And  if,  soon  after  haring  burnt,  by  turns, 
With  eT*ry  lust,  with  which  frail  Nature  bums, 
His  being  end,  where  dea&  dissolves  the  bond. 
The  tomb  take  all,  and  all  be  blank  beyond; 
Then  he,  of  all  that  Nature  hsa  brought  forth, 
Stands  self-impeach'd  the  creature  of  least  worth, 
And  useless  while  he  lives  and  when  he  dies. 
Brings  into  doubt  the  wisdom  of  the  skies. 

Thiths,  that  the  leam'd  pursue  with  eager  thought, 
\re  not  important  always  as  dear  boug^ 
E*hjving  at  last,  thouffh  told  in  pompous  strains, 
1  diilaish  waste  of  philosophic  pains ; 
9ut  truths,  on  whidi  depends  our  main  concern, 
rhat  *i  is  our  shame  and  mis'ry  not  to  learn. 
Shine  by  the  side  of  ev'ry  path  we  tread 
With  such  a  lustre,  he  tbit  runs  may  read. 
T  is  true  that,  if  to  trifle  life  av^y 
[>iwn  to  the  sunset  of  their  latest  day, 
Hien  perish  on  futurity's  wide  shore 
Like  fleeting  exhalations,  found  no  more^ 
iVere  all  that  Heav'n  requir*d  of  human-kind, 
ind  all  the  plan  theur  destiny  design'd, 
JVhat,  none  could  rev*rence  al\  might  justly  blanife, 
ind  man  would  breathe    but   for  his   Maker's 

shame. 
3ut  reason  heard,  and  nature  well  penis'd, 
\t  once  the  dreaming  mind  is  disabus'd. 
[f  all  we  find  possessmg  earth,  sea,  air, 
Reflect  his  attributes,  who  plac'd  them  there, 
'ulfil  the  purpose,  and  appear  design'd 
?kx>ofs  of  the  wisdom  of  th*  alUseeing  mind, 
T  is  plain  the  creature,  whom  he  chose  t'  invest 
^ith  kingship  and  dominion  o'er  the  rest, 
leoeiv'd  hb  nobler  nature,  and  was  made 
?it  for  the  power,  in  which  he  stands  array'd ; 
niat  first,  or  last,  hereaf^,  if  not  here, 
le,  too,  might  make  his  author's  wisdom  clear, 
?)raise  loam  on  Earth,  or,  obstinately  dumb» 
(ufiTer  his  justice  in  a  worid  to  come, 
rhis  once  believ'd,  't  were  logic  misapplied, 
To  prove  a  consequence  by  none  denied, 
rhat  we  are  bound  to  cast  the  minds  of  youth 
)etimcs  into  the  mould  of  heav*nly  truth, 
[hat  taught  of  God  they  may  indeed  be  wise, 
'?or,-ignorantly  wand'ring,  miss  the  skies. 

In  early  days  the  conscience  has  in  most 
I  quickness,  which  in  later  life  is  lost : 
'rnerv'd  from  guilt  by  salutary  fean, 
>r,  guilty,  soon  relenting  into  tears. 
Too  careless  often,  as  our  years  proceed, 
Vhat  ftiends  we  sort  with,  or  What  books  we  read, 
>ur  parents  yet  exert  a  prudent  care, 
fo  fbed  our  infknt  minds  with  proper  fiire ; 
Vnd  wisely  store  the  nurs'ry  by  degrees 
^ith  wholesome  learning,  yet  acquir'd  with  ease. 
Neatly  secur'd  from  being  sml'd  or  torn 
3eneath  a  pane  of  thin  translucent  horn, 
1  book  (to  please  us  at  a  tender  age 
T  is  call'd  a  book,  though  but  a  single  page) 
?resents  the  pra/r  the  Saviour  deign'd  to  t^ich, 
^^hich  chil(]ben  use,    and   parsons— -when  they 

preach. 
Lisping  our  syllables,  we  scramble  next 
rhrough  moral  narrative,  or  sacred  text ; 
\nd  learn  with  wonder  how  this  world  began, 
iVho  made,  who  marr'd,  and  who  has  rmsom'd. 


Foitats,  wUeh,  unless  the  Scripture  mada  thempUn, 
Hie  wisest  heads  might  agptate  in  vain. 

0  thou,  whom,  borne  on  &ncy*s  eager  wing 
Back  to  the  season  of  life's  happy  spring, 

1  pleas'd  remember,  and,  while  Mem'ry  yet 
Holds  fiut  her  office  here,  can  ne'er  forget; 
Ingenious  dreamer,  in  whose  well-told  tale 
Sweet  fiction  and  sweet  truth  alike  prevail;    [styles 
Whose  hum'rous  vein,  strong  sense,  and  sin^^ile 
May  teach  the  gayest,  make  t&  mvest  smOe; 
'WUty,  and  well  employ'd,  and,  like  thy  Loid, 
Speaking  in  parables  his  slighted  word; 
I  name  thee  not,  lest  so  deq[>is'd  a  name 
Should  move  a  sneer  at  thy  deserved  fimie ; 
Tet  ev'n  in  transitory  life's  late  day, 
Hiat  mingles  all  my  brown  with  sober  gniy, 
Revere  the  man,  whose  pilordi  marks  the  road. 
And  guides  the  raooRsss  of  the  soul  to  God. 
'T  were  well  with  most,  if  books,  that  could  enga^ 
Hieir  childhood,  pleas'd  them  at  a  riper  age ; 
The  man,  i^roving  what  had  charm'd  the  boy. 
Would  die  at  last  in  comfort,  peace,  and  joy ; 
And  not  with  curses  on  his  heart,  who  stole 
The  gem  of  truth  tnmi  his  unguarded  soul. 
Hie  stamp  of  artless  ^ety  impress'd 
By  kind  tuition  on  his  vielding  breast. 
The  youth  now  bearded^  And  yet  pert  and  raw, 
Hoards  with  scorn,  though  once  recdv'd  with  awe  ; 
And,  warp'd  into  the  lafc^nth  of  lies. 
Tint  babblers,  call'd  philosophers,  devise, 
Blasphemes  hb  creed,  as  founded  on  a  plan. 
Replete  with  dreams,  unworthy  of  a  man. 
Touch  but  hb  nature  in  it's  afling  part, 
Assert  the  native  evil  of  hb  heart, 
Hb  pride  resents  the  charge,  although  the  proof 
Rise  in  hb  forehead,  and  seem  rank  enough : 
Point  to  die  cure,  describe  a  Saviour's  cross 
As  God's  expedient  to  retrieve  hb  loss, 
The  young  apostate  sickens  at  the  view. 
And  hates  it  with  the  malice  of  a  Jew. 

How  weak  the  barrier  of  mere  Nature  prove% 
Oppos'd  against  the  pleasures  Nature  loves ! 
Mfhile  self-betray'd,  and  wiUlilly  undone. 
She  longs  to  yield,  no  sooner  woo'd  than  won* 
IVy  now  the  merits  of  thb  blest  exchange 
Of  modest  truth  for  wit's  eccentric  range. 
Time  was,  he  dos'd  aahe  began  the  day, 
With  decent  duty,  not  asham'd  to  pray : 
The  practice  was  a  bond  upon  hb  heart, 
A  pledge  he  gave  for  a  consistent  part ; 
Nor  could  he  dare  presumptuously  displease 
A  pow'r,  confess'd  so  lately  on  hb  knees. 
But  now,  fiunewell  all  legendary  tales, 
The  shadows  fly,  philosophy  prevails ; 
Pray'r  to  the  winds,  and  caution  to  the  waves; 
Rel^on  makes  the  free  by  nature  slaves. 
Priests  have  invented,  and  the  World  admir'd 
What  knavish  priests  promulgate  as  inspir'd ; 
Till  Reason,  now  no  longer  overaw'd, 
Resumes  her  pow'rs,  and  spurns  the  clumsy  friud  ; 
And,  commoiusense  diffusing  real  day. 
The  meteor  of  the  Gospel  di«  away. 
Such  rhapsodies  our  shrewd  discerning  youth 
Learn  from  expert  inquirers  afUr  truth; 
Whose  only  care,  might  Truth  presume  to  speak» 
Is  not  to  find  what  they  profess  to  seek. 
And  thus,  well-tutor'd  only  while  we  share 
A  mother's  lectures  and  a  nurse's  care ; 
And  taught  at  sdioob  much  mythologic  stufl^ 
But  sound  religion  sparingly  enough  ; 
3D  3 
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Our  «triy  noCloet  6f  tnilb,  (ttigrac'd, 
Soon  loK  didr  credit,  and  ut  all  eAc*d. 

Would  you  jour  son  should  be  a  sot  or  dunoe^ 
LasctTious,  headstrong,  or  all  these  at  once ; 
That  in  good  time  the  stripling's  finidi'd  taste 
For  loose  expense,  and  fiuhionable  waste. 
Should  prove  your  ruin,  and  his  own  at  last ; 
IVain  hin  in  public  with  a  mob  of  boys, 
Childish  in  mischief  only  and  in  noise. 
Else  of  a  mannish  growth,  and  five  in  ten 
In  infidelity  and  lewdness  men. 
Hiere  shall  he  learn,  ere  sixteen  winters  old, 
Hiat  authors  are  most  useful  pawn*d  or  sold ; 
That  pedantry  is  all  that  schools  impart, 
But  taverns  teach  the  knowledge  of  the  heart ; 
Tliere  waiter  Dick,  with  BacdSuialian  lays, 
Shall  win  his  heart,  and  hate  his  drunken  praise. 
His  counsellor  and  bosom-friend,  shall  prove, 
And  some  street-pacing  harlot  hU  first  love. 
Schools,  unless  disdpl^  were  doubly  strong, 
Detain  dieir  adolescent  charge  too  long ; 
The  management  of  tiroes  of  eighteen 
Is  difficult,  their  punishment  obscene. 
The  stout  tall  captain,  whose  superior  sixe 
Hie  minor  heroes  view  with  en^ous  eyes. 
Becomes  their  pattern,  upoti  whom  they  fix 
Tlieir  whole  attention,  anid  ape  all  his  tricks. 
His  pride,  that  scorns  t*  obey  or  to  submit, 
With  them  is  courage ;  his  effront*ry  wit. 
His  wild  excursions,  window-breaking  fisat^ 
Bobb'ry  of  gardens,  quarrels  in  the  streets, 
His  hair-breiidth  'scapes,  and  all  his  daring  schemes. 
Transport  them,  and  are  made  thehr  fiiv'rite  thanes. 
In  little  bosoms  such  achievements  strike 
A  kindred  spark :  they  bum  to  do  the  like* 
Thus,  half-acoomplish*d  ere  he  yet  begin 
To  show  die  peeping  down  upon  his  chin ; 
And,  as  maturity  of  years  comes  on. 
Made  just  th*  adept  that  you  design*d  your  ion ; 
T*  ensure  the  perseverance  of  his  course, 
And  give  your  mons^us  project  all  it's  force, 
Send  him  to  college.     If  be  there  be  tam'd. 
Or  in  one  article  of  vice  redaim'd, 
Where  no  regard  of  ord'nances  is  shown 
Or  look'd  for  now,  the  fault  must  be  his  own. 
Some  sneaking  virtue  lurks  in  him,  no  doubt. 
Where  neither  strumpets'  charms,  nor  drinking- 
bout. 
Nor  gambling  practices,  can  find  it  out 
Such  youths  of  spirit,  and  that  spurit  too. 
Ye  nurs'ries  of  our  boys,  we  owe  to  you : 
Hiough  from  ourselves  the  mischief  more  proceeds, 
For  public  schools 't  is  public  folly  feeds. 
The  slaves  of  custom  and  estabUsh'd  mode, 
With  packhorse  constancy  we  keep  the  road, 
Crooked  or  straight,  through  quags  or  thorny  dells, 
True  to  die  jingling  of  our  leader's  bells. 
To  follow  fioolidi  prxicedents,  and  wink 
With  both  our  eyes,  b  easier  t*^n  to  think : 
And  such  an  a^  as  ours  balks  no  expense, 
Except  of  caution,  and  of  common  sense ; 
Else,  sure,  notorious  fact,  and  proof  so  phun, 
Would  turn  our  steps  into  a  wiser  train. 
I  blame  not  those,  who,  with  what  care  they  can 
O'envatdi  the  num'rous  and  unruly  cUn ; 
Or,  if  I  bkme,  't  is  only  that  they  dare 
^wnise  a  work,  of  whidi  they  must  despair. 
Have  ye,  ye  sage  intendants  of  the  whole, 
A  ubiqiuurtan  presence  and  control. 


EUsha's  eye,  tfaat^  wIm  edbMi  aln^dl. 

Went  with  Irin,  md  law  an  Ike  gana  Ik  pfaj'd? 

Tes— yeaveconscioue;  and  on  afl  tfaa  abdves 

Tour  pupils  ttnkt  vpou,  hatve  atmck  ywasltcai 

Or  if,  by  nature  sober,  ye  had  then. 

Boys  aa  ye  wen^  the  gnnrity  of  men ; 

Te  knew  at  least,  by  ceostaot  proofr  addraaa'd 

To  ears  and  eyes,  the  vices  of  the  reat. 

But  ye  connive  at  what  ye  cannot  coxes, 

And  evils,  not  to  be  cndiur'd,  endnrc^ 

Lest  pow'r  exerted,  but  without  sucoesa, 

Should  make  the  little  ye  retain  still  leas. 

Ye  once  vrere  justly  fiwi'd  fin*  bringing  Ibrtii 

Undoubted  schoknhqp  and  genuine  worth  ; 

And  in  the  firmaaMnt  of  fiune  still  shines 

A  glocy,  bright  as  that  of  all  the  signs. 

Of  poets  rais'd  by  you,  and  statesmen,  and  Jii iinifc 

Peace  to  them  all !  those  brilliant  ttmes  are  fled. 

And  no  such  KgbU  are  kindling  in  their  alead  ; 

Our  striplings  shine  indeed,  but  with  soch  xa^ 

As  set  the  midnicht  riot  in  a  blase ; 

And  seem,  if  ju(%'d  by  their  expressive  kioki^ 

Deeper  in  none  than  in  tlieir  surgeona*  bookb 

Say,  Muse,  (far  education  made  the  aong. 
No  Muse  can  hesitate,  or  linger  long,) 
What  causes  move  us,  knowing  as  we  moat. 
That  these  menageriet  all  fail  their  trust. 
To  send  our  sons  to  scout  and  scamper  there:, 
WbOe  ccdts  and  pupines  cost  us  so  much  care? 

Be  it  a  weakness,  it  deserves  some  praise. 
We  love  the  pky-plaoe  of  our  early  days ; 
Hie  scene  is  touching,  and  the  heart  is  stone. 
That  feds  not  at  that  sight,  and  fisels  at  none. 
The  wall  on  vrhich  we  tried  our  graving  skill. 
The  very  name  we  canr'd  subsisting  ttiU ; 
Hie  bench  on  vrhich  we  aat  while  deep  cmploy'd, 
Tliou^  mangled,  back'd,  and  hew'd,  not  jet  dai^ 

stroy'd; 
Hie  little  ones,  unbutton'd,  glowing  hot. 
Flaying  our  games,  and  on  tibe  very  spot; 
As  ha|^  as  we  onoe,  to  kneel  and  draw 
The  chalky  rins,  and  knuckle  down  at  taw; 
To  pitch  the  bidl  into  the  grounded  hat. 
Or  drive  it  devious  with  a  dcxt'rous  pat ; 
Hie  pleasing  spectacle  at  onoe  excites 
Such  reodlection  of  our  own  deli^ita^ 
Tliat,  viewing  it,  we  seem  almost  t'  obtain 
Our  innocent  sweet  simple  years  again. 
This  fond  attachment  to  the  wdl-known  placi^ 
Whence  first  we  started  into  life's  long  racc^ 
Maintsins  it's  hold  with  such  unfailing  swsy. 
We  feel  it  ev'n  in  age,  and  at  our  latest  day. 
Hark !  how  the  sire  of  chits,  whose  futaan  share 
Of  classic  fbod  beguis  to  be  hia  cai% 
With  hu  own  lik^esa  plac'd  on  eitfaier 
Indulgea  all  a  father'a beart^Ut  ^; 
And  tells  them,  as  he  strokes  thev  sihcr  locks. 
That  they  must  soon  learn  Latin,  and  to  boK ; 
Then  turning  he  regales  his  liat'ning  wife 
With  all  th'  adventures  of  fab  early  file: 
His  skill  in  ooaehmanship,  or  driving  chsiaa^ 
In  bilking  tavern-bills,  and  spouting  pl^ra  ; 
What  shifb  ha  ua'd,  detected  in  a  acrspe^ 
How  he  was  flqgg'd,  or  had  the  IndL  t*  escape; 
What  suns  he  lost  at  play,  and  how  he  aoU 
Watch,  seals,  and  all— till  all  hispnuiks  are  told. 
Retracing  thus  hla/^vfics,  (*t  is  a  name 
That  palliataadeaJii  of  IbUy  and  of  shanse.) 
He  gives  the  local  bias  all  it's  sway ; 
Kcsolves  that,  where  he  play'd,  hit  sooa  sbaH  piay. 
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.^^.nd  deHiiMi  iMr  bright  gwJm  to  Ii»  ihoWB 
Jwgt  in  the  foene^  where  he  displey'd  hb  own. 
TXlie  meek  end  beafaAilboy  will  soon  be  tanghty 
^JV>  be  ae  bold  and  forward  as  he  ought  ( 
"Xhe  mde  will  leuffle  through  with  ease  enough, 
Oreat  adiools  suit  best  the  sturdy  and  the  roi^^k 
.Ah  happy  designation,  prudent  choice, 
*lli*  event  Is  sure ;  expect  it,  and  rejoice ! 
ScMm  see  your  wish  Iblfiird  in  either  child, 
The  pert  made  perter,  and  the  tame  made  wikL 

The  mat,  indeed,  by  titles,  riches,  bvrth, 
2xciuM  th*  incumbrance  of  more  solid  wcsth, 
Are  best  dispos'd  of  where,  witfi  most  success 
lliey  may  acquire  tiiat  confident  address, 
Thoae  habits  of  prafuae  end  lewd  expense, 
TIm^  scorn  of  all  ddichta  but  those  of  sense. 
Which,  though  in  plam  plebeians  we  condemn, 
IVUh  so  much  reason  all  expect  from  diem. 
But  fiunOies  of  less  illuslrious  £une, 
Wboee  chief  distinction  b  their  spotless  name, 
'Whoee  heirs,  their  honours  none^  their  income  small, 
If  ust  shine  by  true  desert,  or  not  at  all, 
Vnmt  dream  they  of,  that  with  so  little  care 
They  risk  their  hopes,  their  dearest  treasure,  fhere  ? 
Thej  dream  of  little  Charles  or  WilHam  graced 
With  wig  proUx,  down  flowing  to  his  waist; 
They  see  th'  attentive  crowds  his  talents  draw, 
They  hear  him  speak— -the oracle  of  law. 
The  fiither,  who  designs  his  babe  a  priest. 
Dreams  him  episcopally  such  at  least; 
And,  while  the  playful  jockey  scours  the  room 
Briddy,  astride  upon  the  parlour  broom. 
In  fimcy  sees  him  more  superbly  ride 
In  coach  with  purple  lin'd,  and  mitres  on  it*s  side. 
Events  improbable  and  strange  as  these, 
Which  only  a  parental  eye  foresees, 
A  public  school  shall  bring  to  pass  with  ease. 
But  how  *  resides  sudi  virtue  in  that  air, 
As  must  create  an  appetite  for  pmy*r  ? 
And  will  it  breathe  into  him  all  the  seal. 
That  candidates  for  such  a  prise  should  feel. 
To  take  the  lead  and  be  the  foremost  still 
In  all  true  worth  and  literary  skill  ? 
**  Ah  blind  to  bright  fiituritv,  untaught 
The  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  dull  of  thought ! 
Church-laddm  are  not  always  mounted  best 
By  learned  clerks,  and  latinists  profes«*d. 
The  exalted  prize  demands  an  upward  look. 
Not  to  be  found  bv  poring  on  a  book, 
Small  skill  m  Ladn,  and  still  leas  in  Greek, 
Is  more  than  adequate  to  all  I  seek. 
Let  erudition  grace  him,  or  not  grace, 
I  ffive  the  bauble  but  the  second  place ; 
His  wealth,  fiune,  honours,  iJl  that  I  intend 
Subsist  and  centre  in  one  point — a  fiiend. 
A  friend,  whate'er  he  studies  or  neglects. 
Shall  give  him  consequence,  heal  aU  defects. 
His  faitercourse  with  peers  and  sons  of  peers- 
There  dawna  the  splendour  of  his  future  years : 
In  that  bright  quarter  his  propitious  skies 
SbiUblurfibetmies,  and  there  his  glory  rise,  [teach 
Ynw  LordMp,  and  Yow  Orace  I  what  school  can 
A  rfaet'ric  equal  to  thoee parts  of  speech? 
What  need  of  Homer's  verse,  or  Tally's  proee^ 
Sweet  hiterjections!  if  he  learn  but  thoee? 
Let  rev'rend  dmrls  his  ignorance  rebuke. 
Who  starve  upon  a  dog's-ear*d  Pentateuch, 
The  parson  knows  enough,  who  knowsa  duke.*' 
Egn^kius  purpose !  worthily  begun 
Ia  bsri>'rou8  prostitutian  of  your  son ; 


FkcasM  on  Aji  ptri  by  ntans  that  would  dbgnoe 

A  scriv'ner's  dierk,  or  fbotman  out  of  place, 

And  ending,  if  at  last  it's  end  be  gain'd, 

In  sacrilege,  in  God's  own  house  profim'd. 

It  may  succeed  f  and,  if  his  sins  riiould  call 

For  more  than  common  punishment,  it  shall; 

The  wretch  shall  rise,  and  be  the  thing  on  Earth 

Least  qualified  in  honour,  learning,  worth, 

To  occupy  a  sacred,  aweftil  post. 

In  which  the  best  and  worthiest  tremble  most. 

Tlie  myal  leUen  are  a  thing  of  course^ 

A  kln^  that  would,  might  recommend  his  horse ; 

And  deans,  no  doubt,  and  charters,  with  one  voico^ 

As  bound  in  duty,  would  confiim  tiie  choice. 

Behold  your  bishop !  well  he  plays  his  part. 

Christian  in  name,  and  infidel  in  heart, 

Ghostly  in  office,  eart|ily  in  his  plan, 

A  skve  at  courts  ebewhere  a  lady's  man. 

Dumb  as  a  senate,  and  as  a  priest 

A  piece  of  mere  churdi«6imiture  at  best; 

To  live  estrang'd  firom  God  his  total  scope^ 

And  his  end  sure,  without  one  glimpse  of  hope^ 

But  fair  although  and  feasible  it  seem. 

Depend  not  much  upon  your  golden  dream ; 

For  Fhividence,  that  seems  concem'd  t'  exempt 

The  hallow'd  b^ch  from  absolute  contempt, 

In  spite  of  all  the  wrigglers  into  phM^e, 

Still  keeps  a  seat  or  two  for  worth  and  grace ; 

And  therefore  *t  is,  that,  though  the  siffht  be  ran^ 

We  sometimes  see  a  Lowth  or  Begot  mere. 

Besides,  school^endships  are  not  always  found. 

Though  fiur  in  promise,  permanent  and  sound; 

Tlie  most  disint'rested  anid  virtuous  minds. 

In  early  years  connected,  time  unbinds ; 

New  situations  give  a  diff 'rent  cast 

Of  habit,  mclination,  temper,  taste ; 

And  he,  that  seem'd  our  counterpart  at  first, 

Soon  shows  the  strong  similitude  revers'd. 

Young  heads  are  giddy,  and  young  hearts  are  warm^ 

And  make  mistakes  fin*  manhood  to  reform. 

Boys  are  at  beet  but  pretty  buds  unblown. 

Whose  eoent  and  hues  are  rather  guess'd  than  known; 

Each  dreams  that  each  is  just  what  he  appears, 

But  learns  hb  errour  in  maturer  yeara^ 

When  disposition,  like  a  sail  unfurPd, 

Shows  all  it's  rents  and  patches  to  the  worid. 

If,  therefore,  ev'n  when  honest  in  design, 

A  boyish  friendship  may  so  soon  decline, 

'T  were  wiser,  sure,  t*  inqiire  a  little  heart 

With  just  abhorrence  of  so  mean  a  part, 

Tlian  set  your  son  to  work  at  a  vile  tradie. 

For  wages  so  unlikely  to  be  paid. 

Our  public  hives  of  puerile  resort. 
That  are  of  chief  and  most  approv'd  report, 
To  such  base  hopes,  in  many  a  sordid  soul. 
Owe  their  repute  in  part,but  not  the  wboU. 
A  principle,  whose  proud  pretensions  pass 
Unquestion'd,  though  the  jewel  be  but  glass-— 
That  with  a  world,  not  often  over-nice^ 
Ranks  as  a  virtue^  and  b  yet  a  vice; 
Or  rather  a  groes  compound,  juat^  tried, 
Of  envy,  hatted,  jealousy,  and  pride  •— 
Contributes  most,  periiaps,  t*  enhance  thehr  fine; 
And  emulation  b  it's  specious  name. 
Boys,  once  on  fire  with  that  contentious  xeala 
Feel  all  the  rage,  that  female  rivab  fed ; 
Hie  prise  of  beauty  in  a  woman's  eyes 
Not  brighter  than  in  theirs,  the  schdar'apriae. 
The  spbit  of  that  competition  bums 
With  all  varieties  of  ill  by  turns; 
3D  4 
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Each  vainly  magnifies  his  own  sucoen, 
Resents  his  fellow's,  wishes  it  were  less, 
Exults  in  his  miscarriage,  if  he  fail, 
Deems  his  reward  too  great,  if  he  prerail. 
And  labours  to  surpass  him  day  anid  night, 
Less  for  improvement  than  to  tickle  spite. 
T\te  spur  is  pow*rful,  and  I  grant  it's  force ; 
It  pricks  the  genius  forwanl  in  it*s  course, 
Allows  short  time  for  play,  and  none  for  sloth ; 
And,  felt  alike  by  each,  advances  both: 
But  judge,  where  so  much  evil  intervenes, 
Hie  end,  tiiough  plausible,  not  worth  the  means. 
Weigh,  fbr  a  moment,  classical  desert 
Against  a  heart  deprav*d  and  temper  hurt ; 
Hurt  too,  perhiqM,  for  life ;  for  early  wrong. 
Done  to  the  nobler  part,  affects  it  long ; 
And  you  are  staundi,  indeed,  in  learning's  cause, 
If  you  can  crown  a  discipline,  that  draws 
Sudi  mischiefs  aAer  it,  with  much  applause. 

Connection  formed  for  int'rest,  and  endear'd 
By  selfish  views,  thus  censur*d.and  cashier*d ; 
And  emulation,  as  engend*ring  hate, 
Doom'd  to  a  no  less  ignominious  fate : 
Tlie  props  of  such  proud  seminaries  fall. 
The  Jaohin  and  the  Boas  of  them  all. 
Great  schook  rejected  then,  as  those  that  swell 
Beyond  a  size  that  can  be  manag*d  well, 
Shall  royal  institutions  miss  the  bays, 
And  sniall  academies  win  all  the  praise  ? 
Force  not  my  drift  beyond  it*s  just  intent, 
I  praise  a  school  as  Pope  a  government ; 
So  take  my  judgment  in  his  language  dress*d, 
•*  Whatever  u  best  administered  is  best" 
Few  boys  are  bom  with  talents  that  excel, 
But  all  are  capable  of  living  well ; 
Then  ask  not.  Whether  limited  or  large  ? 
But,  Watdi  diey  strictly,  or  lieglect  their  charge? 
If  anxious  only,  that  their  boys  may  learn. 
While  morals  languish,  a  despisM  concern, 
llie  great  and  sniall  deserve  one  common  blame, 
Different  in  size,  but  in  effect  the  same. 
Much  seal  in  vhtue*8  cause  all  teachers  boast, 
Hiough  motives  of  mere  lucre  sway  the  most : 
Therefore  in  towns  and  cities  they  abound. 
For  there  the  game  tfiey  sedc  is  easiest  found ; 
Hiough  there,  in  spite  of  all  that  care  can  do, 
Traps  to  catch  youth  are  most  abundant  too. 
If  shrewd,  wid  of  a  weU-constructed  brain. 
Keen  in  pursuit,  and  vig*rous  to  retain. 
Your  son  come  forth  a  prodigy  of  skill : 
Asy  wheresoever  taugh^  so  form'd,  he  will ; 
The  pedagogue,  with  self-complacent  air. 
Claims  more  than  half  the  praise  as  his  due  share. 
But  if,  wiOi  all  his  genius,  he  betray. 
Not  more  intelli^nt  than  loose  and  gay. 
Such  vicious  habits,  as  disgrace  his  name, 
llireaten  his  health,  his  fortune,  and  his  fame ; 
Though  want  of  due  restraint  alone  have  bred 
The  symptoms,  that  you  see  with  so  much  dread ; 
Unenvied  there,  he  may  sustain  alone 
The  whole  reproach,  the  fault  was  all  his  own. 

O  't  is  a  sight  to  be  with  joy  perus'd. 
By  all  whom  sentiment  has  not  abus*d ; 
New-fangled  sentiment,  the  boasted  grace 
Of  those,  who  never  feel  in  the  right  place ; 
A  sight  8urpass*d  by  none  that  we  can  show, 
'Though  Vestris  on  one  leg  still  shine  below ; 
A  &ther  blest  with  an  ingenuous  son^ 
FMher,  and  friend,  and  tutor,  all  in  one. 


How! — tnm  again  to  tales  kx^  since  fbipiC, 

iE8op,and  Fbi^nis,  and  the  rest?  —  Why  not? 

He  will  not  Uush,  that  has  a  father's  bcwt. 

To  take  in  childish  plays  a  childish  part ; 

But  bends  his  sturdy  back  to  any  toy, 

lliat  youth  takes  pleasure  in,  to  pUiae  his  boj  ; 

Hien  why  resign  into  a  stranger's  hand 

A  task  as  much  within  your  own  command. 

That  God  and  Nature,  and  your  int'rest  too^ 

Seem  with  one  voice  to  ddegate  to  yoo? 

Why  hire  a  lodging  in  a  bouse  unknown 

For  one,  whose  tend'rest  thoughts  all  hover  nxml 

your  own? 
This  second  weaning,  needless  as  it  is. 
How  does  it  lac'rate  both  your-heart  auod  bis ! 
Th'  indented  stick,  that  loses  day  by  day 
Notch  after  notch,  till  all  are  snoooCh'd  away. 
Bears  witness,  long  ere  bis  dismission  canae. 
With  what  intense  desire  he  vrants  his  borne. 
But  though  the  joys  be  hopes  beneath  your  roof 
Bid  fiur  enough  to  answer  in  the  proof. 
Harmless,  and  safe,  and  nat'ral  as  they  are, 
A  disappointment  waits  him  even  there : 
Arrived,  ,he  feels  an  unexpected  change. 
He  blushes,  hangs  his  head,  is  shy  axid  stran^^ 
No  longer  takes,  as  once,  widi  fearless  ease. 
His  fiiv'rite  stand  between  his  Cither's  kDee% 
But  seeks  the  comer  of  some  distant  seat. 
And  eyes  the  door,  and  watches  a  retreat. 
And,  least  familiar  where  he  should  be  nwat. 
Feels  all  his  happiest  privil^es  lost. 
Alas,  poor  boy !  the  natural  effect 
Of  love  by  absence  chill'd  into  respecL 
Say,  what  accomplishments,  at  school  acqiur*d^ 
Brings  he,  to  sweeten  fruits  so  undeair'd  ? 
Thou  well  deserv'st  an  alienated  son. 
Unless  xhy  conscious  heart  admowledge  —  none ; 
None  that,  in  thy  domestic  snug  recess, 
He  had  not  made  his  own  with  more  addrea% 
Though  some  perhaps,  that  shock  thy  feeling  mind. 
And  better  never  leam'd,  or  left  behind. 
Add  too,  tiiat,  thus  estrang'd,  thou  canst  obtaia 
By  no  kind  arts  his  confidence  again ; 
That  here  begins  with  most  that  long  complaint 
Of  filial  frankness  lost,  and  love  grovm  faint. 
Which,  <^  neglected,  in  life's  waning  years 
A  parent  pours  into  regardless  ears. 

Like  caterpillars,  dangling  under  trees 
By  slender  threads,  and  swinging  in  the  breeae^ 
Which  ^tfaily  bewray  and  sore  disgrace 
The  boughs,  in  whidi  are  bred  th*  unseemly  noe; 
While  ev'ry  worm  industriously  weaves 
And  vnnds  his  web  about  the  riv^'d  leaves  ; 
So  Dum'rous  are  the  follies,  that  annoy 
The  mind  and  heart  of  ev'ry  sprightly  boy  ; 
Imaginations  noxious  and  perverse. 
Which  admonition  can  alone  disperse. 
Th*  encroaching  nuisance  asks  a  fiuthful  hand* 
PMient,  affectionate,  of  high  command. 
To  check  the  procreation  of  a  breed 
Sure  to  exhaust  the  plant  on  which  ^bey  Iced. 
'T  is  not  enough  that  Greek  or  Roman  page^ 
At  stated  hours,  his  freakish  thoughts  engage  ; 
£v'n  in  his  pastimes  he  requires  a  friend. 
To  warn,  and  teach  him  safely  to  unbend  ; 
O'er  all  his  pleasures  gently  to  preside. 
Watch  his  emotions,  and  contniul  their  tide  ; 
And  levying  thus,  and  with  an  easy  sway, 
A  tax  of  profit  from  his  very  play. 
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**  inipKiB  a  Ttlue,  not  to  he  «nt'd,  [y 

Ni   momenti  aquander'd  else,  and  ninning  all  to 

limI  teemt  it  nothing  in  a  fiitfaer*s  eye, 

liat  unimprovM  thdse  manj  moments  fly  ? 

Lod  IB  he  well  content  Ida  son  should  find 

fo  noorishment  to  feed  his  growing  mind, 

kst  conjugated  verfae,  and  nouns  declin*d? 

^or  such  is  all  the  mental  food  punrey'd 

iy  public  hacknies  in  the  schooling  trade ; 

Vi»o  feed  a  pupil's  intellect  with  store 

>f  syntax,  truly,  but  with  little  more ; 

>ismiaB  their  cares,  when  they  dismiss  their  flock, 

fachines  themselves,  and  govem*d  by  a  dock. 

^erfaaps  a  father,  blest  with  any  brains, 

ITould  deem  it  no  abuse,  or  waste  of  pains, 

'^  improre  this  diet,  at  no  great  expense, 

^tfa  saVry  truth  and  wholesome  common  sense ; 

*o  lead  his  son,  for  prospects  of  delist, 

\>  aome  not  steep,  though  philosophic,  height, 

lience  to  exhibit  to  hb  wond'ring  eyes 

''on  dreling  worlds,  their  distance,  and  their  size, 

lie  moons  of  Jove,  and  Satum*s  belted  ball, 

Lnd  the  hannonious  order  of  them  all ; 

"a  show  him  in  an  insect  or  a  flow'r 

ucb  microscopic  proof  of  skill  and  pow'r. 

La,  hid  from  ages  past,  God  now  displays, 

jo  combat  athosts  with  in  modem  days ; 

"o  spread  the  Earth  before  him,  and  commend^ 

Vith  designation  of  the  finger's  end, 

t*a  Tarious  parts  to  his  attentive  notie, 

Inis  bringing  home  to  him  the  most  remote  *, 

"o  teach  his  heart  to  glow  with  gen*rous  flame, 

^aoglit  fhxn  the  deeds  of  men  of  ancient  fiune : 

Lnd,  more  than  all,  with  commendation  due, 

\>  set  some  Uving  worthy  in  his  view, 

Vliose  fair  example  may  at  once  inspire 

L  wish  to  copy,  what  he  must  admire. 

ucb  knowledge  gain*d  betimes,  and  which  appears, 

liougfa  solid,  not  too  weighty  for  his  years, 

iweet  in  itself,  and  not  forbidding  ^x>rt, 

Vlien  health  demands  it,  of  athletic  sort,        [been, 

Vould  make  him  — what  some  lovely  boys  have 

Lnd  more  than  one  perhaps  that  I  have  seen  — 

Ln  evidence  and  reprehension  both 

H  the  mere  school4x>y*s  lean  and  tardy  growth. 

Art  thou  a  man  professionally  tied, 
^ith  all  thy  faculties  elsewhere  applied, 
^oo  busy  to  intend  a  meaner  care, 
lian  hcfw  t*  enrich  thyself,  and  next  thine  heir? 
>r  art  thou  ^as  though  rich,  perhaps  thou  art) 
lut  poor  in  knowle^e,  having  none  t*  impart?  «— 
(chold  that  figure,  neat,  thou^  plainly  dad ; 
lis  sprightly  mingled  with  a  shstde  of  sad ; 
fot  of  a  nimble  tongue,  though  now  and  then 
Icard  to  articulate  like  other  men  : 
lo  jester,  and  yet  lively  in  discourse, 
lis  phrase  well  chosen,  clear,  and  full  of  force ; 
Lnd  his  address,  if  not  quite  FVench  in  ease, 
ioi  English  stiff;  but  frank,  and  form'd  to  please ; 
A>w  in  the  world,  because  he  scorns  it*s  arts ; 
I  man  of  letters,  manners,  morals,  parts ; 
Jnpatronis'd,  and  therefore  little  known ; 
Vise  for  himself  and  his  few  friends  alone  — 
n  him  thy  well-appointed  proxy  see, 
Lrm*d  for  a  work  too  diflicult  for  thee ; 
Vepar'd  by  taste,  by  learning,  and  true  worth, 
To  form  tl^  son,  to  strike  his  genlds  forth ; 
Seneath  thy  roof,  beneath  thine  eye,  to  prove 
[Ik  tone  of  discipline,  when  back'd  by  love ; 


To  double  all  diy  pleamra  b  thy  duld. 

His  mind  inlbrm'd,  his  morals  undefil'd. 

Sale  unde^  such  a  wing,  the  boy  shall  show 

No  spots  contracted  among  grooms  below. 

Nor  taint  his  speech  with  meannesses,  designed 

By  footman  Tom  for  witty  and  refin*d. 

There,  in  his  commerce  with  the  liv'ried  herd. 

Lurks  the  contagion  chiefly  to  be  fear'd ; 

For  since  (so  fii^iion  dictates)  all,  who  claim 

A  higher  than  a  mere  plebeian  fame. 

Find  it  expedient,  come  what  mischief  may, 

To  entertain  a  thief  or  two  in  pay, 

r  And  they  that  can  afford  th'  expense  of  nuire, 

Some  half-a-dozen  and  some  half-a-score,) 

Great  cause  occurs,  to  save  him  from  a  band 

So  sure  to  spoil  him,  and  so  near  at  hand  ; 

A  point  secur'd,  if  once  he  be  supplied 

With  some  such  Mentor  always  at  his  side. 

Are  suck  men  rare  ?  perhaps  they  would  abound, 

Were  occupation  easier  to  be  found, 

V/erc  education,  else  sa  sure  to  fiul. 

Conducted  on  a  manageable  scale. 

And  schools,  that  have  outliv*d  all  just  esteem, 

Exchang'd  for  the  secure  domestic  scheme.  — 

But,  having  found  him,  be  thou  duke  or  earl. 

Show  thou  hast  sense  enough  to  prize  the  pearl. 

And,  as  thou  wouldst  th'  advancement  of  thine  heir 

In  all  good  faculties  beneath  his  care^ 

Respect,  as  k  but  rational  and  just, 

A  man  dcem'd  worthy  of  so  dear  a  trust. 

Despb'd  by  thee,  wluvt  more  can  he  expect 

From  youthful  folly  than  the  same  neglect  ? 

A  flat  and  &tal  negative  obtains 

That  instant  upon  all  his  future  pains ; 

His  lessons  tire,  his  mild  rebukes  offend. 

And  all  th'  instructions  of  thy  son*s  best  friend 

Are  a  stream  chok*d,  or  trickling  to  no  end. 

Doom  him  not  then  to  solitary  meals ; 

But  recollect,  that  he  has  sense,  and  feels ; 

And  that,  possessor  of  a  soul  refin'd. 

An  upright  heart,  and  cultivated  mind. 

His  post  not  mean,  his  talents  not  unknoim, 

He  deems  it  liard  to  vegetate  alone. 

And,  if  admitted  at  thy  board  he  sit. 

Account  him  no  just  mark  for  idle  wit ; 

Offend  not  him,  whom  modesty  restrains 

From  repartee,  with  jokes  that  he  disdains ; 

Much  less  transfix  liis  fedings  with  an  oath ; 

Nor  frown,  unless  he  vanish  with  the  doth.  •« 

And,  trust  me,  his  utility  may  reach 

To  more  than  lie  is  hir'd  or  bound  to  teach ; 

Much  trash  unutter'd,  and  some  ills  undone^ 

Through  reverence  of  the  censor  of  thy  son. 

But,  if  thy  table  be  indeed  undean. 
Foul  with  excess,  and  with  discourse  obsceue, 
And  thou  a  wretch,  whom,  foll'wing  licr  old  plan, 
The  World  accounts  an  honourable  man. 
Because  forsooth  thy  courage  has  been  tried, 
And  stood  the  test,  perhaps,  on  the  wrong  side  I 
Though  thou  hadst  never  grace  enough  to  prove. 
That  any  thing  but  vice  could  win  thy  love ;  — 
Or  hast  thou  a  polite,  card-playing  wife, 
Chain'd  to  the  routs  that  she  frequents  for  life ; 
Who  just  when  industry  begins  to  snorC, 
Flies,  wing'd  with  joy,  to  some  coach-crowded  door ; 
And  thrice  in  ev*ry  winter  throngs  thine  own 
With  half  the  chariots  and  sedans  in  town. 
Thyself,  meanwhile,  e'en  shifting  as  thou  niayst; 
Not  very  sober  though,  nor  very  chaste  i 
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Or  11  tUae  libtt«»  llHMgh  bM  nptifo  %  ank. 

If  not  A  soMM  of  ptoMurc,  A  mere  bbidE» 

And  tfaott  at  beet,  and  in  dij  nb'ieet  niood» 

A  tiiicr  firfn,  and  empty  of  all  good ; 

ThoMgli  meRj  kr  tbyaelf  tfaou  canst  have  none. 

Hear  Natort  plead,  thorn  mercy  to  thy  son. 

8a?*d  ftvea  hb  hooiey  where  er'ry  d^  brings  forth 

Some  mischief  ftital  to  his  futui*  worth, 

Fbd  him  a  beMar  hi  a  dislaat  spot, 

Wtthm  some  pious  payor's  humble  cot. 

Where  vile  example  (yours  I  chiefly  mean. 

The  most  seducing,  and  the  oft'nest  seen) 

May  aaver  more  be  stamp'd  upon  his  breast. 

Nor  yet  perhaps  incurably  impressed. 

Where  early  rest  makes  early  rising  sure. 

Disease  or  comes  not,  or  finds  easy  cure, 

Prevented  much  by  diet  neat  and  plain ; 

Or,  if  it  enter,  soon  starv'd  out  again : 

WheM  aU  th'  attention  of  hb  faithful  host. 

Discreetly  hmited  to  two  at  most, 

Mmj  raise  such  fruits  as  shall  reward  hb  care, 

And  not  at  last  evaporate  in  air : 

Where,  stfllneas  aiding  study,  and  hb  mind 

Serene,  and  to  hb  duties  much  inclin*d. 

Not  occupied  in  day-dreams,  as  at  home, 

Of  pleasures  past,  or  follies  yet  to  come, 

Hb  virtuous  toil  may  terminate  at  last 

In  settled  habit  and  decided  taste.  — 

Put  whom  do  I  advise?  the  fashion.led, 

Th*  incorrigibly  wrong,  the  deaf  and  dead, 

Whom  care  and  cool  ddiberation  suit 

Not  better  much  than  spectacles  a  brute ; 

Wbo^  if  their  sons  some  slight  tuition  share, 

Deem  it  of  no  mat  moment  whose,  or  where ; 

Too  proud  t*  adopt  the  thoughts  of  one  unknown, 

And  much  too  gay  t*  have  any  of  their  own. 

'*  But  coursge,  man  !'*  methought  tlie  Muse  replied, 

**  Mankind  are  various,  and  the  world  b  wkle : 

The  ostrich,  silliest  of  the  ftather*d  kind. 

And  form'd  of  God  without  a  parent*8  mind, 

Commits  her  eggs,  incautious,  to  the  dust, 

Foigetful  that  the  foot  may  crush  the  trust ; 

An^  while  on  public  nurs'ries  they  rely. 

Not  knowing,  and  too  oft  not  caring,  why. 

Irrational  in  what  they  thus  prefer. 

No  fow,  that  would  seem  wise,  resemble  her. 

But  all  are  not  alike.     Thy  warning  voice 

May  here  and  there  prevent  erroneous  cfamce ; 

And  some  pertiaps,  who,  busy  as  they  are. 

Yet  make  their  progeny  their  dearest  care,       [reach 

(Whose  hearts  will  adie,  once  told  what  iUs  may 

llieir  olftpring,  left  upon  so  wild  a  beach,) 

Will  need  no  stress  of  argument  t*  enforce 

Th*  expedience  of  a  less  advent*rous  course : 

The  rest  will  slight  thy  counsel,  or  condemn ; 

Bat  they  have  human  feelings— -turn  to  them.'* 

To  you,  then,  tenants  of  life's  middle  state. 
Securely  pbc'd  between  the  small  and  great. 
Whose  character,  yet  undebanch'd,  retains 
Two-thirds  of  all  the  virtue  that  remains, 
Who,  wise  yourselves,  desire  your  son  should  learn 
Your  wisdom  and  your  ways -^  to  you  I  turn. 
Look  round  you  on  a  vroild  perversely  blind; 
See  what  coi^empt  b  &U'n  on  human-kind; 
See  wealth  abus'd,  and  dignities  mi^lac'd. 
Great  titles,  offices^  and  trusts  disgrac*d, 
Ixw  lines  of  ancestry,  renown*d  of  old, 
Thsir  noble  qualities  sll  quendi'd  and  cM ; 
See  BedbBn*s  elosettad  and  hand^mff  *d  charge 
^urpaas'd  in  phrensy  by  the  mad  at  huge ; 


Sea  great  commindiri  makii^  <iar  a  tiade^ 
Oraat  kwy«t%  lawytn  without  study  mt 
Churchmen,  in  whose  eateem  their  Ucst 
Is  odious,  Mid  their  vrages  all  their  joy. 
Who,  lar  enough  from  fumiafain^  tibeir  shelves 
With  Gospel  lore,  torn  infidels  tfacmaelvcs; 
See  womanhood  despb*d,  and  manhood  shsm'd 
With  infamy  too  nauaeous  to  be  nam'd. 
Fops  at  all  comers,  la^r-iyca  in  mien, 
Ovetted  follows,  smelt  ere  they  are  aeen. 
Else  coarse  and  rude  in  mannen,  and  their  toqgus 
On  fire  with  curses,  and  wiUi  nonaanec  hw^ 
Now  flush'd  with  drunk*nnessy  noar  with  whoredom 

pale^ 
Their  breath  asampleof  last  nigfat*a  regale; 
See  volunteen  in  all  the  vikat  arts. 
Men  well  endow'd,  of  honourable  parta^ 
Design'd  by  Nature  wise,  but  seif^inadf  foob  ; 
AU  these,  and  more  like  these^  were  bred  at  achaok 
And  if  it  chance,  as  sometimea  chance  H  vrill. 
That,  though  schooUved,  the  boy  be  virtnoasalil; 
Such  rare  exceptions,  shining  in  the  dark. 
Prove,  rather  than  impeach,  the  juat  rcnaarkr 
As  here  and  there  a  twinkling  star  descried 
Serves  but  to  show  how  black  b  all  bessdfe 
Now  look  on  him,  whose  very  voice  in  fane 
Just  echoes  thine,  whose  features  are  tfaiiie  cnm. 
And  stroke  hb  polish*d  dieek  of  purest  red. 
And  lay  thine  hand  upon  hb  flaxen  head. 
And  say,  «  My  boy,  th*  unwdcome  bow  b  oomt, 
When  thou,  tranqplanted  from  thy  geniid  hosac^ 
Must  find  a  coldor  soil  and  bleaker  air. 
And  trust  for  safety  to  a  stranger'a  care  ; 
What  character,  what  turn  thou  wilt  assama 
From  constant  converse  with  I  know  noC  wheas ; 
Who  there  will  court- thy  friendafaip,  with  whsl 

views, 
And,  artless  as  thou  art,  whom  tfaou  wih  rhmiM' ; 
'niough  much  depends  on  what  thy  cbotca  ^hnll  be, 
Is  all  chance-medley,  and  unknown  to  me.** 
Canst  thou,  the  tear  just  trembliBg  on  tiij  Ikls, 
And  while  the  dreadful  risk  foreseen  fothids ; 
Fkee  to,  and  under  no  constraining  force. 
Unless  the  sway  of  custom  warp  thy  courae; 
Lay  such  a  stake  upon  the  losing  mdm. 
Merely  to  gratify  so  blind  a  guide? 
Thou  canst  not !  Nature,  pulling  at  thine  faesTt, 
Condems  th*  unfatherly,  th*  imprudent  part. 
Hiou  wouUbt  not,  deaf  to  Nature's  tcnd'rcat  pies. 
Turn  hhn  adrift  upon  a  rolling  sea. 
Nor  say,  Go  thUher,  conscious  that  there  lay 
A  brood  of  asps,  or  quicksands  in  h»  way  : 
llien,  only  govem'd  by  the  aelfi«anie  rulie 
Of  naCral  pity,  send  him  not  to  sdiooL 
No  —  guard  him  better.     Js  be  not  thine  vwn, 
Thyself  in  miniature,  thy  flesh,  thy  bosK  ? 
And  bop'st  thou  not  (*t  b  ev*ry  fotber*s  hope) 
That,  since  thy  strength  must  with  thy  years  elope. 
And  thou  wilt  need  some  comfort,  to  assuage 
Health*s  last  forewell,  a  staff  of  thine  old  s^ 
That  theny^  recompense  of  all  thy  cares, 
Thy  child  shall  show  respect  to  thy  gr^  habs, 
Befriend  thee,  of  all  other  frieoda  henit, 
And  give  thy  lifo  it's  only  cordial  left  ? 
Aware,  then,  how  much  danger  intervenes, 
To  compass  that  good  end,  Ibrecast  the  mcaai 
Hb  heart,  now  passive,  yields  to  thy  coannaad; 
Secure  it  thine,  it*s  key  b  in  thine  hand. 
If  thou  desert  thy  chtfge,  and  throw  St  widc^ 
Nor  heed  what  guests  there  enter  and  abide. 
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I  not  If  attaduDents  lewd  and  bsM 
lupplant  tiiee  in  i%  and  usurp  thy  place. 
Sut,  if  thou  guard  it's  ncred  cfaunbers  sure 
fraia  ndooa  inmates  and  delights  impure, 
Bitfaer  hb  gratitude  shall  bold  him  fa«t, 
lad  keep  him  warm  and  filial  to  the  last ; 
>,  if  he  prore  unkind  (as  who  can  say 
But,  bdnff  man,  and  therefore  frail,  be  maj  ?) 
>ne  comfort  vet  shall  cheer  thine  aged  heart, 
flowe'er  he  slight  thee,  thou  hast  done  thy  part 

Oh  barfo*rous !  wouldst  thou  with  a  Gothic  hand 
Pull  down  the  schools-— what !  —all  the  schools  i' 

th*]and? 
>r  throw  them  up  to  liv'ry.nags  and  grooms, 
>r  turn  them  into  shops  md  auction-rooms? 
k  captious  questicm,  sir,  (and  yours  is  one,} 
lestlim  an  answer  similar,  or  none. 
Wouldst  thou,  possessor  of  a  flock,  employ 
Apprised  that  he  is  sudi)  a  careless  boy, 
Uid  fted  him  well,  and  give  him  handsome  pay, 
fcrely  to  sleep,  and  let  them  run  astray? 
iurver  our  schools  and  colleges,  and  see 
i  sight  not  much  unlike  my  simile, 
'kom  cdueation,  as  the  leading  cause, 
die  public  character  it's  colour  draws ; 
ilieiKa  the  prerailing  manners  take  their  cast, 
Extravagant  or  sober,  loose  or  chaste. 
Lnd,  thmigh  I  would  not  advertise  tlicm  yet, 
for  write  on  each  —  This  building  to  be  let, 
JnlesB  the  world  were  all  preparM  t*  embrace 
i  plan  wen  wordiy  to  supply  their  place; 
Tet,  backward  as  they  are,  and  long  have  been, 
"o  cultivate  and  keep  the  MoaALs  clean. 
Forgive  the  crime,)  I  wish  them,  I  confess, 
h  better  manag'd,  or  encourag'd  less. 


TABLE-TALK, 

SI  te  ftartA  mete  gtavb  uret  sardna  cliartsr, 
Aljicita  Hoa.  Lib.  i.  Epist.  13. 

jL  Too  told  me,  1  remember,  "  Glory,  built 
ta  selfish  principles,  is  shame  and  guilt ; 
lie  deeds,  that  men  admire  as  Imlf  divine, 
tark  naught,  because  corrupt  in  their  design.** 
trange  doctrine  this !  that  without  scruple  tears 
he  laurel,  that  the  very  lightning  spares^ 
rings  down  the  warrior's  trophy  to  the  dust, 
.nd  eats  into  his  bloody  sword  Uke  rust. 

J9.  I  grant  that,  men  continuing  what  they  are, 
icrce^  avaricious,  proud,  there  must  be  war. 
nd  never  meant  the  rule  should  be  applied 
b  tSm,  that  figfata  with  justice  on  his  side. 

Let  laureli^  drench'd  in  pure  Fkmassian  dews, 
.eward  his  mem'ry,  dear  to  ev'ry  Muse, 
rbo^  with  a  cooraoe  of  unshaken  root, 
1  honour'a  field  advancing  his  firm  foot, 
laots  it  upon  the  line  that  Justice  draws, 
nd  will  prevail  or  perish  in  her  cause, 
r  ia  to  the  virtues  of  such  men,  man  owes 
[is  portion  in  the  good  that  Heav'n  bestows. 
nd  when  recording  History  displays 
■ata  of  renown,  though  wrought  in  ancient  days, 
ella  of  a  few  stout  hMrts,  that  fought  and  died, 
^hcro  du^  placed  them,  at  their  country's  side> 
lie  man,  that  is  not  mov'd  with  what  he  readi, 
iMt  tfikaa  not  fira  at  tbtir  heroic  deeds. 


Onworthy  of  the  Wwringi  of  the  brmwi, 
Is  baae  in  kind,  and  bom  to  be  a  slave. 

But  let  etofnal  inlkmy  puiane 
The  wretdb  to  nought  but  his  ambition  true^ 
Who,  for  the  sake  of  filling  vrith  one  Mast 
HiepostJiomaofall  Eur^  hqrs  her  waste. 
Think  younelf  station'd  on  a  tow'ring  rock. 
To  see  a  people  scatter'd  like  a  fiock. 
Some  royal  mastiff  panting  at  theur  beds, 
With  all  the  savage  thirrt  a  tiger  foels; 
Hien  view  him  self.proclaim*d  in  a  gazette 
Chief  monster  that  has  plagu'd  the  nations  yet. 
Hie  globe  and  sceptre  in  such  hands  misplic'd, 
Tliose  ensigns  of  dinninion,  bow  disgrac'd ! 
The  glass,  that  bids  man  niark  the  fieeting  how, 
AndDeath'sown  scythe  would  better  speak  his  pow'r; 
Hien  grace  the  bony  phantom  in  their  stead 
With  the  king's  shoulder-knot  and  gay  cock»k ; 
Clothe  the  twin-bretluen  in  eacJi  other's  dress 
The  same  their  occupation  and  success. 

A.  ' T  is  your  belief  the  world  vras  made  for  nun; 
Kings  do  but  reason  on  the  self-same  plan : 
Maintaining  yours,  you  cannot  theirs  condemn, 
Who  think,  or  seem  to  think,  man  made  for  them, 

B»  Seldom,  alas !  the  powV  of  logic  reigns 
With  much  sufiiciency  in  roval  brains ; 
Siich  reas'ning  fiUls  like  an  mverted  cone. 
Wanting  it's  proper  base  to  stand  upon. 
Man  made  for  kings !  those  optics  are  but  dim 
That  tell  you  so— •say,  rather  they  for  him. 
That  were  indeed  a  king-ennobling  thought. 
Could  they,  or  would  they,  reason  as  they  ought 
The  diadem,  with  mighty  prefects  lin'd 
To  catch  renown  by  ruining  mankind. 
Is  worth,  with  all  it's  gold  and  glitt'iing  store,     « 
Just  what  the  toy  will  sdl  for,  and  no  more. 

Oh !  bright  occasions  of  disusing  good. 
How  seldom  us'd,  how  little  understood ! 
To  pour  in  Virtue's  lap  her  just  reward ; 
Keep  Vice  restrain'd  behind  a  double  guard ; 
To  quell  the  Action,  that  afiVonts  the  throne^ 
By  silent  magnanimity  alone ; 
To  nurse  with  tender  care  the  thriving  arts ; 
Watch  ev'ry  beam  Philosophy  imparts ; 
To  give  Religion  her  unbridl'd  scope. 
Nor  judge  by  statute  a  believer^s  hope ; 
Widi  close  fidelity  and  love  unfeign'd 
To  keep  the  matrimonial  bond  unstain'd ; 
Covetous  only  of  a  virtuous  praise ; 
His  life  a  lesson  to  the  land  he  sways*. 
To  touch  the  sword  with  conscientious  awe. 
Nor  draw  it  but  when  duty  bids  him  draw ; 
To  sheath  it  in  the  peace-restoring  close 
With  joy  beyond  what  rictory  bestows ; 
Blest  country,  where  these  kingly  glories  shine} 
Blest  England,  if  this  happiness  be  thine ! 

jf.  Guard  what  you  say ;  the  patriotic  tribe 
WiUsneer  and  charge  you  with  a  bribe.— j?.  A  bribe ! 
The  worth  of  his  three  kingdoms  I  defy. 
To  lure  me  to  the  baseness  of  a  lie : 
And,  of  all  lies,  (be  that  one  poet's  boast,) 
The  lie  that  fiatten  I  abhor  the  most. 
Those  arts  be  theirs,  who  hate  his  gentle  reign. 
But  he  that  loves  him  has  no  need  to  feign. 

A*  Tour  smooth  eulogium  to  one  crown  address'd. 
Seems  to  imply  a  censure  on  die  rest. 

B.  Quevedo,  as  he  tells  his  sober  tale, 
Ask'd,  when  in  Hell,  to  see  the  royal  jail ; 
Approv'd  their  method  in  all  other  things; 
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«  There,"  uid  bii  guide,  « the  grobp  is  full  in 

fiew." 
<*  Indeed !"  rq>lied  Che  don,  "  there  are  but  few." 
His  black  interpreter  the  charge  disdained  — 
"  Few,  fellow !  —  there  are  all  that  ever  reign'd." 
Wit,  undistinguishing,  is  apt  to  strike 
The  guilty  and  not  guilty  both  alike  : 
I  grant  the  sarcasm  is  too  severe. 
And  we  can  readily  refute  it  here  ; 
While  Alfred's  name,  the  father  of  his  age, 
And  the  Sixth  Edward's,  grace  th'  historic  page. 

A,  Kings  then  at  Ust  have  but  the  lot  of  all : 
By  their  own  conduct  they  must  stand  or  falL 

•  B.  Trije.  While  they  live,  the  courtly  laureat  pays 
His  quit-rent  ode,  his  pepper-com  of  praise ; 
And  many  a  dunce,  whose  fingers  itch  to  write. 
Adds,  as  he  can,  his  tributary  mite : 
A  suljject's  faults  a  subject  may  proclaim, 
A  monarch's  errours  are  forbidden  game ! 
Thus  free  from  censure,  overaw'd  by  fear. 
And  prais'd  im  virtues,  that  they  scorn  to  wear. 
The  fleeting  fonns  of  majesty  engage 
Respect,  while  stalking  o'er  life's  narrow  stage ; 
Then  leave  their  crimes  for  history  to  scan. 
And  ask  with  busy  scorn,  "  Was  this  the  man  ?"     ' 

I  pity  kings,  whom  Worship  waits  upon 
Obsequious  from  the  cradle  to  the  throne ; 
Before  whose  infant  eyes  the  flatt'rer  bows, 
And  binds  a  wreath  about  their  baby  brows ; 
Whom  Education  stiffens  into  state. 
And  Death  awakens  from  that  dream  too  late. 
Oh !  if  Servility  with  supple  knees. 
Whose  trade  it  is  to  smile,  to  crouch,  to  please ; 
If  smooth  Dissimulation,  skill'd  to  grace 
A  devil's  purpose  with  an  angel's  face ; 
If  smiling  peeresses,  and  simp'ring  peers, 
Encompassing  his  throne  a  few  short  years ; 
If  the  gilt  carriage  and  the  pamper'd  steed, 
Tliat  wants  no  driving,  and  disdains  the  lead  \ 
If  guards,  mechanically  form'd  in  ranks. 
Playing,  at  beat  oi  drum,  their  martial  pranks, 
Should'ring  and  standing  as  if  stuck  to  stone. 
While  condescending  majesty  looks  on ; 
If  monarchy  consist  in  such  base  things, 
Sighing,  I  say  again,  "  I  pity  kings  !** 

To  be  suspected,  thwarted,  and  withstood, 
Ev'n  when  he  labours  for  his  country's  good ; 
To  see  a  band,  call'd  patriot  for  no  cause. 
But  that  they  catch  at  popular  applause^ 
Careless  of  all  th'  anxiety  he  feels. 
Hook  disappointment  on  the  pubh'c  wheels ; 
With  aU  their  flippant  fluency  of  tongue. 
Most  confident,  when  palpably  most  wrong  : 
If  this  be  kingly,  then  farewell  for  me 
All  kingsliip ;  and  may  I  be  poor  and  free  ! 

To  be  the  Table-Talk  of  dubs  up  stairs, 
To  which  th*  unwash'd  artificer  repairs, 
T*  indulge  his  genius,  after  long  fatigue. 
By  diving  into  cabinet-intrigue ; 
(For  what  kings  deem  a  toil,  as  well  they  may,         | 
To  him  b  relaxation  and  mere  play  ;)  I 

To  win  no  praise  when  well-wrought  plans  prevail,  | 
But  to  be  rudely  censur'd  when  they  fail ;  I 

To  doubt  the  love  his  fav'rites  may  pretend,  I 

And  in  reality  to  find  no  friend  ; 
If  he  indulge  a  cultivated  taste. 
His  gairries  with  the  works  of  art  well  grac'd,         \ 
To  hear  it  call'd  extravagance  and  waste ;  J 

If  tliese  attendants,  and  if  such  as  tlicse,  j 

"*^'ust  follow  royalty,  then  welcome  ease. ;  ! 


However  humUe  and  coofin*d  the  sphere, 
Happy  the  state^  that  has  not  these  to  fear,     [dwdt 

Jf.  Thus  men,  whose  thoughts  coDtemplatiTe  hscwe 
On  situations,  that  they  never  felt. 
Start  up  sagadoua,  cover'd  with  the  dust 
Of  dreaming  study  and  pedantic  rust. 
And  prate  and  prearh  about  what  others  pffove. 
As  if  the  worid  and  they  were  hand  and  ^ove. 
Leave  kingly  backs  to  cope  with  kingly  cares ; 
They  have  their  weight  to  carry,  subjecu  theirs  ; 
Poets,  of  aU  men,  ever  least  regret 
Increasing  taxes  and  the  nation's  debc 
Could  you  contrive  the  payment,  and  \ 
Tlie  mighty  pUm,  oracular,  in  verse. 
No  bard,  howe'er  migestic,  old  or  new. 
Should  claim  my  fix'd  attention  more  than  yoo. 

B.  Not  Brindley  nor  Bridgewater  would  essay 
To  turn  the  course  of  Helicon  that  way  ; 
Nor  would  the  Nine  consent  the  sacred  tide 
Should  purl  amidst  the  traflic  of  Cheapside, 
Or  tinkle  in  'Change  Alley,  to  amuae 
Hie  leathern  ears  A  stock-jobbers  and  Jews. 

A,  Vouchsafe,  at  least,  to  pitch  the  key  of  ihyBV 
To  themes  more  pertinent,  if  less  sublinte. 
When  ministers  and  ministerial  arts ; 
Patriots,  who  love  good  places  at  tfacnr  hearts; 
When  admirals,  extol  I'd  for  standing  still. 
Or  doing  nothing  with  a  deal  of  skill ; 
Gen'rals,  who  will  not  conquer  when  they  Toasj^ 
Firm  friends  to  peace,  to  pleasure,  and  good  pay ; 
When  Freedom,  wounded  almost  to  deqnxr, 
Hiough  Discontent  alone  can  find  out  where ; 
"When  themes  like  these  employ  the  poet's  tangn^ 
I  hear  as  mute  as  if  a  syren  sung. 
Or  tell  me,  if  you  can,  what  pow'r  maintaina 
A  Briton's  scorn  of  arbitrary  chains : 
That  were  a  theme  might  animate  the  dead. 
And  move  the  lips  of  poets  cast  in  lead.         [dode 

B»  The  cause,  though  worth  the  search,  niaj  yet 
Conjecture  and  remark,  however  shrewd. 
Hiey  take  perhaps  a  well-directed  aim. 
Who  seek  it  in  his  climate  and  his  framcw 
Lib'ml  in  all  things  else,  yet  Nature  here 
With  stem  severity  deals  out  the  year. 
Winter  invades  the  spring,  and  often  poon 
A  chilling  flood  on  summer's  drooping  flow*ia; 
Unwelcome  vt^urs  ouench  autumnal  beun^ 
Ungenial  blasts  attending  curl  the  streams: 
Hie  peasants  urge  their  harvest,  ply  the  fcrk 
Mlth  double  toi(  and  shiver  at  tbdr  work; 
Thus  with  a  rigour,  for  his  good  design'd. 
She  rears  her  fitv'rite  man  of  all  mankind. 
His  form  robust  and  of  elastic  tone, 
Proportion'd  well,  half  muscle  and  half  I 
Supplies  with  warm  activity  and  fore 
A  mind  well-lodg'd,  and  masculine  of  com 
Hence  Liberty,  sweet  Liberty  inspires 
And  keeps  alive  his  fierce  but  noUe  firea. 
Patient  of  constitutional  controul. 
He  bears  it  with  meek  manliness  of  soul ; 
But  if  Authority  grow  wanton,  woe 
To  him  that  treads  upon  his  free-bom  toe ; 
One  step  beyond  the  bound'ry  of  the  laws 
Fires  him  at  once  in  Freedom's  glorious  cai 
Thus  proud  Prerogative,  not  much  rever'd. 
Is  seldom  felt,  though  scunetimes  seen  and 
And  in  his  cage,  like  parrot  line  and  gay. 
Is  kept  to  strut,  look  big,  and  talk  away. 

Bora  in  a  dimate  aof^  ftr  than  oui% 
Nut  form'd  like  us,  with  such  Hocukui  pow^ 
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lie  Frenchman,  easy,  debonair,  and  brisk, 
rive  hi^  his  lass,  bis  6ddle,  and  his  frisk, 
s  always  happy,  reign  whoever  may, 
ind  laughs  the  sense  of  niis'ry  far  away. 
le  drinks  his  simple  bev'rage  with  a  gust ; 
knd,  fSeasting  on  an  onion  and  a  crust, 
Ve  nerer  fed  the  aUcrity  and  joy, 
^ith  which  he  shouts  and  carob  Vive  le  Roy  ! 
^iU'd  with  as  much  true  merriment  and  gl^ 
L8  if  he  heard  his  king  8ay~>*<  Slave,  be  free." 

Thus  happiness  depends,  as  Nature  shows, 
jeas  on  exterior  things  tiian  most  suppose. 
Vigilant  over  ail  that  he  has  made, 
Cind  Providence  attends  with  gracious  aid ; 
lids  equity  throughout  his  works  prevail, 
Lnd  weighs  the  nations  in  an  even  scale ; 
le  can  encourage  Slav'ry  to  a  smi)e, 
Lnd  fill  with  discontent  a  British  isle. 

A*   Freeman  and  slave  then,  if  the  case  be  such, 
kand  on  a  level ;  and  you  prove  too  much  : 
f  ail  men  indiscriminately  share 
£s  fost'ring  power  and  tutelary  care, 
\m  well  be  yok'd  by  Despotism's  hand, 
\a  dwell  at  large  in  Britain's  charter'd  land. 

B.  Na  Freedom  has  a  thousand  charms  to  show, 
[liat  slaves,  howe'er  contented,  never  know. 
[*he  mind  attains  beneath  her  happy  reign 
[lie  growth,  that  Nature  meant  she  should  attain ; 
rhe  varied  fields  of  science,  ever  new, 
>p*ning  and  wider  op'ning  on  her  view. 
She  ventures  onward  with  a  prosperous  force, 
Vliile  no  base  fear  impedes  her  in  her  course^ 
teligion,  richest  favour  of  the  skies, 
Itan^  most  reveal*d  before  the  freeman's  eyes ; 
4o  shades  of.  superstition  blot  the  day, 
liberty  chases  all  that  gloom  away ; 
fhe  soul  emancipated,  unoppress*d, 
^Vee  to  prove  all  things,  and  hold  fest  tlie  best, 
Jcams  mudi ;  and  to  a  thousand  list*ning  minds 
Communicates  with  joy  the  good  she  finds : 
>ourage  in  arms,  and  ever  prompt  to  show 
^lis  manly  forehead  to  the  fiercest  foe ; 
jrlorioos  in  war,  but  for  the  sake  of  peace, 
^B  spirits  rising  as  his  toils  increase, 
Guards  well  what  arts  and  industry  have  won, 
Vnd  FVeedom  claims  him  for  her  first-bom  son. 
Slaves  fight  for  what  were  better  cast  away — 
rhe  chain  that  binds  them,  and  a  tyrant's  sway ; 
3ut  they,  that  fight  for  freedom,  undertake 
rhe  noblest  cause  mankind  can  have  at  stake ;  — 
Eleligion,  virtue,  truth,  whate'er  we  call 
%.  blessing  —  freedom  is  the  pledge  of  alL 
[>  Liberty  !  the  pris'ner*s  plcwsing  dream, 
[lie  poet's  muse,  his  passion,  and  his  theme ; 
Senilis  is  thine,  and  thou  art  Fancy's  nurse ; 
Lost  without  thee  th'  ennobling  pow'rs  of  verse ; 
Heroic  song  from  thy  free  toudi  acquires 
[t's  clearest  tone,  the  rapture  it  inspires : 
Place  me  where  Winter  breathes  his  keenest  air, 
And  I  will  sing,  if  Liberty  be  there ; 
A.nd,  I  wiU  sing  at  Liberty's  dear  feet, 
[n  Afric's  tomd  clime,  or  India's  fiercest  heat 

A,  Sing  where  you  please ;  in  sucha  cause  I  grant 
An  English  poet's  privilege  to  rant : 
Bat  is  not  Freedom  —  at  least  is  not  ours  — 
Too  apt  to  play  the  wanton  with  her  pow'rs, 
Grow  fireakish,  and,  o'erlcaping  ev'ry  mound, 
Bprvad  anardiy  and  terrour  all  around  ? 

B*  Agreed.  But  would  you  sell  or  slay  your  horse 
For  boiuidiiiii  and  curvetting  in  his  course  ? 


Or  if,  when  ridden  with  a  careless  rein, 
He  break  away,  and  seek  the  distant  plain  ? 
Na     His  high  mettle,  under  good  control,    [goal. 
Gives  him  Olympic  speed,  and  shoots  him  to  the 

Let  Discipline  employ  her  wholesome  arts ; 
Let  magistrates  alert  perform  their  parts, 
Not  skulk  or  put  on  a  prudential  mask. 
As  if  their  duty  were  a  desp'rate  task ; 
Let  active  Laws  apply  the  necdfiil  curb, 
To  guard  the  Peace,  that  Riot  would  disturb ; 
And  Liberty,  preserv'd  from  wild  excess. 
Shall  raise  no  feuds  for  armies  to  suppress. 
When  Tumult  lately  burst  his  prison-door. 
And  set  plebeian  thousands  in  a  roar ; 
When  he  usurp'd  Authority's  just  place. 
And  dar'd  to  look  his  master  in  the  face  ; 
When  the  rude  rabble's  watchword  was  —  Destroy! 
And  blazing  London  seem'd  a  second  Troy ; 
Liberty  blush'd,  and  hung  her  drooping  hc^. 
Beheld  their  progress  with  the  deepest  dread  ; 
Blush'd,  that  effects  like  these  she  should  produce. 
Worse  than  the  deeds  of  galley-slaves  broke  loose. 
She  loses  in  such  storms  her  very  name, 
And  fierce  Licentiousness  should  bear  the  blame. 

Incomparable  gem !  thy  worth  untold  ;      [sold ; 
Cheap  though  blood-bought,  and  thrown  away  when 
May  no  foes  ravish  thee,  and  no  false  friend 
Bednay  thee,  while  professing  to  defend  !  ' 
Prise  it,  ye  ministers ;  ye  monarchs,  spare ; 
Ye  patriots,  guard  it  with  a  miser's  care. 

A,  Patriots,  alas !  the  few  that  have  been  found. 
Where  most  they  flourish,  upon  English  ground. 
The  country's  jiecd  have  scantily  supplied, 
And  the  last  left  the  scene,  when  Chatham  died. 

P.  Not  so  —  the  virtue  still  adorns  our  age, 
Though  the  chief  actor  died  upon  the  stage. 
In  him  Demosthenes  was  heard  again ; 
Liberty  taught  him  her  Athenian  strain ; 
She  cloth'd  him  with  authority  and  awe. 
Spoke  from  his  lips,  and  in  hu  looks  gave  law. 
His  speech,  his  form,  his  action,  fiill  of  grace, 
And  all  his  country  beaming  in  his  face, 
He  stood,  as  some  inimitable  hand 
Would  strive  to  make  a  Paul  or  Tully  stand. 
No  sycophant  or  slave,  that  dar'd  oppose 
Her  sacred  cause,  but  trembled  when  he  rose  ; 
And  ev'ry  venal  stickler  for  the  yoke 
Felt  himself  crush'd  at  the  first  word  he  spoke. 

Such  men  are  rais'd  to  station  and  command. 
When  Providence  means  mercy  to  a  land. 
He  speaks,  and  they  appear ;  to  him  they  owe 
Skill  to  direct,  and  strength  to  strike  the  blow ; 
To  manage  with  address,  to  seize  vrith  pow'r 
The  crisis  of  a  dark  decisive  hour. 
So  Gideon  eam'd  a  victory  not  his  own  ; 
Subserviency  his  praise,  and  that  alone. 

Poor  England  !  thou  art  a  devoted  deer. 
Beset  with  every  ill  but  that  of  fear. 
The  nations  hunt ;  all  mark  thee  for  a  prey ; 
They  swarm  around  thee,  and  thou  stand'&t  at  bay. 
Undaunted  still,  though  wearied  and  perplex'd* 
Once  Chatham  sav'd  thee :  but  who  saves  thee  next  ? 
Alas !  the  tide  of  pleasure  sweeps  along 
All  that  should  be  the  boast  of  Britisli  song. 
'T  is  not  the  wreath,  that  once  adom'd  thy  brow. 
The  prize  of  happier  times,  will  serve  thee  now. 
Our  ancestry,  a  gallant.  Christian  race, 
Patterns  of  ev'ry  virtue,  ev'ry  grace, 
Confess'd  a  God ;  they  kneel'd  before  they  fought, 
And  prai&'d  him  in  thtv  victories  he  wrought. 
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Now  iWMn  the  duit  of  ancient  days  bring  Ibrth 
Their  sober  seal,  integrity,  and  worth  ; 
Courage  ungracM  by  these,  affVonts  the  skies, 
Is  but  the  fire  without  the  sacrifice. 
The  stream,  that  fiseds  tlie  well-spring  of  the  heart, 
Not  more  inrigorates  life's  noblest  part, 
Than  Virtue  quickens  with  a  warmth  divine 
The  pow*rs,  that  Sin  has  brought  to  a  decline. 

A.  Th*  inestimable  Estimate  of  Brown 
Rose  like  a  paper-kite,  and  charm*d  the  town ; 
But  measures  plann*d  and  executed  well» 
Shifted  the  wind  that  rus'd  it,  and  it  felL 
He  trod  the  very  self-same  ground  you  tmd, 
And  Victory  refuted  all  he  said. 

J9.  And  yet  his  judgment  was  not  fram'd  amiss ; 
It*s  errour,  if  it  err'd,  was  merely  this — 
He  thought  the  dying  hour  already  come. 
And  a  complete  recov*ry  struck  hun  dumb. 

But  that  effeminacy,  folly,  lust. 
Enervate  and  enfeeble,  and  needs  must ; 
And  that  a  nation  shameftilly  debas*d. 
Will  be  despised,  and  trampled  on  at  last. 
Unless  sweet  Penitence  her  pow*rs  renew ; 
Is  truth,  if  History  itself  be  true. 
There  is  a  time,  and  Justice  marku  the  date. 
For  long-forbearing  Clemency  to  wait ; 
That  hour  elaps'd,  th*  incurable  revolt 
Is  punished,  and  down  comes  the  thunderbolt. 
If  Mercy  theti  put  by  the  threatning  blow. 
Must  she  perform  the  same  kind  omce  ^ow  f 
May  she !  and,  if  offended  Heav*n  be  still 
Accessible,  and  pray'r  prevail,  she  will. 
*Tis  not,  however,  insolence  and  noise, 
The  tempest  of  tumultuary  joys, 
Nor  is  it  yet  despondence  and  dismay 
Will  vrin  her  visits  or  engage  her  stay ; 
Ftay*r  only,  and  the  penitential  tear. 
Can  call  her  smiling  down,  and  fix  her  here. 

But  when  a  country  (one  that  I  could  name) 
In  prostitution  sinks  the  sense  of  shame  ; 
When  infamous  Venality,  grown  bold. 
Writes  on  his  bosom.  To  he  let  w  sold ; 
Wlien  Perjury,  that  Heav'n-defying  vice. 
Sells  oaths  by  tale,  and  at  the  lowest  price. 
Stamps  God*s  own  name  upon  a  lie  just  made. 
To  turn  a  penny  in  tlie  way  of  trade ; 
When  Av*rice  starves  (and  never  hides  his  face) 
Two  or  three  millions  of  the  human  race. 
And  not  a  tongue  inquires,  how,  where^  or  when. 
Though  conscience  will  have  twinges  now  and  then ; 
When  profSuuOion  of  the  sacred  cause 
In  all  it*s  parts,  times,  ministry,  and  laws, 
Bespeaks  a  land,  once  Christian,  &ll*n,  and  lost, 
In  all,  that  wars  against  that  title  most ; 
What  follows  next  let  cities  of  great  name. 
And  r^ons  long  smce  desoUte  prochiim. 
Nineveh,  Babylon,  and  ancient  Ilome, 
Speak  to  the  present  times,  and  times  to  come ; 
They  cry  aloud  in  ev*ry  careless  ear, 
"  Stop,  while  ye  may ;  suspend  your  mad  career  j 
O  learn  firom  our  example  and  our  fate, 
Learn  wisdom  and  repentance  ere  too  late.*' 

Not  only  Vice  disposes  and  prepares 
The  mind,  that  slunibcrs  sweetly  in  her  snares, 
To  stoop  to  Tyranny's  usurp'd  command, 
And  bend  her  polish'd  neck  beneath  his  lund, 
(A  dire  effect,  by  one  of  Nature's  laws 
Unchangeably  connected  with  it's  cause ;) 
But  Providence  himself  will  intervene. 
To  throw  his  dark  displeasure  o'er  the  scene. 


All  are  hie  iastruaMnls;  each  form  of  war. 

What  bums  at  home,  or  threatens  horn  afar. 

Nature  in  arms,  her  elements  at  strilb. 

The  storms,  that  overset  the  joys  of  Kle, 

Are  but  his  rods  to  scourge  a  guihy  land. 

And  waste  it  at  the  bidding  of  bb  hand. 

He  gives  the  word,  and  Mutiny  soon  roars 

In  aU  her  gates,  and  shakes  her  distant  ahotis ; 

The  standards  of  all  mrtions  are  unlurl'd ; 

She  has  one  foe,  and  that  one  foe  the  world. 

And,  if  he  doom  that  people  with  a  frown. 

And  mark  them  with  a  weal  of  wnub  preas'd  dowi^ 

Obduru^  takes  place ;  callous  and  tough. 

The  reprobated  race  grows  judgment  proof: 

Earth  shakes  beneath  them,  and  Hcar'n  roars  above ; 

But  nothing  scares  them  ftom  the  coime  fbey  love. 

To  the  lascivious  pipe  and  wanton  song, 

That  charm  down  fiear,  they  frolic  it  alooi;. 

Witli  mad  rapidity  and  unconcern, 

Down  to  the  gulf,  from  vrhich  is  no  return. 

Hiey  trust  in  navies,  and  tlieir  navies  fkil  — 

God's  curse  can  cast  away  ten  thousand  sail ! 

They  trust  in  armies^  and  their  ooun^  dies  ; 

In  wdsdom,  wealth,  in  fortune,  and  in  lies  ; 

But  all  they  trust  in  withers,  as  it  most. 

When  He  commands,  in  whom  thej  place  no  trwl. 

Vengeance  at  last  pours  down  upon  their  comst 

A  ]ong-deq>ts*d,  but  now  victorious  host ; 

Tyranny  sends  the  chain,  that  must  abridge 

The  noble  sweep  of  all  their  privil^e ; 

Gives  liberty  the  last,  the  mortal  shock ; 

Slips  the  slave's  collar  on,  and  snaps  the  lock. 

ji.  Such  lofty  strains  embellish  what  yon  te^ck. 
Mean  you  to  prophesy,  or  but  to  preach  ? 

B,  1  know  the  mind,  that  fbels  indeed  the  lire 
The  Muse  imparts,  and  can  command  the  lyre, 
Acts  with  a  force^  and  kindles  with  a  seal, 
Whate'er  the  theme,  that  others  never  leeL 
If  human  woes  her  soft  attention  daim, 
A  tender  sympathy  pervades  the  ftame, 
She  pours  a  sensibility  dirine 
Along  the  nerve  of  er'ry  feeling  fine. 
But  if  a  deed  not  tamely  to  be  borne 
Fire  indignation  and  a  sense  of  scorn. 
The  strings  are  swept  with  such  a  powV,  to  lond^ 
The  storm  of  music  shakes  th'  astonisfa'd  crowd 
So,  when  remote  futurity  is  brought 
B^bre  the  keen  inquiry  of  her  thought, 
A  terrible  sagacity  raforms 
The  poet's  hnrt ;  he  looks  to  distant  storms ; 
He  hears  the  thunder  ere  the  tempest  low'rs ; 
And,  arm'd  with  strength  surpassing  human  pow*n^ 
Seises  events  as  yet  unknown  to  man. 
And  darts  hb  soul  into  the  dawning  plan. 
Hence,  in  a  Roman  mouth,  tiie  grw:e>fhl  name 
Of  prophet  and  of  poet  was'  the  some;' 
Hence  British  poets,  too,  the  priesdx>od  shared; 
And  every  hallow'd  druid  was  a  bard. 
But  no  prophetic  fires  to  me  belong; 
I  play  with  syllables,  and  sport  in  song. 

A.  At  Westminster,  where  little  poets  strive 
To  set  a  disdch  upon  six  and  five. 
Where  Discipline  helps  op*ning  buds  of  aensi^ 
And  makes  his  pupils  proud  with  silver  pcncc^ 
I  was  a  poet  too ;  but  modem  taste 
Is  so  refin'd,  and  deUcate,  and  chaste, 
Tliat  verse,  whatever  fire  the  fimcy  vrarms^ 
Without  a  creamy  smoothness  has  no  channs. 
TIius,  all  success  depending  on  an  ear. 
And  thinking  I  miriit  purchM  it  too  dtm. 


Digitized  by  LnOOQl 


TABLE-TALK. 


783 


r  leiitiiiwiit  were  lacrificM  to  found, 
k.nd  truth  cut  abort  to  make  a  period  round, 
judg*d  a  man  of  sense  could  scarce  do  worse, 
Imn  caper  in  the  morris-dance  of  verse. 

S»  Thus  reputation  is  a  spur  to  wit, 
nut  some  wits  flag  through  fear  of  losing  it. 
rive  me  the  line,  that  plows  it*<  stately  course 
.ike  a  proud  swan,  conq*ring  the  stream  by  force ; 
"hat,  like  some  cottage-beauty,  strikes  the  heart, 
tuite  unindebted  to  the  tricks  of  art 
(Then  Labour  and  when  Dulness,  club  in  hand, 
Jke  the  two  figures  at  St.  Dunstan's  stand, 
(eating  alternately,  in  measured  time, 
he  clock-work  tintinnabulum  of  rhime^ 
^xact  and  regular  the  sounds  will  be ; 
lut  such  mere  quarter-strokes  are  not  for  me. 

From  him,  who  rears  a  poem  lank  and  long, 
\>  him  who  strains  his  all  into  a  song ; 
'erhaps  some  bonny  Caledonian  air, 
i\\  birks  and  braes,  though  he  was  never  there ; 
>r,  having  whelp*d  a  prokigue  with  great  pains, 
reels  himuself  spent,  and  ftumbles  for  his  brains ; 
i  prologue  interdaah*d  with  many  a  stroke-— 
in  art  coutriv'd  to  advertise  a  joke, 
k>  that  tlie  jest  is  dearly  to  be  seen, 
*^ot  in  the  words*-* but  in  the  gap  between : 
Irlanner  is  all  in  all,  whate*er  is  writ, 
rbe  substitute  for  genius,  sense,  and  wit. 

To  dally  much  with  subjects  mean  and  low, 
[*roves  that  the  mind  b  weak,  or  mokes  it  so. 
Neglected  talents  rust  into  decay, 
ind  ev'ry  effort  ends  in  push-pin  play. 
rhe  man  that  means  success,  should  soar  above 
K  soldier's  feather,  or  a  lady*s  glove ; 
Ske  summoning  Uie  Muse  to  such  a  theme, 
riie  fruit  of  all  her  labour  is  whipp*d  cream. 
Va  if  an  eagle  flew  aloft,  and  then  — 
tooop'd  from  it*s  highest  pitch  to  pounce  a  wren. 
\a  if  the  poet,  purposing  to  wed, 
ttMMild  carve  himself  a  wife  in  gingerbread. 

Ages  elaps'd  ere  Homer*s  lamp  appear'd, 
%jid  ages  ere  the  Mantuan  swan  was  heard. 
To  carry  nature  lengths  unknown  before, 
To  give  a  Milton  birth,  ask*d  ages  more, 
rhus  Genius  rose  and  set  at  order'd  times, 
hnd  shot  a  day-spring  into  distuit  dimes, 
Snnobhng  ev*ry  region  that  he  chose ; 
Eie  sunk  in  Greece,  in  Italy  he  rose ; 
^nd,  tedious  years  of  Gothic  darkness  pass*d, 
Bmers'd  all  splendour  in  our  isle  at  last, 
rhus  lovely  halcyons  dive  into  the  main, 
rhen  show  far  off  their  shining  plumes  again. 

A.  Is  genius  only  found  in  epic  lays? 
Prove  this,  and  forfeit  all  pretence  to  praise. 
Hake  their  heroic  pow'rs  your  own  at  once. 
Or  candidly  confess  yourself  a  dunce. 

B.  These  were  the  chief:  each  interval  of  night 
Wm  grBc*d  with  many  an  undulating  light, 

[n  less  illustrious  bards  his  beauty  s^xne 
\  meteor,  or  a  star ;  in  these  the  Sun. 

The  nightingale  may  claim  the  topmost  bough, 
WYvAe  the  poor  grasshopper  must  durp  below. 
Like  him  uanotic'd,  I,  and  such  as  I, 
Spread  little  wings,  and  rather  skip  than  fly ; 
Perch'd  on  the  meagre  produce  of  the  land. 
An  dl  or  two  of  proqwct  we  command ; 
But  never  peep  beyond  the  thorny  bound. 
Or  oaken  fence,  tluit  hems  the  paddodc  round. 

In  Eden,  ere  yet  innocence  of  heart 
Had  feded,  poetry  was  not  an  art ; 


Language,  above  all  titdiing,  or  ii  taligM» 
Only  by  grattoide  and  glowing  thought, 
Elegant  as  simplicity,  imd  warm 
As  ecstasy,  unmanaded  bv  form. 
Not  prompted,  as  in  our  degen'rate  days. 
By  low  ambition  and  the  tbust  of  pnase. 
Was  natural  as  b  the  flowing  stream. 
And  yet  magnificent— A  God  the  theme! 
That  theme  on  Earth  exhausted,  though  abovt 
'T  is  found  as  everlasting  as  hb  love, 
Man  lavish'd  dl  hb  thoughts  on  human  thiQgs  «* 
Hie  feats  of  heroes,  and  the  wrath  of  kings; 
But  still,  while  Virtue  kindled  hb  delight, 
The  song  was  mord,  and  so  far  was  right. 
*T  was  thus  till  Luxury  seduc'd  the  mind 
To  joys  less  innocent,  as  less  refin*d ; 
Then  Genius  danc*d  a  bacchand ;  be  crownM 
The  brimming  goblet,  seu'd  the  thyrsus,  bounJ 
Hb  brows  with  ivy,  rush*d  into  tlie  field 
Of  wild  imagination,  and  there  reel'd^ 
The  victim  of  hb  own  lascivious  fires, 
And,  diuy  with  ddight,  profan*d  the  sacred  wireai 
Anacreon,  Horace,  pUy'd  in  Greece  and  Rome 
This  bedlam  part ;  and  others  nearer  home,  [reign'd 
When  Cromwell  fought  for  pow'r,  and  wiiik  he 
The  proud  protector  of  the  pow'r  he  gain*d. 
Religion,  harsh,  intolerant,  austere, 
Parent  of  manners  like  herself  severe. 
Drew  a  rough  copy  of  the  Christian  face 
Without  the  smile,  the  sweetness,  or  the  grace ; 
The  dark  and  sullen  humour  of  the  time 
Judged  ev'ry  effort  of  the  Muse  a  crime ; 
Verse,  in  the  finest  mould  of  fimcy  cast. 
Was  lumber  in  an  age  so  void  of  taste: 
But  when  the  second  Charles  assum'd  the  sway. 
And  arts  reriv*d  beneath  a  softer  day, 
Hien,  like  a  bow  long  forc*d  into  a  curve. 
Hie  mind,  releas'd  from  too  constrain'd  a  nerve. 
Flew  to  it*s  first  podtion  with  a  spring, 
That  made  the  vaulted  roofe  of  pleasure  ring; 
Hb  court,  the  dissdute  and  hateful  school. 
Of  Wantonness,  where  vice  was  taught  by  rule, 
Swarm'd  with  a  scribbling  herd,  as  deep  inlaid 
With  brutd  lust  as  ever  Circe  made. 
From  these  a  long  succession,  in  the  rage 
Of  rank  obscenity,  debaudi*d  thdr  age; 
Nor  ceas*d,  till,  ever  anxious  to  redress 
The  abuses  of  her  sacred  charge,  the  press, 
Hie  Muse  instructed  a  well-nurtur'd  train 
Of  abler  votaries  to  cleanse  the  stain. 
And  claim  the  palm  for  purity  of  song, 
Hiat  Lewdness  had  usurp*d  and  worn  so  long^ 
Then  decent  Pleasantry  and  sterling  Sense, 
That  ndther  gave  nor  would  endure  ofifence, 
Whipp'd  out  of  sight,  with  satire  just  and  keen^ 
The  puppy  pack,  that  had  defilM  the  scene. 
In  front  of  these  came  Addison.     In  him 
Humour  in  holiday  and  sightly  trim. 
Sublimity  and  Attic  taste,  oombin*d, 
To  polish,  furnish,  and  delight,  tfaa  mind. 
Then  Pope,  as  harmony  itself  exact. 
In  verse  well  disdplin*d,  complete,  compact. 
Gave  virtue  and  morality  a  grace, 
That,  quite  edipsmg  Pleasure's  painted  faee^ 
Leried  a  tax  of  wonder  and  applause, 
£v*n  on  the  foob  that  trampled  oo  thdr  laws. 
But  he  ^hb  musicd  finesse  was  such. 
So  nice  hb  ear,  so  delicate  hb  touch) 
Made  poetry  a  mere  mechanic  art ; 
And  ev'ry  waibkr  has  fab  tune  by  haart 
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Nature  hnparting  ber  satiric  gift. 

Her  serious  mirSv  to  Arbuthnot  and  Swift, 

With  droll  sobriety  tbcy  rais*d  a  smile 

At  Folly *s  cost,  themselves  uuDor'd  the  while. 

Tluit  constellatioii  set,  tlic  worid  in  vain 

Must  Iiope  to  look  upon  their  like  again. 

A,  Arc  we  then  left?— ^.  Not  wholly  in  the  dark ; 
Wit  now  and  then,  struck  smartly,  shows  a  spark. 
Sufficient  to  redeem  the  modem  mce 
From  total  night  and  absolute  disgrace. 
While  servile  trick  and  imitatiTe  knack 
Confine  the  million  in  the  beaten  track. 
Perhaps  some  courser,  who  disdains  the  road. 
Snuffs  up  the  wind,  and  flings  himself  abroad. 

Contemporaries  all  surpaWd,  see  one ; 
Short  his  career  indeed,  but  ably  run ; 
Churchill ;  himself,  unconscious  of  his  pow*rs, 
In  penury  consum'd  his  idle  hours ; 
And,  like  a  scattered  seed  at  random  sown. 
Was  left  to  spring  by  vigour  of  his  own. 
Lifted  at  length,  by  dignity  of  thought 
And  dint  of  genius,  to  an  affluent  lot. 
He  laid  his  head  in  Luiury*s  soft  lap, 
And  took,  too  often,  there  his  easy  nap. 
If  brighter  beams  than  all  he  threw  not  forth, 
*T  was  ne«^ligence  in  him,  not  want  of  worth. 
Surly,  and  slovenly,  and  bold,  and  coarse. 
Too  proud  for  art,  and  trusting  in  mere  force^ 
Spendthrift  alike  of  money  and  of  wit, 
AlwajTS  at  speed,  and  never  drawing  bit. 
He  struck  Uw  lyre  in  such  a  careless  mood, 
And  so  disdain*d  the  rules  he  understood. 
The  laurel  seem*d  to  vratt  on  his  command, 
He  snatch'd  it  rudely  from  the  Muses*  hand. 
Nature,  exerting  an  nnvrearied  pow'r. 
Forms,  opens,  and  gives  scent  to  ev*ry  flow*r ; 
Spreads  the  ft^  verdure  of  the  field,  and  leads 
"Die  dancing  Naiads  through  the  dewy  meads : 
She  fills  pr^use  ten  thousand  little  throats 
With  music,  modulating  all  their  notes ;      [known. 
And  vharms  the  woodland  scenes,  and  wilds  un- 
With  artless  airs  and  concerts  of  her  own : 
But  seldom  (as  if  fearftil  of  expense) 
Vouchsafes  to  map  a  poet*s  just  pretence — 
Fervency,  freedom,  fluency  of  thought. 
Harmony,  strength,  words  exquisitely  sought ; 
Fancy,  that  fttnn  the  bow,  that  spans  the  sky, 
Brings  colours,  dipp*d  in  Heav*n,  that  never  die; 
A  soul  exalted  above  Earth,  a  mind 
Skill'd  in  the  characters  that  form  mankind ; 
And,  as  the  Sun  in  rising  beauty  dress'd, 
Looks  to  the  westward  from  the  dappled  east, 
And  marks,  whatever  clouds  may  interpose. 
Ere  yet  his  race  begins,  it's  glorious  close ; 
An  eye  like  his  to  catch  the  distant  goal ; 
Or,  ere  the  wheels  of  verse  begin  to  roll, 
Like  his  to  shed  illuminating  rays 
On  ev'ry  scene  and  subject  it  surveys : 
Thus  graced,  the  man  asserts  a  poet's  name. 
And  the  world  cbeerftiUy  admits  the  claim. 
Pity  Religion  has  so  seldom  found 
A  skilftil  guide  into  poetic  ground !  [«tray> 

The  flow'rs  would  spring  where'er  she  deign'd  to 
And  ev'ry  Muse  attend  her  in  her  way. 
Virtue  indeed  meets  many  a  rhyming  fliend. 
And  many  a  compliment  politely  penn'd ; 
Bu^  unattir'd  in  that  becoming  vest 
Relinon  weaves  for  her,  and  half  undress'd. 
Stands  in  the  desert,  shiv'ring  and  forlorn, 
A  wint'ry  figure,  like  a  wither'd  thorn. 


The  shelves  are  ftiU,  all  other  themes  are  spe£ : 
Hackney*d  and  worn  to  the  last  flimsy  thread. 
Satire  has  long  since  done  his  best ;  and  curst 
And  loathsome  Ribaldry  has  done  his  worst ; 
Fancy  has  sported  all  her  pow'rs  away 
In  tales,  in  trifles,  and  in  children's  play  ; 
And  't  is  the  sad  complaint,  and  almost  true, 
Whate'er  we  write,  we  bring  forth  nothing  new. 
'T  were  new  indeed  to  see  a  bard  all  fij%, 
Touch'd  with  a  coal  from  Heav'n,  ac«tTww>  tiae  lyre, 
And  tell  the  world,  still  kindling  as  be  sun^ 
With  more  than  mortal  music  on  his  tongue. 
That  He,  who  died  below,  and  reigns  above, 
Inspii^  the  song,  and  that  his  name  is  Lore. 

For,  after  all,  if  merely  to  beguile. 
By  flowing  numbers  and  a  flow'iy  style. 
The  tedium  that  the  lazy  rich  endure. 
Which  now  and  then  sweet  poetry  nu^  cure  ; 
Or,  if  to  see  the  name  of  idle  self, 
Stamp'd  on  the  well-bound  quarto^  grace  the  shelf, 
To  float  a  bubble  on  the  breath  of  Fame, 
Prompt  his  endeavour  and  engage  his  aim, 
Debas'd  to  servile  purposes  oi  i^e. 
How  are  the  pow'rs  of  genius  misapplied  ! 
Hie  gift,  whose  office  is  the  Giver's  praise. 
To  trace  him  in  his  word,  his  works,  his  ways ! 
Then  spread  the  rich  discov'ry,  and  invite 
Mankind  to  share  in  the  divine  delight. 
Distorted  ftxnn  it's  use  and  just  design. 
To  make  the  pitiftil  possessor  shine. 
To  purchase,  at  the  fool-frequented  £ur 
Of  vanity,  a  wreath  for  self  to  wear. 
Is  profimation  of  the  basest  kind  — 
Proof  of  a  trifling  and  a  worthless  mind. 

A,  Hail  Stemhold,  then ;  and  Hopkins,  bail!' 
B,  Amen. 
If  flatt'ry,  folly,  lust,  employ  die  pen ; 
If  acrimony,  slander,  and  abuse. 
Give  it  a  charge  to  blacken  and  traduce; 
Hiough  Butler's  wit.  Pope's  numbers,  P^ior*s  cbm^ 
With  all  that  fancy  can  invent  to  please. 
Adorn  the  polish'd  periods  as  tfaey  fiUI, 
One  madrigal  of  theirs  is  worth  them  alL 

A.  'T  would  thin  the  ranks  of  the  poetic  tribe. 
To  dash  the  pen  through  all  that  you  proscribe. 

B,  No  matter  —  we  could  shift  whm  they  were 

not; 
And  should,  no  doubt,  if  they  were  all  forgot. 


CONVERSATION, 

Nam  neque  me  tantum  venientis  sibilus  austri. 
Nee  percussa  juvant  fluctu  tarn  litora,  oec  qus 
Saxosas  inter  decurrunt  flumina  valles. 

Viae  Ea  V. 

Though  Nature  weigh  our  talents,  and  dispense 

To  ev'ry  man  his  modicum  of  sense. 

And  Conversation  in  it's  better  part 

May  beesteem'd  a  gift,  and  not  an  art. 

Yet  much  depends,  as  in  the  tiller's  tofl. 

On  culture,  and  the  sowing  of  the  soil. 

Words  leam'd  by  rote  a  parrot  may  rehearse. 

But  talking  is  not  always  to  converse ; 

Not  more  distinct  from  harmony  divine^ 

The  constant  creaking  of  a  country  sign. 

As  Alphabets  in  ivory  employ. 

Hour  after  hour,  the  yet  unletter'd  boy. 
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Sortii^  and  puszUng  with  a  deal  of  glee 
Those  weds  of  science  called  his  A  B  C ; 
So  language  in  the  mouths  of  the  adult, 
Witness  it's  insignificant  result, 
Too  often  proves  an  implement  of  play, 
A  toy  to  sport  with,  and  pass  time  away. 
Collect  at  er'ning  what  the  day  brought  forth, 
Compress  the  sum  into  it*s  solid  worSi, 
And  if  it  weigh  th*  importance  of  a  fly, 
The  scales  are  fidse,  or  algebra  a  lie. 
Sacred  interpreter  oif  human  thought, 
How  few  rnpect  or  use  thee  as  tlwy  ought ! 
But  all  shall  give  account  of  er'ry  wrong, 
Who  dare  di^nour  or  defile  the  tongue ; 
Who  prostitute  it  in  the  cause  of  vice. 
Or  sdl  tfieir  glory  at  a  market-price ; 
Who  vote  for  hire,  or  point  it  with  lampoon. 
The  dear-bought  placeman,  and  the  cheap   buf- 
foon. 
There  is  a  prurience  in  the  speech  of  some, 
Wnth  stays  him,  or  else  Ood  would  strike  tbetti 

dumb: 
His  wise  forbearance  has  their  end  in  view, 
They  fill  their  measure,  and  receive  their  due. 
Tim  headien  law-givers  of  ancient  days. 
Names  almost  worthy  of  a  Christian's  praise, 
Would  drive  them  forth  from  the  resort  of  men. 
And  drat  up  ev'iy  satyr  in  his  den. 
O  come  not  ye  near  innocence  and  truth. 
Ye  worms  tl»t  eat  into  the  bud  of  youth ! 
Infectious  as  impure,  your  blighting  pow'r 
Taints  in  it's  rudiments  the  promis'd  flow'r ; 
It*s  odour  perish'd,  and  it's  charming  hue. 
Thenceforth  't  is  hateful,  for  it  smells  of  you. 
Not  ev'n  the  vigorous  and  headlong  rage 
Of  adolescence,  or  a  firmer  age, 
Affords  a  plea  allowable  or  just 
For  making  speech  the  pamperer  of  lust ; 
But  when  the  breath  of  age  commits  the  fiiult, 
'T  ii  nauseous  as  the  vapour  of  a  vault 
So  wither'd  stumps  disgrace  the  sylvan  scenes 
No  longer  fruitfiil,  and  no  longer  green ; 
The  sapless  wood  divested  of  Sie  bark, 
Growa  fungous,  and  takes  fire  at  ev'ry  spctfk. 

Oaths  terminate,  as  Fkul  observes,  all  strifes- 
Some  men  have  surely  then  a  peaceful  life ; 
Wliatever  suMect  occupy  discourse^, 
The  feats  of  Yestiis,  or  the  naval  force, 
Aaaeveratioo  blusfring  in  your  fiioe 
Makea  contradiction  sudi  a  hopeless  case : 
In  ev'ry  tale  they  tell,  or  fidse  or  true, 
W^  known,  or  such  asno  man  ever  knew, 
Th^  fix  attention,  heedless  of  your  pain, 
With  oaths  like  rivets  forc'd  into  the  brain ; 
And  ev'n  when  sober  truth  prevails  throughout, 
Tbcy  swear  it,  till  afiirmance  breeds  a  doubt. 
A  Persian,  humble  servant  of  the  Sun, 
Wbo^  though  devout,  yet  bigotry  had  none, 
Hearing  a  lawyer,  grave  in  his  address, 
With  adjurations  ev^ry  word  impress, 
Suppoa'd  the  man  a  iNshop,  or  at  least, 
Goa'a  name  so  much  upon  his  lips,  a  priest ; 
Bow'd  at  the  dose  with  all  his  graceful  airs, 
And  begg'd  an  int'iest  in  his  fiivquent  pray'rs. 

OOf  quit  the  rank  to  whichTye  stood  preferr'd. 
Henceforth  associate  in  one  common  herd ; 
Religion,  virtue,  reason,  common  sense. 
Pronounce  your  human  forma  fidse  pretence ; 
A.  mere  disguise,  in  which  a  devil  lurks, 
Who  3ret  betrajrs  his  secret  by  his  works. 


Ye  pow'rs  who  ruleifae  tongue,  if  such  there  are^ 
And  make  coUoqoial  happiness  your  care, 
Preserve  me  fiom  the  thing  I  d^ad  and  hate^ 
A  duel  in  the  form  of  a  debate. 
The  clash  of  arguments  and  jar  of  words, 
Worn  than  the  mortal  brunt  of  rival  swords. 
Decide  no  Question  with  their  tedious  length. 
For  opposition  gives  opinion  strength, 
Divert  the  diampions  prodigal  of  breath, 
And  put  the  peaioeably-dispoft'd  to  death. 

0  thwart  me  not.  Sir  Soph,  at  ev'ry  turn/ 
Nor  carp  at  ev'ry  flaw  you  may  discern ;    * 
Iliough  syllogisms  han^  not  on  my  ton^e, 

1  am  not  surely  alwiqrs  in  the  wrong ; 
*T  is  hard  if  all  is  fiJse  that  I  advance, 

A  fbol  must  now  and  then  be  right  by  chance. 

Kot  that  all  freedom  of  dissent  I  blame ; 

No— there  I  grant  the  privilege  I  claim ; 

A  dilutable  poiiA  is  no  num's  ground ; 

Rove  where  you  please,  't  is  common'  all  atfound. 

Discourse  may  want  an  animated—  No, 

To  brush  the  surface,  and  to  make  it  flow ; 

But  still  remember,  if  you  mean  to  please, 

To  press  your  point  with  modesty  and  ease. 

The  mark,  at  which  my  jaster  aim  I  take. 

Is  oontradicdon  for  it's  own  dear  sake. 

Set  your  opinion  at  whatever  {Htch, 

Knots  and  impediments  make  something  hitch ; 

Adopt  his  own,  't  is  equally  in  vain. 

Your  thread  of  argument  is  snapp'd  again ; 

Hie  wrangler,  rather  than  accord  with  you. 

Will  judge  himself  deceiv'd,  and  prove  it  loow 

Vodrerated  logic  kills  me  quite, 

A  noisy  num  is  always  in  the  f^§;ht» 

I  twiri  my  thumbs,  fidl  baek  into  my  chair. 

Fix  on  the  wainscot  a  distreasfhl  stare. 

And,  when  I  hope  his  blunders  are  all  out, 

Reply  discreetly— «<  To  be  suie-  no  doubt !" 

Dubius  is  such  a  scrupidous  good  man  — 

Yes— you  may  catch  him  tripping,  if  you  can. 

^e  would  not,  with  a  peremptory  tone. 

Assert  the  nose  upon  his  fiu»  his  own ) 

With  hesitation  admirably  slow. 

He  humbly  hopes— -presumes— ^  it  m^  be  so. 

His  eridence,  if  he  were  call'd  by  kw 

To  swear  to  some  enormity  he  saw. 

For  want  of  prominence  and  just  relief, 

Would  hang  an  honest  man,  and  save  a  tfaie£ 

Throu^  constant  dread  of  giring  truth  offence^ 

He  ties  up  all  his  hearers  in  suspense ; 

Knows  what  he  knows,  as  if  he  knew  it  not; 

What  he  remembers  seems  to  have  foigot ; 

His  sole  opinion,  whatsoe'er  beftll. 

Centring  at  last  in  having  none  at  alL 

Yet,  though  he  tease  and  balk  your  list'ning  ear, 

He  makes  one  usefbl  point  exceeding  dear ; 

Howe'er  ingenious  on  his  dariing  theme 

A  sceptic  in  philosophy  may  seem, 

Reduc'd  to  practice,  his  bdoved  rule 

Would  only  prove  hnn  a  consummate  fool ; 

Useless  in  him  alike  both  brain  and  speech, 

Fate  having  plac'd  all  truth  above  his  reach, 

His  ambiguities  his  total  sum, 

He  might  as  well  be  blind,  and  deaf,  and  dumb. 

Whae  men  of  judgment  creep  and  feel  their  way, 
Hie  positive  pronounce  without  dismay ; 
Hieir  want  of  light  and  intellect  supplied 
By  sparks  absurmty  strikes  out  of  piide. 
Without  the  means  of  knowing  right  fVom  wrong, 
Hiey  always  are  decisive,  clear,  ai^  strong ; 
3£ 
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Where  otben  toil  with  philofophic  force, 
Hieir  nimbknonieiue  takes  a  iborter  course ; 
Flings  at  your  head  conTktioD  in  the  lump. 
And  gains  remote  conclusions  at  a  jump : 
Tlieir  own  defect,  invisible  to  them. 
Seen  in  another,  they  at  once  condonn ; 
And,  tliough  self-idolix'd  in  ev*ry  case, 
Hate  their  own  likeness  in  a  brother's  face. 
The  cause  is  plain,  and  not  to  be  denied. 
The  proud  are  always  most  provok'd  by  pride. 
Few  competitions  but  engender  spite ; 
And  those  the  most,  where  neither  has  a  right 

The  point  of  hoaourhas  been  deem'd  of  use, 
To  teach  good  manners,  and  to  curb  abuse ; 
Admit  it  true,  the  consequence  is  clear. 
Our  polish*d  manners  are  a  mask  we  wear. 
And,  at  the  bottom  barb'rous  still  and  rude, 
We  are  rcstrain'd,  indeed,  but  not  subdu*d. 
Hie  very  remedy,  however  sure. 
Springs  from  the  mischief  it  intends  to  cure. 
And  savage  in  it's  principle  appears, 
TVied,  as  it  should  be,  by  the  fruit  it  bears. 
'T  is  hard,  indeed,  if  nothing  will  defend 
Mankind  Ihmi  quarrels  but  their  fatal  end ; 
That  now  and  then  a  hero  must  decease, 
That  the  surviving  world  may  live  in  peace. 
Terhaps  at  last  close  scrutiny  may  show 
The  practice  dastardly,  and  mean,  and  low ; 
That  men  engage  in  it  compell'd  by  force, 
And  fear,  not  courage,  is  it*s  proper  source ; 
The  f^  of  tyrant  custom,  and  the  fear 
Lest  fops  should  censure  us,  and  fools  should  sneer. 
At  least  to  tramfde  on  our  Maker's  laws. 
And  hasard  life  for  any  or  no  cause, 
To  rush  into  a  fix*d  eternal  state 
Out  of  the  very  flames  of  rage  and  liate, 
Or  send  another  shiv'ring  to  the  bar 
With  all  the  guilt  of  such  unnat'ral  war, 
Whatever  Use  may  urge,  or  Honour  plead. 
On  Reason's  verdict  is  a  madman's  deed. 
Am  I  to  set  my  life  upon  a  throw. 
Because  a  beer  is  rude  and  surly  ?  No — 
A  moral,  sensible,  and  well-bred  man 
Will  not  afihmt  me ;  and  no  other  can. 
Were  I  empower*d  to  regulate  the  lists,  ^ 

They  diould  encounter  with  well-loaded  fists ; 
A  Trvjui  combat  would  be  something  new. 
Let  Dares  beat  Entellus black  and  blue; 
Then  each  might  show,  to  his  admiring  friends, 
In  honourable  bumps  his  rich  amends. 
And  cany,  in  contusions  of  his  skull, 
A  satisfiictory  receipt  in  f ulL 

A  story,  in  which  native  humour  reigns. 
Is  often  usefU,  always  entertains : 
A  graver  &ct,  enlisted  on  your  side, 
May  furnish  illustration,  well  applied ; 
But  sedentary  weavers  of  long  tales 
Give  me  the  fidgets,  and  my  patience  fails. 
'T  is  the  most  asinine  employ  on  Earth, 
To  hear  them  tell  of  parentage  and  birth. 
And  echo  conversations,  dull  and  dry, 
Embellish'd  vrith — *<  He  said,"  and  •<  So  said  I." 
At  ev'ry  interview  their  route  the  same, 
The  repetition  makes  attention  lame : 
We  bustle  up  with  unsuccessful  speed. 
And  in  the  saddest  part  cry — *<  Droll,  indeed !" 
The  path  of  narrative  with  care  pursue, 
Sdll  making  probability  your  clew ; 
On  all  the  vestiges  of  truth  attend, 
^  nd  let  them  guide  you  to  a  decent  end. 


Of  all  ambitioot  man  may  entertain, 

Hk  worst,  that  can  invade  a  fickly  brain. 

Is  that  which  angles  hourly  for  surprise. 

And  baits  it's  h(wk  with  prodigies  and  lies. 

Credulous  infancy,  or  age  as  weak. 

Are  fittest  auditors  for  such  to  seek. 

Who,  to  please  others,  will  themselves  disgrace. 

Yet  please  not,  but  affront  you  to  your  face. 

A  great  retailer  of  this  curious  ware 

Having  unloaded  and  made  many  stare, 

**  Can  this  be  true?" .—an  arch  observer  cries, 

«  Ye8,"(rather  mov'd,)  "  I  saw  it  with  these  ctcs:"* 

<*  Sir !  I  believe  it  on  that  ground  alone  ; 

I  could  not,  had  I  seen  it  with  my  own." 

A  tale  should  be  judicious,  dear,  succanct ; 
The  language  plain,  and  incidents  well  iink*d  ; 
Tell  not  as  new  what  ev'ry  body  knows. 
And,  new  or  old,  still  ha^en  to  a  dose ; 
There,  centring  in  a  focus  round  and  neat. 
Let  all  your  rays  of  information  meet. 
What  ndther  yidds  us  profit  nor  delight. 
Is  like  a  nurse's  lulbby  at  night ; 
Guy  £arl  of  Warwick,  and  fair  Eleanors, 
Or  gianUkilling  Jack,  would  please  nie  znorv.  . 

The  pipe,  with  solemn  interposing  pufi*. 
Makes  half  a  sentence  at  a  time  enough ; 
llie  dozing  sages  drop  the  drowsy  strain. 
Then  pause,  and  puff — and  speak,  and  pause  again. 
Such  often,  like  the  tube  they  so  adiuire. 
Important  triflers !  have  more  smoke  than  fire. 
Pemidous  weed !  whose  scent  the  fiur  annoys^ 
Unfriendly  to  sodety's  chief  joys. 
Thy  worst  effect  is  banishing  for  hours 
The  sex,  whose  presence  dvilizes  ours  : 
Thou  art,  indeed,  the  drug  a  gard'ner  wants. 
To  pdson  vermin  that  infest  his  plants ; 
But  are  we  so  to  wit  and  beauty  blind. 
As  to  despise  the  glory  of  our  kind. 
And  show  the  sofbest  minds  and  fiurest  forms 
As  little  mercy,  as  he  grubs  and  worms  ? 
They  dare  not  wait  the  riotous  abuse, 
Thy  thirst-creating  steams  at  length  produce, 
Wlien  wine  has  giv'n  indecent  language  lurtli. 
And  forc'd  the  fiood-gates  of  licentious  mirth  ; 
For  sea-bom  Venus  her  attachment  shows 
Still  to  that  element,  from  which  she  rose. 
And  with  a  quiet,  which  no  fumes  disturb^ 
Sips  meek  infusions  of  a  milder  herb. 

Th*  emphatic  speaker  dearly  loves  t*  oppose. 
In  contact  inconvenient,  nose  to  nose. 
As  if  the  gnomon  on  his  neighbour's  phiz, 
Touch'd  with  the  magnet,  had  attracted  his. 
His  whisper'd  theme,  dilated  and  at  large. 
Proves  after  all  a  wind-gun's  airy  diai^ 
An  extract  of  his  diary  —no more, 
A  tastdess  joumd  of  the  day  before. 
He  walk'd  abroad,  o'ertaken  in  the  rain, 
Call'd  on  a  friend,  drank  tea,  stepp'd  home  agjain, 
Resum'd  his  purpose,  had  a  world  of  talk 
With  one  he  stumbled  on,  and  lost  his  walk. 
I  interrupt  him  with  a  sudden  bow 
**  Adieu,  dear  sir !  lest  you  should  lose  it  now.  " 

I  cannot  talk  with  dvet  in  the  room, 
A  fine  puss-gentleman  that 's  all  perfimte ; 
The  sight 's  enough  —no  need  to  smell  a  beau— 
Who  thrusts  his  nose  into  a  raree-show? 
His  odoriferous  attenq>ts  to  please 
Perhaps  might  propter  with  a  swarm  of  bees  ; 
But  we  that  nuke  no  honey,  though  we  sung. 
Poets  are  sometimes  apt  to  m^ul  ^  thing. 
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*T  is  wrong  to  bring  into  a  mix*d  resort, 
What  makes  some  sick,  and  others  ma-fnor$ : 
An  argument  of  cogence,  we  may  say, 
Why  such  a  one  should  keep  himself  away. 

A  graver  coxcomb  we  may  sometimes  see, 
Quite  as  absurd,  though  not  so  light  as  he: 
A  shallow  brain  behind  a  serious  mask, 
An  oracle  within  an  empty  cask, 
The  solemn  fop ;  significant  and  budge ; 
A  fool  with  judges,  amongst  fools  a  judge ; 
He  says  but  little,  and  that  little  said 
Dwes  all  it*s  weight,  like  loaded  dice,  to  lead. 
Elis  wit  invites  you  by  his  looks  to  come. 
But  when  you  knock  it  never  is  at  home : 
T  is  like  a  parcel  sent  you  by  the  stage, 
Some  handsome  present,  as  your  hopes  presage ; 
T  is  heavy,  bulky,  and  bids  fair  to  prove - 
\n  absent  ftiend's  fidelity  and  love ; 
3ut  when  unpack'd,  your  disappointment  groans 
To  find  it  stufir*d  with  brick-bats,  earth,  and  stones. 

Some  men  employ  their  health,  an  ugly  trick, 
[n  making  known  how  oft  they  have  been  sick, 
\jid  give  us  in  recitals  of  disease 
1  doctor's  trouble,  but  without  the  fees ; 
Elelate  how  many  weeks  they  kept  their  bed, 
Blow  an  emetic  or  cathartic  sped ; 
Nothing  is  slightly  touch*d,  much  less  forgot, 
^ose,  ears,  and  eyes,  seem  present  on  the  spot, 
^ow  the  distemper,  spite  of  draught  or  pill, 
^^ictorious  seem'd,  and  now  the  doctor's  skill ; 
Vnd  now  — ^das,  for  unforeseen  mishaps ! 
rhey  put  on  a  damp  nightcap  and  relapse; 
rbey  thought  they  must  have  died,  they  were  so  bed ; 
rbeir  peevish  hearers  almost  wish  they  had. 

Some  fretful  tempers  wince  at  ev'ry  touch, 
fou  always  do  too  little,  or  too  much : 
f  ou  speak  with  life,  in  hopes  to  entertain, 
four  elevated  voice  goes  through  the  brain ; 
fou  fall  at  once  into  a  lower  key, 
rbat's  worse — the  drone  .pipe  of  an  humble-bee. 
rhe  southern  sash  admits  too  strong  a  light, 
fou  rise  and  drop  the  curtain— now 't  is  night 
le  shakes  with  cold— you  stir  the  fire  and  strive 
?o  make  a  blaze— that  *s  roasting  him  alive. 
Icrve  him  with  venison,  and  he  chooses  fish ; 
Vith  sole— that's  just  the  sort  he  would  not  wish. 
ie  takes  what  he  at  first  profess'd  to  loath, 
Lnd  in  due  time  feeds  heartily  on  both ; 
fet  stDl,  o'erdouded  with  a  constant  frown, 
Ie  does  not  swallow,  but  he  gulps  it  down. 
''our  hope  to  please  him  vain  on  ev'ry  plan, 
limself  should  work  that  wonder,  if  he  can— 
Lias !  his  efforts  double  his  distress, 
Ie  likes  yours  little,  and  his  own  still  less, 
lius  always  teasing  others,  always  teas'd, 
lis  only  pleasure  is— -to  be  displeas'd. 

I  pity  bashful  men,  who  feel  the  pain 
H  fancied  scorn  and  undeserv'd  disdain, 
ind  bear  the  marks  upon  a  blushing  face 
>f  needless  shame,  and  self-impos'd  disgrace. 
hir  sensibilities  are  so  acute, 
[lie  fear  of  beinff  silent  makes  us  mute. 
Ve  sometimes  think  we  could  a  speech  produce 
duch  to  the  purpose,  if  our  tongues  were  loose ; 
5ut  being  tried,  it  dies  upon  the  lip, 
'aint  as  a  chicken's  note  that  has  the  pip : 
)ur  wasted  oil  unprofitably  burns, 
Jke  hidden  lamps  in  old  sepulchral  urns, 
^ew  Frenchmen  of  this  evil  have  complain'd ; 
t  seems  as  if  we  Britons  were  ordain'd. 


By  way  of  wholesome  curb  upon  our  pride, 
To  fear  each  other,  fearing  none  beside. 
TTie  cause,  perhaps,  inquiry  may  descry, 
Self-searching  with  an  introverted  eye, 
Conceal'd  within  an  unsuspected  part, 
Hie  vainest  comer  of  our  own  vain  heart : 
For  ever  aiming  at  the  world's  esteem. 
Our  self-importance  ruins  it's  own  scheme ; 
In  other  eyes  our  talents  rarely  shown. 
Become  at  length  so  splendid  in  our  own. 
We  dare  not  risk  them  into  public  view. 
Lest  they  miscarry  of  what  seems  their  due. 
True  modesty  isa  discerning  grace. 
And  only  blushes  in  the  proper  place ; 
But  counterfeit  is  blind,  and  skulks  through  fear, 
Where 't  is  a  shame  to  be  asham'd  t'  appear : 
HunuUty  the  parent  of  the  first, 
The  last  by  Vanity  produc'd  and  nurs'd. 
The  circle  form'd,  we  sit  in  silent  state. 
Like  figures  drawn  upon  a  dial-plate ;  [show 

«  Tes,'ma*am,*'  and  «  No^  ma'am,"  utter'd  softly, 
Ev'ry  five  minutes  how  the  minutes  go ; 
Each  individual  suff'ring  a  constraint 
Poetry  may,  but  colours  cannot  paint. 
As  if  in  close  committee  on  the  sky. 
Reports  it  hot  or  cold,  or  wet  or  dry ; 
And  finds  a  changing  clime  a  happy  source 
Of  wise  reflection,  and  well-tim'd  discourse. 
We  next  mquire,  but  softly  and  by  stealth. 
Like  conservators  of  the  public  hodth. 
Of  epidemic  throats,  if  such  there  are. 
And  coughs,  and  riieums,  and  phthisic,  and  catarrii. 
That  th^e  exhausted,  a  wide  chasm  ensues, 
Fili'd  up  at  last  with  interesting  news, 
-  Who  danc'd  with  whom,  and  who  are  like  to  wed, 
And  who  is  hang'd,  and  who  is  brought  to  bed  t 
But  fear  to  call  a  more  important  cause. 
As  if 't  were  treason  against  English  laws. 
The  visit  paid,  with  ecstasy  we  come. 
As  from  a  sev'n  years'  tran^KUtation,  home, 
And  there  resume  an  unembarrass'd  brow, 
Recov'ring  what  we  lost  we  know  not  how. 
The  faculties,  that  seem'd  reduc'd  to  nought. 
Expression  and  the  privilege  of  thought. 

The  reeking,  roaring  hm>  of  the  chase, 
I  give  him  over  as  a  desp'rate  case. 
Physicians  write  in  hopes  to  woric  a  cure. 
Never,  if  honest  ones,  when  death  is  sure ; 
And  though  the  fox  he  follows  may  be  tam'd, 
A  mere  fox-foll'wer  never  is  reclaun'd. 
Some  farricf  should  prescribe  his  proper  course, 
Whose  only  fit  companion  is  his  horse  ; 
Or  i^  deserving  of  a  better  doom, 
The.noble  beast  judge  otherwise,  hb  groom. 
Tet  ev'n  the  rogue  that  serves  him,  though  he  stand, 
To  take  his  honour's  orders,  cap  in  hand. 
Prefers  his  fellow-grooms  with  much  good  sense, 
Their  skill  a  truth,  his  master's  a  pretence. 
If  neither  horse  nor  groom  affect  the  squire. 
Where  can  at  last  his  jockeyship  retire? 
O  tothe  dub,  the  scene  of  savage  joys, 
The  school  of  coarse  good  fellowship  and  noise ; 
There,  in  the  sweet  society  of  thos^ 
Whose  frioidship  from  his  boyish  years  he  chose. 
Let  him  improve  his  talent  if  he  can, 
Till  none  but  beasts  acknowledge  him  a  man. 

Man's  heart  had  been  impenetrably  seal'd. 
Like  theirs  that  cleave  the  flood  or  graze  the  field, 
Had  not  his  Maker's  all-bestowing  hand 
Giv'u  him  a  soul,  and  bade  him  under^^aod^d  p 
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The  reas'ning  pow'r  rouchnf  *d  of  coune  inferr'd 

The  pow*r  to  cloth*  thtt  reatoo  with  his  word ; 

For  all  is  perfect,  that  God  works  on  Earth, 

And  he,  that  gives  conoeptioii,  aids  the  birth. 

If  this  be  plain,  *t  is  plainly  understood, 

What  uses  of  his  boon  the  giver  woukL 

The  Mind,  dispatch*d  upon  her  busy  toil, 

Should  range  where  ProTidence  has  bles8*d  the  soil ; 

Visiting  er'ry  flow'r  with  kbour  meet. 

And  gathering  all  her  treasures  sweet  by  sweet. 

She  should  imbue  the  tongue  with  what  she  sips, 

And  shed  the  balmy  blessing  on  the  lips, 

Hiat  good  diff\u'd  may  more  abundant  grow, 

And  speech  may  praise  the  pow'r  that  bids  it  flow. 

Will  the  sweet  warbler  of  the  livelong  night. 

That  fills  the  listening  lover  with  delight. 

Forget  his  harmony,  with  rapture  heard. 

To  learn  the  twitt'ring  of  a  meaner  bird? 

Or  make  the  parrot's  mimicry  his  choioe, 

That  odious  libel  on  a  human  voice? 

No —  Nature,  unsopbisticate  by  man, 

Starts  not  aside  from  her  Creator's  plan ; 

The  melody,  that  was  at  first  design'd 

To  cheer  the  rude  forefathers  of  mankind. 

Is  note  for  note  deliver'd  in  our  ears, 

In  the  last  scene  of  her  six  thousand  years. 

Yet  Fashion,  leader  of  a  chatt'ring  train, 

Whom  man  for  his  own  hurt  permits  to  rdgn. 

Who  shifts  and  changes  all  things  but  his  shape, 

And  would  degrade  her  vot'ry  to  an  ape, 

The  fruitful  parent  of  abuse  and  vnrong. 

Holds  a  usuip'd  dominion  o'er  his  tongue ; 

There  sits  and  prompts  him  with  his  own  disgrace^ 

Prescribes  the  theme,  the  tone,  and  the  grimace, 

And,  when  accomplish'd  in  her  wayward  school. 

Calls  gentleman  whom  she  has  made  a  fooL 

'T  is  an  unalterable  fiz*d  decree. 

That  none  could  frame  or  ratify  but  she, 

That  Heav*n  and  Hell,  and  righteousness  and  sin, 

Snares  in  his  path,  and  foes  that  lurk  within, 

God  and  his  attributes,  (a  field  of  day 

Where 't  is  an  angel's  happiness  to  stray,) 

fVuits  of  his  love  and  vrondera  of  his  might. 

Be  never  nam'd  in  ears  esteem'd  polite. 

Hiat  he  who  dares,  when  she  forbids,  be  grave. 

Shall  stand  proacrib'd,  a  madman  or  a  knave, 

A  close  designer  not  to  be  believ'd, 

Or,  if  excus'd  that  charge,  at  least  deceiv'd. 

Oh  folly  worthy  of  the  nurse's  lap. 

Give  it  the  breast,  or  stop  it's  mouth  with  pap ! 

Is  it  incredible,  or  can  it  seem 

A  dream  to  any,  except  those  that  dream, 

TbMt  man  should  love  his  Maker,  and  that  fire. 

Warming  hu  heart,  should  at  his  lips  transpire  ? 

Know  then,  and  modestly  let  fall  your  eyes, 

And  veil  your  daring  crest  that  braves  the  skies ; 

Thai  air  o£  insolence  affronts  your  God, 

You  need  his  pardon,  and  provoke  his  rod : 

Now,  in  a  porture  that  becomes  you  more 

Than  that  heroic  strut  aasum'd  before, 

Know,  your  arrean  with  ev'ry  hour  accrue 

For  mercy  shown,  while  wrath  is  justly  due. 

The  time  Is  short,  and  there  are  souls  on  Earth, 

Though  future  pain  may  serve  for  present  mirth. 

Acquainted  with  the  woes,  that  fear  or  shame, 

By  Fashion  taught,  forbade  them  once  to  name, 

And,  having  felt  the  pangs  you  deem  a  jest. 

Have  prov'd  them  truths  too  big  to  be  express'd. 

Go  seek  on  Revelation's  hallow'd  ground. 

Sure  to  succeed,  the  remedy  they  found ; 


Touch'd  by  that  pow'r  that  you  have  dor'd  to  roo^ 
That  makes  seas  stable,  and  dissolves  the  rock. 
Your  heart  shall  yield  a  life-renewing  stream. 
That  fools,  as  you  have  done,  shall  odl  «  dream. 

It  happen'd  on  a  solemn  even-tide. 
Soon  afier  He  that  was  our  Surety  died. 
Two  bosom  friends  each  pensively  inclin'd. 
The  scene  of  all  those  sorrows  left  behind. 
Sought  their  own  village,  busied  as  they  went 
In  musings  worthy  of  the  great  event : 
They  spake  of  him  they  lov'd,  of  him  whose  life. 
Though  blameless,  had  incurr'd  perpetual  strife. 
Whose  deeds  had  left,  in  ^ite  c€  hostile  arts, 
A  deep  memorial  graven  on  their  hearts. 
The  recollection,  like  a  vein  of  ore, 
Tlie  fiurther  trac'd,  enrich'd  them  still  the  more ; 
They  thought  him,  and  they  justly  thought  bin, 

one 
Sent  to  do  more  than  he  appear*d  t'  have  done ; 
T*  exalt  a  people,  and  to  place  them  high 
Above  all  else,  and  wonder'd  he  should  die. 
Ere  yet  they  brought  their  journey  to  an  cs>d, 
A  stranger  join'd  them,  courteous  as  a  friend. 
And  ask'd  them  with  a  kind  engaging  air 
What  their  affliction  was,  and  begg'd  a  share. 
Inform'd,  he  gather'd  up  the  broken  thread. 
And,  truth  and  wisdom  gracing  all  he  said, 
Explain'd,  illustrated,  and  search'd  so  well 
The  tender  theme,  on  which  they  chose  to  dwell. 
That  reaching  home,  "  The  night,"  they  said,   «« 

near. 
We  must  not  now  be  parted,  sojourn  here.*' 
Tlie  new  acquaintance  soon  became  a  guest. 
And,  made  so  welcome  at  their  simple  fteast. 
He  bleas'd  the  bread,  but  vanish'd  at  the  weed. 
And  left  them  both  exclaiming,  <*  *T  was  the  Lord! 
Did  not  our  hearts  feel  all  he  deign'd  to  say. 
Did  they  not  bum  within  us  by  the  way  ?** 

Now  theire  was  converse,  such  as  it  behoves 
Man  to  maintain,  and  sudi  as  God  ^>proves : 
Their  views  indeed  were  indistinct  and  dim. 
But  yet  successful,  being  aim'd  at  him. 
Christ  and  his  character  their  only  scope, 
Tlieir  object,  and  their  subject,  and  their  bopc^ 
They  felt  what  it  became  them  much  to  fed^ 
An4  wanting  him  to  loose  the  sacred  seal. 
Found  him  as  prompt,  as  their  desire  wm  truc^ 
To  spread  the  new-born  glories  in  their  view. 
Well  —  what  are  ages  and  the  lapse  of  time 
Match'd  against  truths,  as  lasting  as  sublime  ? 
Can  length  of  years  on  God  himself  exact. 
Or  make  that  fiction,  which  was  once  a  &ct  ? 
No— marble  and  recording  brass  decay. 
And  like  the  graver's  mem  ry  pass  away ; 
The  works  of  man  inherit,  as  is  just. 
Their  author's  ftailty,  and  return  to  dust : 
But  truth  divine  for  ever  stands  secure. 
It's  head  is  guarded  as  it's  base  is  sure  ; 
Fix'd  in  the  rolling  flood  of  endless  yean^ 
The  pillar  of  th'  eternal  plan  i^ypcan^ 
The  raving  storm  and  dashing  wave  defies, 
Built  by  that  architect,  who  built  the  skies. 
Hearts  may  be  found,  that  harbour  at  this  hour 
That  love  of  Christ,  and  all  it's  quick'ning  pow'r ; 
And  lips  unstain'd  by  foUy  or  by  strife. 
Whose  wisdom,  drawn  from  the  deep  well  of  life. 
Tastes  of  it's  healthful  origin,  and  flows 
A  Jordan  for  th*  ablution  of  our  woes. 
O  days  of  Heav'n,  and  nigfau  of  equal  praise. 
Serene  and  peaceful  as  those  boiv'nly  days, 
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Vben  aoub  drawn  upwards  in  communioD  sweet 
Znjoy  the  sdllnem  of  some  dose  retreat, 
discourse,  as  if  releasM  and  safe  at  home, 
)f  dangers  ]>ast,  and  wonders  yet  to  come^ 
knd  spread  the  sacred  treasures  of  the  breast 
Jpon  the  lap  of  covenanted  Rest 

"  What,  always  dreaming  over  heaVnly  things, 
Jke  angel-heads  in  stone  with  pigeon-wings  ? 
Wanting  and  whining  out  all  day  the  word, 
knd  half  the  night?  fimatic  and  absurd ! 
iine  be  the  friend  less  frequent  in  his  pray'rs, 
Vho  makes  no  bustle  with  his  soul's  affkirs, 
^Those  wit  can  brighten  up  a  wintry  day, 
knd  chase  the  splenetic  dull  hours  away ; 
^tent  on  Earth  in  earthly  things  to  shine, 
IHk)  waits  for  Heav*n  ere  he  becomes  divine, 
.^aves  saints  t*  enjoy  those  altitudes  they  teach, 
Lnd  plucks  the  fhiit  plac*d  more  within  his  reach." 

Well  spoken,  Advocate  of  sin  and  shame, 
Cnown  by  lixy  bleating,  Ignorance  thy  name. 
s  sparkling  wit  the  World's  exclusive  right  ? 
lie  fix*d  fee-simple  of  the  vain  and  light  ? 
*sn  hopes  of  Heav*n,  bright  prospects  of  an  hour, 
liat  come  to  waft  us  out  of  Sorrow's  pow'r, 
HMcure  or  quench  a  fiunilty,  that  finds 
t's  happiest  soil  in  the  serenest  minds  ? 
Religion  curbs  indeed  it*s  wanton  play, 
Lnd  brings  the  trifler  under  rig*rous  sway, 
{ut  gives  it  usefulness  unknown  before, 
Lnd,  purifying,  makes  it  shine  the  more. 
L  Cbnstian's  wit  is  inoffensive  light, 
L  beam  that  aids,  but  never  grieves  the  sight ; 
^ig*rous  in  age  as  in  the  flu^  of  youth, 
r  is  always  active  on  the  side  of  truth ; 
*enip*nCnce  and  peace  insure  it's  healtliful  state, 
knd  make  it  brightest  at  it's  latest  date, 
^h  I  have  seen  (nor  hope  perhaps  in  vain, 
)re  life  go  down,  to  see  such  sights  again) 
L  vet'ran  warrior  in  the  Christian  field, 
Hio  never  saw  the  sword  he  could  not  wield ; 
rreve  without  dulness,  learned  without  pride, 
Ixact,  yet  not  precise,  though  meek,  keen-ey'd ; 
.  man  that  would  have  foil'd  at  their  own  play 
.  doaen  would-bes  of  the  modem  day ; 
rho,  when  occasion  justified  it's  use, 
[ad  wit  as  bright  as  ready  to  produce, 
ould  fetch  from  recqrds  of  an  earlier  age, 
1-  ftom  philosophy's  enligbten'd  page, 
[is  rich  materials,  and  regale  your  ear 
nth  strains  it  was  a  privilege  to  hear : 
et  above  all  his  luxury  supreme, 
nd  his  chief  glory,  was  the  Gospel  theme ; 
here  he  was  copious  as  old  Greece  or  Rome, 
[is  happy  eloquence  seem'd  there  at  home, 
mbitious  not  to  Shine  or  to  excel, 
ut  to  treat  justly  what  he  lov'd  so  welL 

It  moves  me  more  perhaps  than  folly  ought, 
^ben  some  green  heads,  as  void  of  wit  as  thought, 
jppose  themadve$  monopolists  of  sense, 
nd  wiser  men's  ability  pretence, 
hough  time  will  wear  us,  and  we  must  grow  old, 
jch  men  are  not  forgot  as  soon  as  cold, 
heir  fragrant  mcm'ry  wilt  outlast  their  tomb, 
mbalm'd  for  ever  in  it's  own  perfume. 
jhI  to  say  truth,  though  in  it's  eariy  prime, 
nd  when  unstain'd  with  any  grosser  crime, 
outh  has  a  sprightliness  and  fire  to  boast, 
hat  in  the  valley  of  decline  are  lovt, 
nd  Virtue  witli  peculiar  charms  appears, 
rown'd  with  the  irarland  of  life's  bloominir  years; 


Yet  Age,  by  long  eiperienoe  well  Inform*^ 
Wdl  read,  well  temper'd,  wilh  religion  warm*d^ 
That  fira  abated,  which  impels  rash  youth. 
Proud  of  his  speed,  to  OTerahoot  the  truth, 
As  time  improves  tfie  grape's  authentic  juice, 
Mellows  and  makes  the  speech  more  fit  for  use. 
And  churns  a  rev'rence  in  it's  short'ning  day, 
That 't  is  an  honour  and  a  joy  to  pay. 
The  fruits  of  Ase,  less  fiur,  are  yet  more  sound. 
Than  those  a  brighter  season  pours  around ; 
And,  like  the  stores  autumnal  suns  mature. 
Through  wintry  rigours  unimpair'd  endure. 

What  is  fanatic  phrenzy,  scorn  *d  so  much. 
And  dreaded  more  than  a  contagious  touch? 
I  grant  it  dang'rous,  and  approve  your  fear. 
That  fire  is  catching,  if  you  draw  too  near  ; 
But  sace  observers  oft  mistake  the  flame^ 
And  give  true  piety  that  odious  name. 
To  tremble  (as  the  creature  of  an  hour 
Ought  at  the  view  of  an  almighty  Pow*r) 
Before  his  presence,  at  whose  aweful  throne 
All  tremble  in  all  worids,  except  our  own, 
To  supplicate  his  mercy,  love  his  ways, 
And  prize  them  above  pleasure,  wealth,  or  praise, 
lliough  common  sense,  allow'd  a  casting  voice. 
And  free  from  bias,  must  approve  the  cMce^ 
Convicts  a  man  fimiatic  in  th'  extreme. 
And  wild  as  madness  in  the  world's  esteem. 
But  that  disease,  wlien  soberly  defin'd. 
Is  the  false  fire  of  an  o'erheated  mind ; 
It  views  the  truth  with  a  distorted  eye^ 
And  either  warps  or  lays  it  useless  by ; 
'T  is  narrow,  selfish,  arrogant,  and  draws 
It's  sordid  nourishment  from  man's  applause; 
And  while  at  heart  sin  unrelinquish'd  lies. 
Presumes  itself  chief  fav'rite  of  the  skies. 
*Tb  sudi  a  light  as  putrefaction  breeds 
In  fly  .blown  nesh,  whereon  the  maggot  feeds, 
Shines  in  the  dark,  but,  usber'd  into  day, 
The  stench  remains,  the  lustre  dies  away. 

True  bliss,  if  man  may  reach  it,  is  compos'd 
Of  liearts  in  union  mutually  disclos'd ; 
And,  farewell  else  all  hope  of  pure  delight, 
Those  hearts  should  be  reclaim'd,  renew'd,  upright. 
Bad  men,  profaning  friendship's  hallow'd  name. 
Form  in  it's  stead,  a  covenant  of  shame, 
A  dark  confed'racy  against  the  laws 
Of  virtue,  and  religion's  glorious  cause : 
They  build  each  other  up  with  dreadful  skill. 
As  bastions  set  point  blank  against  God's  will  s 
Enlarge  and  fortify  the  dreaa  redoubt. 
Deeply  resolv'd  to  shut  a  Saviour  out ; 
Call  legions  up  from  Hell  to  back  the  deed ; 
And,  curs'd  with  conquest,  finally  succeed. 
But  souls,  that  carry  on  a  blest  exchange 
Of  joys,  they  meet  with  in  tlieir  heav'nly  rang^ 
And  with  a  fearless  confidence  make  known 
The  sorrows,  sympathy  esteems  it's  own. 
Daily  derive  increasing  light  and  force 
From  such  communion  in  their  pleasant  course. 
Feel  less  the  journey's  roughness  and  its  length, 
Meet  their  opposen  witli  united  strength. 
And,  one  in  heart,  in  int'rest,  and  design. 
Gird  up  each  other  to  the  race  divine. 

But  Conversation,  choose  what  theme  we  may, 
And  diiefly  when  religion  leads  the  way. 
Should  flow,  like  waters  after  summer  show'rs. 
Not  as  if  rais'd  by  mere  mehanic  pow'rs. 
The  Christian,  in  whose  soul,  though  now  distress'o, 
Lives  the  dear  thought  9^'^"^ f«"9HflNM"«"'^ 
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When  «ll  bk  gkming  kngiiage  i«u*d  fbith 
With  God*f  deep  itMiip  vpon  it*s  current  worth. 
Win  wpetk  without  diaguiee,  and  miut  impart, 
Sad  at  it  is,  his  undissembling  heart, 
Abhon  constraint,  and  dares  not  f&gn  a  seal, 
Or,  seem  to  boast  a  fire  he  does  not  reeL 
Thie  song  of  Sion  is  a  tasteless  thing, 
Unless,  when  rismg  on  a  joyful  wing, 
The  soul  can  mix  with  the  celestial  bands. 
And  give  the  strain  the  compass  it  demands. 

Stnnge  tidings  these  to  tell  a  World,  who  treat 
All  but  their  own  ezperieiice  as  deceit ! 
Will  they  believe,  though  credulous  enough, 
To  swallow  much  upon  much  weaker  prooi. 
That  there  are  blest  inhabitants  of  Earth, 
Partakers  of  a  new  ethereal  birth. 
Their  hopes,  desires,  and  purposes  estrang'd 
fVom  things  terrestrial,  and  divinely  chang*d. 
Their  very  language  of  a  kind,  that  speaks 
The  80ul*s  sure  int'rest  in  the  good  she  seeks, 
Who  deal  with  Scripture,  it*s  importance  felt. 
As  Tully  with  philosophy  once  dealt, 
And  in  the  silent  watches  of  the  night. 
And  through  the  scenes  of  toil-renewing  light. 
The  social  walk,  or  sditary  ride, 
Keep  still  the  dear  companion  at  their  side? 
No  -—  shame  upon  a  self-disgracing  age, 
Ood*s  work  may  serve  an  ape  upon  a  stage 
With  such  a  jest,  as  filPd  with  hellish  glee 
Certain  invinbles  as  shrewd  as  he ; 
But  veneration  or  respect  finds  none,      . 
Save  from  the  subjects  of  that  work  alone. 
The  World  grown  old  her  deep  discernment  shows, 
Claps  spectacles  on  her  sagacious  nose, 
Peruses  closely  the  true  Christian's  face, 
And  finds  it  a  mere  mask  of  sly  grimace ; 
Usurps  God's  office^  lays  his  bosom  bare, 
And  finds  hypocrisy  close  lurking  there ; 
And,  serving  God  herself  through  mere  constraint, 
Concludes  his  unfdgn'd  love  of  him  a  feint. 
And  yet,  God  knows,  look  human  nature  through, 
(And  in  due  time  the  World  shall  know  it  too») 
That  since  the  flowers  of  Eden  felt  the  blast. 
That  after  man's  defection  laid  all  waste, 
Sincerity  tow'rds  the  heart-seardiing  God 
Has  inside  the  new-bom  creature  her  abode, 
Nor  shall  be  found  in  unregen'rate  souls, 
Till  the  but  fire  bum  all  between  the  Poles. 
Sincerity !  why  't  is  his  only  pride, 
Weak  and  imperfect  in  all  grace  beside, 
He  knows  that  God  demands  his  heart  entire, 
And  gives  him  all  his  just  demands  require. 
Without  it  his  pretensions  were  as  vain. 
As  having  it  he  deems  the  World's  disdain ; 
That  great  defect  would  cost  him  not  alone 
Man's  favourable  judgment,  but  his  own ; 
HiA  buthright  shaken,  and  no  longer  clear. 
Than  while  his  conduct  proves  his  heart  sincere. 
Retort  the  charge,  and  let  the  Worid  be  told 
She  boasts  a  confidence  she  does  not  hold ; 
That,  conscious  of  her  crimes,  she  feels  instead 
A  cold  misgiving/  and  a  killing  dread : 
That  while  in  health  the  ground  of  her  support 
Is  madly  to  forget  that  life  is  short ; 
That  sick  she  trembles,  knowing  she  must  die, 
Her  hope  presumption,  and  her  faith  a  lie ; 
That  whUe  she  dotes,  and  dreams  that  she  beUeves, 
She  mocks  her  Maker,  and  herself  deceives. 
Her  utmost  reach,  historical  assent. 
The  doctrines  warp*d  to  what  thoy  never  meant ; 


That  truth  itself  IB  in  her  bead  as  dull 

And  usdess  as  a  candle  in  a  scull. 

And  all  her  love  of  God  a  groundless  claim, 

A  trick  upon  the  canvass,  painted  fiame. 

Tell  her  again,  the  sneer  upon  her  face. 

And  all  her  censures  of  the  work  of  grace. 

Are  insincere,  meant  only  to  conceal 

A  dread  she  woukl  not,  yet  b  fonr'd  to  feel ; 

That  in  her  heart  the  Christian  she  reveres. 

And  while  she  seems  to  soora  him,  only  fears. 

A  poet  does  not  work  by  square  or  line. 
As  smiths  and  joiners  perfect  a  design ; 
At  least  we  modems,  our  attention  less. 
Beyond  th*  example  of  our  sires  digress. 
And  claim  a  right  to  scamper  and  run  wide. 
Wherever  chance,  caprice,  or  &ncy  guide. 
The  World  and  I  fortuitously  met; 
I  ow'd  a  trifle  and  have  paid  the  debt ; 
She  did  me  wrong,  I  recompens'd  the  deed. 
And,  having  stradk  the  balance,  now  pfrooecd. 
j  Perhaps  however  as  some  years  have  pass'd. 
Since  she  and  I  convers'd  together  last. 
And  I  have  Iiv*d  recluse,  in  rural  shades, 
>Vhich  seldom  a  distinct  report  pervades. 
Great  changes  and  new  manners  have  occurr'd. 
And  blest  reforms,  that  I  have  never  heard. 
And  she  may  now  be  as  discreet  and  wise. 
As  once  absurd  in  all  discerning  eyes. 
Sobriety  perhaps  may  now  be  found. 
Where  once  Intoxication  press'd  the  ground ; 
The  subtle  and  injurious  may  be  just. 
And  he  grown  chaste,  that  was  the  slave  of  lust ; 
Arts  once  esteem'd  may  be  widi  shame  disnoias'd ; 
Charity  may  relax  the  miser's  fist; 
The  gamester  may  have  cast  his  cards  away. 
Forgot  to  curse,  and  only  kneel  to  pray. 
It  has  indeed  been  told  me  (with  what  weiglit. 
How  credibly,  't  is  hard  for  me  to  state) 
That  fables  old,  tliat  seem'd  for  ever  mute, 
Reriv'd  are  hast'ning  into  fresh  repute. 
And  gods  and  goddesses,  discarded  long 
Like  useless  lumber,  or  a  stroller's  song. 
Are  bringing  into  vogue  their  heathen  train. 
And  Jupiter  bids  fiur  to  mle  again ; 
That  certain  feasts  are  institutc^i  now, 
Where  Venus  hears  the  lover's  tender  tow  ; 
That  all  Olympus  through  the  country  rovcsi, 
To  consecrate  our  few  remairting  grov^ 
And  Echo  learns  politely  ro  repeat 
The  praise  of  names  for  ages  obsolete ; 
Tliat  having  prov'd  the  wrakncss,  it  should  seem, 
Of  Revelation's  ineffectual  beam, 
To  bring  the  passions  under  sober  sway. 
And  gpve  the  moral  springs  their  proper  play. 
They  mean  to  try  what  may  at  last  be  done, 
By  stout  substantial  gods  of  wood  and  stone. 
And  whether  Roman  rites  may  not  produce 
The  virtues  of  old  Rome  for  English  use. 
May  such  success  attend  the  pious  plan. 
May  Mercury  once  more  embellish  man, 
Grace  him  again  with  long  forgotten  arts. 
Reclaim  his  taste,  and  brighten  up  his  parts. 
Make  him  athletic  as  in  days  of  old, 
Leara'd  at  the  bar,  in  ^be  palaestra  bold, 
Divest  the  rougher  sex  of  female  airs. 
And  teach  the  softer  not  to  copy  thein : 
The  change  shall  please,  nor  ihall  it  noatterauglit 
Who  works  the  wonder,  if  it  be  but  wrought. 
*T  is  time,  however,  if  the  case  stands  thus. 
For  us  plain  folks,  and  all  who  side  with  us. 
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To  build  our  alttr,  coafident  and  bold. 
And  say  as  stern  Elijah  said  of  old. 
The  strtfe  now  stands  upon  a  fiur  award. 
If  Israel's  Lord  be  God,  then  serve  the  Lord: 
If  be  be  silent,  fiuth  is  all  a  whim. 
Then  Baal  is  the  God,  and  worship  him. 
Digression  b  so  much  in  modem  use, 
Tliought  is  so  lare^  and  fiucj  so  proftne^ 
Some  never  seem  so  wide  of  their  intent, 
As  when  returning  to  the  theme  they  meant; 
As  mendicants,  whose  business  is  to  roam. 
Make  ev'ry  parish  but  thdr  own  their  home. 
Though  such  continual  zig-sags  in  a  book, 
Such  drunken  reelings  have  an  awkward  look, 
And  I  had  rather  creep  to  what  is  true, 
Than  rove  and  stagger  with  no  mark  in  view ; 
Yet  to  consult  a  little,  9eem*d  no  crime, 
Tlw  freakish  humour  of  the  present  time : 
But  now  to  gather  up  what  seems  dispersed. 
And  touch  the  subject  I  design'd  at  first. 
May  prove,  though  much  beside  the  rules  of  art. 
Best  for  the  public,  and  my  wisest  part 
And  first  let  no  man  charge  me,  that  I  mean 
To  close  in  sable  ev'ry  sooal  scene. 
And  give  good  company  a  face  severe. 
As  if  they  met  around  a  father's  bier ; 
For  tell  some  men,  that  pleasure  all  their  bent, 
And  laughter  all  their  work,  is  life  mis-spent, 
Their  vnsdom  bursts  into  this  sage  reply, 
'*  Hien  mirth  is  sin,  and  we  should  always  cry." 
To  find  the  medium  adcs  some  share  of  wit, 
And  therefore  't  is  a  marie  fools  never  hit : 
But  though  life's  valley  be  a  vale  of  tears, 
A  brighter  scene  beyond  that  vale  appears, 
^liose  glory  with  a  light,  that  never  fades, 
Shoots  between  scatter'd  rocks  and  op'ning  shades, 
And,  while  it  shows  the  land  the  soul  desires^ 
The  language -6f  the  land  she  seeks  inures. 
Thus  touch'd,  the  toneuc  receives  a  sacred  cure 
Of  all  that  was  absurd,  profane,  impure ; 
Held  within  modest  bounds,  the  tide  of  speech 
Pursues  the  course,  that  Truth  and  Nature  teach ; 
No  longer  labours  merely  to  produce 
The  pomp  of  sound,  or  tinkle  without  use  : 
Where'er  it  winds,  the  salutary  stream. 
Sprightly  and  firesh,  enriches  ev'ry  theme, 
While  all  the  happy  man  possess'd  before. 
The  gift  of  Nature,  or  the  classic  store, 
Is  made  subservient  to  the  grand  design, 
For  which  Heav'n  form'd  Se  faculty  divine. 
So  should  an  idiot,  while  at  large  he  strays, 
Find  the  sweet  lyre,  on  which'  an  artist  plays, 
With  rash  and  awkward  force  the  chord  he  shakes. 
And  grins  with  wonder  at  the  jar  he  makes ; 
But  let  the  wise  and  well-instructed  hand 
Once  take  the  shell  beneath  his  just  command. 
In  gentle  sounds  it  seems  as  it  complain'd  ' 

Of  the  rude  injuries  it  late  sustain'd. 
Till  tun'd  at  length  to  some  immortal  song, 
It  sounds  Jehovah's  name,  and  pours  his  praise  along. 


VERSES 

SUPrOSSO  TO  BE  WaiTTKN  IT  ALBZANDKR  SKLKIRK, 
DUKING  HIS  SOLITARY  ABODE  IJf  THE  ISLAMU  OF 
JUAM  FEEMAMDES. 

I  AM  monarch  of  all  I  survey. 
My  right  there  »  none  to  dispute ; 

From  the  centre  all  round  to  the  sea, 
I  am  lord  ci  the  fowl  and  the  brute. 

0  Solitude !  where  are  the  charms, 
That  sages  have  seen  in  tUy  fiice  ? 

Better  dwell  in  the  midst  of  alarms, 
Than  reign  in  this  horrible  places 

1  am  out  of  humanity's  reach, 

I  must  finish  my  journey  alone. 
Never  hear  the  sweet  music  of  speech, 

I  start  at  the  sound  of  my  own. 
Hie  beasts,  that  roam  over  the  plain. 

My  form  with  indiflTerence  see ; 
They  are  so  unacquainted  with  man, 

llieir  tameness  is  shocking  to  mc. 

Society,  friendship,  and  lov6. 

Divinely  bestow'd  upon  man, 
O,  had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove. 

How  soon  would  I  taste  you  again ! 
My  sorrows  I  then  mi^ht  assuage 

In  the  ways  of  religion  and  truth. 
Might  learn  from  the  wisdom  of  age. 

And  be  cheer'd  by  the  sallies  of  youth. 

Religion !  what  treasure  untold 

Resides  in  that  heavenly  word ! 
More  precious  than  silver  and  gold. 

Or  all  that  this  Earth  can  afford. 
But  the  sound  of  the  church-going  bdl 

These  vallejrs  and  rocks  never  heard, 
Never  sigh'd  at  the  sound  of  a  knell. 

Or  smil'd  when  a  sabbath  appear'd. 

Ye  winds,  that  have  made  me  your  ^kntI^ 

Convey  to  this  desolate  shore 
Some  cordial  endearing  report 

Of  a  land,  I  shall  visit  no  more. 
My  friends,  do  they  now  and  then  send 

A  wish  or  a  thought  after  me? 
O  tell  me  I  yet  have  a  friend. 

Though  a  friend  I  am  never  to  see. 

How  fleet  is  a  elance  of  the  mind  ! 

Compar'd  with  the  speed  of  its  flighty 
I'he  tempest  itself  lags  behind. 

And  the  swift-winged  arrows  of  light. 
When  I  tliink  of  my  own  native  hmd. 

In  a  moment  I  seem  to  be  there ; 
But  alas !  recollection  at  hand 

Soon  hurries  me  bock  to  despair. 

But  the  sea-fowl  is  gone  to  her  nest, 

The  beast  is  laid  down  in  his  lair ; 
Even  here  is  a  season  of  rest. 

And  I  to  my  cabin  repair. 
There  's  mercy  in  everyplace, 

And  mercy,  encouraging  thought ! 
Gives  even  aifiliction  a  grace. 

And  reconciles  man  to  his  lot. 
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HISTORY  OF  JOHN  GILPIN  j 

^Mowivo  HOW  HX  wnrr  rAEisnt  than  bk  in- 

niOMED,   AlfD  CAMX  SAPS  BOip  AOAIN. 

John  Gilpin  was  a  citixen 

Of  credit  and  renown, 
A  train-band  captain  eke  was  he 

Of  fiunous  London  town^ 

John  Gilpitf's  spouse  said  to  her  dear, 
'<  Though  wedded  we  have  been 

Itiese  twice  ten  tedious  years,  yet  we 
No  hdiday  have  seen. 

•<  To-morrow  is  our  wedding-day. 

And  we  will  then  repair 
Unto  the  Bell  at  Edmonton 

J^  in  a  chaise  and  pair. 


^  My  sister,  and  my  sister's  cfaUd, 

Myself,  and  children  three, 
Will  fill  the  chaise ;  so  you  must  ride 

On  horseback  after  we^*' 

He  soon  repliedi  ^  I  do  admire 

Of  woinaii4dnd  but  one, 
And  you  are  she,  my  dearest  deari 

nierefore  it  shall  be  donft 

**  I  am  a  linen-draper  bold, 

As  all  the  world  doth  know. 
And  my  good  friend  the  calender 

Will  lend  his  horse  to  go.'* 

Qnoth  Mrs.  Gilpin,  "  Tliat  *s  well  said ; 

And,  for  that  wine  is  dear. 
We  will  he  fumish'd  with  our  own, 

Which  is  both  bright  and  dear." 

John  Gilpin  kiss'd  his  loTing  wife ; 

O'egoy'd  was  he  to  find* 
That,  though  on  pleasure  she  was  bent, 

She  had  a  frugal  mind. 

Hie  morning  came,  the  chaise  was  brought. 

But  yet  was  not  allow'd 
To  drive  up  to  the  door,  lest  all 

aiould  say  that  she  was  proud. 

So  three  doors  off  the  chaise  was  sta/d. 

Where  they  did  all  get  in ; 
Six  precious  souls,  and  all  agog 

To  dash  throu^  thick  and  thin. 

Smack  went  the  whip»  round  went  the  wheels, 

Were  nerer  folk  so  glad. 
The  stones  did  rattle  underneath, 

As  if  Cheapside  were  mad. 

John  Gilpin  at  his  horse's  side 

Seis'd  fiut  the  flowing  mane. 
And  up  he  got,  in  haste  to  ride. 

But  soon  came  down  again ; 

For  saddle-tree  scarce  reachNd  had  he. 

His  journey  to  begin. 
When,  turning  round  his  head,  he  saw 

Three  customers  come  in. 


So  down  he  came ;  for  loss  of  time. 
Although  it  grier'd  him  sore ; 

Yet  loss  of  pence^  ftdl  well  he  knew. 
Would  trouble  him  mocfa  more. 


'Twaslon^beftiretbei 

Wejre  suited  to  their  mind. 
When  Betty  screan^  can^e  down  slaif% 

«  The  wine  is  left  behind!" 

«  Good  lack !"  quodi  he —  <«  yet  bring  ft  no 

My  leathern  bdt  likewise, 
In  which  I  bear  my  trusty  swofd, 

Whpn  I  do  < 


Now  Mistress  Gilpin  (careful  soul !) 
Had  two  stone  bottles  found. 

To  hold  the  liquor  that  she  lop'd. 
And  keep  it  safe  and  sound. 

Each  bottle  had  a  curling  ear. 
Through  which  the  b£  hedrmr. 

And  hung  a  bottle  on  each  side^ 
To  make  his  balance  true. 

Then  orer  all,  that  he  might  be 

Equipp'd  from  top  to  toe. 
His  long  red  doak,  well  brush'd  and 

He  manfully  did  throw. 

Now  see  him  mounted  onoe  agdn 

Upon  his  nimUe  steed. 
Full  slowly  padng  o'er  the  sloaca^ 

With  caution  and  good  heed. 

But  finding  soon  a  smoodier  road 
Beneath  his  welUshod  leet. 

The  snorting  beast  began  to  txot. 
Which  gaU'd  him  in  his  seaL 

So^  "  Fair  and  softly,"  John  be  cried, 
But  John  he  cried  in  pain ; 

That  trot  became  a  gallop  sooi^ 
In  qute  of  curb  wad  rein. 


So  stooping  down,  as  needs  he  must 

Who  cannot  sit  upright, 
He  grasp'd  the  mane  with  both  his 

And  d^e  with  all  his  might 

His  horse,  who  never  in  that  son 
Had  handled  been  before. 

What  thing  upon  his  back  had  got 
Did  wonder  more  and  i 


Away  went  Gilpin,  neck  or  nought ; 

Away  went  hat  and  wig ; 
He  little  dreamt,  when  he  set  ou^ 

Of  running  such  a  rig. 

The  wind  did  blow,  the  doak  did  fly. 
Like  streamer  long  and  gay, 

TOl,  loop  and  button  foiUng  both, 
At  last  it  flew  away. 

Hien  might  all  people  well  diaoeni 
The  bottles  he  had  dung ; 

A  bottle  swinging  at  each  side^ 
As  hath  been  aatid  or  song. 
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TtM  dews  did  barky  tbe  chfldren  tcreaiii'd. 

Up  Sew  the  windows  all  $ 
And  ew*Ty  soul  cried  out,  **  Well  done!" 

As  loud  as  he  could  bawL 

Away  went  Gflpin — who  but  he  ? 

Hn  fame  soon  spread  around, 
^  He  carries  weight !  he  rides  a  race ! 

'T  is  for  a  tiKmaand  pound  !*' 

And  still  as  fi»t  as  he  drew  near, 

'T  was  wonderful  to  view, 
How  in  a  trice  the  turnpike  men 

Their  gates  wide  open  threw. 

And  now,  as  he  went  bowing  down 

His  reddng  head  full  low. 
The  bottles  twain  bdund  his  back 

Were  shatter*d  at  a  blow. 

Down  ran  the  wine  into  the  road. 

Most  piteous  to  be  seen, 
"Which  made  his  horse's  flanks  to  srooke^ 

As  they  had  basted  been. 

But  still  he  seem*d  to  carry  weight, 

l^th  leathern  girdle  brac*d ; 
For  all  might  see  the  foottle*necks 

Still  darling  at  his  waist. 

Thus  all  through  merry  Islington 

These  gambols  he  did  play. 
Until  he  came  unto  the  Wash 

Of  Edmonton  so  gay ; 

And  there  he  threw  the  wash  about 

On  both  sides  of  the  way. 
Just  like  unto  a  trundling  map, 

Or  a  wild  goose  at  play. 

At  Edmonton  his  loving  wife 

FVom  the  balcony  spied 
Her  tender  husband,  wond'ring  much 

To  see  how  he  did  ride. 

^  Stop,    stop,    John    Gilpin !  —  Here  's  the 
house—" 

They  all  at  once  did  cry; 
**  The  dinner  waits,  and  we  are  tir*d  :** 

Said  Gilpin^"  So  am  I!** 

But  yet  his  horse  was  not  a  whit 

IncUn'd  to  tarry  there ; 
For  why  ?— .  his  owner  had  a  house 

FuU  ten  miles  off,  at  Ware. 

So  like  an  arrow  swifi  he  flew. 

Shot  by  an  archer  strong ; 
So  did  he  fly —^  which  brings  me  to 

The  middle  of  my  song. 

Away  went  Gilpin  out  of  breath. 

And  sore  against  his  will. 
Till  at  his  friend  the  calender's 

His  horse  at  hwt  stood  still 

The  calender,  amax'd  to  see 

His  neighbour  in  such  trim. 
Laid  down  his  pipe,  flew  to  the  gate. 

And  thus  accosted  him : 


«  What  news?  what  news?  your  tidings  tell ; 

Tell  me  you  must  and  shall— 
Say  why  bareheaded  you  are  come. 

Or  why  you  come  at  all  ?'* 


Now  Gilpin  had  a  pleasant  wit, 

And  lov*d  a  timely  joke ; 
And  thus  unto  the  auender 

In  merry  guise  he  spoke: 

**  1  came  because  your  horse  woold  come ; 

And,  if  I  wdl  forfoode, 
My  hat  and  wig  will  soon  be  here^ 

They  are  upon  the  road.** 

Hie  calender,  right  glad  to  find 

His  fnend  in  merr^  pin, 
Retum'd  him  not  a  smgle  word, 

But  to  the  house  went  in; 

Whence  strai^  he  came  with  hat  and  wig; 

A  wig  that  flow*d  bdiind, 
A  hat  not  much  the  worse  for  wear. 

Each  comely  in  it's  kind. 

He  held  them  up,  and  in  his  turn 

Thus  show'd  his  ready  wit, 
«  My  head  u  twice  as  big  as  yours, 

They  therefore  needs  must  fit. 

**  But  let  me  scrape  the  dirt  away, 

That  hangs  upon  your  face ; 
And  stop  and  eat,  for  well  you  may 

Be  in  a  hungry  case." 

Said  John,  «  It  is  my  wedding-day. 
And  all  the  world  would  stare. 

If  wife  should  dine  at  Edmonton, 
And  I  should  dine  at  Ware.'* 

So  turning  to  his  horse,  he  said, 

«  I  am  in  haste  to  dine ; 
'T  was  for  your  pleasure  you  came  here. 

You  shall  go  back  for  mine." 

Ah  luckless  speech,  and  bootless  boast ! 

For  which  he  paid  full  dear ; 
For,  while  he  spoke,  a  braying  ass 

Did  sing  most  loud  and  dear ; 

Whereat  his  horse  did  snort,  as  he 

Had  heard  a  lion  roar. 
And  gallop'd  off  with  all  his  might, 

As  he  had  done  before. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 

Went  Gilpin's  hat  and  wig : 
He  lost  them  sooner  than  at  first, 

Fot  why?  — they  were  too  big. 

Now  Mistress  Gilpin,  when  she  saw 

Her  husband  posting  down 
Into  the  country  far  away. 

She  pull'd  out  half-a-crown ; 

And  thus  unto  the  youth  she  said. 

That  drove  them  to  the  Bell, 
"  This  shall  be  yours,  when  you  bring  back 

My  husband  safe  and  well" 
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Tbe  youth  did  ride,  and  soon  did  meet 

John  coming  bade  amain; 
Whom  in  a  trice  he  tried  to  stop, 

By  catching  at  his  rein ; 

But  not  perfonning  what  he  meant, 

And  g^ly  would  have  done, 
The  fritted  steed  he  frighted  more, 

And  made  him  fiuter  run. 

Away  went  GilinD,  and  away 

Went  postboy  at  his  beds, 
Ilie  postboy's  horse  right  glad  to  miss 

The  lumb*ring  of  the  wheels. 

Six  gentlemen  upon  the  road. 

Thus  seeing  Gilpin  fly, 
With  postboy  scamp'ring  in  the  rear, 

Th^  rais*d  the  hue  and  cry :  — 

«  Stop  thief!  stop  thief !—.  a  highwayman  !** 

Not  one  of  them  was  mute ; 
And  all  and  each  that  pass'd  that  way 

Did  join  in  the  pursuit 

And  now  the  turnpike  gates  again 

Flew  open  in  short  space; 
The  toU-men  thinking  as  before, 

That  Gilpin  rode  a  race. 

And  so  he  did,  and  won  it  too^ 

For  he  got  first  to  town ; 
Nor  stopp'd  till  where  he  had  got  up 

He  did  again  get  down. 

Now  let  us  sing,  Long  live  the  King, 

And  Gilpin  long  live  he ; 
And,  when  be  next  doth  ride  abroad. 

May  I  be  there  to  see ! 


AN  EPISTLE 


JOSEPH  HILL,  Etq. 

Dbar  Joseph -— five-and-twenty  years  ago— . 
Alas,  how  time  escapes !  —  *tU  even  so— 
With  frequent  Intercourse,  and  always  sweet. 
And  always  friendly,  we  were  wont  to  cheat 
A  tedious  hour  —  and  now  we  never  meet  J 
As  some  grave  gentleman  in  Terence  says, 
(*T  was  therefore  much  the  same  in  andent  days,) 
Good  lack,  we  know  not  what  to-morrow  brings  — 
Strange  fluctuation  of  all  human  things ! 
True.     Changes  will  befell,  and  friends  may  part. 
But  distance  only  cannot  change  the  heart : 
And,  were  I  caird  to  prove  th*  assertion  true, 
One  prorf  should  serve  —  a  reference  to  you. 

Whence  comes  it  then,  that  in  the  wane  of  life, 
Though  nothing  have  occurr*d  to  kindle  strife, 
We  find  the  friends  we  fanded  we  had  won. 
Though  num*rous  once,  reduced  to  few  or  none? 
Can  gold  grow  worthless,  that  has  stood  the  touch  ? 
No ;  gold  they  seem'd,  but  they  were  never  such. 

Horatio's  servant  once,  with  bow  and  cringe. 
Swinging  the  imrlour  door  upon  it's  hinge, 


Dreading  a  negative^  and  oveimw*d 

Lest  he  should  trcipaMi  begg*d  to  go  aixoad. 

*«  Go,  fdlow !— whither?"— turning  s' 

**  Nay.    Stay  at  home^you  *fe  always  going  o«L** 

« 'T  is  but  a  step,  sir,  just  at  the  street's  end." 

«  For  what?"— *<  AnpJeaseyon,sir,toaeeafiiend.** 

<'Afriend!"  Horatio  cried,  and  seem'd  to  start — 

"  Yea  marry  shalt  thou,  and  with  all  my  heart.  — 

And  fetch  my  doak ;  for,  thoogh  the  nigfat  be  raw, 

I'll  see  him  too  —  the  first  I  ever  saw." 

I  knew  the  man,  and  knew  his  nature  mild. 
And  was  his  pUything  often  when  a  child  ; 
But  somewhi^  at  that  moment  pincfa'd  him  dose, 
Else  he  was  sddom  bitter  or  moroae. 
Perhaps  his  confidence  just  then  betray'd. 
His  grief  might  prompt  him  with  the  speech  he  made ; 
Perhaps 't  was  mere  good-humour  gave  it  birth. 
Hie  harmless  play  of  pleasantry  and  minli. 
Howc'er  it  was,  his  language  in  my  mind. 
Bespoke  at  least  a  man  that  knew  mankind. 

But  not  to  moralise  too  much,  and  i 
To  prove  an  evil,  of  which  all  complain, 
(I  hatu  long  argimients  veibosdy  spun,) 
One  story  more,  dear  Hill,  and  I  have  T 
Once  on  a  thnc  an  emp'ror,  a  wise  roan. 
No  matter  where,  in  C%ina,  or  Japan, 
Decreed,  that  whosoever  should  ofiend 
Against  the  wdUknown  duties  of  a  frtCDd, 
Convicted  once  should  ever  after  wear 
But  half  a  coat,  and  show  his  bosom  bare. 
Tbe  punishment  importing  this,  no  doubt, 
Hiat  all  was  naught  within,  and  all  found  out. 

O  happy  Britain !  we  have  not  to  fear 
Such  hard  and  arbitrary  measure  here ; 
Else,  could  a  law,  like  that  which  I  relate. 
Once  have  the  sanction  of  our  triple  state. 
Some  few,  that  I  have  known  in  days  of  old. 
Would  run  most  dreadful  risk  of  catching  ooJd ; 
While  you,  my  friend,  whatever  wind  should  blow. 
Might  traverse  England  safdy  to  and  feo. 
An  honest  man,  dose-button'd  to  the  chin. 
Broad  cloth  without,  and  a  warm  heart  witfiin. 


TARDLET  OAK. 

SuRvivoK  sole,  and  hardly  such,  of  all. 
That  once  liv'd  here,  thy  brethren,  at  my  birth, 
(Since  which  I  number  threescore  winters  past,) 
A  shatter 'd  vct'ran,  hollow-trunk'd  perhaps^ 
As  now,  and  with  excoriate  forks  ddfbrm. 
Relics  of  ages !  Could  a  mind,  imbued 
With  truth  from  Heaven,  created  thing  adoie, 
I  might  with  rev'rence  kned,  and  worship  tface 

It  seems  idolatry  with  some  excuse. 
When  our  forefather  Druids  in  thdr  oaks 
Imagined  sanctity.     The  consdence,  yet 
Unpurified  by  an  authentic  act  . 

Of  amnesty,  the  meed  of  blood  divine, 
Lov'd  not  the  light,  but,  gloomy,  into  gkom 
Of  thickest  shades*  like  Adam  uSter  taate 
Of  firuit  proscrib'd,  as  to  a  refuge,  fled. 

Thou  wast  a  bauble  once ;  a  cup  and  ball. 
Which  babes  might  play  with ;  and  the  thtevisii  ja^. 
Seeking  her  food,  with  ease  n^gbt  have  purloi n'd 
The  auburn  nut  that  held  thee,  swaUowinf  Jown 
Thy  yet  close-folded  latitude  of  bought 
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Ajid  all  thine  einbryo  vastneas  at  a  gulp. 
But  Fate  thy  growtfi  decreed ;  autumral  rains 
Beneath  thy  parent  tree  mellow'd  the  soil 
Designed  thy  cradle ;  and  a  skipping  deer, 
SVith  pointed  hoof  (^bbling  the  glebe  prcpar'd 
nie  soft  receptacle,  in  which,  secure, 
rhy  rudiments  should  sleep  the  winter  through^ 

So  Fancy  dreams.     Disprove  it,  if  ye  can, 
fe  reas*ners  broad  awake,  whose  busy  search 
[>f  argument,  eroploy'd  too  oft  amiss, 
fiAs  half  the  pleasures  of  short  life  away ! 

Thou  fell'st  mature ;  and  in  the  loamy  clod 
dwelling  with  vegetatiye  force  instinct 
[>idst  burst  thine  egg,  as  theirs  the  fabled  Twins, 
^ow  stars ;  two  lobes,  protruding,  pair'd  exact ; 
i  leaf  succeeded,  and  another  leci", 
ind,  all  the  elements  thy  puny  growth 
?oat'ring  propitious,  thou  becam'st  a  twig. 

Who  h'v'd,  when  thou  wast  such  ?     Oh,  couldst 
thou  speak, 
is  in  Dodona  once  thy  kindred  trees 
>rBCular,  I  would  not  curious  ask 
fhe  future,  best  unknown,  but  at  thy  mouth 
nquisitive,  the  less  ambiguous  past. 

By  thee  I  might  correct,  erroneous  oft, 
fhe  clock  of  history,  facts  and  events 
riming  more  punctual,  unrecorded  facts 
lecov'ring,  and  mis-stated  setting  right -^— 
>esp*rate  attempt,  till  trees  shall  speidc  again ! 

Time  made  thee  what  thou  wast,  king  of  the 
woods; 
ind  Time  hath  made  thee  what  thou  art  —  a  cave 
''or  owls  to  roost  in.     Once  thy  spreading  boughs 
>*erhung  the  champaign ;  and  the  num*rous  flocks, 
nut  graz*d  it,  stood  beneath  that  ample  cope 
Jncrowded,  yet  saf&*shelter*d  firom  the  storm. 
tfo  flock  frequents  thee  now.     Thou  hast  outliv'd 
rhy  popularity,  and  art  become 
Unless  verse  rescue  thee  awhile)  a  thing 
\>rgotten,  as  the  foliage  of  thy  youth. 

While  thus  through  all  the  stages  thou  hast  push'd 
>f  treeship—  first  a  seedling,  hid  in  grass ; 
rUm  twig ;  then  sapling ;  and,  as  ccnt*ry  roU*d 
How  after  century,  a  eiant-bulk 
>f  girth  enormous,  with  moss-cushion*d  root 
Jpheav'd  above  the  soil,  and  sides  emboss'd 
Vith  prominent  wens  globose —  till  at  the  Ust 
rbe  rottenness,  which  time  is  charged  to  inflict 
>n  other  mighty  ones,  found  also  thee. 

What  exhibitions  various  hath  the  world 
firitiies8*d  of  mutability  in  all, 
rhat  we  account  most  durable  below  ! 
"Jbange  is  the  diet  on  which  all  subsist, 
I^reated  changeable,  and  change  at  last 
>estroys  them.     Skies  uncertain  now  the  heat 
rrauismitting  cloudless,  and  the  solar  beam 
^ow  quenching  in  a  boundless  sea  of  clouds  — 
2mhn  and  alternate  storm,  moisture  and  drought, 
Invigorate  by  turns  the  springs  of  life 
[n  all  that  live,  plant,  animal,  and  man, 
\nd  in  conclusion  mar  them.      Nature's  threads, 
[Hne  passing  thought,  e*en  in  her  coarsest  works, 


Delight  in  agitation,  yet  sustain 
The  force  tlwt  agitates,  not  untmpair'd ; 
But,  worn  by  frequent  impulse,  to  the  cause 
Of  their  best  tone  their  dissolution  owe. 

ThoMght  cannot  spend  itself,  comparing  still 
The  great  and  little  of  thy  lot,  thy  growth 
From  almost  nullity  into  a  state 
Of  matchless  grandeur,  and  declension  thence, 
Slow,  into  su^  magnificent  decay. 
Time  was,  when,  settling  on  thy  leaf,  a  fly 
Could  shake  thee  to  the  root  —  and  time  has  been 
When  tempests  could  not     At  thy  firmest  age 
Thou  hadst  within  thy  bole  solid  contents,       [deck 
That  might  have  ribb'd  the  sides  and  plank*d  tlic 
Of  some  flage*d  admiral ;  and  tortuous  arms, 
The  shipwright's  darling  treasure,  didst  present 
To  the  four-quarter*d  winds,  robust  and  bold, 
Warp'd  into  tough  knee-timber  •,  many  a  load ! 
But  the  axe  spar'd  thee.     Tn  those  thriftier  days 
Oaks  fell  not,  hewn  by  thousands,  to  supply 
The  bottomless  demands  of  contest,  wag'd 
For  senatorial  honours.     Tbns  to  Time 
The  task  was  left  to  whittle  thee  away 
With  his  sly  scythe,  whose  ever-nibbling  edge. 
Noiseless,  an  atom,  and  an  atom  more. 
Disjoining  from  the  rest,  has,  unobserved, 
Achiev'd  a  labour,  which  had  far  and  wide, 
By  man  perform'd^  made  all  the  forest  ring. 

Embowell'd  now,  and  of  thy  ancient  self 
Possessing  nought,  but  the  scoop'd  rind,  tliat  seems 
An  huge  throat,  calling  to  the  clouds  for  drink. 
Which  it  would  give  in  rivulets  to  thy  root, 
Tliou  temptest  none,  but  rather  much  forbidtl'st 
The  feller's  toil,  which  thou  couldst  ill  requite. 
Yet  IS  thy  root  sincere,  sound  as  the  rock, 
A  quarry  of  stout  spurs,  and  knotted  faiigs. 
Which,  crook'd  into  a  thousand  whimsies,  clasp 
The  stubborn  soil,  and  hold  thee  still  erect. 

So  stands  a  kingdom,  whose  foundation  yet 
Fails  not,  in  virtue  and  in  wisdom  laid. 
Though  all  the  superstructure,  by  the  tooth 
Pulverit'd  of  venality,  a  shell 
Stands  now,  and  sen&lance  only  of  itsdf ! 

Thine  arms  have  left  thee.     Winds  liave  rent 
them  off 
Long  since,  and  rovers  of  the  forest  wild  [left 

With  bow  and  shaft,  have  burnt  them.     Some  have 
A  splinter'd  stump,  bleach'd  to  a  snowy  white; 
And  some,  memorial  none,  where  once  tliey  grew. 
Yet  life  still  lingers  in  thee,  and  puts  forth 
Proof  not  contemptible  of  what  she  can. 
Even  where  death  predominates.      The  spring 
Finds  thee  not  less  alive  to  her  sweet  force, 
Than  yonder  upstarts  of  the  neighb'ring  wood, 
So  much  thy  juniors,  who  theur  birth  receiv'd 
Half  a  millennium  since  the  date  of  thine.  , 

But  since,  aldiough  well  qualified  by  ^ 
To  teach,  no  spirit  dwells  in  thee,  nor  voice 
May  be  expected  from  thee,  seated  here 

•  Knee-timber  is  found  in  the  crooked  arms  of 
oak,  which,  by  reason  of  their  distortion,  are  easily 
adjusted  to  the  angle  formed  where  the  deck  and 
the  ship's  sides  meet. 
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On  thy  diKtortfd  root,  with  hearers  mmc^ 
Or  prompter,  save  the  scene,  I  will  perform 
Myself  the  oracle,  and  will  discourse 
In  my  own  ear  such  matter  as  I  may. 

One  man  alone,  the  fiuher  of  us  all. 
Drew  not  his  life  from  woman ;  never  gaz*d. 
With  mute  unconsciousness  of  what  he  saw, 
On  all  around  him ;  leam'd  not  by  degrees, 
Nor  ow*d  articulation  to  his  ear ; 
But,  moulded  by  his  Maker  into  man 
At  once,  upstood  intelligent,  sunrey'd 
All  creatures,  with  precision  understood 
Tlieir  purport,  uses,  properties,  assiffn'd 
To  eadi  his  name  significant,  and,  Svd 
With  lore  and  wisdom,  rendered  back  to  Heaven 
In  praise  harmonious  the  first  air  he  drew. 
He  was  excus*d  the  penalties  of  dull 
Minority.     No  tutor  charg  d  his  hand 
With  4itud  thought-tracing  quill,  or  task'd  his  mind 
With  problems.     History,  not  wanted  yet, 
Lean'd  on  her  elbow,  watching  Time,  whose  course. 
Eventful,  should  supply  her  with  a  theme. 


THE  CAST-AWAY. 

OascoRBST  night  invoWM  the  sky ; 

Th*  Atlantic  billows  roar*d. 
When  such  a  destin*d  wretch  as  I, 

Wash*d  headlong  from  on  board. 
Of  friends,  of  hope,  of  all  bereft, 
Hb  Boating  home  for  ever  left 

No  braver  chief  could  Albion  boast. 
Than  he,  with  whom  lie  went. 

Nor  ever  ship  left  Albion's  coast, 
With  wanner  wishes  sent. 

He  lov*d  them  both,  but  both  in  vain, 

Nor  him  beheld,  nor  her  again. 

Not  long  beneath  the  whelming  brine. 

Expert  to  swim,  lie  lay : 
Nor  soon  he  felt  his  strength  decline. 

Or  courage  die  away ; 
But  wag*d  with  death  a  lasting  strife. 
Supported  by  despair  of  life. 

He. shouted ;  nor  his  friends  had  fail*d 
To  check  the  vessel's  course. 

But  so  the  furious  blast  prevail'd, 
Ttiat,  pitiless,  perforce, 


Thc^  left  their  outcast  mate  bcfaiDd, 
Ami  scudded  still  before  the  wind. 

Some  succour  yet  they  could  afford ; 

And,  such  as  storms  allow, 
llie  cask,  the  coop,  the  floated  ooid. 

Delayed  not  to  bestow. 
But  he,  they  knew,  nor  ship  nor  sbarvx 
Whate'er  tbey  gave,  should  visit  more. 

Nor,  crud  as  it  seem'd,  could  he 
Their  haste  himself  coiidemn. 

Aware  that  flight,  in  such  a  sea. 
Alone  could  rescue  them  ; 

Yet  bitter  felt  it  still  to  die 

Deserted,  and  his  friends  so  nigb. 

He  long  survives,  who  lives  an  boor 

In  ocean,  self-upheld : 
And  so  bng  he,  widi  unspent  pow*r» 

His  destiny  repell*d : 
And  ever  as  the  minutes  flew. 
Entreated  help,  or  cried  — *<  Adteu!** 

At  length,  his  transient  respite  past. 

His  comrades,  who  before 
Had  heard  his  voice  in  ev*ry  Mast, 

Could  catch  the  sound  no  nMiro. 
For  then,  by  toil  subdued,  be  draidc 
Tlie  stifling  wave,  and  then  he  sank. 

No  poet  wept  him ;  but  the  page 

Of  narrative  sincere. 
That  tells  his  name,  his  wortl^  his  age 

Is  wet  with  Anson's  tear. 
And  tears  by  bards  or  heroes  shed 
Alike  immortalise  the  dead. 

I  therefore  purpose  not,  or  dream. 

Descanting  on  his  fiite. 
To  give  the  melancholy  theme 

A  more  endurins  date. 
But  misery  still  d^gbts  to  trace 
It's  semblance  in  another's  case. 

No  voice  divine  the  storm  allay*d. 
No  light  propitious  shone ;  • 

When,  snatch'd  from  all  effectual  aid. 
We  perish'd,  each  alone : 

But  I  beneath  a  rougher  sea. 

And  whelm'd  in  deeper  gul&  than  be. 
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JAMES  BEATTIR 


J  AMKs  Bkattib,  an  admired  poet  and  a  moralist, 
was  bom  about  1735,  in  the  county  of  Kincardine, 
in  Scotland.  His  father  was  a  small  farmer,  who, 
though  living  in  indigence,  had  imbibed  so  much  of 
the  spirit  of  his.  country,  that  he  procured  for  his 
■on  a  literary  education,  first  at  a  parochial  school, 
and  then  at  the  college  of  New  Aberdeen,  in 
which  he  entered  as  a  bursar  or  exhibitioner.  In 
the  intenrali  of  the  sessions,  James  is  supposed  to 
have  added  to  his  scanty  pittance  by  teaching  at  a 
country-school.  Returning  to  Aberdeen,  he  oh- 
tained  the  situation  of  assistant  to  the  master  of  the 
principal  gnunmar-school,  whose  daughter  he  mar- 
ried.  From  youth  he  had  cultivated  a  talent  for 
poetry;  and  in  1760  he  ventured  to  submit  the 
liiiit  of  his  studies  in  this  walk  to  the  public,  by  a 
Tolume  of  *<  Original  Poems  and  Translations." 
They  were  followed,  in  1765,  by  "  The  Judgment  of 
Paris  ;**  and  these  performances,  which  di^layed  a 
familiarity  with  poetic  diction,  and  harmony  of  ver- 
sification, seem  to  have  made  him  &vourably  known 
in  his  neighbourhood. 

Hie  interest  of  the  Earl  of  Errol  acquired  for 
him  the  post  of  professor  of  moral  philosophy  and 
logic  in  the  Marischal  College  of  Aberdeen;  in 
which  capacity  he  published  a  work,  entitled  "  An 
£s8ay  on  the  Nature  and  Immutability  of  Truth,  in 
o^ypoaition  to  Sophistry  and  Scepticism,"  1770. 
Being  written  in  a  popular  manner,  it  was  much 
read,  and  gained  the  author  many  admirers,  espe- 
ciaOy  among  the  most  distinguished  members  of  the 
Church  of  England;  and,  at  the  suggestion  of  Lord 
Mansfield,  he  was  rewarded  with  a  pension  of  SOOL 
from  the  King's  privy  purse. 

In  1771  his  fiune  was  largely  extended  by  the 
fint  part  of  his  **  Minstrel,"  a  piece  the  subject  of 
which  is  the  imagined  birth  and  education  of  a  poet. 
Although  the  word  Mitutrd  is  not  with  much  pro- 


priety applied  to  such  a  person  as  he  represents, 
and  the  *'  Gothic  days**  in  which  he  is  placed  are 
not  historically  to  be  recognised,  yet  there  is  great 
beauty,  both  moral  and  descriptive,  in  the  delmea- 
tion,  and  perhaps  no  writer  has  managed  the  %)en- 
serian  stanza  with  more  dexterity  and  harmony. 
The  second  part  of  this  poem,  which  contains  the 
maturer  part  of  the  education  of  the  young  bard, 
did  not  appear  till  1774,  and  then  left  the  work  a 
irajgmenL  But  whatever  may  be  the  defiscts  of  the 
Minstrel,  it  possesses  beauties  which  will  secure  it 
a  place  among  the  approved  productions  of  the  Bri- 
tish muse. 

Beattie  visited  London  for  the  first  time  in  1771, 
where  he  was  received  with  much  cordiality  by  the 
admirers  of  his  writings,  who  found  equal  cause  to 
love  and  esteem  the  author.  Not  long  afterwards, 
the  degree  of  LL.  D.  was  conferred  on  him  by  his 
college  at  Aberdeen.  In  1 777  a  new  edition,  by  sub- 
scription,  was  published  of  his  <*  Essay  on  Truth,*' 
to  which  were  added  three  Essays  on  subjects  of 
polite  literature.  In  1783  he  published  **  Disser- 
tations Moral  and  Critical,**  consisting  of  detached 
essays,  which  had  formed  part  of  a  course  of  lec- 
tures delivered  by  the  author  as  professor.  His 
last  work  was  "  Evidences  of  the  Christian  Reli- 
gion, briefly  and  plainly  stated,"  2  vols.  1786. 
His  time  was  now  much  occupied  with  the  duties 
of  his  station,  and  particularly  with  the  education 
of  his  eldest  son,  a  youth  of  uncommon  promise. 
His  death  of  a  decline  was  a  very  severe  trial  of  the 
father*s  fortitude  and  resignation ;  and  it  was  fol- 
lowed some  years  after  by  that  of  his  younger  son. 
These  afflictions,  with  other  domestic  misfortunes, 
entirely  broke  his  spirits,  and  brought  him  to  his 
grave  at  Aberdeen,  in  August,  1803,  in  the  68th 
year  of  his  age. 
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BookL 


THE  MINSTREL; 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  GENIUS. 


While  from  hit  bending  ihoulder,  decent  bung 
His  harp,  the  sole  companion  of  bis  way. 
Which  to  the  whistling  wind  responsire  rung : 
And  ever  as  he  went  some  merry  Uy  he  sung. 


Prtfactm 

The  design  was,  to  trace  the  progress  of  a  poeti- 
cal  genius,  bom  in  a  rude  age,  from  the  first 
dawning  of  fimcy  and  reason,  till  that  period  at 
which  he  may  be  supposed  capable  of  appearing 
in  the  world  as  a  Minstrel,  that  is,  as  an  itinerant 
poet  and  musician ; — a  character  which,  accord- 
ing to  the  notions  of  our  forefathers,  was  not  only 
respectable  but  sacred. 

I  have  endeavoured  to  imitate  Spenser  in  the  mea- 
sure  of  his  verse,  and  in  the  harmony,  simplicity, 
and  variety  of  his  composition.  Antique  expres- 
sions I  have  avoided ;  admitting,  however,  some 
old  words,  where  they  seemed  to  suit  the  sub- 
ject :  but  I  hepe  none  will  be  found  that  are  now 
obsolete,  or  in  any  degree  not  intelligible  to  a 
reader  of  English  poetry. 

To  those  who  may  be  disposed  to  ask,  what  could 
induce  me  to  write  in  so  difficult  a  measure,  I 
can  only  answer,  that  it  pleases  my  ear,  and 
seemsy  fi*om  its  Gothic  structure  and  original,  to 
bear  some  relation  to  the  subject  and  spirit  of  the 
poem.  It  admits  both  simplicity  and  magnifi- 
cence  of  sound  and  of  language,  beyond  any  other 
stansa  that  I  am  acquainted  with.  It  allows  the 
sententiousness  of  the  couplet,  as  well  as  the  more 
complex  modulation  of  blank  verse.  What  some 
critics  have  remarked,  of  its  uniformity  growing 
at  last  tiresome  to  the  ear,  will  be  found  to  hold 
true,  only  when  the  poetry  is  faulty  in  other  re- 
spects. 

Book  L 

A  R  !  who  can  tell  how  hard  it  is  to  climb 

The  steep  where  Fame*s  proud  temple  shines  afSv ; 

Ah !  who  can  tell  how  many  a  soul  sublime 

Has  felt  the  influence  of  malignant  star. 

And  waged  with  Fortune  an  eternal  war ; 

Check*d  by  the  scoff  of  Pride,  by  Envy's  fW>wn, 

And  Poverty's  unconquerable  bar. 

In  life's  low  vale  remote  has  pined  alone, 

Then  dropt  into  the  grave,  unpitied  and  unknown  ! 

And  yet  the  languor  of  inglorious  days, 

Not  equally  oppressive  is  to  all ; 

Him,  who  ne'er  listen'd  to  the  voice  of  praise. 

The  silence  of  neslect  can  ne'er  appal. 

There  are,  who,  deaf  to  mad  Ambition's  call. 

Would  shrink  to  hear  th'  obstreperous  trump  of 

Fame; 

Supremely  blest,  if  to  tiieir  portion  fall 
Health,  competence,  and  peace.     Nor  higher  aim 
Had  he,  whose  simple  tale  these  artiess  lines  pro- 


Fret  not  thyself,  thou  glittering  duld  of  pride. 

That  a  poor  viUager  inspires  my  strain ; 

With  thee  let  Fisgeantry  and  Power  abide: 

The  gende  Muses  haunt  the  sylvan  reign ; 

Where  through  wild  groves  at  eve  the  lonely  swain 

Enraptured  roams,  to  gase  on  Nature's  cfaanns. 

They  hate  the  sensual,  and  scorn  the  vain, 

ITie  parasite  their  influence  never  warms. 

Nor  him  whose  sordid  soul  the  love  of  gold  i 


Hie  rolls  of  fimie  I  will  not  now  explore; 
Nor  need  I  here  describe  in  learned  lay. 
How  forth  the  Minstrel  far'd  in  days  of  yore, 
Right  glad  of  heart,  though  homely  in  array ; 
His  waving  locks  and  bewd  all  hoary  grey : 


Though  ridiest  hues  the  peacock's  plumes  adorn. 
Yet  horrour  screams  from  his  di»x>rdant  throaL 
Rise,  sons  of  harmony,  and  hail  the  m<»^ 
While  warbling  larks  on  russet  pinions  float : 
Or  seek  at  noon  the  woodland  scene  remote, 
Where  the  grey  linnets  carol  from  the  hiU. 
O  let  them  ne'er,  with  artificial  note. 
To  please  a  tyrant,  strain  the  little  bill. 
But  sing  what  Heaven  inspires,  and  vrander  where 
tiiey  will. 

Libera],  not  lavish,  is  kind  Nature's  hand  ; 

Nor  was  perfection  made  for  man  below. 

Tet  all  her  schemes  with  nicest  art  are  plaan'd. 

Good  counteracting  ill,  and  gladness  woe. 

With  gold  and  gems  if  Chilian  mountains  glow ; 

If  bleak  and  barren  Scotia's  hflls  arise ; 

There  plague  and  poison,  lust  and  rapine  grow ; 

Here  pea^ful  are  the  vales,  and  pure  the  skies. 

And  fVeedom  fires  the  soul,  and  qparkles  in  the  eyes. 

Then  grieve  not,  thou,  to  whom  tii*  indulgent  Muse 
Voudnafes  a  portion  of  celestial  fire : 
Nor  blame  the  partial  Fates,  if  they  refbse 
Th'  imperial  banquet,  and  the  rich  attire. 
Know  thine  own  worth,  and  reverence  the  lyre. 
Wilt  thou  debase  die  heart  which  God  refin'd  ? 
No ;  let  thy  heaven-taught  soul  to  Heaven  aspire. 
To  fancy,  freedom,  harmony,  resign'd  ; 
Ambition's  grovelling  crew  for  ever  left  behind. 

Oanst  thou  forego  t^  pure  ethereal  soul 
In  each  fine  sense  so  exquisitely  keen. 
On  the  dull  couch  of  Luxury  to  loll. 
Stung  with  disease,  and  stufwfied  with  splera  ; 
Fain  to  implore  the  aid  of  Flattery's  screen. 
Even  fVom  thyself  thy  loathsome  heart  to  hide^ 
(The  mansion  then  no  more  of  joy  serene,) 
Where  fear,  distrust,  malevolence,  abide. 
And  impotent  desire,  and  disappointed  pride  ? 

O  how  canst  thou  renounce  the  boundfeaa  store 

Of  charms  which  Nature  to  her  votary  yields ! 

The  warbling  woo^and,  the  resounding  shore. 

The  pomp  of  groves,  and  garniture  of  fields ; 

All  diat  die  genial  ray  of  morning  gflds, 

And  all  diat  echoes  to  die  song  of  even, 

AU  that  the  mountain's  sheltering  bosom  shields. 

And  all  the  dread  magnificence  of  Heaven, 

O  how  canst  dwu  renounce,  and  hope  to  be  forgiven? 

These  charms  shall  work  thy  soul's  eternal  beahh. 
And  love,  and  gendeness,  and  joy,  impart. 
But  these  thou  must  renounce,  if  lust  of  wealth 
E'er  win  it's  way  to  thy  corrupted  heart : 
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For  nil !  it  poisons  like  a  icorpion*fi  dart ; 
Prompting  th*  ungenerous  wish,  the  selfish  scheme, 
riie  stern  resolve  unmov'd  by  pity*s  smart, 
rhe  troublous  day,  and  long  distressful  dream, 
ietum,   my  roving   Muse,  resume  thy  purposed 
theme. 

rbere  lived  in  Gothic  days,  as  legends  tell, 
i  sfaepherd*swain,  a  man  of  low  degree ; 
iVhose  sires,  perchance,  in  Faryland  might  dwell, 
Sicilian  groves,  or  vales  of  Arcady ; 
3ut  he,  I  ween,  was  of  tltc  north  countrie ; 
I  nation  fiun*d  for  song,  and  beauty's  charms ; 
<ealous,  yet  modest ;  innocent,  though  free ; 
'ktient  of  toil ;  serene  amidst  alarms ; 
nflexible  in  fkith ;  invincible  in  arms. 

rhe  shepherd-swain  of  whom  I  mention  made, 
>n  Scoda*s  mountains  fed  his  little  flock  ; 
lie  sickle,  scythe,  or  plough,  he  never  sway*d ; 
Ln  lionest  heart  was  almost  all  his  stock ; 
lis  drink  the  living  water  from  the  rock : 
.lie  milky  dams  supplied  his  board,  and  lent 
lieir  kindly  fleece  to  baffle  winter's  sliock ; 
Ind  he,  though  oft  with  dust  and  sweat  besprent, 
>id  guide  and  guard  their  wandering^  wheresoe*et 
they  went 

i'rom    labour    health,    from  health  contentment 

springs : 
Contentment  opes  the  source  of  every  joy. 
Te  envied  not,  he  never  thought  of,  kings ; 
^or  from  those  appetites  sustain'd  annoy, 
liat  chance  may  frustrate,  or  indulgence  cloy : 
Jor  Fate  his  calm  and  humble  hopes  beguiled ; 
le  mourned  no  recreant  friend,  nor  mistress  coy, 
i'or  on  his  vows  the  blameless  Phoebe  smiled, 
Lnd  her  alone  he  loved,  and  loved  her  from  a  child. 

io  jealousy  theur  dawn  of  love  o*ercast, 

Jor  blasted  were  their  wedded  days  with  strife ; 

Sach  season  look*d  delightful  as  it  past, 

To  the  fond  husband,  and  the  faithful  wife. 

^ond  the  lowly  vale  of  sliepherd^life 

liey  never  roam'd ;  secure  beneath  the  storm 

Vliicfa  in  Ambition's  lofty  land  is  rife, 

Vhere  peace  and  love  are  canker'd  by  the  worm 

>f  pridle,  each  bud  of  joy  industrious  to  deform. 

lie  wight,  whose  tale  tiiese  artless  lines  unfold, 
V^as  all  the  offkpring  of  this  humble  pair : 
lis  birth  no  oracle  or  seer  foretold ; 
7o  prodigy  appear*d  in  earth  or  air, 
Tor  aught  that  might  a  strange  evtnt  declare. 
''oa  guess  each  circumstance  of  Edwin's  birth ; 
lie  parent's  transport,  and  the  parent's  care ; 
lie  gossip's  prayer  for  wealth,  and  wit,  and  worth; 
Lnd  one  long  summer«day  of  indolence  and  mirth. 

Lnd  yet  poor  Edwin  was  no  vulgar  boy, 
)eep  thought  oft  seem'd  to  fix  lus  infant  eye. 
dainties  he  heeded  not,  nor  gaude,  nor  toy, 
mre  one  short  pipe  of  rudest  minstrelsy ; 
ilent  when  glad ;  af!fectionate,  though  shy ; 
Ind  now  his  look  was  most  demurely  sad ; 
Ind  now  he  laugfa'd  aloud,  yet  none  knew  why. 
Pbe  neighbours  star'd  and  ^gh'd,  yet  bless'd  the  lad : 
iome  deem'd  him  wondrous  wise,  and  some  be- 
lieved him  mad. 


But  why  should  I  his  childish  Ibats  display? 
Concourse,  and  noise,  and  toil,  he  ever  fled ; 
Nor  cared  to  mingle  in  the  clamorous  fray 
Of  squabbling  imps ;  but  to  the  forest  sped, 
Or  roam'd  at  large  tlie  lonely  mountain's  head, 
Or,  where  the  maze  of  some  bevrilder'd  stream 
To  deep  untrodden  groves  his  footsteps  led. 
There  would  he  wander  wild,  till  Phoebus'  beam, 
Shot  fh)m  the  western  cliff,   released  the  %veary 


Th*  exploit  of  strength,  dexterity,  or  speed. 

To  him  nor  vanity  nor  joy  could  bring. 

His  heart,  from  cruel  sport  estranged,  would  bleed 

To  work  the  woe  of  any  living  thing, 

By  trap,  or  net ;  by  arrow,  or  by  sling ; 

These  he  detested ;  those  he  scom'd  to  wield  . 

He  wish'd  to  be  the  guardian,  not  the  king, 

l>nmt  far  less,  or  traitor  of  the  field. 

Aiid  sure  the  sylvan  reign  unbloody  joy  might  yield. 

Lo !  where  the  stripling,  wrapt  in  wonder,  roves 
Beneath  the  precipice  o'erhung  with  pine ; 
And  sees,  on  high,  amidst  th'  encircling  groves, 
From  ch'ff  to  cliff  the  foaming  torrents  shine : 
While  waters,  woods,  and  winds,  in  concert  join, 
And  Echo  swdls  the  chorus  to  the  skies. 
Would  Edwin  this  majestic  scene  resign 
For  aught  the  huntsman's  puny  craft  supplies  ? 
Ah  !  no :  he  better  knows  great  Nature's  <  liarms 
to  prise. 

And  oft  he  traced  the  uplands,  to  survey, 
When  o'er  the  sky  advanced  the  kindling  dawn, 
Tlie  crimson  cloud,  blue  main,  and  mountain  grey, 
And  lake,  dim-gleaming  on  the  smoky  lawn : 
Far  to  the  west  the  long,  long  vale  withdrawn, 
Where  twilight  loves  to  linger  for  a  while ; 
And  now  he  fiuntly  kens  the  bounding  fiiwn. 
And  villager  abroad  at  eariy  toiL 
But  lo !  the  Sun  appears !  aiod  heaven,  earth,  ocean, 
smile. 

And  oft  the  craggy  cliff  he  loved  to  climb, 
When  all  in  mist  die  world  below  was  lost 
What  dreadful  pleasure !  there  to  stand  sublime. 
Like  shipwreck'd  mariner  on  desert  coast. 
And  view  th'  enormous  waste  of  vapour,  tost 
In  billows,  lengthening  to  th'  horison  round. 
Now  scoop'd  in  gulfs,  with  mountains  now  em- 

boss'd! 
And  hear  the  voice  of  mirtli  and  song  rebound. 
Flocks,  herds,  and  waterfiidls,  along  the  hoar  pro^ 

found ! 

In  truth  he  was  a  strange  and  wayward  wight. 
Fond  of  each  gentle,  and  each  dreadful  scene. 
In  darkness,  and  in  storm,  he  found  delight : 
Nor  less,  than  when  on  ocean-wave  serene 
The  southern  Sun  diffused  his  dazxling  shenc. 
Even  sad  vicissitude  amused  his  soul : 
And  if  a  sigh  would  sometimes  intervene. 
And  down  his  cheek  a  tear  of  pity  roll, 
A  sigh,  a  tear,  so  sweet,  he  wish'd  not  to  controL 

«  O  ye  wild  groves,  O  where  is  now  your  bloom  !'* 
(The  Muse  interprets  thus  his  tender  thought,) 
«  Tour  flowers,  your  verdure,  and  your  Kilmy 

gloom. 
Of  late  so  grateful  in  the  hour  of  drought ! 
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MHiy  do  the  birds,  that  locig  and  rapture  brought 
To  all  your  bowers,  their  mansions  now  forsake  ? 
Ah !  why  has  fickle  chance  this  ruin  wrought? 
For  now  the  storm  howls  mournful  through  the 

brake. 
And  the  dead  foliage  flies  in  many  a  shapelen  flake. 

**  Where  now  the  rill,  melodious,  pure,  and  cool, 
And  meads,    with  life,    and  mirth,  and  beauty 

crown'd ! 
Ah !  see,  th*  unsightly  slime,  and  sluggish  pool. 
Have  all  the  solitary  vale  embrown'd ; 
Fled  each  fair  form,  and  mute  each  melting  sound, 
Tlie  raven  croaks  forlorn  on  naked  spray : 
And  hark !  the  river,  bursting  every  mound, 
Down  the  vale  thunders,  and  with  vrasteful  sway 
Uproots  the  grove,  and  nlh  the  shattered  rocks 

away. 

'<  Tet  such  the  destiny  of  all  on  Earth : 

So  flourishes  and  fades  majestic  Man. 

Fair  is  the  bud  his  vernal  mom  brings  forth, 

And  fostering  gales  awhile  the  nursling  fan. 

O  smile,  ye  Heavens,  serene ;  ye  mildews  wan, 

Te  blighting  whirlwinds,  spare  his  balmy  prime, 

Nor  lessen  of  bis  life  the  little  span. 

Borne  on  the  swift,  though  silent,  wings  of  Time, 

Old  Age  comes  on  apace  to  ravage  all  the  clime. 

**  And  be  it  sa     Let  those  deplore  their  doom, 
Whose  hope  still  grovels  in  this  dark  sojourn : 
But  lofty  souls,  who  look  beyond  the  tomb, 
Can  smile  at  Fate,  and  wonder  how  they  mourn. 
Shall  ^ring  to  these  sad  scenes  no  more  return  ? 
Is  yonder  wave  the  Sun's  eternal  bed  ? 
Soon  shall  the  orient  vrith  new  lustre  bum. 
And  Spring  shall  soon  her  rital  influence  shed, 
Again  attune  the  gpx>ve,  again  adom  the  mead. 

«  Shall  I  be  lefi  forgotten  in  the  dust, 
When  Fate,  relenting,  lets  the  flower  rerive? 
Shall  Nature*8  voice,  to  man  alone  unjust. 
Bid  him,  though  doomed  to  perish,  hope  to  live  ? 
Is  it  for  this  fair  Virtue  oft  must  strive 
With  disappointment,  penury,  and  pain? 
No :  Heaven's  immortal  springs  shall  yet  arrive. 
And  man*s  majestic  beauty  bloom  again. 
Bright  through  th*  eternal  year  of  Love's  triumph- 
ant reign.** 

t 
This  tmth  sublime  his  simple  sh-e  had  taught 
In  sooth,  *t  was  almost  all  the  shepherd  knew. 
No  subtle  nor  superfluous  lore  he  sought, 
Nor  ever  wish*d  his  Edwin  to  pursue. 
**  Letman*sown  sphere,**  said  he,  *<confine  hisriew, 
Be  man*s  peculiar  work  his  sole  delight.** 
And  much,  and  oft,  he  wara*d  him,  to  eschew 
Falsehood  and  guile,  and  aye  maintain  the  right. 
By  pleasure  unaeduc*d,  unaw*d  by  lawless  might 

«  And  from  the  prayer  of  Want,  and  plaint  of  Woe, 
O  never,  never  turn  away  thine  ear ! 
Forlorn,  in  this  bleak  wilderness  below. 
Ah !  what  were  man,  should  Heaven  refuse  to  bear ! 
To  others  do  (the  law  is  not  severe) 
¥^hat  to  thyself  thou  wishest  to  be  done. 
Forvtve  tby  foes ;  and  love  thy  parents  dear. 
And  friends,  and  native  land ;  nor  those  alone; 
All  human  weal  and  woe  leara  thou  to  make  thine 


See,  in  the  rear  of  the  warm  suruiy  shower 
The  visionary  boy  finom  shelter  fly ; 
For  now  the  storm  of  summer-rain  is  o*cr. 
And  ood,  and  fresh,  and  fragrant  is  Cx  sky. 
And,  lo !  in  the  dark  east,  expanded  higfa, 
ITie  rainbow  brightens  to  the  setting  Son ! 
Fond  fool,  that  cwem*st  the  streiming  gkiry  nig^ 
How  vain  the  chase  thine  ardour  has  bq^n ! 
*T  is  fled  afiu*,  ere  half  thy  purpos'd  race  be  nin. 

Tet  couldst  thou  learn,  that  thus  it  fiu«s  with  age^ 
When  pleasure,  wealth,  or  power,  the  bosom  wana^ 
This  baffled  bc^  might  tame  thy  manhood**  ngc. 
And  disappointment  of  her  sting  disarm. 
But  why  should  foresight  thy  fond  heart  akm? 
Perish  die  lore  that  deadens  young  desire ; 
Pursue,  poor  imp,  th*  imaginary  charm. 
Indulge  gay  Hope,  and  Fancy's  pleasing  fire: 
Fancy  and  Hope  too  soon  shall  of  tfaemaelvi 


When  the  long-sounding  curfew  fitsm  a£Hr 
Loaded  with  loud  lament  the  lonely  gale. 
Young  Edwin,  lighted  by  the  evening  star. 
Lingering  and  listening,  wander'd  down  the  val& 
There  would  he  dream  of  graves,  and  oone»  pale; 
And  ghosts  that  to  the  charnel-dungeon  tfarcHi^ 
And  drag  a  length  of  clanking  chain,  and  wail. 
Till  8ilenc*d  by  the  owPs  terrific  song,  ['^o^ 

Or  blast  that  shrieks  by  fits  the  shuddering  isks 

Or,  when  the  setdng  Moon,  in  crimson  dyed. 
Hung  o*er  the  dark  and  melancholy  deep. 
To  haunted  stream,  remote  from  man,  be  hied. 
Where  fays  of  yore  their  revels  wont  to  keep ; 
And  there  let  Fancy  rove  at  large,  till  sleep 
A  rision  brought  to  his  entranced  sight 
And  first,  a  wildly-murmuring  wind  *gan  creep 
Shrill  to  his  ringing  ear ;  then  tapers  bright,   [nigte. 
With  instantaneous  gleam,  Dlum*d   the   vault  of 

Anon  in  view  a  portal*8  blazon'd  ardi 
Arose ;  the  trumpet  bids  the  valves  unfold : 
And  forth  an  host  of  little  warriors  march. 
Grasping  the  diamond-lance,  and  targe  of  gold. 
Their  look  was  gentle,  their  demeanor  bold. 
And  green  then-  helms,  and  green  their  silk  attire; 
And  here  and  there,  right  venerably  old. 
The  long.rob*d  minstrels  wake  the  warbling  wire, 
And  some  with  mellow  breath  the  martial  pipe  in- 
spire. 

With  merriment,  and  song,  and  timbrels  dear, 
A  troop  of  dames  fWxn  myrtle  bowers  advance ; 
The  little  warriors  doff  the  targe  and  spear. 
And  loud  enlivening  strains  provoke  the  dance. 
They  meet,  they  dart  away,  they  wheel  aakanoe ; 
To  right,  to  left,  they  thrid  the  flying  maze ; 
Now  bound  aloft  widi  rigorous  spring,  then  glaare 
Rapid  along :  with  many-€<dour*d  rays 
Of  tapers,  gems,  and  gold,  the  echoing  forests  t 

The  dream  is  fled.     PktMid  harbinger  d  day. 
Who  scar*d*6t  the  vision  with  thy  clarion  shnll. 
Fell  chanticleer !  who  oft  bath  reft  away 
My  fancied  good,  and  brought  nibstandal  ill ! 
O  to  thy  cursed  scream,  discordant  stUl, 
het  harmony  aye  shut  her  gentle  ear : 
Thy  boastful  mirth  let  jealous  rivab  spill. 
Insult  thy  crest,  and  glossy  pinions  tear* 
And  ever  in  thy  dreams  the  ruthless  fox  appear. 
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•"orbear,  my  Muae.     Let  Love  attune  thy  line, 
levoke  the  ipell.     Thine  Edwin  frets  not  so. 
'or  how  should  be  at  wicked  chance  repine, 
Vlio  feels  from  every  chan^  amusement  flow ! 
^ven  now  his  eyes  with  smiks  of  rapture  glow, 
la  on  he  wanders  through  the  scenes  of  mom, 
Where  the  fresh  flowers  in  living  lustre  blow, 
Vhere  thousand  pearls,  the  dewy  lawns  adorn, 
I  thousand  notes  of  joy,  in  every  breese  are  borne. 

Uxt  who  the  melodies  of  mom  can  tell  ? 

!lie  wild  brook  babbling  down  the  mountain-side ; 

lie  lowing  lierd ;  the  sheepfold's  simple  bell ; 

The  pipe  of  early  shepherd  dim  descried 

n  the  lone  valley ;  echoing  fiur  and  wide 

lie  <damorous  horn  along  the  cliffs  above ; 

lie  hollow  murmur  of  the  ooean-tide ; 

lie  bum  of  bees,  the  linnet's  lay  of  love, 

Lnd  the  fbll  choir  that  wakes  the  universal  grove. 

lie  oottage-curs  at  early  pilgrim  bark  ; 
>own*d  with  her  pail  the  tripping  milk-maid  sings ; 
lie  whistling  ploughman  stalks  afield ;  and,  hark ! 
)own  the  rough  slope  the  ponderous  waggon  rings; 
lirough  rustling  com  the  bare  astonishM  springs ; 
3ow  tolls  the  viBage-dock  the  drowsy  hour ; 
[lie  partridge  bursts  away  on  whirring  wings ; 
)eep  mourns  the  turtle  in  sequester'd  bower, 
kod  shrill  lark  carols  dear  from  her  aerial  tour. 

>  Nature,  how  in  every  charm  supreme ! 
Whose  votaries  feast  on  natures  ever  new ! 

>  for  the  voice  and  fire  of  seraphim. 
To  sing  thy  glories  with  devotion  due ! 

llest  be  the  day  I  'scaped  the  wrangling  crew, 
'irom  Fyrrfao's  mase,  and  Epicurus*  sty ; 
lnd  held  high  converse  frith  the  godlike  few, 
¥ho  to  tb'  enraptur*d  heart,  and  car,  and  eye, 
Teach  beauty,  virtue,  truth,  and  love,  and  melody. 

-lence !  ye  who  snare  and  stupefy  the  mind, 
(ophisis,  of  beauty,  virtue,  joy,  the  bane ! 
greedy  and  fell,  though  impotent  and  blind, 
Vbo  spread  your  filtl^  nets  in  Truth's  faur  fone, 
lnd  ever  ply  your  venom'd  fangs  amain ! 
lence  to  dark  Errour's  den,  whose  rankling  slime 
*lrst  gave  you  form !  Hence !  lest  the  Muse  should 

deign. 
Though  loth  on  theme  so  mean  to  waste  a  rhyme,) 
^ith  vengeance  to  pursue  your  sacrilegious  crime. 


3ut  bail,  ye  mighty  masters  of  the  lay, 

•Nature's  trae  sons,  the  friends  of  man  and  truth ! 

Nhote  umg,  sublimdy  sweet,  serenely  gay, 

imus'd  my  childhood,  and  inform'd  my  youth. 

>  let  your  spirit  still  my  bosom  soothe, 

[nspire  my  dreams,  and  my  wild  wanderings  guide ! 

{four  voice  each  rugged  path  of  life  can  smoothe : 

For  well  I  know  wherever  ye  reside, 

rhere  harmony,  and  peace,  and  innocence  abide. 

hh  me !  neglected  on  the  lonesome  plain, 

As  yet  poor  Edwin  never  knew  your  lore. 

Save  when  against  the  winter's  drenching  rain, 

And  driving  snow,  the  cottage  shut  the  door. 

rhen,  as  instructed  by  tradition  hoar. 

Her  legend  when  the  beldame  'gan  impart, 

Or  chant  the  old  heroic  ditty  o'er, 

Wonder  and  joy  ran  thrilling  to  his  heart ; 

Much  he  the  tale  admir'd,  but  more  the  tuneful  art 


Various  and  strange  was  the  long-winded  tide ; 
And  halls,  and  knights,  and  feats  of  arms,  display 'd ; 
Or  merry  swains,  who  quaff*  the  luit-brown  ale, 
And  sing  enaroour'd  of  the  nut-brown  maid ; 
Hie  moon-light  revel  of  the  fairy  glade  ; 
Or  hags,  that  suckle  an  infernal  brood. 
And  ply  in  caves  th*  unutterable  trade, 
'Midst  fiendsand  spectres,  quench  the  Moon  in  blood. 
Yell  in  the  midnight  storm,  or  ride  tb' infuriate  flood. 

But  when  to  horrour  his  amaxemcnt  rose, 

A  gentler  strain  the  bddame  would  rehearse, 

A  tale  of  rural  life,  a  tale  of  woes, 

The  orphan-babes,  and  guardian  uncle  fierce. 

O  cmel !  will  no  pang  of  pity  pierce 

That  heart,  by  lust  of  lucre  sear'd  to  stone? 

For  sure,  if  aught  of  virtue  last,  or  verse. 

To  latest  times  shall  tender  souls  bemoan 

Those  hopeless  orphan-babes  by  thy  fell  arts  undone. 

Behold,  witli  berries  smear'd,  with  brambles  torn. 
The  babes  now  famish'd  lay  them  down  to  die : 
Amidst  the  howl  of  darksome  woods  forlorn. 
Folded  in  one  another's  arms  they  lie ; 
Nor  friend,  nor  stranger,  hears  thdr  dying  cry : 
**  For  from  the  town  the  man  returns  no  more." 
But  thou,  who  Heaven's  just  vengeance  dar'st  defy^ 
This  deed  with  fruitless  tears  shalt  soon  deplore. 
When  Death  lays  waste  thy  house,  and  flames  cot     • 
sume  thy  store. 

A  stifled  smile  of  stem  vindictive  joy 
Brighten'd  one  moment  Edwin's  starting  tear, 
**  But  why  should  gold  man's  feeble  miiui  decoy. 
And  innocence  thus  die  by  doom  severe? 
O  Edwin  !  while  thy  heart  is  yet  sincere, 
Ih'  assaults  of  discontent  and  doubt  repel : 
Dark  even  at  noontide  is  our  mortal  sphere ; 
But  let  us  hope ;  to  doubt  is  to  rebd  ; 
Let  us  exult  in  hope,  that  all  shall  yet  be  well. 

Nor  be  thy  oenerous  indignation  check'd. 

Nor  check'dthe  tender  tear  to  Misery  given ; 

From  Guilt's  contagious  power  shall  t£it  protect. 

This  soften  and  refine  the  soul  for  Heaven. 

But  dreadful  is  their  doom,  whom  doubt  has  driven 

To  censure  Fate,  and  pious  Hope  forego : 

Like  yonder  bkwted  bou^  by  lightning  riven. 

Flection,  beauty,  life,  they  never  know. 

But  frown  on  all  that  pass,  a  monument  of  woe. 

Shall  he,  whose  birth,  maturity,  and  age. 

Scarce  fill  the  circle  of  one  summer  day. 

Shall  the  poor  gnat,  frith  discontent  and  rage, 

Exclaim  that  Nature  hastens  to  decay. 

If  but  a  cloud  obstruct  the  solar  ray. 

If  but  a  momentary  shower  descend  ? 

Or  shall  frail  man  Heaven's  dread  decree  gainsay. 

Which  bade  the  series  of  events  extend  [end  ? 

Wide  through  unnumber'd  worlds,  and  ages  without 

One  part,  one  little  part,  we  dimly  scan 

Hnough  the  dark  medium  of  life's  feverish  dream; 

Tet  dare  arraign  the  whole  stupendous  plan, 

If  but  that  litSe  part  incongmous  seem. 

Nor  is  that  part,  periiaps,  what  nyirtals  deem ; 

Oft  from  apparent  ill  our  blessinp  rise. 

O  then  renounce  that  hnpious  se&.esteem. 

That  aims  to  trace  the  secrets  of  the  skies : 

For  thou  art  but  of  dust ;  be  humble,  an^jvisa. 


802 


BEATTIE. 


Book!. 


Thus  Heaven  tnAarf^d  hb  toul  in  riper  ymn. 
For  Nature  p^re  him  strength,  and  fire,  to  ioar 
On  Fkncj's  wing  above  this  vale  of  tears ; 
Where  daric  col^hearted  sceptics,  creeping,  pore 
Through  microseope  of  nieta4>h7sic  loiv : 
And  much  they  grope  (br  IVuth,  but  never  hit. 
For  wbv?  Tbdr  powers^  inadequate  before, 
This  idle  art  makes  more  and  more  unfit ; 
Tet  deem  tfaej  darknem  light,  and  their  vain  Mun- 
ders  wit 

Nor  was  lids  andent  dame  a  fiM  tp  mSrdu 

Her  ballad,  jest,  and  riddle^s  quaint  device 

Oft  cheer*d  the  shraherds  round  their  soda!  hearth ) 

Whom  levitj  or  spleen  could  iie'er  entice 

To  purchase  chat,  or  laughter,  at  the  pripf 

Of  decency.     Nor  let  it  fiuth  exceed, 

Hiat  Nature  fiwms  a  rustijc  taste  so  nice. 

Ah !  had  they  been  of  court  or  dtj  breed. 

Such  delicacy  were  right  marvellous  indeed. 

Oft  when  the  winter  slonn  fmd  ceas*d  to  rave. 
He  roam'd  the  vnowy  waste  at  even,  to  view 
The  cloud  stupendous,  ft^m  th'  Atlantic  wave 
HigMowering,  sail  along  th'  horizon  blue  t 
Where,  'midst  the  changeful  scenery,  ever  new. 
Fancy  a  thousand  wondrous  forms  descries, 
More  wildly  great  than  ever  pencil  drew. 
Rocks,  torrents,  guUs>  and  sfaiqMft  of  giant  siae, 
And  glitf  ring  <£ffs  on  clifft,  and  fiery  ramparts 


Thence  muffiag  onward  to  tlie  sounding  shore. 
Hie  lone  enthusiast  oft  would  take  his  way. 
Listening,  with  pleasing  dread,  to  the  deep  rear 
Of  the  wide-weltering  waves.     In  Mack  array, 
When  sulphurous  clouds  roird  on  th*  autumnal  day, 
Ev'n  then  he  hasten'd  fttxn  the  haunt  c^  man, 
Along  the  trembling  wilderness  to  stn^. 
What  time  the  Mghtainff's  fierce  career  began. 
And  o'er  Heav'n's  renmng  arch  the  rattling  thunder 
ran. 

Responsive  to  the  qirigfally  pipe,  when  all 
In  sprightly  dance  the  village  youth  were  Joined, 
Edwin,  of  melody  aye  held  in  IhiaU, 
F^Mtt  the  rude  gambol  far  remote  reeiin*d, 
Soolh'd  wilh  the  soft  notes  warbling  in  Che  wind. 
Ah  then,  all  jollity  seem'd  noise  wk  ftdly, 
To  the  pore  soul  by  Fancy's  five  refio'd. 
Ah,  what  is  mirth  but  tuihulence  unholy. 
When  with  Ike  charm  compared  ef  heavenly  aoalaa- 
choly! 

Is  tliere  a  heart  that  music  cannot  aaelt? 

AUm  !  how  is  that  nigged  heart  fioriom  $ 

Is  there,  who  ne^er  these  mystic  transpofls  idt 

Of  aoKtiide  and  roehmcholy  bom  ? 

He  needs  not  woe  the  Muse ;  be  is  Iwr  aeorn. 

The  sopMafs  rape  of  cobweb  be  ahali  tnMM ; 

Mope  o*er  the  schoolman's  peevish  page;  or  moan, 

And  delve  fiir  Mfe  in  Mammeii's  dbty  aune  $ 

Sneak  wMi  the  scoundi«l  fox,  or  grant  with  glutton 


ForEdwfn,  Fate  «  nobler  d^am^adplaai^d; 
Song  was  his  iavoiiifce  and  first  piii— ij 


The  wild  haap  rang  to  his 
Andlanguish'dtDliktrai 


His  infant  Mua^  tho«g|i  artless,  wa«  not 
Of  elegance  as  yet  he  took  no  otfe ; 
For  this  of  thne  and  culture  is  the  fruit ; 
And  Edwin  gain'd  at  last  this  findt  so  rare 
As  in  some  ftiture  veiee  I  puspose  to  ' 


traaiiAeiMnlivtiMta. 


Meanwhile,  whaleV  of  beautiftil,  or  new. 
Sublime,  or  daeadlul,  in  earth,  asa,  or  sky. 
By  chanoe,  or  search,  was  o^^'d  to  his  vsew. 
He  scann'd  with  curious  and  romantic  eye. 
Whate'er  of  lore  tmditkm  could  supply 
Fnm  Oothk  tale,  or  sono,  or  fidOe  old, 
Rous'd  him^  still  keen  to  Helen  and  to  pry. 
At  Ust,  though  long  fay  penury  eontral'd. 
And  aolitude^  her  soul  tiis  gnees  'gan  unfiikL 

Thus  on  the  chill  Lapponian'a  dreary  land. 
For  many  a  lorig  mendi  lost  in  snow  pnSouad^ 
When  Sol  from  Cancer  sends  the  saasoa  Maad, 
And  in  their  i^orthem  cave  the  storms  are  bofund ; 
Fhmi  silent  mountains,  straight,  with  scastMngaaua^ 
Torrents  are  kuri'd ;  green  hflls  emeege ;  and  1^ 
The  trees  with  fialiage,  difls  with  finwen  «pe  cfMm'd  I 
Pure  rills  through  vdes  of  vcrdwe  waiMiog  go ; 
And  wonder,  love^  and  joy,  the  peasant's  hdait  •'to. 
fiow. 

Here  pause,  my  Oothpe  lyn,  a  little  iHnkw 
The  leisure  hour  b  all  that  thoa  canst  claim. 
But  on  this  verse  if  Montague  should  smle, 
New  strains  ere  long  shall  aahnate  thy  ftamc. 
And  her  appbuse  to  me  is  mare  than  fiine ; 
For  still  with  truth  accords  her  taste  Pifin'^. 
At  lucre  or  renown  let  othen  aim, 
I  only  wish  to  plaase  the  gantla  mind,  [kJM. 

Whom  Nature's  charoM  inspire,  aad  lov0 1 " 
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Or  chanoe  or  change  O  let  not  ms 
Else  shall  he  never,  never  eaaae  to  wml ; 
For,  from  the  imperial  dome,  to  where  the 
Rears  the  bne  cottage  in  tlie  iOeot  Ade, 
AU  feel  tfi*  aamult  of  Fortune's  fickle  gab 
Art,  empire,  Earth  itseli^  to  cbange  are  ' 
EaiHiqivakes  have  wak*^  to  UftmnOm 
And  guifc  the  ■fcOMfain'j  wighty  m 
And  where  th'  Atlantic  rolls  wide 
d.t 


But  sure  to  foreign  climes  we  need  not  rai^. 
Nor  search  the  andent  tmmk  of  mt  »ffr> 
lb  lam  the  dire  eftda  4ir  |i«Ni  wd  fhaiHie^ 
Which  in o«malvet,alni!  waMy^l^ce. 
Yet  nt  the  darkan'd  aya,  to  nvMNir'd  fiwa. 
Or  hoary  hair,  I  nevar  wil  lapfna: 
But  spam,  O  THana,  fihato*«r /«f  n«l4  giaM. 
Of  findwir,  ]m9,  or  qwmMty  im^  [m 

Whato'er  of  emf*»  n7»  or  ftiandflhip'a  flfoa 

So  I,  obaeqiuoua  to  IVuth's  dread  command, 
Shall  here  willnat  nluetanap  «JMg*  »7  Iqr. 
And  smtt»  the  C^olfak  1^  ad|b  IwiiiMr  b«qd ; 
Now  wheii  1  laaivia  that  fioipenr  path  fiv  a79 
Of  dakBmid,  Fhare  I  «p0rw  poaiqr  a  d«^. 
Warbling  and  (mimaHilg  MivMy  iiloi«  i 
Where  araay  ftG»  was  ittppfan^  find  f^, 
Each  vak  roman^  |IV)9A4  llipnr  M^igoe, 
SvPMl^  wM»  Md  fliOna  fi»  af  Edwin's  ifll 
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^  Feriah  tf*  lortt  tilit  deidetik  ymatli  imaM^" 
Is  the  wft  tenotir  of  my  long  BO  metft* 
Edwin,  tho'  lov*d  df  Hcayefi,  mtift  not  «pift 
To  Wm,  which  moftals  iM»T€f  kniw  b«A«k 
On  trembling  wings  let  joudifbl  fimcy  loar, 
Nor  always  Hiuat  tht»  ftiitmy  fttOxnt  of  Joy : 
But  now  kbd  thta  tbe  shate  of  lift  etplofv ; 
Tbougb  hifliiy  a  aMnd  ttid  sight  of  tl^  uaoy^ 
And  many  a  quillil  tf  dM  his  fidng  faD|^  dailtayi 

Vigour  AroA  tod,  flrMA  liWibte  j^UdCkiw  grawi« 
The  weakly  blotaMii  wmn  ih  smnmer-boww, 
Some  tints  of  tnnaient  bamiy  ntty  liiieliM  $ 
But  Mon  it  wilfaars  in  th«  ckOling  hoot, 
Mark  yonder  oaks !  Superior  to  the  power 
Of  all  the  warring  winds  of  Heaven  they  rise, 
And  from  the  stormy  promontory  to#eiv 
And  toss  their  giant  ttrma  amid  tks  skies,       [plirtt 
While  each  aasailidg  blast  increase  of  strength  sup- 

And  now  the  downy  chock  and  doepen'd  Toice 
Gave  dignity  to  Edwin's  blooming  prime ; 
And  waUbS  of  wider  oiffciiit  were  hb  chdoe^ 
And  ndes  more  mild^  and  mouritains  more  sublijiMi 
One  erening,  as  he  flram*d  the  cardeas  rfayms^ 
It  was  his  chance  to  wander  iar  abWiad, 
And  o*er  a  lonely  eminence  to  dimb, 
Which  heretofiRe  his  lisot  had  iieVte  trodi ; 
A  vak)  appear'd  bdow^  a  deep  redred  aboda. 

Thither  he  hied,  enamourM  of  the  socnek 
For  rocks  on  rocks  pil*d  as  by  magic  spell, 
Here  scorch'd  with  lightning,  there  with  ivy  gntOt 
Fenc*d  from  the  north  and  east  this  sayage  deU. 
Southward  a  mountain  rose  with  easy  swell, 
Whose  long^  long  grores  eternal  muitaur  made : 
And  toward  the  western  sun  a  streamlet  fell. 
Where,  through  the  diffi,  the  eye»  remcAei  surrey'd 
Blue  faUls,  ami  glittering  wave%  and  skies  in  gokl 

Along  this  narrow  valley  you  might  see 

The  wild  deer  sporting  on  tl^e  meadow  ground, 

And,  here  and  there,  a  solitafy  tree. 

Or  mossy  stone,  or  rock  with  woodbine  crown*d* 

Oft  did  the  dift  reverberate  the  sound 

Of  parted  fragments  tumbling  from  on  high ; 

And  from  the  smttnit  of  that  craggy  mound 

The  pt^rehing  eagle  oft  was  heard  to  cry. 

Or  cm  resotmding  wings,  to  shoot  athwart  tiie  skyw 

One  coltivatad  spot  there  was,  that  qiread 
Its  flow«ry  bosom  to  the  noonday  beam, 
IVliete  many  a  rose-bud  rears  its  bhishiDg  bead, 
And  herbs  for  food  with  future  plenty  teemb 
SooCh'd  by  the  lulling  sound  of  grove  and  stream, 
Roaaaatic  visions  swarm  on  Edwin's  soul  t 
tie  minded  not  tlie  Sun's  last  tremblihg  gleam, 
l^or  heard  from  far  the  twilight  curfew  t^ ; 
VTbao  slow^  oa  his  ear  these  moving  accents  slolei 

**  Han,  aweAd  scenes^  thstcahn  the  troubled  breas^ 
And  woo  the  weary  to  prolbund  repose  I 
Can  psnsion's  wildest  uproar  lay  to  rest. 
And  whisper  oomfim  to  the  man  of  woes ! 
Here  Innocence  may  Wander,  safe  from  foes, 
And  CoBtemphrtion  soar  on  seraph  wings. 
O  BcyliAude !  the  man  who  thee  foregoes, 
'When  lucre  lures  him,  or  ambition  stings,  [springs. 
flfaell  new  know  the  soovot  whe&oe  real  grandeur 


«  Vamna^l  is^andavrg^'Bloiar itthe? 
Then  let  the  bttttsriy  thy  pnde  upbraid : 
To  frien4l,  itteadanls,  artntss,  bsfMcfet  ithk  UH? 
It  is  thy  weakness  that  lefuires  tfastf  aid  t 
To  palacesy  widi  gold  and  g«ms  ii^'d? 
They  fear  the  tUef,  and  traBBble  m  the  stertn  ^ 
To  hosts,  thraugh  csrasge  who  to  conquest  Wade? 
Behold  the  victor  vsA^siA'd  by  the  wohnf 

is  of  w«e  the  locust  OMi  paiftna  t 


**  TVue  dignity  is  his,  whose  tranquil  mind 
Virtue  baa  rab*d  abova  tiw  tfauigs  belo#| 
Who,  evwy  hope  and  fear  to  Heaven  resiga'd^ 
Shrinks  not,  though  Fortune  ahn  her  dsadhesi  blew/' 
This  strain  from  'midst  the  h>cks  was  heard  tt  flo#i 
In  solemn  sounds.     Now  beam'd  tlie  eveningstar  ^ 
And  from  embattled  clouds  emerging  slaw 
Cynthia  csme  lidilht  on  her  silver  car; 
And  hoaiy  moumain^fflifls  shone  laiady  final  ate 

Soon  did  tlie  solemn  vmce  its  theme  rtnefr : 
(While  Edwin  wrapt  in  wonder  listening  stood) 
«  Ye  to«Us  and  toys  of  tyranny,  adieu, 
Scom*d  by  the  wise  and  hated  by  the  good ! 
Ye  only  can  enMe  the  servile  brood 
Of  Levity  and  Lust,  who  all  their  day% 
Asham*d  of  truth  and  liberty,  have  woo'd. 
And  hugg'd  the  chain,  that,  gUtteting  on  their  gass^ 
Seems  to  outshine  the  pomp  of  Heaven's  eaapyrsid 


'*  Like  them,  abandon*d  to  Ambition's  sway, 
I  sought  for  glory  in  the  paths  of  goUe  | 
And  fawn'd  add  smil'd,  to  plunder  and  betragn 
Myadf  betray'd  and  plundered  all  the  whilei 
So  gnaw*d  ti^  viper  the  corroding  iile ; 
But  now,  with  pangs  of  keen  remorse,  I  rue 
Those  years  of  trouble  and  debasement  vile. 
Yet  why  should  I  tfab  cmd  theme  pursue! 
Fly,  fly,  detested  thoUgJits,  for  ever  from  my  viawl 

**  The  gusts  of  iqppetite,  the  douds  of  csre^ 
And  storms  of  disappointment,  all  o'erpast, 
Henctffortfa  no  earthly  hope  with  Heaven  diall  share 
This  heart,  where  peace  serenely  shines  at  last. 
And  if  for  me  no  treasure  be  amass'd. 
And  if  no  future  age  shall  hear  my  name, 
I  lurk  the  more  secure  from  fortune's  blast, 
And  with  more  leisure  fbed  this  pious  flsme^  [fhme. 
Whose  nqpturs  hr  transcends  the  fairest  hopes  e/ 

^  The  end  and  the  reward  of  toil  is  rest. 

Be  all  my  prayer  for  virtue  and  for  peace. 

Of  wealth  and  fiune,  of  pomp  and  power  possess'd. 

Who  ever  fdt  Us  wsight  of  woe  decrease  ? 

Ah !  what  avails  the  lore  of  Rome  and  Greeccy 

The  lay  beaven-prompted,  and  harmonious  struigi 

Tlie  dust  of  Ophir,  or  the  lyrian  fleece, 

AU  that  art,  fortune,  enterprise,  can  bring. 

If  envy,  scorn,  remorse,  or  pride  the  bosom  wring  I 

**  Let  Vanity  adorn  the  marble  tomb 
With  trophies,  rhymes,  and  scutcheons  of  renown. 
In  the  deep  dungeon  of  some  Gothic  dome^ 
Where  niglit  and  desolation  ever  frown. 
Mine  be  the  breeiy  hill  that  skirts  the  down ; 
Where  a  green  grsssy  turf  is  all  I  crave. 
With  here  and  there  a  violet  bestrown. 
Fast  by  a  brook,  or  fountain's  murmuring  wave ; 
And  many  an  evening  sun  shine  sweedy  on  my  grave. 
3F  2 
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<«  Ana  HrfllMr  let  the  vaii«».fwdn  npdr ; 
And,  light  tifhetrt,  the  TiUtg»«niclai  ny. 
To  deck  with  flowen  her  hiOCduhevell'd  heir, 
And  oelebnte  the  mnrj  morn  of  Bfay. 
Tlmne  let  the  ahepbetd*8  pipe  the  lirellong  day 
Fill  all  the  grove  with  love's  bewitching  woe ; 
And  when  ndld  ETening  comes  in  mantle  gray. 
Let  not  the  blooming  band  make  haste  to  go ; 
No  gfaosC^  nor  wpe^  my  long  and  last  alMde  shaQ 
know. 

**  For  though  I  fly  to  'scape  from  Fortune's  nge, 
And  hear  the  scars  of  envy,  spite,  and  scorn, 
Tct  V  ith  mankind  no  honid  war  I  wage, 
Tet  wMi  no  impious  q>leen  my  breast  is  torn: 
For  virtue  lost,  and  ruin'd  man,  I  mourn. 
O  man !  creation's  pride,  Heaven's  darling  child, 
Whom  Nature's  be^  divinest  gifts  adorn, 
'Wfar  from  thy  home  are  truth  and  joy  exil'd. 
And  all  thy  fiivourite  haunts  with  blood  and  tears 
defil'd? 

^  Along  yon  glittering  sky  what  glory  streams ! 
What  mijesty  attends  Night's  lov«ly  qticen  ! 
Fair  laugh  our  valleys  in  the  vernal  beams ; 
And  mountains  rise,  and  oceans  roll  between, 
And  aU  conspire  to  beautify  the  scene. 
Bat,  in  the  mental  world,  what  chaos  drear ; 
What  £tems  of  mournful,  loathsonie,  fturious  mien ! 
O  when  shall  that  eternal  mom  appear,     •    [dear ! 
These  dreadfbl  forms  to  chase,  this  chaos  diurk  to 

'*  O  Hiou,  at  whose  creative  smile,  yon  heaven. 
In  all  the  pomp  of  beauty,  lifr,  and  light 
Rose  from  th'  abyss ;  when  dark  Collusion  driven 
Down,  down  the  bottomless  profound  of  night. 
Fled,  where  he  ever  flies  thy  piercing  sight ! 
O  glance  on  these  sad  shades  one  pitying  rsy. 
To  bbst  the  Any-  of  oppressive  might, 
Mdt  the  hard  heart  to  love  and  mercy's  sway, 
And  cheer  the  wandering  soul,  and  light  him  on  the 
way!" 

Silence  ensu'd :  and  Edwin  raised  his  eyes 
In  tears,  for  grief  lay  heavy  at  bis  heart. 
'<  And  is  it  thus  in  courtly  life,"  he  cries, 
^  Hiat  man  to  man  acts  a  betrayer's  part  ? 
And  dares  he  thus  the  gifts  of  Heaven  pervert, 
Each  social  instinct,  and  sublime  desire  ? 
Hail,  Poverty !  if  honour,  wealth,  and  art. 
If  what  the  great  pursue,  and  leam'd  admire, 
Hius  dissipate    and   quench   die  soul*s   ethereal 
fire!" 

He  aaid,  and  tum'd  away ;  nor  did  the  aoge 
O'eriiear,  in  silent  orisons  employ'd. 
The  youth,  his  rising  sorrow  to  assiuge, 
Home  as  he  hied,  the  evening  scene  enjoy'd : 
For  now  no  doud  obscures  the  starry  void ; 
The  yellow  moonlight  sleeps  on  all  the  hills ; 
Nor  is  the  mind  with  startling  sounds  annoy'd ; 
A  soothing  murmur  the  lone  region  fills, 
Of  groves,  and  dying  gales,  and  melancholy  rUls. 

But  he  from  day  to  day  more  anxious  grew, 
The  voice  still  seem'd  to  ribrate  on  his  ear, 
Nor  durst  he  hope  the  hermit's  tale  untrue ; 
For  man  he  seem'd  to  love,  and  Heaven  to  fear ; 
And  none  speaks  false,  where  there  is  none  to  hear. 


"  Tet,  am  nan's  gantie  htart  become  so  feU 
No  more  in  vain  oonjccture  let  me  wear 
My  hours  awqr,  but  seek  the  hermit's  cell ; 
'T  is  he  my  doubt  can  clear,  periwps  my 


At  early  dawn  the  youth  his  journey  took. 
And  many  a  mountain  pass'd  and  valley  wid^ 
llien  readi'd  the  wild ;  where,  in  a  flowery  nook. 
And  seated  on  a  mossy  stone,  he  spied 
An  ancient  man :  his  harp  lay  him  beside. 
A  staff  sprang  fVom  the  pasture  at  hk  call. 
And,  kneeling,  lick'd  the  wither*d  hand  that  tied 
A  wreath  of  woodbine  round  his  antlera  tall. 
And  hung  his  Icity  neck  with  many  a  floweret 


And  now  the  hoary  sage  arose,  and  saw 

Hie  wanderer  approaching :  innocence 

Smil'd  on  his  gkiwing  cheek,  but  modest  awe 

Depress'd  his  eye,  that  fear'd  to  give  offence. 

**  Who  art  thou,  courteous  stranger  ?  and  frum 

whence? 
Why  roam  thy  steps  to  this  sequestered  dale  ?" 
«  A  shepherd-hoy,"  the  youth  replied,  **  fisr  1 
My  habitation ;  hear  my  artless  tale ; 
Nor  lerity  nor  frlsehood  shall  thine  ew 


*<  Late  as  I  roam'd,  intent  on  Nature's  < 
I  readi'd  at  eve  this  wilderness  profinind  ; 
And,  leaning  where  yon  oak  expands  her  arms. 
Heard  these  rude  difB  thine  aweful  voice  reboand, 
(For  in  thy  speech  I  recognise  the  sound.) 
You  moum'd  for  ruin'd  man,  and  virtue  lost. 
And  seem'd  to  feel  of  keen  remorse  the  wound. 
Pondering  on  former  days  by  guilt  engross'd. 
Or  in  the  giddy  storm  of  dissipation  toss'd. 

"  But  say,  in  courtly  Ufis  can  crsft  be  kam'd 

Where  knowledge  opens,  and  exalts  the  soul  ? 

Where  Fortune  lavishes  her  gifts  uneam'd. 

Can  sdfishness  the  liberal  heart  control? 

Is  glory  there  achiev'd  by  arts,  as  foul 

As  those  that  fekms,  fiends,  and  furies  plan  ? 

Spiders  ensnare,  snakes  poison,  tygers  prowl : 

Love  is  the  godlike  attribute  o^  man. 

O  teach  a  simple  youth  thu  mystery  to  scan. 

**  Or  else  the  lamentable  strain  dtsdaim. 
And  give  me  back  the  calm,  contented  nsind  ; 
Which,  late,  exulting,  view*d  in  Nature's  fiait. 
Goodness  untainted,  wisdom  unconfin'd, 
Grace,  grandeur,  and  utility  comfaioed. 
Restore  those  tranquil  days,  that  saw  me  sdU 
Well  pleas'd  with  all,  but  most  with  tiuman-ldad : 
When  Fancy  roam'd  through  Nature's  works  aft 

will, 
Uncheck'd  by  cold  distrust  and  uninform'd  of 
ill" 


^Wouldst thou," the  sage  replied,  <*in 
To  the  gay  dreams  of  fond  romantic  youth. 
Leave  me  to  hide,  in  this  remote  sojourn. 
From  every  gentle  ear  the  dreadful  truth : 
For  if  my  doultory  strain  with  ruth 
And  indignation  make  thine  ^es  o'crflow, 
Alas!  w£u  comfbrt  could  thy  anguish  soothe^ 
Shouldst  thou  th'  extent  of  human  foUy  know. 
Be  ignorance  thy  choice^  where  knowledge  leads 


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


BookIL 


THE  MINSTREL. 


SOS 


*  But  l«t  nMeMler  thottglits  afinr  be  drhreD  ; 

SFor  venture  to  andgn  &  dread  decree. 

"or  know,  to  man»  as  candidate  for  Heaven, 

rhe  voice  of  the  Eternal  said.  Be  fiee : 

ind  this  divine  prerogative  to  thee 

>oes  virtue,  hap)>iness,  and  Heaven  convey ; 

7or  virtue  is  the  child  of  liberty, 

ind  happiness  of  virtue;  nor  can  they 

ie  free  to  keep  the  path,  who  are  not  free  to  stray. 

'  Yet  leave  me  not.     I  would  alliy  tiiat  grief, 
¥liich  else  might  thy  young  virtue  overpower, 
Ind  in  thy  coHferge  I  shall  find  relief 
Vbcn  the  dark  shades  of  melancholy  lower; 
^of  solitude  has  many  a  dreary  hour, 
Sven  when  exempt  from  grief,  remorse,  and  pain : 
Umm  often  then ;  for,  haply,  in  my  bower, 
Lmusement,  knowledge,  wisdom  thou  may*st  gain : 
f  I  one  soul  improve^  I  have  not  liv*d  in  vain.** 

knd  now,  at  length,  to  £dwin*8  ardent  gaze 

[lie  Muse  of  history  unrolls  her  page. 

)ut  fow,  aha !  the  scenes  her  art  dfeplays, 

To  charm  his  fimcy,  or  his  heart  engage. 

lere  chiefs  their  tbdrst  of  power  in  blood  assuage, 

Lnd  straight  their  flames  with  tenfold  fierceness 


lere  smiling  ^rtue  prompts  the  patrioti*s  ngt, 
lut  lo,  ere  long,  bleft  alone  to  mourn, 
Lnd  languish  in  the  dust,  and  clasp  th*  abandon*d 
urn! 

'  Andtttion  s  slij^Mry  verge  shall  mortals  tread, 
Hiere  ruin's  gulf  unAithom'd  yawns  beneath ! 
hall  lif^  shaU  Uberty  be  lost,'*  he  said, 
Forthe  vain  toys  that  pomp  and  power  bequeadi ! 
lie  car  of  victory,  the  phime,  the  wreathe, 
)efend  not  from  the  bolt  of  Cite  the  brave : 
io  note  the  clarion  of  renown  can  breathe, 
!*  alarm  the  long  night  of  the  lonely  grave,  Iwave; 
h  check  the  headlong  haste  of  time's  o'erwhdmii^ 

'  Ah,  what  avails  it  to  have  trac'd  the  springs, 
[liat  whirl  df  empire  the  stupendous  wheel ! 
kh,  what  have  I  to  do  with  conquering  kings, 
lands  drench'd  in  blood,  and  breMts  iMgirtwitfa 

sleel! 
To  those,  whom  Nature  taught  to  tlunk  and  feel, 
leroes,  alas  1  are  things  of  small  concern ; 
>ould  Hietoiy  man's  eecret  heart  reveal, 
lnd  what  imports  a  heaven-bom  mind  to  learn, 
ier  transcripts  to  espkire  what  boaom  would  not 
yearn! 

'  Husprsise,  O  Cheroneansage*,  is  thine! 
Why  should  this  prsise  to  thee  alone  belpi^?) 
Ul  else  from  Nature's  moral  path  decline^ 
^ur'd  by  the  toys  that  captifate  the  throng ; 
To  herd  in  cabinets  and  camps,  among 
Ipoil,  carnage,  and  the  cruel  pomp  of  pride; 
>r  chant  of  heraldiy  the  drowsy  song, 
■low  tyrant  blood,  o'er  many  a  region  wide, 
loUs  to  a  thousand  thronea  its  execrable  tide. 

*  O  who  of  man  die  story  will  unfold, 
Sn*  victory  and  emfnre  wrought  annoy, 
!n  that  elysian  age  (vbisnam'd  of  gold) 
fhe  age  of  love,  and  innocence  and  joy, 

*  Plutarch. 


When  all  were  great  and  fireet  man's  sole  employ 
To  deck  the  bosom  of  his  parent  earth ; 
Or  toward  his  bower  the  murmuring  stresH  decoy, 
To  aid  the  fiow'ret's  long-expected  birth. 
And  lull  the  bed  of  peace^  and  crown  the  board  of 
mirth. 

;  '*  Sweet  were  your  shades,  O  ve  primeval  groves !  ' 
Whoae  boughs  to  man  his  food  and  shelter  lent, 
Pure  in  his  pleasures,  happy  in  his  loves. 
His  eye  still  smiling,  and  has  heart  content 
Then,  hand  in  hand,  health,  ^x»rt,  and  bbour  went. 
Nature  supply'd  the  wish  die  taught  to  crave.  ) 
None  prowl  d  for  prey,  none  watch'd  to  drcun*  ent. 
To  all  an  equal  lot  Heaven's  bounty  gave : 
No  vassal  finr'd  his  lord,  no  tyrant  fear'd  his  slave. 

But  ah !  di'  historic  Muse  has  never  dar'd 
To pieroe those hallow'd bowers:  'tisFancv'sbesni 
Pour'd  on  die  vision  of  the  ennqptured  bard. 
That  paints  the  chaims  of  that  delicious  theme. 
Then  hail  sweet  Fancy's  ray !  and  hail  the  dream 
Hiat  weans  the  weary  soul  from  guilt  and  woe ! 
Careless  what  others  of  my  choice  may  deem, 
I  k>ng,  where  Love  and  Fancy  lead,  to  go 
And  meditate  on  Heaven,  enough  of  Earth  I  know." 

'*  I  cannot  bbme  thy  choice,"  the  sage  replied, 
**  For  sofi  and  smooth  are  Fancy's  fiowery  ways.    • 
And  yet,  even  there,  if  left  without  a  guide, 
The  young  adventurer  unsafidy  plays. 
Eyes  dazzl'd  long  by  fiction's  gawty  rays 
In  modest  truth  no  light  nor  beauty  find. 
And  who,  my  chUd,  would  trust  the  meleor-blaie^ 
That  soon  must  fidl,  and  leave  the  wanderer  blind. 
More  dark  and  helpless  fiv,  Han  if  it  ne'er  had 
shm'd? 

^  Fancy  enervates,  while  it  sootfies,  the  heart, 
And,  while  it  dairies,  wounds  the  mental  sight : 
To  joy  each  heightening  charm  it  can  impart, 
But  wraps  the  tour  of  woe  in  tenfold  nig^fat. 
And  oflen,  where  no  real  ills  afiKght, 
Its  visionary  fiends,  an  endless  train. 
Assail  with  equal  or  superior  might, 
And  through  the  throbbing  heart,  and  disy  fanin. 
And  shivering  nerves,  shoot  stings  of  more  than  mor- 
tal pain. 


**  And  yet,  alas !  die  real  ilk  of  life 
Claim  the  fbll  vigour  of  a  mind  prepared, 
Fk^qpar'd  for  patient,  long,  laborious  striliB^ 
Its  guide  experience,  and  tndfa  Its  guard. 
We  fhre  oo  Earth  as  other  men  have  fkr'd. 
Were  they  anocessfnl?  Let  not  us  despair. 
Was  dssppointnient  oft  dieir  sole  reward  ? 
Yet  shall  their  tale,  instruct,  if  it  dedaie. 
How  they  have  borne  the  load  omsclves  are 
to  bear. . 


What  charms  th'  historic  Muse  adorii,  from  spofls. 
And  blood,  and  tyrants,  when  die  wings  her  flight. 
To  hail  the  patriot  prince,  whoae  pious  toils 
8Bcred  to  science,  liberty,  and  ri^ 
And"  peace,  direugh  every  age  divinely  bright. 
Shall  shine  the  boast  and  wonder  of  mankind  i 
Sees  yonder  Sun,  from  his  meridian  height, 
A  lovetfer  scene,  than  vulue  dius  enshrin'd 
In  powci%  9gA  man  with  man  for  mutual  aid  com-' 
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«  Udk  MiM  Nktf  If  Wifttitm  Nw*dl ! 
HaQ,  Mcnd  f^iii^i  whM  Vf  kv  ittimiii*4! 
Without fMwiMliNrBiiiHi?  A git>f%llitag Iwfd 
In  dukiia%  nwtdwdaci%  and  imat  melMMiU 
tublimll  fay  joM,  lb«  6rMk  tnd  Rmmm  rdfti'd 
In  art!  unrindl'd :  O,  to  UlMt  d«]r% 
In  Albion  may  your  influeno,  unprolan'd. 


lb  ftodUka  worth  tlM  ganai^wi  boMB  raiM, 
Andptonipc  tiw  a^^s  lbt%  andirttiw  pooC'ski^t 


«  But  now  lot  otlMrl 

For  lo»  with  modat  fit  nnyartr  ( 

To  cuib  Imafination't  h,iAtm  n^ 

And  from  widdn  tho  dmiih'd  haart  to  bnwt^ 

FhikMophy  appears !  Tlie  dlooaiy  fata 

By  indolenoe  and  majpuig  l^'*"^  l*"^ 


Fear,  Diioonteiit,  Solicituda,  give  plaea, 

And  Ho0o  and  Gom^  briftean  in  thflir  ilead* 

TVbOa  on  the  kindling  ioia  bgr  vital 

IHen  wakan  frdm  long  kiMfy  10  lift 
The  iaada  of  happintM,  and  powOH  of  tbottgbt  I 
Tlien  jarrii^  ippetitei  fctago  their  etrife^ 
A  itrtft  by  ignovMMSe  to  BMdneeB  wrongbl 
Pkaiure  bf  eavago  man  k  dearly  bought 
With  m,  nvth$§^  hut  that  daiei  tontroul^ 
With  gluttony  and  death.     Tlie  mind  untaught 
Is  a  dait  waele^  wfafert  iendi  and  Hmp<iti  howl^ 
As  RMbna  to  the  worM,  k  ecknoe  to  the  aoid. 


And  Reason  now  thRMgb  numher«  tiilM,  and  ipadi^ 

Dsrts  the  keen  hutra  of  her  leikns  eye^ 

And  kam%  ftnn  kctt  oonpar'di  the  kws  to  troce^ 

Wfaoie  ki^  pffogiewien  leads  to  Dai^. 

Chn  Mortal  strei^  presume  to  aoar  so  high ! 

(Can  BBM^  feightk  so  oh  bptfmm'd  With  t«ar% 

:8nchglory  bear!— fork!  the  shadows  ily 

From  Nature's  fi^e ;  concision  disappears, 

And  ordsr  ohirms  the  eye,  and  hannony  the  cal«! 

I^In  the  de«|>  windings  of  the  grove^  no  more 
.andir" 


31ie  hag  obicctoe^  and  grisly  phantom  dwell  ( 

Nor  in  the  fiiU  of  nMmntain«streanh  or  roar 

or  winds,  k  heard  the  angry  spirit's  yell ; 

No  wisard  mutters  the  tremendous  ipell, 

Neir  auks  ooHvulsiva  in  propbetk  swoon  s 

Nor  bids  the  ndiae  of  drums  and  trumprts  swall» 

To  ease  of  landed  pengs  the  kbourii^  Moon, 

Or  chase  the  shade  that  bkts  the  bkxing  ort>  of  noon. 

**  Many  Aldng^ingering  ycar^  in  lonely  isk^ 
Stunn'd  wtiA  th*  eternal  tnibuknce  of  wtivca> 
Ix>,  with  dim  cyes»  dwt  never  leam'd  to  smiley 
And  trenkUing  handa^  the  fiunish'd  nMive  enifes 
Of  Heaven  his  wnetohed  tee ;  Aivering  in  caves^ 
Or  soorch'd  on  rocks,  he  phies  from  day  to  day; 
But  Science  give!  the  word;  and  k,  heWittvca 
The  surge  and  tempeet,  Kghted  by  her  ray, 
And  to  a  happier  kmd  walk  merrily  awny  { 

**  And  even  where  Natufe  kads  the 
With  the  foil  pomp  of  vegetabk  stite^ 
Her  bounty,  nnimprov'd,  k  dea^y  bane  t 
Dark  woods  and  rankling  wildii  firom  skore  to  skn«, 
Strctdi  their  enormous  gkom ;  which  to  explore 
Even  Fancy  tremblte,  in  her  sprighdiest  mood  | 
For  there,  each  eyo4iall  gkanM  with  hiat  of  gora^ 
Nestles  each  murdsi^mis  aild  each  monstrous  brood, 
Pkgne  lurks  in  ci^  shade,  and  steams  iWan  every 
flood. 


« 'T  was  AiiU  FWkMphr  hmmi  kaMi*d  to  tnaaa 

The  soil  by  plenty  to  inunnifgmoa  fed. 

IxH  from  the  MbeiHg  atai  na^  thundering  ianaei 

Pbison  and  pkgne  aid  ydtti^  rage  esc  led ! 

Hie  waters,  bursting  mm  theksUny  hei^ 

Bring  health  and  mekdy  to  every  vak: 

And,  fWim  the  breesy  naaiui  and  moynirfu's  hna«^ 

Ceres  and  Fkn^  to  the  sunny  4^  {gim 

To  kn  their  gkwing    "  ...     * 


«  What  dke  i 

Our  art^  our  strength,  our  krtitttde  roqwka ! 

Of  foes  inteslfaM  what  a  numtrans  hand 

Against  thk  Utik  tkob  of  lifo  oonspita  I 

Tet  Science  can  elude  thdr  kial  ire 

Awhiki  and  turn  aside  Death's  kvdl'd  dart, 

Soothe  the  diatp  F*"g»*^  ^  fovar's  fira^ 

And  brafee  the  nerves  once  rooi^  and  eheer  the  haar\ 

And  yM  a  kir  soft  nighli  and  bakij  ds^  impart. 


«  Nor  kss  to  regukte  asaa's  i 
Science  exerts  har  all  compoeing  sway. 
Flutters  thy  breaat  with  ftar,  or  pants  for  ftassi 
Or  pines,  to  indoknee  and  spleen  a  preyi 
Or  nvarke^  a  iknd  more  ieive  than  theyf 
Fke  to  die  Anda  of  Academns'  jrovc  t 
Where  cares  molest  not,  discord  melts  awnf 
In  hinnatky»  and  the  pars  psiwioni  prove 
How  sweet  tiw  wordbol'IMfa,breath*d  ftmn  tk 
lipeof  Lova. 

"  What  cannot  Art  and  Industry  perform. 
When  Science  plans  the  progress  of  tfasktafl! 
Tb^  smik  at  penury^  diaeasev  and  storm ; 
And  oceans  from  their  mighty  mounds  reoo& 
When  tyrants  scourge^  or  demagoniea  cmhrail 
A  land,  or  when  the  rabbk's  hennloqg  rage 
Order  transforms  to  anardgr  and  spoil, 
Deep-vers'd  in  man  the  philosophk  sage 
^spares  with  lenient  hand  their  phrmsy  to  asaoaga^ 

<^  'T  b  he  akne,  whose  comprehenrivc  mind, 
Fkmn  situation,  tamper,  soil  and  ^nse 
Explor'd,  a  nation's  various  powers  can  bind. 
And  various  orders^  in  one  form  sublime 
Of  policy,  that,  midst  the  wrecks  of  time. 
Secure  shall  lift  its  head  on  high,  nor  foar 
Tb'  asmuh  of  foreign  or  domsstk  crime. 
While  publk  kith,  and  public  kve  sincere. 
And  iniiustiy  andkw  maintain  their  siray  savereb** 

Ennptur'd  hy  the  hermit's  strain,  the  youth 
Proceeds  the  path  of  Science  to  explore. 
And  now,  expanded  to  the  beams  of  truth. 
New  energies  and  charms  unknown  before^ 
His  mind  dsiclosss :  Fancy  now  no  more 
Wantons  on  fickk  pinion  through  the  skies ; 
But,  fix*d  in  aim»  and^conscious  of  her  povci^ 
Aloft  from  pause  to  cause  exults  to  rise. 
Creation's  bksnded  atorss  arrangii^  as  she  lies. 

Nor  lova  of  novelty  alone  HMfares, 
Hieir  kws  and  nioe  dependencies  to  seen ; 
For,  mindful  of  the  ai^  that  lifo  req[uircs, 
And  of  the  ssrviess  man  owes  to  man. 
He  meditotes  new  arts  on  Nature's  flan ; 
The  cold  de^pianding  brsaat  of  sloth  to  warm. 
The  flame  of  industry  and  genius  kn. 
And  emulation's  noble  rage  alarm. 
And  the  kng  hours  of  toil  and  soUtodt  to4h|im> 
Digitized  by  VnOOQlC 


Book  11. 


THE  MINSTREL. 


807 


But  abe,  who  let  on  fire  his  infant  beait, 
And  all  his  dreams,  and  all  his  wanderings  shar'd 
And  blessed,  the  Muse,  and  her  celestial  art, 
Still  claim  th*  enthusiast's  fond  and  first  regard. 
From  Nature's  beauties  variously  compared 
And  variously  combined,  he  learns  to  ftame 
Those  forms  of  bright  perfection,  which  the  bard. 
While  boundless  hopes  and  boundless  views  inflaine, 
£namour*d,  consecrates  to  never-dying  fame. 

Of  late,  with  cumberMnne,  though  pompous  show, 
Sdwin  would  oft  his  flowery  rhyme  deface, 
Tlirough  ardour  to  adorn ;  but  Nature  now 
To  his  ezperienc*d  eye  a  modest  grace 
Pkvsent^  where  ornament  the  second  place 
Holds,  to  intrinsic  worth  and  just  design 
Subservient  stilL     Simplicity  apace 
Tempers  hb  rage ;  he  owns  her  charm  divine. 
And  clears  th*  ambiguous  phrase,  and  lops  th*  un- 
widdyline. 

Fain  would  I  sing  (much  yet  unsung  remains) 
"What  sweet  deUrium  o*er  his  bosom  stole. 
When  the  great  shepherd  of  the  Mantuan  plain 
His  deep  mijestic  melody  'gan  roll : 
Fain  would  I  sing  what  transport  storm'd  his  soul, 
How  the  red  current  throbb*d  his  veins  along. 
When,  like  Pelides,  bold  beyond  controul. 
Without  art  grKeful,  without  effort  strong. 
Homer  rais'd  high  to  Heaven  the  loud,  th'  impetuous 
song. 


And  how  his  lyre,  though  rude  her  first  essays, 
Now  skilled  to  soothe,  to  triumph,  to  complain. 
Warbling  at  will  through  each  harmonious  nuucc. 
Was  taught  to  moduUte  the  artful  strain, 
I  fain  would  sing :  —  but  ah .'  I  strive  in  vain. 
Sighs  from  a  breaking  heart  my  voice  confound, 
With  trembling  step,  to  join  yon  weeping  train, 
I  haste,  where  gleams  funereal  glare  around. 
And  mii'd  with  shrieks  of  woe,  the  knells  of  death 
resound. 

Adieu,  ye  lays,  that  Fancy's  flowers  adorn, 
The  soft  amusement  of  the  vacant  mind ! 
He  sleeps  in  dust,  and  all  the  Muses  mourn, 
He,  whom  each  virtue  fir'd,  each  grace  refin*d. 
Friend,  teacher,  pattern,  daorllng  of  mankind ! 
He  sleeps  in  dust     Ah  !  how  shall  1  pursue 
My  theme !     To  heart-consuming  grief  resign'd. 
Here  on  his  recent  grave  I  fix  my  view, 
And  pour  my  bitter  tears.     Ye  flowery  lays,  adieu  f 

Art  thou,  my  Geiooby,  for  ever  fled ! 
And  am  1  left  to  unavailing  woe ! 
When  fortune's  storms  assail  this  weary  head. 
Where  cares  long  since  have  shed  untimely  snow ! 
Ah,  now  for  comfort  whither  shall  I  go ! 
No  more  thy  soothing  voice  my  anguish  cheers : 
Thy  placid  eyes  vrith  smiles  no  longer  glow. 
My  hopes  to  cherish,  and  allay  my  fears. 
'T  is  meet  that  I  should  mourn :  flow  forth  afresh, 
my  1 


THE    END. 


Printed  by  A.  and  R.  Spottiswoodc, 
PrinU'rs-Surect,  Loudon. 
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